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    This book is an original work for Amazon, available exclusively on Kindle, but made possible with the support of CHYOA.COM where hundreds of naughty interactive adventures can be found. 
 
      
 
    This book and all its contents are copyright 2018 by Amanda Clover. All rights are reserved and no portions may be reproduced unless for the use of brief quotations for review purposes. 
 
      
 
    All characters appearing in this story are over the age of 18. This is a work of parody and any resemblance to real people or situations is coincidental. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    WAIT A MOMENT! 
 
      
 
    YOU are Lucas LeBlanc, the hero of this story, and you decide his actions. 
 
    Sometimes your choice will lead to other choices, sometimes it will advance the story, and sometimes it may lead to a timely or untimely ending.  
 
    Unfortunately, Lucas is not a very strong hero and much of the story centers on his struggle to battle a powerful monster girl. Losing is not the end! When Lucas is defeated by a monster girl, he will be called to heaven by the goddess Veleda, who will judge his failure and give him advice to defeat the monster girl.  
 
    In fact, losing is half the fun! You have to lose to see all of the exciting things that Lucas can do with the monster girls he encounters.  
 
    This book has 10 different paths to victory or defeat and many more options throughout the story.  
 
    Good luck on your adventure! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    A Pocket of Paradise 
 
      
 
    The six-armed demoness with the lower body of a serpent slithers purposefully across the stone tiles. She grasps a curved sword in each of her hands and tosses her hair triumphantly as she approaches her hapless prey. The slender impette turns at the last moment and lets out a shrill scream of terror before being sliced to pieces by the demoness. The gruesomely dismembered body fades to nothing. 
 
    “You are almost out of impettes.” 
 
    You look up from the Hell Chess board at the beautiful, golden-haired angel sitting across from you. Her silver-blue eyes glitter as she observes your reaction. Theora is your tutor, companion, liaison to the goddess Veleda, and in many ways, your boss. This is your first time since meeting her that you have spent any prolonged leisure time with the imposing angel.  
 
    And she is absolutely destroying you in Hell Chess. You played it a few times in St. Ingbert at the spring festival using little wooden pieces. The Hell Chess set in the Crystal Sanctum, your trans-dimensional castle, uses little ghost-like characters that can be played like pieces but move and behave like living demons. It’s a little distracting to watch Theora’s succubus drain the life from your impette with a kiss or see her winged nightmare crush your succubus under its hooves.  
 
    “I’m still trying to learn the game,” you say, studying the board and your few remaining pieces. 
 
    “You said you knew how to play,” scoffs Theora.  
 
    “I said that I had played before,” you say. “Not that I was good at it.” 
 
    “As usual, you have overestimated your abilities in the face of a real opponent,” says the angel. 
 
    “Oh, take it easy on him, Miss Immortal Being,” croaks Morelle, the novice succubus.  
 
    The voluptuous, violet-haired beauty is reclining in an oversized bathtub nearby as one of the beautiful Hina automatons pours warm water over Morelle’s naked body. You try not to be distracted by the lovely succubus as she turns in the bathtub and her ample ass surfaces. She leans against the rim of the tub, her plump breasts overhanging the porcelain as she cranes her neck to get a look at the game board. 
 
    “Your cacoknight can leap over a piece,” says Morelle.  
 
    “The cacoknight?” 
 
    “The warrior woman on the frog,” she says, which is a nice way of describing a piece that looks like a tiny barbarian woman atop a four-legged reptile with spider-like eyes. She continues, “Jump over Miss Perfect’s impette there and take her succubus before she gets five souls.” 
 
    You move your hand to the board and direct the cacoknight to jump over the head of Theora’s nearest impette and attack her succubus piece. The frog leaps well above the board, arcing slightly before coming down in the same square as the succubus. The bat-winged beauty in the square is sent sprawling by the cacoknight as her frog lands. The beast lunges and snaps the succubus up in its jaws. Her legs kick for a moment before it tilts back its head and the succubus disappears down its gullet. 
 
    “There,” says Morelle. “That will stop her from becoming a greater succubus and dominating the board.” 
 
    “Yes, as opposed to a lesser succubus,” says Theora, waving a dismissive hand, “such as Morelle.” 
 
    Morelle sloshes in the tub, her violet eyes blazing with anger and her full lips puckered into a scowl. The rim of the tub squeezes into the wet mounds of her breasts as she leans over it further.  
 
    “I might have had a chance to eat up enough souls if you hadn’t sent Lucas to get me! Now you… you… oooooooohh…” 
 
    The anger fades from her face and her eyes roll back and close. She grins with pleasure and says, “Oola you are a naughty girl.” 
 
    The translucent slime girl rises up from the water behind Morelle, taking human shape from violet-hued gelatin. A face forms last in her feminine head and she grins. You can just make out something sprouting from her groin that seems to be moving and pleasuring the succubus. 
 
    “Is that an arm growing from your waist?” Theora’s disgust is apparent in her tone. 
 
    “Awoo! Lady Morelle likes when I find new ways to give her pleasure,” burbles Oola. “So I grow all sorts of fun things.” 
 
    There is a slurp, Morelle gasps, and Oola holds up a wobbling hand that seems to have five translucent penises for fingers. Theora groans in dismay. 
 
    “We should keep you two separate,” says the angel. “You are becoming more perverse by the day.” 
 
    Theora selects the fallen angel figurine on the board and moves it towards your blubbery ogre. The fallen angel, although it appears to be a beautiful woman resembling Theora, has a huge, flaccid penis dangling between its shapely thighs. It saunters into the ogre’s square, gives a war cry, and lops off the fat brute’s head with a flaming sword. The fallen angel figure puts a foot up on the corpse of her defeated foe, posing triumphantly with her plump breasts thrust forward. And with her huge cock dangling almost to her knee. 
 
    “Morelle, why does the fallen angel have a giant, uh, penis?” You ask and look from Theora to Morelle.  
 
    “Mmmmmmm.” Morelle’s eyes flutter open and a dreamy smile spreads across her flushed face. “You should definitely ask Theora about that. I read something in a book once… mmmmmm… ooooohhhh, Oola!”  
 
    Morelle turns and embraces the slippery slime girl and the two begin kissing and writhing against each other in a very distracting manner. Theora sighs and leans back in her chair as the Hina attending the bath begins to pour water over both Oola and Morelle. 
 
    “So, uh, why?” You ask Theora. 
 
    “Angels are servants of the gods,” she says. “Our patron pulls us from the clay of the higher planes. When we begin, we have both male and female characteristics. Our gender only develops over time. Most angels become women. Some become men.” 
 
    “And some become both,” giggles Morelle.  
 
    “Most of those angels are fallen,” counters Theora. “Both male and female characteristics make them uniquely susceptible to corruption.” 
 
    “Susceptible to fun!” Morelle counters and splashes water out of the tub in Theora’s direction. 
 
    The angel scowls and turns her attention back to the game just as you pick one of your few remaining impettes and move it into the fallen angel’s square on the game board. The prideful huge-cocked angel reacts in surprise as the impette leaps onto her back and begins stabbing her repeatedly with a tiny dagger. The angel crumples to the ground and the impette dances merrily over her corpse.  
 
    “Enough games,” says Theora, dismissively waving her hand and clearing the pieces away.  
 
    “Oooooooh, these games are just starting,” moans Morelle from the tub as she arches her back and thrusts her shapely bottom into Oola’s translucent face. The slime girl burbles with delight, pleasuring the succubus eagerly. 
 
    Disgust ripples over Theora’s beautiful brow. She seems to shake off her revulsion and looks you in the eyes. 
 
    “Someone is bringing monsters into your world, Lucas. In the past, there have been rifts formed between the monster realm and your world, but those were easy to locate and close. There have also been mad wizards and gods and goddesses responsible.” 
 
    “So which is it?” You ask. 
 
    “We do not know this time,” she says. “Whatever or whoever is responsible is concealed from the eyes of the goddess.” 
 
    You lean towards her and ask her softly, “What is going to happen to Morelle and the other monster girls? When all this is over.” 
 
    “They will be judged by Veleda,” she says. “Their time with you as your allies will weigh in her decision of their fates.” 
 
    “Oh,” you say, imagining poor Morelle and Oola being thrown down into the Underworld. 
 
    Theora’s eyes widen and shift from silvery-blue to pale white. A glow surrounds her head and she sits up stiffly. After a moment, she seems to relax and the glow fades. 
 
    “Theora?” You ask with concern. 
 
    “Our goddess searches for other monsters in your world, but for now we must act of our own initiative. We must find Lady Rachelle. A powerful succubus will know more than these lesser creatures.” 
 
    “Creatures?” Morelle pouts from the tub. Pleasure quickly disarms her pouting and her wings flick with a shiver. Oola slurps noisily at Morelle’s backside. 
 
    “You want me to fight a powerful succubus?” You ask. 
 
    “We do not know where she is yet,” says Theora, unrolling a map she seems to pull from thin air. “For now, you are going here.” 
 
    She points to a small village two days journey on foot from St. Ingbert. 
 
    “Bruno? There is nothing there. A few farms maybe. The village was abandoned when I was a child because of a plague.” 
 
    “Veleda has informed me that a monster girl has taken up residence there,” she says. “You are to question her and subdue her.” 
 
    “What is she?” 
 
    “I am not certain,” says. “The goddess senses a woman of ample proportions, horns, and hooves.” 
 
    “Lady Rachelle?”  
 
    “She did have hooves,” says Morelle. “Let me come with. I’ll help.” 
 
    “You cannot fight this creature,” warns Theora. Her expression softens, “But perhaps you can help us find her. If it is Lady Rachelle, you will sense her presence and Lucas will be able to prepare.” 
 
    “I get to go with?” Morelle splashes excitedly in the tub. “Yaaaay!” 
 
    The shapely young succubus slides glistening out of the tub. She flops to the stone floor before pulling herself to her feet. She comes jiggling over to you and throws her arms around your head, pulling you against her wet and luscious breasts.  
 
    “Oh, thank you, master! I will help you find her! No way can she beat you!” 
 
    Theora sighs, “Very well, you may join us.” 
 
    Hours later, you have made ready to journey on foot with Theora and Morelle accompanying you. The angel wears the same slightly sheer gown of purest white she wears almost all the time. Morelle has changed into tight-fitting cream-colored breeches, knee-high boots, and a low-cut corseted bodice that shows off a distracting expanse of her creamy cleavage. Her violet hair is pulled back into a braid that falls down her back. Her tails flicks over her shapely bottom and her wings are folded tightly against her back. 
 
    “Hina will watch over your house and tend to your animals,” says Theora. “I have given her instructions to fend off humans if any should attempt to rob you again.” 
 
    “I don’t think the Gedry brothers will be a problem anymore,” you say, smiling at the angel. “You made a pretty big impression on them.” 
 
    “Yes, you humans are easily awed,” she agrees.  
 
    The journey northwest from my farm takes you through farmland and into a rugged expanse of low hills and rocky ravines. This terrain slows your progress while Morelle leaps merrily over obstructions and Theora flies slowly overhead spreading her white-feathered wings. This unpleasant path gives way to dense woodland that climbs a gentle rise in the terrain. The higher you travel, the cooler the air becomes. There is a crisp chill in the air, making you glad you wore a quilted jacket. Morelle seems to be struggling with the cold. Her breath steams and her nose and pale cheeks are pinched and red.  
 
    “Here,” you say, taking off your jacket and offering it to the succubus.  
 
    She puts it on and smiles gratefully. 
 
    “It’s warm from you, Lucas,” she giggles. “Thank you, you truly are a hero!”  
 
    She puts her arms around you, kicks up one leg, and gives you a big, wet kiss. Her tongue tries to invade your mouth, but you pull away as you feel the pleasure of her magic.  
 
    “You thank me by trying to feed on my essence?” You step away from her. “Not nice, Morelle.” 
 
    “Awwww, I’m sorry, master,” she says, her brightness undimmed. “I was just a little hungry after all this walking.” 
 
    Your journey takes you more than halfway to Bruno on the first day. You make camp in the woods, chopping up a fallen tree and building a fire. Your tent is old and patched many times. It belonged to your father. Theora summons hers from the air and it is imposing and seemingly brand new, like the campaign tent of a general. 
 
    A bit of hunting turns up a red quail, which you manage to fell with a sling. You roast the unfortunate bird for a meal. It’s a thankless task. Morelle complains the meat is too greasy and Theora stares sullenly at the fire while she eats half the bird. 
 
    “I want to take a bath,” says Morelle, licking grease from her delicate fingers. “I’m bored sitting around. I want to go for a walk and find that stream we saw just before making camp. Maybe take a dip.” 
 
    She sheds your coat and steps away from the crackle and glow of the fire. She tosses her hair dramatically and gives you a playful look.  
 
    “You’re welcome to join me, Lucasss,” she draws out your name, clinging to a low tree branch and swinging her hips like a dancing girl. She lets go of the branch, pivots on her toe, and dances off into the dark forest. 
 
    “I hope she doesn’t get lost,” you murmur. 
 
    “Demons can see in the dark,” says Theora, stirring the flames. The angel sits beside you on the remains of the fallen tree she dragged over for you to chop firewood. The firelight, if anything, enhances her alabaster beauty with its ruddy glow. Her breasts heave steadily in her billowy gown. Her gaze seems fixated on the dancing flames. 
 
    She’s not a great conversationalist. Maybe you should follow Morelle into the woods. Then again, you’re exhausted. It might be wisest to simply retire to your tent. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Get some sleep 
 
    Stay with Theora by the fire 
 
    Go looking for Morelle in the woods 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Let Morelle drink all your essence 
 
      
 
    The fear ebbs from your body and a smile of acceptance comes over your face. The triumphant demoness giggles as she senses you yielding to the pleasure. Her tail doubles its efforts, sucking and stroking around you, as Morelle draws you tightly into her arms and plants another kiss on your lips. 
 
    “Yessss,” you moan against her. “Yes, take it all. Drink my… my essence.” 
 
    “Of course, silly boy,” she says. “But you know what that means, don’t you?” 
 
    She’s torturing you with your doom. You whimper helplessly in her arms, shifting against the slippery mounds of her soft breasts. You look up into her eyes as you seem to shrink against her.  
 
    “Y-yes,” you whimper. “Oh, gods, it’s so good.” 
 
    Her hot kiss smothers your lips and the silken sheath of her tail moves even more swiftly over your straining glans, clutching your shaft down to the root where your stones are already tightening once more. Violet magic flutters around your kiss. The succubus’s eyes glow faintly through her closed eyelids as she kisses you. 
 
    “Mmmmmmmmm!” You cry against her lips, feeling helpless pleasure as she sucks up more and more of your essence. Your cock throbs inside her tail and your whole body shakes in her embraces as you release once more into the suckling depths of that predatory mouth.  
 
    “Yes,” he voice stirs in your mind. “Yes, give it all to me. Slip into nothingness.” 
 
    The prickling horror of your impending doom only arouses you further. You cum a fourth time almost immediately, arching weakly in her grasp as your cock sputters out thin seed into her suckling tail. Morelle’s leathery wings spread around you and enclose your body. Her kiss only intensifies. The warmth of the water seems to draw you downward and you begin to fall, faster and faster, disappearing into darkness until you fade into the irresistible drumbeat of her demonic heart. 
 
    Your limp body slips from her embrace, your eyes sunken and your face contorted in pleasure. You are no longer in your body, you are inside Morelle, your essence fusing to and sustaining her demonic power. 
 
    “Thank you, Lucas,” she giggles, “for a lovely snack.” 
 
    Her wings snap open and the naked succubus launches herself from the steamy water and into the night sky, free to roam the earth once more.  
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Get down on your knees and pleasure Theora 
 
      
 
    “Stop,” you whisper against Theora’s lips.  
 
    “What’s that?” She chuckles, wanking your cock and driving you towards your orgasm. 
 
    You grab hold of her wrist and she allows this to stop the movement of her hand. You say, more firmly. “Stop.” 
 
    “You are denying yourself the pleasure of my hand?” She raises an eyebrow. 
 
    “You are going to make me cum first,” you say, slipping your glistening fingers from her pussy. “And I can’t permit that.” 
 
    “”Can’t permit?” She laughs at the idea that you might be in charge. “I will decide whether or not…” 
 
    You slip out of her embrace and onto your knees on the ground. She turns to face you, her knees apart and her gold-thatched quim exposed to the firelight. It glistens in the warm glow. You brace your hands on her thighs, spreading her wider, more fully exposing that lovely fruit of her loins. You kiss her warm inner thigh and hear Theora suck in an excited breath. A moment later, her hand is on your head, guiding you to the perfumed patch of her pussy. 
 
    Although her hand guides you, your decision places you in control, denying her the power to make you cum as you lap eagerly at the perfect flower of her cunt. You press your face between her thighs and tongue her sweet nectar. You lash her clit and slide your tongue deeper, feeling her hot walls clutch around it. A shudder runs through her body and she takes hold of your head with both hands. 
 
    “Oh, Lucas,” she cries. “I might mistake you for an incubus.” 
 
    “Nnnnnnnn,” you moan, tongue burrowing deeper into her hot cove. She writhes against you, jerking her hips and smearing her sweet juices over your lips and chin. You catch her clit with your lips and suck it when her hip motions allow, producing lewd, wet slurping sounds.  
 
    “Ah! Ahhhh! You are sucking my clit!” She cries, bucking against your face, her fingers tightening almost painfully in your hair. “Ohhhhh Lucas, you will make me cum!” 
 
    “Mmmhmmhmmnnn,” you reply, beating your tongue furiously against her clit as the heat of her cunt seems to envelop you. Her muscular thighs tense and the hot flow of her nectar becomes a tidal wave of her sweet cum. You suck urgently at her clit and Theora wails with ecstasy. 
 
    “YESSSS! I’m cumming!” She bucks so hard she nearly knocks you over backwards. Her hands on your head keep you upright as she rises from the stump and mounts your face. Her weight presses down on your mouth and her hips jerk at the tempo of her pleasure. You can feel each contraction as her pussy spasms again and again, spreading her slick juices into your mouth and down your cheeks and chin.  
 
    “Ohhhhhhh, Lucas,” she moans, her breath coming in gasps. “No man has give me such pleasure.” 
 
    You beam with accomplishment as Theora dismounts from your face, the hot scent of her cunt replaced with the cool, fire-smoked air. You suck in ragged breaths, only just realizing how close you came to being smothered by her pleasure. 
 
    “Enough games,” she says, leaning down and smashing a sloppy kiss to your lips. Her hand reaches for your rigid manhood. “I need your cock, Lucas. I need it… inside me! Take me!” 
 
     You have never seen Theora in such a state. You yearn to satisfy her with your throbbing cock and find some relief yourself. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Take Theora passionately from above 
 
    Take Theora from behind 
 
    Ask Theora to ride atop your cock


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Arrival in Bruno 
 
      
 
    The morning march is easy, but the afternoon is mostly spent walking uphill through broken terrain and it leaves you with sore ankles from turning your feet so many times. The day’s surprising heat beats down through the ragged trees and sweat trickles between your shoulder blades. You pause to uncork your waterskin and have a drink of warm water. 
 
    “Why are you stopping?” Theora demands. 
 
    “I need a drink,” you snap. “And my feet are killing me.” 
 
    “Yeah, leave him alone,” says Morelle. “Let’s stop walking. It’s borrrrring.” 
 
    “We can stop,” says Theora. “Because Bruno is just over this hill.” 
 
    Morelle stiffens suddenly, her eyes flashing with violet magic and her nostrils flaring as if she is a beast scenting a rival in the air. 
 
    “Yes,” hisses Morelle. 
 
    “What is it?” You ask. 
 
    “You have her scent?” Theora demands. 
 
    “She was here. She traveled this way.” Morelle holds her arms out, hands spread, as if she is balancing on an invisible cable as she walks up the hill. She wriggles her fingers.  
 
    “She walked like that?” You say. 
 
    “No, silly,” giggles Morelle. “I can feel her presence, like magnetism, lingering in the air. She is no longer here.” 
 
    You and Theora follow Morelle into the village of Bruno. Its timeworn houses and muddy lanes cling to the opposite slope of the hill, seeming to slump into the gloomy valley below. Many of the houses are shuttered or obviously uninhabitable. There is a small inn and a few shops. A handful of people look at you fearfully as you stand atop the hill overlooking their village.  
 
    “Down there?” You say, looking at the fearful peasants. 
 
    “No,” says Morelle. “Across the valley, on the next hill.”  
 
    You can just make out a few farm houses hidden in the dreary woods across the narrow valley. You head down into the village and for the only inn and tavern. According to the wooden sign hanging outside it is called, “The Blightwater.” 
 
    “Lovely name,” notes Theora as she follows you inside. 
 
    The tavern is as dreary inside as the town is on the outside. The handful of pale-faced patrons stop eating their gray-meat stew and drinking their pale lagers and stare at you and your traveling companions. The smoky windows barely let in any light, so the hearth fire and a few lanterns color the unwelcome tableaux a shifting red. You breathe in the dank atmosphere of smoke, sweat, and mildew.  
 
    “Who are you?” Spits the stooped man behind the counter. “What do you want?” 
 
    Some of the patrons begin to clear out, muttering as they push past Morelle. She licks her lips lasciviously and snaps her teeth at the last man to pass her. 
 
    “We are humble servants of Veleda,” you say, stepping towards the man behind the counter. “We are in search of word or rumors of unusual happenings in your village.” 
 
    “Ya mean more unusual than some scrawny kid and two done up whores walking into Bruno asking questions?” He spits a wad of green phlegm into a pail near his feet. “Might tell ya for a turn with one of ‘em.” 
 
    He licks his fat lips and strokes a hairy wart on his cheek. Theora’s eyes bulge with rage. She takes a step towards the counter and grips the edge so hard that it creaks beneath her hands. 
 
    “Or I could call upon the goddess to smite you and—“ 
 
    Morelle steps beside Theora, patting her on the arm.  
 
    “What my friend means to say is, I’d be happy to take care of you and you can answer our questions.” 
 
    “Yeah?” He gargles up more phlegm and spits again, wiping his lips clean. “Alright. I like blondie there better, but I’ll settle for you. Come on back.” 
 
    Morelle winks at you and prances after the disgusting innkeeper, disappearing into the inn’s backroom. You hear giggling and grunting followed by pots and pans clattering. This is followed by rhythmic thumpin, a long, low groan, more rhythmic thumping, and then a loud thud. Morelle steps out of the back room, wiping her lips clean. Her violet eyes sparkle with magic.  
 
    “Not as yummy as you,” she says to you and winks again. “Greng says the Whatley farm has been cursed. Says there’s strange sounds from up there, lights burning all through the night, and that nobody sent to investigate has over come back.” 
 
    “You didn’t kill that guy, did you?” You ask Morelle. 
 
    “Mmmmm, I don’t think so.” Her eyes flash and she glances back over her shoulder. “He was still breathing when I left.” 
 
    “We go to the Whatley farm,” says Theora.  
 
    You turn and realize there are still a couple patrons remaining, watching you with wide, disbelieving eyes. You step towards them, hands raised with your palms facing them.  
 
    “Hey, do not be afraid,” you say, giving them your best smile. “We are the good guys.” 
 
    The patrons of the inn do not try to stop you from leaving as you depart the grim town of Bruno and set off across the narrow valley of muddy streams and drooping windmills towards the hill on the other side. There seem to be five farmhouses on the hill that could conceivably still be inhabited; the remainder have fallen into moldering disrepair. Of the intact farms, Morelle’s sense leads you towards one with a large dairy barn and a two-floor farmhouse. It seems quite nice for such an impoverished region and well-maintained, although the farm’s cropland has been left fallow.  
 
    Lanterns and candles glow from within the farmhouse; the dairy is dark, but you hear the lowing of strange beasts from within. Almost like cattle, but no cattle you have heard before. 
 
    “What is in the barn?” You murmur. 
 
    “That is something you will have to discover for yourself,” says Theora. “Morelle and I can go no further. Your foe is there, in the barn or the farmhouse, and you must defeat her.” 
 
    “It’s not Lady Rachelle?” You say, invoking the name of the succubus queen with an edge of fear in your voice. 
 
    “No, she passed through here many days before,” says Morelle. “Probably even before she turned me into a succubus.” 
 
    “Whatever creature has been preying upon this village dwells within. You must determine her nature and use your weapons and training to defeat her.” Theora places a hand on your shoulder and you feel suffused with warmth and courage. “Go and remember that Veleda watches over you, Lucas.” 
 
    She kisses your cheek. Your face flushes and your cock stirs. You want to remain in Theora’s embrace, but instead you draw your sword and set off towards the dairy barn. Your heart pounds in your chest as you creep past a plow and a derelict dairy wagon. Cart horses stand in the pasture, watching you in the gathering gloom. They seem well-fed. 
 
    You reach the barn, take a deep breath and push open the door as you try to will the hinges to be silent. You can hear the beasts grunting and lowing. It takes a moment for your eyes to adjust to the darkness within the barn. Once they do, you nearly cry out in surprise. 
 
    Several farmers, stripped naked, young and old, have been bound in the stalls once occupied by dairy cows. Their heads loll drunkenly and they make sounds that are more like those of animals than those of men. Every single man has a red and raw penis, as if they have fucked a hundred times in the past day, and their testicles are two or three times the size of a normal man’s.  
 
    “Gods,” you mutter.  
 
    The nearest man stirs, lifting his head up and trying to focus his eyes on you in the darkness. He makes a sound almost like a cow and then manages to moan a single word, “Hellllp.” 
 
    You hurry to his side and cut him free from the ropes that bind his wrists. He falls to his knees, moaning as if in great pain. You realize he has dropped heavily onto his swollen testicles. 
 
    “Oh, sorry about that,” you say, picking him up beneath his arms. “Can you tell me what is happening here?” 
 
    “Pretty,” he groans, tears spilling from his eyes. “Pretty woman… milks us every morning and… night and feeds us her milk.” 
 
    “Her milk?” You ask and the man nods. You continue, “What is she doing with your milk?”  
 
    He weakly lifts his hand and points to a gurgling copper alembic with several hoses and rubber-gum cups dangling from its sides. You can smell the musk of seed. Nearby there is a large and well-stocked alchemy set and a number of empty potion bottles. It does not take long for you to decipher what is happening: the creature running this dairy is distilling human seed for potions. 
 
    This perverse dairy has to be stopped. You must set these men free. You quickly open the paddocks and slash the ropes binding the men. There are seven men in all. Some are bent over strange tables with holes for their penises to dangle beneath them and others are simply tied and left hanging from the wall. There is a pile of discarded clothing that must belong to the poor farmers. 
 
    “My friends are waiting outside,” you say to the men and receive nods and grunts of understanding from a few. “At the edge of the property. Go. I will face the beast.” 
 
    “In the house,” croaks one man. 
 
    “Minotaur,” croaks another. 
 
    “Cow girl,” says a third and the other men nod in agreement. 
 
    There is your answer at least about what you will be facing. You see the men to the door and send them off into the night in the direction of Theora and Morelle. Once the last man has departed, your hand tightens on the grip of your sword and you set out from the barn towards the farmhouse.  
 
    This fiend must be defeated! 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Parley 
 
      
 
    “H-hold on!” You sheath your sword and hold your hands up to appease Gretchen. “Calm down, please! We can talk about this!” 
 
    “Talllllk?” She plays with her breasts, producing two more spurts of her milk that patter to the floor in several thin streams. “I’m bored with talking, Lucas. I want to have fun and get your milk!” 
 
    Your cock throbs at the thought of giving Gretchen some of your milk. Her lovely body and her deceptively innocent smile are entrancing. How could such a seemingly sweet girl be evil? She snorts and takes several thumping steps towards you. 
 
    “We… we can talk about this, surely,” you plead. 
 
    “Right, yes,” she says, smiling sweetly. “We can be good friends and you can give me your milk.” 
 
    “What? That’s the only way?” You back up until you are pressed against a wall. She stops short of you, folding her arms across her massive bust.  
 
    “Yes, I need as much milk as I can get,” she says, looking you up and down. “A young, strapping boy like you will be a good milker. And I have lots of fun ways to get your milk.” 
 
    “W-what?” You say. “Hold on… what ways?” 
 
    “My Dairy Hand,” she says, holding up her large hand. “It squeezes every drop of milk out into one of my cans. She pouts her full lips and says, “My Heifer’s Kiss will suck out your yummy milk. Of course, my Creamy Cleavage will squeeze it out too.” 
 
    Your cock throbs at the thought of Gretchen using any of her techniques to make you cum. She leans closer, the sweet smell of her milk coming with her. 
 
    “Of course, if you really think you’re a big boy then you’ll want to be milked by my Cow Girl Ride.” She gyrates her hips lewdly. “I’ll get out allllll of your boy milk with my warm, wet pussy.” 
 
    “Oh, gods, forgive me,” you moan, watching her sway her wide hips and imagining your doom beneath her. 
 
    “What’s it gonna be, Lucas?” She says, teasing your tunic with a playful finger. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Which of Gretchen’s techniques do you want to finish you? 
 
    Dairy Hand 
 
    Heifer's Kiss 
 
    Creamy Cleavage 
 
    Cow Girl Ride 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Dervish Strike 
 
      
 
    “Veleda, guide my hand,” you murmur, calling out in prayer to the goddess. “Give me the righteous strength to strike down my foe. Fill me with the fury of justice. Let your power burn THROUGH ME! UNLEASH YOUR ANGER UPON THE ENEMIES OF GOODNESS!” 
 
    You roar with anger and feel the might of Veleda burning in your blood. You throw yourself into the attack, your body spinning as you lash out again and again with superhuman speed. You glimpse Gretchen as you spin. She is lowering her head. 
 
    “IN THE NAME OF VELEDA, YOU—“ 
 
    Your righteous admonition is jolted from your lips as your blade catches on Gretchen’s horns. She pulls your sword from your grasp with a toss of her powerful head. The holy sword clatters on the floor, well out of reach. 
 
    Gretchen stares at you, her blue eyes narrowed and seeming to burn with rage of her own. Her nostrils flare and she snorts and drags her left hoof against the floor.  
 
    Her charge is so sudden and explosive that you barely even realize she is moving before she plows into your midsection. The force of her impact knocks the wind from your lungs and sends you sprawling to the straw-covered floor. You try to sit up, but the pain is too intense and you cannot breathe. You manage to lift your head just in time so see Gretchen leaping upon you. 
 
    “You are not a nice boy at all!” She shouts, pinning your arms to the floor. “I will have to teach you a lesson!” 
 
    You shout with wordless desperation and try to twist out of her grasp. She is too strong and you are too dazed to hope to escape.  
 
    “Stop fighting, little Lucas,” she laughs cruelly and bashes your face by swinging her tits back and forth. Her breasts are soft but heavy and knock your head back and forth. She follows that up by slamming her milky mounds down and leaning her weight against your face. You kick and cry out from beneath the smothering cushions of her tits. You struggle to breathe and you begin to lose consciousness as she mercilessly mashes her mounds into your face. 
 
    Gretchen nearly kills you. On the very brink of consciousness, she finally lifts her tits from your face and you suck in a desperate gasp of air.  
 
    “Still alive, huh?” She laughs, dangling her dripping nipples in your face. Her warm cream patters onto your lips and runs down over both sides of your face. “Did you learn your lesson?” 
 
    “Let me go!” You cry, arching to try to escape her grasp and ending up thrusting your groin against the soft mound of her panty-covered pussy.  
 
    “Clearly no lesson have been learned,” she says, slamming you back down to the floor. “Looks like I’m gonna have to do some more teachin’!” 
 
    Gretchen grabs the front of your trousers and rips them open, tearing through the laces and bursting the buttons. You cry out as she seizes your cock in one hand and rides down hard and fast onto your cock. Her steamy cunt swallows your manhood to the hilt. You let out a shocked cry that Gretchen smothers in her breasts. 
 
    “Shut up! I’m going to get your milk!” 
 
    She rides you hard and fast, her big thighs crushing you and her plump ass slapping down loudly against you as her wet pussy slides up and down your cock. You are helpless beneath her smothering breasts. Even with one hand free, all you can do is weakly push at her hip trying to get her away. After a few of Gretchen’s bounces on your surging shaft, you lose the ability to even offer that pitiful resistance. You flop back onto the floor, moaning into her milky mounds as she rides you over the edge. 
 
    “Cum inside me, Lucas! That’s what good boys do! Ooooh yes, I can feel it squirting inside me! Good boys cum for Gretchen!” 
 
    You are helpless in the throes of your pleasure. You spurt again and again into the heat of her pussy. Gretchen is far from done with you though. She lifts her breasts from your face, dribbling her sweet milk into your mouth and all over your chest. She rides atop you upright, the sound of her pussy becoming lewd with the frothing cream of your cum. 
 
    “P-please,” you moan. “I-I’m sorry…” 
 
    “Sorry?” She slaps your face playfully. “Just enjoy my mighty pussy, Lucas. You belong to me now!” 
 
    As you feel another orgasm already rising in your tight balls, you know that Gretchen is right.  
 
    Your gambit has failed and you have been defeated by the cow girl. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Tenderly have sex with Gretchen 
 
      
 
    You gaze down at Gretchen and her voluptuous body as she kneels in submission. Your manhood strains inside your trousers as you map out her curves from her enormous, milky breasts to her wide hips and the plumpness of her ass resting against the heels of her hooves. She is as lewd as a succubus and yet, as she prays softly to Veleda for mercy, there is a definite innocence to her as well. She has offered you her body and yet you cannot roughly defile it when she seems so sweet. 
 
    “Gretchen,” you say softly and she looks up at you. “I accept your offer, but I will not claim you like some rude prize.” 
 
    “What do you mean?” She kneels upright and runs her hands from her shapely hips to her huge breasts. “Do you not wish to have me? To plunder my body?” 
 
    You smile at her as you untie the laces of your tunic and pull it off over your head. Gretchen looks on with interest as you kick off your boots and unbuckle your sword belt, setting it carefully aside. You begin to remove your trousers and Gretchen shifts closer. She lets out a soft moan of desire as you slip down your underwear and free your hard cock. 
 
    “Ohhh, Lucas,” she murmurs softly. “May I touch it?”  
 
    “Please,” you say, stepping up to the kneeling cow girl and thrusting your hard cock in her direction.  
 
    She grabs hold of it eagerly, stroking you and leaning down further to smother your hardness with soft kisses. You groan with pleasure as her lips reach the head of your cock and she takes you into her mouth. You cradle her head, combing fingers into her silky blonde hair and gently guiding the motion of her head as she sucks your hard cock. The straw-filled room is quiet but for your heavy breathing, her muffled moaning, and the soft slurp of her lips gliding over your cock. 
 
    Your pleasure rises, your balls tighten, and you feel a powerful urge to release your seed into the steamy suction of Gretchen’s mouth. You resist this urge, gently pushing her away and taking a step back. Gretchen gasps in surprise, her lips glistening and her gaze on your red, wet cock as you pull it away from her. 
 
    “Was I not doing it right?” She pants. 
 
    “It was wonderful,” you say. “Now it is my turn to show you pleasure.” 
 
    She is confused as you push her back onto the floor and kneel between her creamy thighs. Her cow-print leggings wrest on your shoulders as you lean your face down to her plump pussy. You rub her furrow through the taut front of her frilly panties. She moos with pleasure and rocks her hips, grinding against your touch. You curl your fingers into her panties and strip them down her hips. She lifts her ass from the floor so you can pull her panties off completely. The moment her golden-thatched cunt is exposed, you begin to lick. 
 
    “Ohhhhhh, Lucas, what are you doing?”  
 
    She moans as you run your tongue from her perineum, over her fleshy lips, and up to the fat bud of her clit. You answer her by playfully licking at her clit, rolling your tongue around it, and finally sucking it between your lips. She wails with pleasure, arching so her huge breasts shift and thrusting her steamy cunt against your face. You breathe the scent of her musky womanhood and bury your tongue deep in her hot cove.  
 
    “Ahhhhhhhh! It’s too good!” She cries, bucking even more violently and making bestial sounds like a wounded cow. Her thick thighs squeeze around your head and her sweet nectar flows into your mouth and over your face in waves. She nearly kills you between those powerful legs, but she finally comes to her senses as her pleasure recedes and releases your head from between her thighs. Her strong hands lift your head up as you try to catch your breath. You push up onto your knees and she looks up at you as you kneel above her.  
 
    If anything, she is even more beautiful after having cum. Her face is deeply flushed and that redness spreads down her neck to her upper chest. Her nipples have clearly leaked a fair quantity of milk in the intensity of her orgasm as it has trickled down over the sides of her breasts. You can smell her milk in the air as well. It is difficult to resist the urge to lean down at suck at her glistening teats, but you dare not swallow her milk until she has been truly defeated. 
 
    “Take me, Lucas,” she moans, spreading her legs wide and running her fingers over her freshly-licked cunt. 
 
    You do not have to be persuaded. You guide your cock to her soaking slit and thrust into her hot channel. You moan together and as you thrust balls-deep into the velvet vise of her pussy, you lean over her and kiss her on her lips. Your mouths melt together, tongues tangling, as you begin to fuck her with deep, confident strokes. Your pleasure rises with every thrust and Gretchen wraps her powerful legs around your waist, pulling you deeper. 
 
    “Oh, Lucas,” she cries against your lips. “Will Veleda be merciful?”  
 
    “Surely she will,” you moan, fucking faster. “She has always been merciful with me.” 
 
    “You have met her?” She gasps. 
 
    “Yes, I have met her,” you say. “Or at least I have been in her presence. And you will meet… oohhhhhhh… Theora… one of her angels.” 
 
    “An angel? Ahhhh… oohhhh, Lucas! I’m cumming!” 
 
    “So am I!” You cry and kiss her again. You moan into the kiss and so does she, a rising muffled vibration that accompanies your surging pleasure. You feel her body tense beneath you and her cunt grips your sliding cock tightly. You thrust past her squeezing muscles and explode into the depths of Gretchen’s glorious cunt. Powerful pulses of pleasure pump your seed into her slippery vessel, overflowing her cunt and imparting a lewd, wet sound to your strokes. 
 
    After you are both spent, you lie together on the straw catching your breath. She kisses you and holds you in her arms against her soft body.  
 
    “I am ready,” she says, a dreamy look in her eyes. 
 
    “It will not hurt,” you say, rising and drawing your sword from its sheath.  
 
    “Let me hold it,” she says, gesturing to the amulet that sent her into religious ecstasy.  
 
    You give her the amulet and she kneels with it in her hands. You raise your sword to strike her down and the glow from the amulet grows brighter and brighter. You can hear Veleda’s voice whispering, “Mercy.” 
 
    The golden light from the amulet engulfs Gretchen’s body and for a moment she is completely consumed by the bright light. You have to cover your eyes with your hand. The light fades and Gretchen is gone. The amulet, still glowing like an ember pulled from the fire, rests on the floor. The pink gemstone in the hilt of your sword pulses once. 
 
    You retrieve the amulet, sheath your sword, and get dressed. You feel like you have witnessed a miracle. You are at peace with the world and your duty as Veleda’s hero. You depart from the farmhouse with a grin on your face.  
 
      
 
    CONTINUE > 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Livestock for the cow girl 
 
      
 
    The man next to you groans and you lift your head from the milking table. He is a portly man with a long mop of black hair and an unshaven face. He is one of Gretchen’s more recent milk bulls. You do not think about much anymore, but you seem to recall that he was a traveling merchant and she lured him into the barn. She has had to lure many men to replace the ones you freed from captivity. She has also had to milk you much harder than any of the others to punish you for releasing her herd. 
 
    “That’s a good boy, Herctor,” says Gretchen, pumping her hand up and down his cock. He is hanging from the ceiling by his bound arms with a small padded seat for him to sit on. His red cock jerks in Gretchen’s grasp and you hear the familiar ring of the spurts of his seed in the milk pail. Gretchen coos, “Goooooood boy, that’s so good. So much milk. What a big boy you are.” 
 
    She finishes his milking and gives him a kiss on the lips. Her expression hardens a little as she walks towards you, her hips swinging and making her frilly panties bounce with each step. You are face down on the milking table, your cock thrust through a hole beneath it and aimed directly at the spot where she will place a fresh milking bucket. She has tied something leathery around your balls and cock at the base and you are painfully erect and eager to be milked. 
 
    “Hello Lucas,” she says, stroking your back and teasing you with her nails. “Turn your head this way. I’ll give you some milk.” 
 
    You tremble with excitement and turn your head. She leans down, dropping the weight of her right breast on the table beside your face. Her nipple is tantalizingly close to your mouth. The scent of her milk stirs your hunger. You open your mouth and low like a beast. 
 
    “Yes, here you are,” she says, caressing your head. “There is some left after the others.” 
 
    She feeds her sucked-red nipple to your mouth and you eagerly latch and suckle hungrily at the sweet, thin milk that burst across your tongue. You swallow and feel the soothing warmth of her magic milk suffusing your body. She stretches one hand beneath the table. You hear her moving the bucket and then you feel her hand wrapping around your shaft. Her fingers untie the leather band that keep you hard and you groan with relief against her smothering teat. 
 
    “There we are,” she says. “You have been here for a long time, Lucas, but you are always such an obedient boy when it comes time to milk you.” 
 
    “Mmmmmmmmm,” you moan against her breast, slurping and gulping down her milk. 
 
    The familiar grip of her hand administers efficient pleasure with each stroke. She pauses after a few pumps to slather her hand in the lubricant she makes from milk extract. It feels almost like melting butter as she spreads it over your shaft and her fingers glide easily over your cock. She presses her thumb just beneath your glans, a spot guaranteed to get a reaction as she massages it carefully. 
 
    You moan louder against her teat, milk overflowing your mouth onto the table as you lose yourself in the pleasure. Intense throbbing reaches up your shaft to your tight balls and you spurt your seed into the bucket beneath the milking table.  
 
    “Good boyyyy,” coos Gretchen. “Let’s go for at least three today.” 
 
    “Mmmmmmmm!” You moan against her breast as she strokes you vigorously through your orgasm and continues, pumping your cock and not allowing you to go soft. The sensation is excruciating, but she does not seem to care as she tugs you to another orgasm, your seed spurting into the bucket beneath you.  
 
    “Two,” she counts and continues stroking. She shifts and switches hands, freeing her nipple from your mouth. 
 
    You try to plead with her to stop, but drunk on her milk the only word that comes out of your mouth is the familiar, “Mmoooooooo!” 
 
    “Aw, I know,” she giggles. “It’s hard work. Just relax. I think you have five in you today.” 
 
    She knows best, massaging your cock with her other hand until you are spurting again and again and again into the bucket. After the fifth orgasm, things become truly painful. Gretchen insists on milking your cock to a sixth ejaculation, your seed dribbling out softly into the pail.  
 
    “You’re the best of my milkers, Lucas,” she whispers, leaning her breasts against your back and pressing her lips to your ear. “You keep making up for letting all those men leave and I might ease you down to just three in the evening. Would you like that?” 
 
    “Mmoooooooo!” You low piteously. 
 
    “Alright, I’ll keep going with four then,” she says, kissing your cheek. “You’re such a hard worker!” 
 
    Her weight lifts from your back and you hear her fetching the pail from beneath the milking table. Your cum sloshes in the silver bucket. You want to feel despair, but you don’t feel much of anything. A dumb, animal smile is plastered on your face as she leaves your side and sets to work refining your essence into the elixir demanded by Lady Rachelle and the Queen of the Monsters.  
 
    You may spend months or years in captivity, but your mind is already fading into the haze of madness. 
 
    This is your life now and you are never going to escape. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Triumphant over the cow girl 
 
      
 
    Morelle and Theora are waiting for you in the woods not far from the farmhouse where you found Gretchen. Morelle bounces from her perch on a pile of cordwood and throws her arms around you. 
 
    “You made it!” She cries, showering you with kisses. You lift her into your arms and return a few of them before noticing Theora standing nearby with her arms folded. 
 
    “I made it,” you say. “What about all those men I freed?”  
 
    “I blessed them in the name of Veleda and sent them down to the village,” says Theora. “Most of them where from the village. And it wouldn’t do to have them hanging around a succubus.” 
 
    You glance at Morelle in her accentuating costume and give a slight nod of agreement. 
 
    “Can we go home now?” You ask hopefully. 
 
    “I am afraid not, Lucas,” says Theora. 
 
    “Lady Rachelle?” 
 
    “No, this one is useless,” says Theora, rolling her eyes at Morelle. “Veleda has sent me a vision of another monster girl nearby. I do not know where or what, although I have suspicions. There is a hidden glade nearby. We will travel there and you and Morelle will return to the safety of the Sanctum. I must ascend to confer with the goddess.” 
 
    “You won’t come with us?”  
 
    “No, Lucas,” she says softly. “If it is what I fear, then you will be facing one of the deadliest foes you are likely to encounter.”  
 
    Not exactly comforted by her words, you nevertheless agree to her plan. The three of you walk to this hidden glade Theora spotted and you place your sword in the hollow of a dead tree.  
 
    “It will be safe there,” says Theora. “I must go now. I will find you in the morning when you return.” 
 
    You begin to say something to her, but there is a bright flash of light and she is gone. One of the northern stars seems to be glowing a bit brighter in the sky. 
 
    “Do I really have to go back to the stupid sword castle?” Morelle whines. You place your hand upon the sword, one arm around Morelle, and cry out, “SANCTUM SANCTORUM!” 
 
    There is a blinding flash of light and the sense of falling through the air. You are standing somewhere else the next instant, a gauzy pink sunset sky stretching out above the immaculate white stones of the palace. Morelle dances off in the direction of the castle, giggling and leaving you standing in an empty path. 
 
    No, not entirely empty. Hina, your blue-haired, beautiful automaton servant, is standing and looking at you expectantly. 
 
    “A feast has been prepared to celebrate your victory, master,” she says, gesturing toward the palace.  
 
    “Well, uh, lead the way,” you say, unnerved as always by the glassy eyes of the android. She sets off for the castle and a leisurely pace and you follow along a step behind her, admiring her firm automaton ass. She brings you to the dining hall, where a table large enough to seat twenty is piled high with roast duck, pheasant, and chicken, honey ham, beef roll, and two kinds of steamed dumplings. There are grapes, pears, apples, oranges, and several fruits you do not recognize. Candied ginger and bartle nuts. Kidney pie with roasted and mashed potatoes. And several varieties of cake.  
 
    You gorge until your belly aches, filling up on food , mead, and dark beer that Hina assures you has been brewed by her from the finest ingredients. 
 
    When you have had more than your fill, she brings you a coffee and some chocolates to digest your meal. A brandy follows. Hina approaches you again as you sit by the hearth in the dining hall and nearly doze off in the overstuffed chair.  
 
    “The food was great, Hina,” you say, patting your belly. 
 
    “Thank you, master,” she says. “Lady Theora is not here presently, but you have three other guests who would no doubt appreciate a visit. I am also fully available for your entertainment.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Visit with Morelle the novice succubus 
 
    Visit with Oola the slime girl 
 
    Visit with Gretchen the cow girl 
 
    Visit with Hina in your private suite 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Special Ability 
 
      
 
    Staring down the buxom and brash cow girl, you decide upon your need to employ one of your special abilities. Fortunately, your talents have expanded.  
 
    Theora taught you the ability called Startle Eye which lets you call upon the dazzling righteousness of Veleda to attempt to blind or frighten your foe with a bright flash of light. So far, you have not found a good use for this ability. Surely it will come in handy eventually. 
 
    Theora also taught you the ability she called Dervish Strike. By channeling the holy fury of Veleda you are able to wield your magic sword in a frenzied series of strikes in all directions. This power greatly increases your offensive capability for a brief series of strikes at the cost of mounting any defense. 
 
    Finally, Morelle has taught you the diabolical delights of Maddening Pleasure, which allows you to seduce and pleasure a female monster until she is at your mercy. You only just learned this ability, so Gretchen would be your first foe to face such power.  
 
    “What are you waiting for?” Gretchen snorts and stomps one of her hooves impatiently. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Which Special Ability will you use? 
 
    Startle Eye 
 
    Dervish Strike 
 
    Maddening Pleasure


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Pretend to be asleep 
 
      
 
    You decide not to interrupt Theora’s enjoyment and you resume loud steady breathing to feign sleep. Theora works her hips, rubbing the underside of your cock against the warm crescent of her crack. You can hear her excited breathing and the soft slosh of her fingers as they pump in and out of her slick pussy. Occasionally, a wet digit brushes against your cock.  
 
    “Ohhh, Lucas,” she sighs. 
 
    You try to stay quiet, pretending to be asleep, but it is hard at times as her humping becomes more vigorous and your cock actually presses, upright, between her buttocks. The warm curve between them cradles your hardness as she pumps her fingers in and out of her soaking pussy.  
 
    “Mmmm,” you moan through pursed lips. She stiffens for a moment and stops moving. You force your breathing to the steady, soft snore of someone in a deep sleep.  
 
    “Take control, Lucas,” she whispers and for a moment you think she is talking to you and not the fantasy version of you. Her voice quavers as she moans, “Make me suck your cock. Mmmmmm!” 
 
    You hear wet popping of suction and you realize Theora is sucking on her fingers. She resumes rocking her hips and fucking against the fingers of her other hand.  
 
    “Fuck me,” she moans. “Fuck me with your… mmmm… big cock.”  
 
    You’re not sure how she is fucking you and sucking your cock at the same time, but the logistics of her fantasy aren’t really relevant to your twitching cock. The more excited she gets, the more she is rubbing and pushing her ass back against your manhood. It’s an awkward position. You are trying to pretend to be asleep as she is constantly grinding her luscious ass against your hips and cock. It’s warm between her cheeks and you feel her muscles flexing around your shaft each time she grinds down your cock. 
 
    “Mmmmmm ohhhh Lucas,” she cries under her breath, bucking even harder. “You’re so powerful. I will kneel for you any time you should ask!” 
 
    Somehow you manage not to thrust your hips and fuck between the soft squeeze of her cheeks. You bite back your cries of pleasure as your precum begins to ooze out and slick Theora’s crack. If she notices, it only seems to excite her further. She begins to gasp and jerks more forcefully against your cock.  
 
    “Mmmmm ohhh yes,” she moans around her fingers.”Make me drink your human seed. Fill me with it! Ahhh!” 
 
    She abandons her efforts to stay quiet as she bucks forcefully against your cock and wails with pleasure. The tension builds in her muscular body and her wings stir against your chest. Her cheeks squeeze tightly around your cock and her movements grow wilder and more intense. Her body shakes against you, her cheeks squeezing tight and… 
 
    “It’s too much,” you hiss under your breath. Your cock throbs and jerks and you spurt your seed against her lower back, your hot glaze dribbling down her cheeks to the bedroll.  
 
    “Oh… oh Lucas,” she whispers, her breath coming in soft gasps. She stops moving against you as the last of your cum smears against her lower back. She relaxes against you and your cock begins to go flaccid. You are surprised when she shifts and you feel a tingling sensation wherever your body touches hers. The cum you spurted onto her creamy skin is gone and your cock is clean.  
 
    She grows quiet and still and after a moment you can hear Theora begin to snore. You fall asleep as well and have intense dreams of sex with Theora. You picture her living with you in your family farmhouse, doing the wash and tending to your cows. You dream of Theora gravid with child, your child. 
 
    You awake to the pre-dawn gray light filtering through the flap of your tent. You are alone in the bedroll and you feel a momentary tug of sadness that your dream of starting a family with Theora was only a dream.  
 
    You pull on your clothes and step out of your tent. Theora stands by the campfire, stirring a pot of steaming oats and cooking rashers of meat in a skillet. You step up behind her and put your hands on her hips. You lean around her and kiss her neck. 
 
    She stiffens against you and softly says, “No, Lucas.” 
 
    “No?” You say, stung by the word. 
 
    She turns and pushes you away gently, her hands on your chest. 
 
    “Last night was… was a mistake, for both of us. Your triumph over evil depends on my role as your tutor and—“ 
 
    “Damn it all,” you say, trying to embrace her. She shrugs out of your arms and steps back. 
 
    “Stop it,” she says firmly. “We are not fated to be together, Lucas. I am an angel and you are a mortal and if that weren’t enough, you are also my ward. I must train you and guide you and I cannot do both effectively if we are lovers.” 
 
    “I…”  
 
    You bite back a further reply. You turn away from Theora as Morelle emerges, stretching and yawning, from Theora’s tent. You sit down on one of the fallen logs beside the fire and Morelle joins you, leaning her head against your shoulder. 
 
    “You didn’t come and find me last night,” she says. “I needed to fuck. Maybe we can sneak off to the tent and do it right now.” 
 
    You sigh and push Morelle away. 
 
    “We have to be on our way soon,” you say. 
 
    “Maybe later then,” she giggles and gives you a wink. 
 
    Theora hands you and Morelle each a steaming bowl of oats and skillet-fried meat. You sigh again and begin to stuff your face with the food. Full, but still sore and half-asleep, you strike camp. Theora promises you will arrive in Bruno before nightfall. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE > 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Sprawl with her beside the fire 
 
      
 
    You need more pleasure than can be found sitting on a stump with Theora. You need to feel her body against yours by the warmth of the fire. You take her hands in yours and rise slowly. She gives you a surprised smile, but allows you to lead her closer to the fire. Her ample curves are colored in red and gold, the firelight twinkling in her large eyes. You spread a blanket on the ground beside the fire and descend to your knees beside her. 
 
    “It is warm,” you say. “And we will keep each other even warmer.” 
 
    “Very well,” she says, sinking down to her knees beside you. “So long as you do not forget your place with—“ 
 
    You interrupt her with a kiss. She stiffens and braces her hands on your shoulders. You fear she might push you away, but after a moment she relaxes and pulls you into a deeper embrace. Your arms wrap around her strong shoulders and your fingers caress her silky golden hair. The more you kiss the more you yearn to sheath your cock in the hot cove of her cunt.  
 
    Theora pulls you down with her as you stretch out on the blanket. Your legs and hers intertwine and you feel the heat of her quim against your leg. Your cock presses against her supple thigh and you groan against her lips. You both begin to move your hips, her slick cunt spreading her juices on your leg and your cock throbbing with pleasure against hers. Her soft breasts mold to your bare chest and she pulls you tight against her writhing body. 
 
    “Theora,” you gasp against her lips. You feel her mouth curve into a smile and for the first time you can recall you feel her equal.  
 
    “Lucas,” she moans as you bury your face against her slender neck and reach around her body to caress her shapely backside with both hands. The heat of her cunt seems to burn against your leg. Your cock is nearly there as you rub and thrust your manhood against her thigh. Your precum spreads beneath your shaft, lubricating your lewd movements. Theora finally cries, “I need it.” 
 
    You lift your lips from her shoulder, your body nearly atop hers, and you look down into her eyes. 
 
    “You need something I have?” You wonder aloud at this. 
 
    Theora frowns and gives your muscular backside a stinging smack with one hand.  
 
    “Yes! Do not lord it over me,” she says. She leans up and brushes her lips against yours as she commands, “Shut up already and fuck me.” 
 
    This is a command that you dare not refuse! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
     Put her feet on your shoulders and fuck her properly 
 
    Take Theora from behind 
 
    Ask Theora to ride atop your cock


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Fondle Theora’s breasts 
 
      
 
    You kiss Theora again, unable to resist the draw of her soft lips and the sweetness of her tongue. But your crave more. You stroke her shapely hip and your hand follows the curve of her body up to the ample swell of her breast. You dare to fondle her, squeezing softly and feeling the thickness of her nipple against your palm. Your touch elicits a soft gasp from Theora, her lips parted and her pleasure hot against your lips.  
 
    That reply emboldens you and you wriggle your hand into her gown, beneath the clinging fabric and over the warm, luscious prominence of her breasts. Her nipple bends beneath your fingers. You pinch it lightly and she cries out against your lips. You pull back and look into her silvery-blue eyes. 
 
    “I didn’t tell you to stop,” she purrs and pulls you back for another kiss.  
 
    Your cock strains painfully inside your trousers as you slip your other hand into Theora’s gown and begin molding and squeezing her warm titflesh. You pluck at her nipples with your fingers. You shape her breasts in your hands until they are nearly bursting through the neck of her gown.  
 
    “Oh, Lucas,” she gasps against your lips. “What has gotten into you?”  
 
    “I’m mad with lust,” you laugh and greedily claim another kiss from her parted lips. Theora laughs with delight and kisses you in reply, her tongue as eager as yours as her hand unbuttons your trousers. You moan with pleasure against her lips as she takes hold of your manhood.  
 
    “Your sword has left its sheath,” she whispers, squeezing and wanking you as your fingers press into the softness of her breasts. 
 
    “You wield it well,” you moan. 
 
    She shrugs out of the gown that sheds the flimsy garments like leaves dropping from a tree. The wisps of her clothing disappear, leaving her creamy breasts and pink nipples bare and marked with blushing handprints. Your gaze slips lower, to see her parted thighs and the gold thatch of her hair against the delicate pink of her pussy. 
 
    “Remove your trousers,” she commands and you spare your hands from her plush mounds only long enough to squirm out of your trousers. She immediately takes hold of your cock again, wanking it intently, hear soft breasts heaving against your fondling touch as she pumps her grip up and down your cock.  
 
    You crave to sheath your manhood in the pink of her cunt, but your eyes are drawn to those heaving breasts and those plump pink nipples that seem to strain to be sucked. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
     Suck her pink nipples 
 
    Sprawl with her beside the fire


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Kick Morelle out of your tent 
 
      
 
    “No, get out,” you say, pushing on her back and shoulders.  
 
    Morelle turns to face you, pulling up almost into a ball and nuzzling her head against your chest. Her sweet, warm breath heats your body and excites your desire, but your will is strong. You push her forcefully away. 
 
    “I mean it, Morelle,” you say, looking into her eyes as they change from coquettish to distraught.  
 
    “Please, Lucas,” she says, pouting out her lip. “It’s sooo cold outside. Let’s just cuddle up under this blanket and I can make you feel really nice.” 
 
    She reaches her hand down and massages your cock through your trousers. You grab her wrist and forcefully pull her hand away.  
 
    “Do not make me send you back to the sanctum,” you warn. 
 
    “Meanie!” She says, her eyes glistening with tears. “I thought you were nice, but you’re no better than Theora.” 
 
    She rolls onto her hands and knees, her plump ass looking incredibly luscious in her gown. Almost luscious enough for you to sit up and grab it with both hands so you can pull her back into the tent. No, you resist such urges and watch her wiggle and crawl out of the tent. She turns to you, holding the flap open. 
 
    “The next time you want to have sex with me, I won’t let you!” She says, anger doing little to mar her beauty. 
 
    “Really?” You laugh.  
 
    “No,” she pouts and drops the tent flap. You hear her crawling away towards the fire. 
 
    You resist the urge to laugh at her childish anger and pull your blanket back up to your chin. After the long march towards Bruno, you are exhausted and slip easily into sleep. Darkness gives way to dreams, images of your mother and father, your sister, and then Morelle, crawling through a tunnel ahead of you, her fat ass in a shimmering dark gown. You grab her bottom and she moans. You pull up her gown and begin to lick and kiss her luscious hindquarters. Your tongue slips into her pussy and angry voice that can only be Theora’s says, “What are you doing?” 
 
    “What?” You lift your face from what is actually Theora’s firm backside.  
 
    “I said, wake up,” she says. 
 
    The thin gray light of the predawn morning spills through the flap of your tent. You can smell something savory that stirs your hunger. You slip on your travel clothes and your boots. You are sore from so much walking, but you feel rejuvenated by the sleep you managed. 
 
    Theora stands beside the campfire, stirring a pot of something that smells delicious. On a pan of blackened iron she has thick, sizzling slices of ham. 
 
    “Have some food,” she says, ladling the steaming outs from the pot into a wooden bowl. She adds a generous portion of the browned ham. “We continue at dawn. We will reach Bruno by nightfall.” 
 
    “Right,” you say, tucking into the food. “Did I hear you calling out to me to wake up?” 
 
    “You were having a bad dream or something,” she says. “And the food was almost ready.” 
 
    Morelle is already seated on one of the fallen logs beside the fire. She stirs her oatmeal and pokes at the ham that Theora has given her.  
 
    “I don’t really eat anymore,” she says. “Not food like this.” 
 
    “You can’t or you don’t?” you ask, tucking into your own bowl and savoring the honey-sweet oats. 
 
    “It just doesn’t look good to me anymore,” she says. “By the way, it was very cold outside last night. And some sort of bug bit me on the bottom.”  
 
    “Sorry about that,” you say. “But you had a look that was scaring me. I thought you were going to eat me alive.” 
 
    “Well, I suppose I can forgive you,” she says, setting her bowl of oats aside. “Can I at least get a kiss?” 
 
    “Don’t kiss her,” says Theora, walking past you with her pack on her shoulder. 
 
    “Mean!” Morelle shouts. 
 
    You bury your attention in the steamy bowl of sweet oats. Better not to get between a feuding demoness and an angel. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Join Theora in her tent 
 
      
 
    Theora has invited you into her tent and her bedroll. You are not about to squander an opportunity to spend the night with the lovely, golden-haired angel. You practically kick off your boots as you hasten to join her, shedding your trousers and tunic down to your underwear and a sleep shirt as you climb into the tent.  
 
    “Lie down with me,” she says, her breasts intimately revealed by the clinging material of her blue nightshirt. “Let us keep each other warm.” 
 
    Her bedroll is larger than your own, in fine repair, and heavy with feathers, providing ample space and warmth for both of you. Despite this, as you turn onto your side, Theora presses against your back, her soft breasts squeezing against you and her sweet breath warm against your neck and shoulder. She reaches an arm around and strokes your chest through your night shirt.  
 
    You shudder with desire. 
 
    “You tremble,” she whispers. “Are you still cold?” 
 
    “Um, y-yeah,” you say, unaccustomed to her showing much of any concern for your comfort. 
 
    “Perhaps it would be better,” she whispers in your ear as her fingers begin to tease open the laces of your night shirt, “if we removed our clothing and shared our body heat.” 
 
    “Y-yeah,” you moan as she deftly unlaces your shirt. “That… um… that might work.” 
 
    You shrug out of your shirt and she begins to draw down your underwear. Your stiff cock springs free and as Theora’s hand makes contact with it she lets out a satisfied chuckle.  
 
    “Mmmmmm, yes, this is much nicer,” she says, and as she presses her body against your back, you realize her clothes have disappeared. A very convenient trick under the circumstances. Her soft hand wraps tightly around your cock. You shudder as she begins to slowly stroke you from root to tip. It is hard to think of much of anything other than her hand massaging your cock. 
 
    You shudder with pleasure and she sucks in a breath that is cool against your shoulder. 
 
    “Oh, dear, Lucas,” she whispers. “You are still shivering. Would my mouth warm you?” 
 
    You stare wide-eyed at the inside of Theora’s tent. For her to make such an offer nearly makes you spend your seed against the inside of her soft blanket. You recover from the sudden shock and manage a faint, “Y-yes.” 
 
    “Mmmmm, let me warm you then, Lucas,” she says, rolling you onto your back. She crawls beneath the blanket. You can feel her soft breasts dragging over your body, her hands caressing your flat stomach down to your straining cock, the other hand massaging your bollocks. She kisses your hip. Your thigh. Her breath is hot against the head of your cock. 
 
    “Oh, Veleda, help me,” you whisper softly. 
 
    “Mmmmmmm, not tonight,” she chuckles beneath the blanket. 
 
    A warm wet touch strokes over your cockhead and you realize Theora is licking you beneath the blanket. Her hand grips your cock and she strokes you against her soft lips and hot tongue. That tongue flicks beneath your sensitive cockhead and teases your leaking slit. You have to see her pleasuring you so deftly. You peel back the blanket and expose the feathery-winged angel. She gazes up at you with her silver-blue eyes closed almost to slits as she presses a kiss to the underside of your cockhead. 
 
    “Theora,” you moan. 
 
    “You’re going to get so cold,” she murmurs. “Let me get you nice and warm.” 
 
    Her mouth engulfs your cock and you let out a strangled cry of pleasure, thrusting upwards between her soft lips and nearly erupting against her tongue. It takes all of your willpower not to grab Theora’s golden mane with both hands and roughly fuck her pretty face until you cum. It wouldn’t take long; her mouth is so warm and wet and you are already on the brink. Her lovely, heart-shaped ass is raised behind her as she kneels between your legs. While her head is bobbing on your cock, her ass wiggles from side to side in a way that reminds you of Morelle. 
 
    “Mmmmmm!” Theora moans around your cock, her desire vibrating up your shaft and shaking your balls. You fold your hands behind your head to keep from grabbing her by her hair and watch in awe as the beautiful angel’s hot mouth bobs on your steel-stiff cock. She slurps wantonly, moaning again and sending more pleasure vibrating through your body. She pops her lips free of your red tip to moan, “It’s alright, Lucas. Don’t hold back. This isn’t a test.” 
 
    She has often tested your stamina and without even realizing it you were resisting cumming as long as possible. You yield to the hot, wet, slurping pleasure of her mouth. You grin at her as she services you like a lover, moaning around you and performing as much as pleasuring. Her breasts bounce and heave with her vigorous movements. It feels as if your cock is going to melt like a honey candy against her tongue. Soon you can feel your body tightening and your cum beginning to rise. 
 
    Before you explode into Theora’s mouth, the tent flap slowly and silently opens and you see Morelle, completely nude, standing behind Theora. She admires Theora’s ass, which is facing the tent flap in all its naked glory, before looking you in the eyes and giving you a wink. 
 
    Morelle moves towards Theora as the lovely angel continues to pleasure you.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Warn Theora that Morelle is behind her 
 
    Keep quiet and let Morelle make her move 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Fight Morelle off angrily 
 
      
 
    Morelle’s ass is amazing and it feels incredible as she grips your cock in that slippery vise. But the threat of impending doom and damnation is a pretty big motivator to escape her clutches. You grab hole of her tail and pry it loose from your neck. 
 
    “Hey, stop it,” she says, slamming her jiggling ass down against your hips. “You should be grateful you get to meet your end this way, Lucas! Do you think you will find better?” 
 
    “I will not… mmmmm… let you have my soul!” You get your hands beneath her bouncing backside and shove upwards. Your cock slips free of her lavender-tinted pucker with a lewd slurp and a dribbling discharge of your frothy cum. As her stretched sphincter clenches closed, you roll out from beneath Morelle. She gets to her feet and you shove her roughly out through the tent flap. 
 
    “Heeey!” She cries, nearly falling over. “Is that how you thank a girl for a little fun?” 
 
    “Get out of here!” You say, gasping to catch your breath in your weakened state. “You tried to kill me with your… your ass!” 
 
    “You think you can keep me out of your tent?” Morelle’s eyes flash with anger. “I will wait until I hear you snoring, creep into your tent, and finish you off while you are asleep. You’ll be cumming pitchers the moment I get my mouth on your cock and you won’t stop until I have every drop of your—“ 
 
    “Quiet! The both of you!” Theora stands in the flap of her tent, her eyes blazing with the righteous anger of Veleda. “Go to bed, Lucas. And you, succubus whore, if you go back into his tent and force Veleda to waste any more of her holy power then I will ensure you spend eternity shackled to a stone at the bottom of a river.” 
 
    Morelle’s face is screwed up with fury as if she is going to reply to Theora. She seems to think better of it and turns sullenly to the dying campfire. You retreat into your tent, shaken by your close brush with death. Worse, your cock is still achingly hard and despite just escaping death, you long to call out to Morelle and have her attend to your rigid manhood. 
 
    Instead, you curl beneath your bedroll, exhausted, but grateful to be alive. Sleep claims you almost immediately. 
 
    You awaken to the gray, pre-dawn light streaming weakly through the flap of your tent. You crawl out from under your bedroll and inhale the savory scent of roasting meat. You dress and climb out of your tent. Theora is cooking a breakfast at the campfire and Morelle, seated beside the stoked flames, looks up at you with pleading eyes. 
 
    “Oh, Lucas,” she says, rising to her feet. “I’m so sorry! I was out of control last night!” 
 
    She throws her arms around you and kisses you several times on the cheeks. Her warm, soft body pressing against you in the chilly morning air causes your cock to stir. Her lips find yours and before you realize what is happening your lips have parted and Morelle’s tongue is teasing against yours. 
 
    “Be careful, Lucas,” says Theora. “That one will suck your soul out even in the act of apologizing to you for trying to suck your soul out.” 
 
    You feel a faint prickle of pleasure that can only be Morelle tasting your soul and you quickly pull away from her. 
 
    “Sorry,” she says sheepishly. “I wanted some breakfast.” 
 
    You wipe your lips on your sleeve and give Morelle an angry look as you limp over to Theora. The angel hands you a steaming bowl of breakfast. 
 
    “Meat and oats,” she says. “Eat quickly and make ready to go. If we leave soon, we will make it to Bruno before nightfall. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Let her hand finish you 
 
      
 
    Another pump of Theora’s hand on your cock is enough to make you forget all about her pleasure. Your kiss grows languid, easily dominated by her forceful mouth as she leans over you. The heat of her pussy slides off your fingers and she jerks your cock faster and faster. 
 
    “I can feel it,” she pants against your lips.  
 
    “I can’t… can’t stop,” you cry as your pleasure builds towards your explosive release. 
 
    “Then don’t stop,” laughs Theora, her lips still against yours. She smiles and kisses you again, her tongue plunging deep into your mouth and her hand only pumping harder on your surging mahood. You shift the angle of your hips and thrust your edging member into her grasp. She laughs again, breath hot against your mouth, “Go on then, Lucas. Cum for me. Shoot out your seed.” 
 
    The hot encouragement against your kiss is what finally pushes you past your limit. Theora’s hand wanks your precum-slicked cock, her thumb teasing over your tip with each pull of her hand from your root to your tip.  
 
    “That’s it! Cum for me!” Theora giggles with delight, her hand working furiously. 
 
    You experience the toe-curling rush of your climax and spurt out long, glistening ropes of spunk that splash against Theora’s thighs, her toned abdomen and the mounds of her breasts. She wanks you past the point of your release and you cry out, “Ahhhh! Enough! Please!” 
 
    “Enough?” She gives your cock a final rough squeeze. “Enough for you, perhaps.” 
 
    She waves her hand and your cum disappears from her thighs, gown, and fingers. She gets to her feet and stands over you with an impatient look in her eye. Still slightly out of breath from the intensity of your orgasm, you struggle to quickly stuff your cum-smeared cock back into your trousers. You get to your feet the moment you tuck your cock back into your trousers.  
 
    “You need sleep,” she says. “Go to your tent and I’ll wake you in the morning.” 
 
    You feel like you need to say something, to explain or apologize, but you can’t come up with anything and wither under Theora’s harsh glare. You retreat to your tent and crawl into your bedroll. 
 
    She waves her hand and she is clean and dressed once more in her gown. You tuck your cock back into your trousers. You feel suddenly ten times as exhausted from the long march.  
 
    “I think, um, I will go to my tent now and, um, get some rest.” 
 
    “Yes, of course,” says Theora, stirring the fire with a stick. “We leave before dawn.” 
 
    You retire to your tent, tossing and turning in your bedroll as you think about Theora’s soft hand massaging your manhood. In your dream she is joined by other angels, each using their hand until they all hold your enormous cock like the festival girls around the planting pole. These fantasies lead you to similar dreams, Theora as a giantess squeezing you in the pillowy soft palm of her hand, from which you are rudely awakened by Theora’s harsh command, “Up with you!” 
 
    “Wha?” You stir in your tent, the light still gray before dawn.  
 
    “I said get up,” shouts Theora. “I have almost finished with breakfast. Eat it quickly so we can be on our way.” 
 
    You pull on your clothes and stagger out of your tent. Theora is stirring a pot of sweet-smelling oats over the fire and tending to a cast iron skillet filled with sizzling meat. Morelle is sulking on one of the overturned logs by the fire, idly stirring a steaming bowl of oats and meat. 
 
    “Here,” says Theora, passing a similar bowl to you. “No honey.” 
 
    “I had all the honey I need last night.” You begin to recollect, a dreamy smile on your face, but your bliss is cut short by Theora’s hard stare.  
 
    “Speak no more of last night or I will slap you so hard your lips disappear from your face.” 
 
    You sigh and sit down beside Morelle. 
 
    “You never came looking for me,” says the succubus. “I was waiting for you to come fuck me.” 
 
    You sigh again and begin to stuff your face with the food. Full, but still sore and half-asleep, you strike camp. Theora promises you will arrive in Bruno before nightfall. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Creamy Cleavage 
 
      
 
    Staring at Gretchen’s breasts, huge and creamy and gently molded by her squeezing hands, you do not have to think long about which of her techniques you wish to experience.  
 
    “Your Creamy Cleavage,” you say. “I can’t… they’re so big. And soft.” 
 
    “Mmmmmm, yes,” she agrees. “So full of milk. Like your cock is full of boy milk. We can work together. Come and have a taste.” 
 
    She beckons you closer and you stagger towards her, your cock twitching painfully in your trousers. She grabs you by the back of your head and pulls you into a sloppy, steamy kiss. You cry out against her muffling lips as her tongue thrusts into your mouth and swirls against your tongue. You yield at first, but your desire overcomes your submission and you begin to thrust your tongue against hers. She pulls your head away, her fingers tight in the back of your hair. 
 
    “Now, drink my milk,” she says. “Just a little to make you nice and ready.” 
 
    She pulls your face down to her left breast. You can smell the sweetness of her milk beading at the fat pink tip of her nipple.  
 
    “Open up,” she says, yanking your head back. “Stick out your tongue.” 
 
    You do as you are told, opening wide and sticking out your tongue. She holds your head still with one hand and uses the other hand to squeeze her breast, her fingers moving in a pressing motion towards her wide areola and jutting nipple. A warm spray of her breastmilk splashes your open mouth, lips, nose, and drizzles your chin. The sweetness on your tongue is incredible. The warm milk pours into your mouth and she feeds her nipple and the soft, milk-sweetened bulge of her areola into your mouth. You immediately begin sucking, her cream filling your mouth with each suck as you gulp the flood of her milk. 
 
    “Mmmmmmmm,” you moan as strange warmth begins to suffuse your body. Whatever magic resides in her milk is fast-acting and powerful. You feel very warm and drunk. And happy. So happy. Your cock throbs, near the point of orgasm from the sensation. 
 
    She pulls your head away from her creamy teat and releases you to stagger back, milk oozing from the corners of your mouth. Gretchen’s smile makes you smile in reply. 
 
    “Isn’t it delicious?” She hefts her right breast up and sucks her own milk from the nipple, drinking the cream for a moment before releasing her breast to jiggle back into place. “Mmmmm. There is a chair up against the wall. Be a good boy and take your pants off and then have a seat. I will go and fetch a bottle.” 
 
    Your mind isn’t working properly. You nod dumbly and stumble over to the chair pushed up against the wall. You kick off your boots and strip off your trousers and underwear, flopping down onto the chair with your glistening cock sticking up from your lap. It is difficult not to masturbate, but Gretchen did not tell you to stroke yourself, so you resist the urge. 
 
    Gretchen saunters back into the room with swinging hips and lust-heavy blue eyes. You watch the sway of her creamy tits as she approaches you with an empty glass milk bottle held in one hand. 
 
    “W-what’s that for?” You ask, your cock twitching as you suspect the answer. 
 
    “Your milk, silly,” she giggles. “It usually takes a few days to fill one of these bottles with a man’s cream, but I’m going to try to fill it all in one day with a strapping young boy like you.” 
 
    She gets down on her knees with a heavy thump and fondles your cum-heavy bollocks in one hand. 
 
    “Mmmm, lots of milk, but maybe two days,” she says.  
 
    “Oh gods, forgive me,” you moan as she wraps her hand around your cock and begins to stroke you. 
 
    “They don’t mind you sharing your milk,” she giggles. “The Queen of Monsters will be very happy to have it.” 
 
    You think to ask her for more information about the Queen of Monsters and then the warm weight of her soft tits settles against your manhood. She presses her tits from both sides, squeezing your straining cock in the deep valley between her breasts. Your cock is completely lost in her creamy mounds. The pleasure is both gentle and excruciating. She squeezes tighter still and begins to wank your cock with her breasts, the very tip of your hardness popping up through her cleavage like an amulet with each downward stroke. 
 
    “Oh, it’s so good,” you moan, grabbing the sides of the chair to keep from grabbing Gretchen. 
 
    “Don’t hold back, Lucas,” she moans. “Cum for me as soon as you want.” 
 
    “Ohhhhh!” You jerk and thrust between her tits, your cock exploding almost as soon as she tells you to cum. Your creamy spunk jets up from between her tits and Gretchen lets out a cry of delight. Your spunk splashes up to her throat, decorates her upper chest, and comes sliding in a gooey white cascade back down into her cleavage. 
 
    “Yes, yes,” she moans, squeezing and wanking you with a grin of delight on your face. “Give it all to me Lucas. Cover me with your cream.” 
 
    She strokes you until you begin to moan from your over-sensitivity. She releases your cock from between her breasts as it begins to go soft. There is a pronounced blush of friction between her tits and her mounds are smeared with your cum. She picks up the bottle and you watch in the dazed afterglow as she uses the rim to scoop up as much of your cum as she can from her breasts and from your sensitive cock. 
 
    “Not bad,” she says, holding up the bottle. “But I’m afraid I lost too much scooping it up like that. This time, tell me before you cum and I’ll finish you straight into the bottle.” 
 
    “W-what? This time?” You ask, looking down at your flaccid cock. 
 
    “Yessss,” she laughs, leaning her face down to your cock and give it a long, slow lick. She takes you into her mouth, sucking just enough to stiffen your limp cock and draw you back to nearly full hardness. She releases you from her lips and squeezes you once more between her milky breasts. Now, with a generous coating of her saliva, your cock slides easily between her creamy breasts. She squeezes tight and begins to bounce up and down against your lap.  
 
    “Now remember,” she pants, riding her tits against your stiff cock, “you must tell me when you are about to spill your seed so I can save it all in the bottle. Every drop lost means another drop I will have to extract later.” 
 
    “Ex-extract?” You moan, watching her creamy cleavage ride up and over the darkening plum of your cockhead.  
 
    “Milk it, silly,” she says. “For me and then for the Queen of Monsters… if there’s any of your yummy milk left.” 
 
    “Ohhhhhhh,” you cry and tremble with pleasure as she bounces faster and faster against your cock. Her velvety bust moves and squeezes and slides around you until there is no escaping the building pressure of another orgasm. You look down into Gretchen’s lusty blue eyes and moan, “I’m getting very close.” 
 
    She moves with great urgency to free your cock from between her plush mounds. She grasps your shaft in one hand, angling the tip downward some and raising the wide-mouthed milk bottle to the head of your cock. A moment more would have been too late as you groan with pleasure.  
 
    The gentle tug of her hand on your cock is sufficient to drive you over your edge. Gushes of your hot seed pump into the glass bottle, spattering the sides and dripping down to the bottom. She manages the difficult task of wanking you with one hand and holding the bottle so that none of your spurts miss the mouth. She gamely collects every drop, squeezing out the last and using the inner rim of the bottle to wipe the pearly beads away.  
 
    “Oh, that’s a nice amount in there,” she giggles, swirling your cum in the bottle. “A half dozen more and I might be able to make a potion.” 
 
    “H-half dozen?” You say, still breathless in the aftermath of your intense orgasm. 
 
    “That’s right,” she says, returning one hand to your shrinking cock. She gives your manhood a hard squeeze. ”You have a lot of milk in there and I intend to get it all before I let you have a rest.” 
 
    As Gretchen begins to wank you more vigorously, you realize that there is no longer a hope of escape. You have been defeated by the cow girl. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Visit with Morelle the novice succubus 
 
      
 
    “I would like to visit with Morelle,” you say. “Please take me toher.” 
 
    “Of course, master,” says Hina, turning smartly on her heel and leading you down a hall and up two staircases. You soon arrive at a pink door decorated with carvings of hearts and lewd acts by voluptuous women. You rap your knuckles lightly on the door. 
 
    “Come iiiiiinnn!” Morelle calls from the other side. 
 
    You enter the pink-and-crimson-draped boudoir of the young succubus. She is lounging on her tummy, propped up on her elbows on her four-poster bed, the ever-sunset and warm breeze drifting through the parted curtains of her balcony. Her peachy bottom is covered by the lavender satin of her panties and she is idly kicking one leg up as she picks through a box of gourmet chocolates. Did she bring those here somehow from her excursion to the real world? Did Hina make them for her? 
 
    “What is it H—oh, Lucas!” She flashes a bright smile when she sees it is you and bounces up from the bed with excitement that nearly frees her ample but from her corset. She runs to you, through her arms around your shoulders and showering your face with chocolate-flavored kisses. “You came to visit me? You sure have been spending a lot of time with me! You must really like me!” 
 
    “You’re very fun to be around,” you admit.  
 
    “Yes, that’s correct,” she laughs. “Come over to the bed, I want to show you something!” 
 
    Morelle takes your hand and walks you over to her bed. She climbs onto the bed on one knee, giving you a lovely view of her round bottom filling out her satin panties. The succubus uses her prehensile tail, watching you over her shoulder as the tip curls into the back of her panties and slowly peels her underwear down to reveal the plush cream of her cheeks and— 
 
    “A tattoo!” You cry in surprise as she exposes the pink heart-shaped design with the name LUCAS tattooed in black across its surface. 
 
    “Do you like it?” She asks, wiggling her hips and shaking her ass. 
 
    “Well, I mean, tattoos are not very common in St. Ingbert. Usually only soldiers or sailors have them and if a woman has them, well, um…” 
 
    “She’s a whore?” Morelle asks, feigning insult.  
 
    “I mean, she works at the brothel,” you say sheepishly. 
 
    Morelle’s eyes widen as if she is taking even greater offense and then her mask of anger cracks into a smile. She bursts into girlish laughter. 
 
    “Oh, Lucas, I just wanted to see your reaction!” She smacks her hand on her jiggling bottom and when she lifts her hand the tattoo is gone in a faint puff of sweet-smelling smoke. “I’m learning how to control my succubus magic! I can make tattoos on myself now! Watch!” 
 
    She does a falling pirouette onto the bed and as she does her lingerie vanishes in wisps of smoke and vines of thorns and roses crawl from her shoulders, winding over her biceps, and down to her wrists. Floral arrangements of tattoos and thorny vines frame her breasts and reach like ink tendrils down from her hips to her thighs. She rubs her legs together, turning on the bed and moaning as if the magic tattooing gives her pleasure. 
 
    “Do you like them?” She moans, running her hands up to her breasts and tweaking her lavender nipples. 
 
    “They’re beautiful,” you say, admiring the intricate designs. “But it’s a little creepy to watch them appear on you. Like a disease or something.” 
 
    “A disease?” She pouts and waves her hands. There is a faint static crackle and another puff of sweet-smelling smoke and the tattoos are gone, leaving behind Morelle’s creamy, unmarked, and very nude body. “Well, I thought they were fun.” 
 
    “They’re fun,” you say. “It’s just, you’re so beautiful anyway, Morelle, I…” 
 
    “Oh, you always know what to say,” she says, sprawling dramatically on her bed, her thighs parted and her hand running down to the delicate mound of her pussy. She looks you in the eyes, her violet eyes flashing demonically as her fingers spread the glistening folds of her cunt. “I know why you’re really here. Come and give me a little snack, Lucas.” 
 
    There’s no refusing Morelle. You shed your trousers and begin unbuttoning your tunic as you climb onto the bed. Your cock is already hard as she pulls you atop her, into a passionate kiss, her tail finding your cock and wrapping around the base of your shaft. You moan against her sugary-sweet lips as her tail deftly guides you to the hot folds of Morelle’s pussy. You gasp as you thrust into that molten core, feeling her slick walls clutch against you as her legs wrap around you and pull you deeper. 
 
    “Ohhhh, Lucas, your cock is huge,” she cries, raking your back and shoulders with her nails.  
 
    You grunt and thrust harder into her, driving deep and feeling your balls pressing against the soft divot of her asshole. The bed shakes with the force of your thrusts and Morelle arches beneath you, keeping her legs clamped tight around your waist. Your pleasure rises quickly in her exquisite pussy.  
 
    “Going to cum,” you groan, feeling your stones tighten and your cum churn. 
 
    “Yessss!” She hisses. “Cum inside me, Lucas! Feed me your essence!” 
 
    “Ohhhhhh yes!” You shout, throwing back your head and railing into her cunt with total abandon. Your cock swells and throbs in the hot vise of her perfect pussy and you explode, firing your seed deep into her slick channel. Pulse after pulse of your cum races out and pours into her quim. As you cum, you feel the background pleasure of her feeding upon your life force. Each orgasmic twitch is enhanced by a gentle sucking sensation as she pulls out some small morsel of your essence. 
 
    Morelle is still feeding as your orgasm recedes, but you manage to push her away and roll out from between her clenching thighs. You flop beside her, gasping, your glistening cock red and still twitching with aftershocks. Morelle rolls onto her side, her violet eyes glowing brightly with fresh magical force.  
 
    She reaches out and wraps a delicate hand around your cock. Her stroke is so skilled that you groan and push her hand away for fear she will coax you back to hardness.  
 
    “Once is enough,” you say. “For now, Morelle. I can’t have you killing me.” 
 
    “Someday,” she says. “When you’re ready, I’ll be there to eat up every drop.” 
 
    She looks like she means it, but bursts into girlish giggles that you hope mean she was joking. Whether or not it is a joke, it is enough to convince you that it is time to go. You ignore her pouting as you pull on your clothes and stagger out of Morelle’s suite.  
 
    Hina is waiting for you in the hallway beyond the room. 
 
    “Hello, master,” she says merrily. “I hope you had an enjoyable visit with Morelle.” 
 
    “Uh, yes,” you say. “Do you think she would really…” 
 
    “What is it, master?” Hina asks, cocking her head to the side and looking at you with her glassy eyes. 
 
    “Nothing,” you say, thinking better than asking an automaton about the motives a demon-girl. 
 
    “Very good, master,” she says happily. “Was there someone else you would like to visit?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
      
 
    Visit with Oola the slime girl 
 
    Visit with Gretchen the cow girl 
 
    Visit with Hina in your private suite 
 
    It's time to leave the sanctum


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Beg to pleasure her ass 
 
      
 
    Theora is beautiful in the firelight with her shapely thighs parted and the golden thatch of her cunt on display. You could bury your face in her glistening petals and never come up for air, but you have an even greater need. Theora’s ass entranced you as you followed behind her all day walking towards Bruno. That memory of her firm, round cheeks bouncing slightly with each step, shifting tantalizingly beneath her gown, makes your cock stiffen in your trousers. 
 
    “What is it, Lucas?” She purrs. “What can you do for me?” 
 
    “Worship you,” you say, your voice almost a cry of desperation. “Your ass, Theora. Your lovely… lovely backside. It is so perfect, I… please let me worship it! Let me pleasure it!” 
 
    “My ass!?” She tosses her head back and laughs. “You dirty, dirty boy! To stuff your face between my cheeks and bathe my perfect pink asshole with your tongue! Is this what you desire?” 
 
    “Yessss!” You moan, crawling closer and falling against her knees. “Please, Theora, please. I beg of you! Let me pleasure your perfect ass!” 
 
    “Mmmmmmm.” She strokes your head as you look up at her solicitously. “Very well. I will allow you to pleasure me.” 
 
    She pushes you away roughly, nearly toppling you over as she rises to her feet and slowly turns her back. Your cock is already twitching in your trousers as Theora lifts her gown up the backs of her legs, slowly exposing her shapely thighs and the firm, creamy mounds of her ample ass. She bares her immaculate cuntlips and as she leans over the stump, spreads her cheeks and exposes the delicate pink rosebud of her anus. Like every other part of Theora, it seems perfect. 
 
    Theora watches you over her shoulder. She reaches back to wind her fingers in your unkempt hair and she pulls your face closer to the luscious mounds of her ass. You breathe in her scent, rich and yet immaculate, with the delicate note of arousal wafting from her gold-thatched quim. She pulls your closer and your nose brushes against her crack, your lips against the soft peach of her cunt. Your cock throbs in your trousers. 
 
    “Praise Veleda by pleasuring my ass,” she orders. 
 
    How could you disobey such a forceful command? 
 
    You stroke up the backs of her thighs to the pale prominence of Theora’s luscious rump. You spread it even wider and kiss the inner curves of her cheeks, feeling the lingering warmth of her travels on her supple flesh.  
 
    “Yesss,” she moans, thrusting her ass back against you. “Taste it, Lucas.” 
 
    “It’s so beautiful,” you moan as you smack kisses closer and closer to the delicate wrinkle of her asshole. “Your skin like fresh cream and your… mmmm… pink pucker. It’s so beautiful… mmmm… a lovely flower… mmmmmm… a blushing blossom.” 
 
    “Kiss it,” she moans, arching her back as you spread her crack wide. You lean in and press your lips to the velvety soft warmth of it. She moans and clenches her hole tighter. You run your tongue over it, feeling the pucker clench tighter. You roll your tongue around the wrinkled rim of her asshole, pressing your face into the warmth of her crack and tasting the faint bitterness and salt of her sweat. Even an angel sweats, apparently.  
 
    “Oh, Veleda, yes,” you moan, praising the goddess. “Thank you. Thank you, holy mother. Mmmmmmmm!” 
 
    You lick her asshole eagerly, pressing more and more insistently until your tongue parts her clench and slips into her steamy back passage. You moan as you press your tongue into her ass and Theora answers you with a cry of her own.  
 
    “Yesssss, lick deep inside my ass! You are a naughty boy!” She bounces her ass against your face, smothering you between her cheeks.  
 
    “Nnnnnnhnnn,” you agree, stiffening your tongue as it slides in and out of her stretched hole. 
 
    Theora reaches a hand between her thighs and begins rubbing her clit. As she does, she bends her knees and rubs her crack up and down against the hot offering of your tongue. Your saliva bathes between her cheeks and your tongue slips in and out of her pink pucker. She moves faster and faster, moaning with pleasure and roughly strumming her clit. 
 
    You lose yourself in the hot submission of pleasuring her, thrusting your tongue deep into Theora’s hungry asshole and smothering against her round ass. Even though you can barely breathe and your cock is straining painfully in your trousers, you focus completely on pleasuring her.  
 
    “YESSSS!” The angel cries and her wings spread with a sudden snap. A feather drifts loose and she arches her back hard as she pummels your face with her posterior. There is no mistaking her orgasm as her asshole begins to rhythmically clench around your thrusting tongue. The muscles in her buttocks and thighs tighten up as well. You moan hotly into the crack of her ass, burying your tongue as deep as it will go in her hole and savoring every squeeze of her muscles. 
 
    Theora finally lets out a long sigh and releases her grip on your hair. You take your time, licking her crack and cleaning away your saliva before finally raising your face from her ass.  
 
    “Did you cum in your trousers?” She asks, glancing down at the wet spot on the front of your pants. 
 
    “N-no,” you say. “That’s, um, precum. I was excited, um, but I didn’t cum.” 
 
    “Good,” she says. “Lie back. I’ll give you a little treat for your devotion to the goddess.” 
 
    “Yes!” You cry with excitement, stretching out on the ground so that your tented trousers stick up like a small hill. 
 
    Theora backs over you, standing astride your face. She squats down over your face, smothering you beneath her ass. You hear her muffled voice command, “Lick my ass, Lucas, and I’ll let you cum.” 
 
    You begin to eagerly service Theora’s pink pucker as she reaches out and takes hold of your cock. She massages you through your trousers and your cock jerks in answer to her touch. 
 
    “Oh, you do enjoy being a naughty boy,” she chuckles, flexing her knees to bounce her ass against your face and tongue. Her fingers reach for the buttons of your trousers. “Let’s take care of this, shall we?” 
 
    “Nnnnnnn,” you cry, tongue-fucking her asshole as she smothers you with her luscious bum. Your cock springs free of your unbuttoned trousers and Theora grasps your hardness with both her soft hands. She begins to wank you as you rim and lick her pink pucker. The more you lick, the more she strokes, until you are on the brink of exploding in her grasp. 
 
    “You’ve been a naughty little boy,” she moans, wriggling her ass atop your face. “But you have been very devoted to Veleda. So…” 
 
    Her fingers tickle the underside of your glans.  
 
    “… I will allow you to cum.” 
 
    She takes hold firmly of your cock, fingers sweeping over your slippery precum and spreading it over your sensitive, swollen cockhead. You cry out, your pleasure muffled beneath her ass, and you thrust into her stroking hands. Your peak is intense and heightened by the hot clench of her asshole against your tongue. You’ve never known such delicious depravity as you fuck the beautiful angels hands with your surging cock. 
 
    “Yes!” Theora laughs. “Cum for me you naughty boy!”  
 
    Your cock pulses in her grasp and you feel your massive load splashing all over your body and her hands and fingers. Theora milks your spurting cock dry and continues to wank your cream-smeared cock even as you are gasp with over-sensitivity.  
 
    She finally withdraws her hand from your cock and the weight of her ass lifts from your flushed face. With a wave of her hands, she is clean, but you are still filthy with your own seed.  
 
    “Clean up and go to bed,” she says, her gown dropping back into place. “We leave early in the morning.” 
 
    You sit up slowly, dazed from being beneath her for so long.  
 
    “Th-thank you,” you mumble. You clean your cock with a handkerchief and crawl off to your tent. 
 
    You retire to your tent, tossing and turning in your bedroll as you think about Theora’s luscious, creamy backside and how it felt as you shot your load with the help of her deft hands. Oh, to be Theora’s throne. To be smothered beneath her lovely ass and occasionally wanked off for your tongue-cleaning service. For her to swallow your entire face between her round cheeks. These fantasies lead you to similar dreams, Theora as a giantess squeezing you in her crack, from which you are rudely awakened by Theora’s harsh command, “Up with you!” 
 
    “Wha?” You stir in your tent, the light still gray before dawn.  
 
    “I said get up,” shouts Theora. “I have almost finished with breakfast. Eat it quickly so we can be on our way.” 
 
    You pull on your clothes and stagger out of your tent. Theora is stirring a pot of sweet-smelling oats over the fire and tending to a cast iron skillet filled with sizzling meat. Morelle is sulking on one of the overturned logs by the fire, idly stirring a steaming bowl of oats and meat. 
 
    “Here,” says Theora, passing a similar bowl to you. “No cream.” 
 
    “I had all the cream I need last night.” You begin to recollect, a dreamy smile on your face, but your bliss is cut short by Theora’s hard stare.  
 
    “Speak no more of last night or I will scald you raw with a cauldron full of oats.”  
 
    You sigh and sit down beside Morelle. 
 
    “You never came looking for me,” says the succubus. “I was waiting for you to come fuck me.” 
 
    You sigh again and begin to stuff your face with the food. Full, but still sore and half-asleep, you strike camp. Theora promises you will arrive in Bruno before nightfall. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Allow the succubus to ride atop you 
 
      
 
    “Nothing wrong with a little fun,” you say, a sly smile curling your lips. “Go head, Morelle. Take it out.” 
 
    She squeals with girlish delight and unlaces your trousers like it is Saint’s Feast and she is opening gifts from the Solstice Angel. She unwinds the last lace, draws down your underwear, and your cock springs free and upright. She wanks its swollen length in her soft hands and nimble fingers, kissing you again and twitching her hips so the hot velvet of her cuntlips drags against your upright cock. Her juices begin to drip down your shaft. 
 
    “You want this, Lucas?” She teases, her breath hot against your lips. “My little pussy wrapped around your cock?” 
 
    “Yessss,” you hiss, stroking her hips and kneading her ass roughly with both hands. You gaze up into her twinkling violet eyes and growl, “Ride my cock.” 
 
    “Of course, master,” she moans, pushing her ass down into your lap and impaling the slick heat of her pussy onto your cock. Her molten channel slides around you and grips your shaft tightly. Her inner walls squeeze you like a velvet-gloved hand.  
 
    “Ahhhhhh,” you gasp and she kisses you, stealing your moan and turning it into a vibration of pleasure against her lips. She begins to move atop you, her breasts heaving with each ride up and down the straining hardness of your cock. Her pussy flexes around, massaging your cock from the root to the tip. She reaches a hand beneath her bouncing bottom and her fingers massage your tightening bollocks. 
 
    “Cum for me,” she pants against your lips. “Cum for me, Lucas. Cum deep inside me with that big cock.” 
 
    Your grip tightens on her plush ass and you thrust up and into the steamy depths of her pussy. Your pleasure rises with each stroke, ecstasy surging as you gaze up into her malevolent eyes.  
 
    “Ahhhhhh, yessss!” You cry, hilting in her steamy cunt with every stroke and making her breasts bounce wildly. She croons with pleasure, perhaps sensing your orgasm surging in your hardness. You are caught by the rush of your climax, seeming to stretch for eternity into the luscious body and hot cove of the beautiful succubus. The explosion is just as intense, your cock jerking inside Morelle as you fire her cum deep into her pussy.  
 
    “Fill me,” she coos, massaging your balls as they jerk and you unleash your seed into her hungry cunt. The pleasure of your climax is heightened by the familiar hot pleasure of Morelle feeding on your essence. With each twitch of your cock there is an equal pulse of pleasure from her devouring some small morsel of your soul. 
 
    The pleasure exhausts you and you slump back, your hands slipping from the ample softness of her ass. Morelle laughs and rides you even harder. Her inner muscles milk your creamy cock and your manhood will not soften inside her hot cunt. She leans over you, pressing her hands on your chest, her eyes glowing brightly as she rides you hard and fast. 
 
    “E-enough,” you moan. 
 
    “More!” She cries, her ass slapping against you and her tits bouncing wildly. Her savage hunger sends a ripple of fear through you, but such fear is not match for the overbearing pleasure she is giving you. Her body move like a dancer’s, her back serpentine and her hips jerking to keep her lovely ass moving atop you. 
 
    “Ahhhh, you’re going to make me cum again,” you cry as she rides you and milks your cock with her inner muscles. 
 
    “Again and again until I have every drop,” she insists.  
 
    The evil in her eyes and in her predatory grin are enough to send you plunging over the edge into a second, despairing orgasm. You cry out, grabbing her ass once more, fingers sinking into the softness of her flesh as you spurt into her creamy depths. Her inner walls milk you and feed upon you, the pleasure of creation and destruction mingling to form a maddening ecstasy. 
 
    “Give it all to me,” she laughs, still moving even as your orgasm fades.  
 
    “No,” you whisper. You find your resolve and shove her roughly away. She tries to remain saddled on your hard cock, but you twist your body and escape the prison of her silky thighs. She tries to drag you back, her power surging, her body flushed with her feeding, but you manage to kick her away. 
 
    “Lucas,” she whines. “Come back. I will suck you dry and you will love it.” 
 
    “I have a duty to Veleda,” you say, which gives you strength like a prayer just to speak aloud. You rise to your feet, your dripping cock betraying your misdeeds but your expression a mask of resolve. “You are dangerous, Morelle.” 
 
    “Dangerously fun,” she giggles, twisting and posing on the ground to show off her luscious curves. “Come on, Lucas, don’t you want another ride?” 
 
    She parts her thighs to expose her lavender folds dripping with your cream. Her obscene pose does make your cock twitch, but you are already pulling on your clothes. She sighs with defeat and with a wave of her hand she is dressed in her tight-fitting breeches and her traveling bodice. If anything, her revealing clothing only makes her more attractive. You resist the urge to yank your trousers down and take her one last time. 
 
    “We need to get back to camp,” you say, trying to soften your anger. She is, after all, a succubus. It is in her nature to what to drink a man dry and your fault for believing she was safe simply because she is your ally. 
 
    With the help of Morelle’s night vision, you find your way easily back to the camp. Theora has already retired to her large tent. Fearing for your safety, you will not allow Morelle to join you in your tent. She sulks off to the dwindling campfire and you slip into your bedroll. 
 
    Morelle is in your tent, her face twisted into an evil smile as her body moves atop you, drawing you to your doom. You try to escape her, but you thrust deeper inside, her cunt opening like a hungry mouth to swallow you, body and soul, into her demonic heart. 
 
    Thankfully, it is only a dream, and you awaken to the gray light of dawn leaking through the flap of your tent. You rise, stretch, and pull on your boots. The savory smell of cooking helps awaken you as you stumble out of your tent. 
 
    Theora is cooking breakfast. Morelle is sulking by the fire, a blanket pulled around her shoulders and an untouched bowl of food resting on her knees. 
 
    “Eat up,” says Theora, passing you a bowl of steaming oats and roasted meat. “If we leave soon we will reach Bruno before nightfall.” 
 
    “Thank you,” you say, taking a seat beside Morelle and tucking into the food. 
 
    “Sorry I made you sleep by the fire,” you say to Morelle. “But you had it coming.” 
 
    “I did,” admits the succubus. “But it was still mean. Maybe I won’t have sex with you anymore to punish you.” 
 
    You glance over at her, mid-bite of oatmeal, and give her a dubious look. 
 
    “Allllright,” she chuckles. “I will still let you have sex with me. Do you want to do it now? You can do it in my ass again if you want!” 
 
    “No,” you say. “No, definitely not.” 
 
    You picture her evil smile from your dreams, but the thought of her pale body moving atop you one last time is enough to make your cock twitch. Morelle notices the shift in your trousers and gives you an evil wink. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Wait for her to get out of the water 
 
      
 
    “Ah, I think I’ll wait,” you say. 
 
    “Oh?” Morelle floats onto her back in the steaming water, her breasts breaking the surface and her pale legs kicking in the silvery moonlight. Your cock twitches in your trousers and you have to look away from the sight of the gorgeous demon girl luxuriating in the hot water. 
 
    “I’ll, um, just sit over here,” you say, moving away from the stream to a rock at the edge of the clearing. You sit down on the boulder and wince as your erection shifts uncomfortably in the tight front of your trousers. You try not to look over at the murmuring stream and the bathing succubus. Morelle does not make it any easier on you as she giggles and moans softly, turning and splashing in the water. 
 
    You do not have to wait long for her to finish. She arises from the water, a glistening white goddess, her body steaming with the residual heat of the water. She strides towards you, her breasts gently bouncing as she mounts the bank and steps onto the grassy clearing. Her hips sway from side to side and her eyes glow with the violet demonic flames of her essence. The lavender tint of her hard nipples and areolas becomes visible in a shaft of moonlight. She stops, her hips cocked to one side, shamelessly naked and standing so close that you can smell the perfumed wetness of her hair. 
 
    “Why so shy, Lucas?” She chuckles. “You have seen my body before. You have touched me all over.” 
 
    She runs her hands from her hips up to her breasts, squeezing them and plucking at her nipples, mouthing a moan as she gaze into your eyes. Your stiff cock twitches in your trousers. It takes an incredible effort for your mouth to actually form words. 
 
    “This is real,” you blurt. “All of this is real, it’s not like when we’re in the sanctum. You’re… dangerous.” 
 
    “Awwww, me?” She pouts and saunters even closer. She steps wide, straddling your legs and dropping the soft weight of her ass onto your lap. As she does, she rests her arms on your shoulders. “I’m not dangerous, Lucas, just a little bit hungry.” 
 
    “H-hungry?” You stammer, looking into the glowing violet of her eyes.  
 
    “Mmmmmm, yes,” she hisses, leaning closer. Her soft breasts drag against your chest, her nipples prodding your through your tunic, her breath hot on your neck. You turn away, trying to avoid her luscious lips. She giggles and nibbles at your earlobe. “Kiss me, Lucas. This is what you wanted. Don’t fight it.” 
 
    She brushes her lips against your neck. Her tongue teases your tender flesh. She seems to be laughing softly at your discomfort, but you are afraid to look anywhere other than the night sky for fear you will see Morelle’s loveliness and succumb to her charms. 
 
    “Why else did you follow me, Lucas?” She laughs, kissing your collarbone. She reaches a hand out to cradle your cheek and force you to turn your head towards her. He horns seem larger than usual, her wings more menacing, and yet despite her demonic nature, she seems more beautiful than ever. Ironically, she looks almost innocent with her large violet eyes and lightly freckled cheeks.  
 
    She brings her lips very close to yours, close enough that you can taste the sweetness of her breath as she pleads, “Kiss me.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Kiss Morelle and embrace your lust 
 
    Refuse to kiss her and return to camp 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Prematurely judged by Veleda 
 
      
 
    Oblivion gives way to light that grows brighter and brighter until it burns in your eyes. The light slowly yields details of immense columns, billowing curtains and a vast floor that seems to be made of polished white tiles. Sunlight streams through massive windows and you realize you are standing in a temple far too huge to have ever been constructed by human hands. 
 
    “Veleda,” you murmur, realizing you stand in the domain of the goddess herself. 
 
    You hear her footsteps approaching. Her lovely golden hair is slightly disheveled, her diaphanous gown clinging a bit obscenely to her giant and lovely body, and her flawless blue eyes puffy with sleep. She yawns and stretches, which causes her nipples as large as your fists to strain at her gown. She recovers from her yawn and looks down at you sleepily. 
 
    You fall to your knees and bow your head. 
 
    “Forgive me, Veleda,” you cry. 
 
    “Lucas LeBlanc!” Hearing your name from her divine lips sends a tremor of fear through your body. She leans her massive head down to look at you better. A golden ringlet dangles against your back and tickles your neck. “You have allowed your soul to be devoured by a succubus. She was your traveling companion! You have already beaten that one, you foolish boy!” 
 
    “I know, I am a fool!” You shout, nearly weeping with shame. 
 
    “Stop your groveling,” she scolds. “You are wasting your lives and my power letting that silly succubus girl eat your soul. Do not do it again, Lucas, or I may not be so generous.” 
 
    “Thank you, my goddess,” you say, relief washing over you. 
 
    “Yes, I am only granting you another life this time because you do not have to defeat this accursed little harlot. She is already beaten.”  
 
    Veleda stands upright again, looming over you in all her holy perfection. You look up at her, eyes watery with your tears. She snaps her fingers with a thunderous boom and bright white light explodes from her hand, seeming to consume you and burn away your flesh.  
 
    Gray, pre-dawn light replaces the brightness of Veleda’s domain. You are standing by the campfire in the woods. It is just before sunrise. Fingers snap loudly in front of your face and you jerk away. 
 
    “Wake up, Lucas,” says Theora, looking at you with annoyance. 
 
    “What? I’m awake,” you say, seeing a reflection of Veleda’s annoyed beauty in the silvery-blue eyes of Theora.  
 
    The angel presses a steaming bowl of oatmeal and roasted meat into your hand.  
 
    “Eat up,” she says. “We leave soon if we want to make it to Bruno before nightfall.” 
 
    “R-right,” you say, still disoriented by the transition from being devoured by Morelle, to being confronted by Veleda, to standing before the campfire. 
 
    Morelle is sitting on one of the fallen logs beside the fire pit, idly stirring her bowl of breakfast. 
 
    “Um, hello,” you say, sitting a safe distance away from her. 
 
    “Oh, Lucas,” she says, brightening up. “Hey, I am so hungry. I had this dream that I ate and ate and ate and filled my tummy up and when I woke up I was starving.”  
 
    She sets her bowl of food aside, clearly disinterested in normal sustenance as she slides closers to you and slips an arm around your shoulders.  
 
    “How about we duck into your tent for a bit and I have a little snack?” She kisses your neck and nibbles at your ear. “I’ll suck your cock.” 
 
    Your manhood twitches in your trousers.  
 
    “Away from him!” Theora shouts. “Leave him be! There is no time for your childishness, Morelle!” 
 
    “Oh, fine,” pouts Morelle, sliding back to her spot and picking up her bowl of food. She makes a disgusted face as she begins to eat. 
 
    You smile gratefully at Theora, but her back is already turned as she begins to take down her elaborate tent. Relieved to be alive, you tuck into your bowl of breakfast, savoring each bite knowing it has been granted only by the forgiveness of the goddess. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



Let Morelle stay in your tent 
 
      
 
    You know better than to let Morelle continue rubbing her plush backside against your cock. You should kick her out of your tent. It would be the smart thing to do. Then you remember the way she trembled in the cold and you gave her your jacket. Even if she can summon a down coat from thin air, you would feel guilty sending her out into the chilly night air. 
 
    “Fine, you can stay,” you mutter. “But leave me alone.” 
 
    She answers you with a soft laugh and pushes her ass back, your cock find the indentation of her crack through her silky gown. She rubs against your underside, stroking you through your trousers with the warmth of her ass. You growl with irritation and roll onto your other side, leaving your back facing Morelle. 
 
    The succubus makes a disappointed sound and for a moment you have peace. You are so weary from the journey that you nearly fall asleep in those few seconds. Then you feel Morelle’s hand creepy around your hip. Her warm body presses against your back and her breath teases the side of your neck.  
 
    “Morelle,” you whisper. 
 
    “What?” She whispers and nibbles at your earlobe. Her hand slips into your trousers and her soft fingers wrap around your cock, ensuring that it stiffens fully under her expert caress. You groan as your swollen tip rubs the inside of your trousers. Her fingers coax you to straining hardness in a matter of seconds. 
 
    You reach back, feeling her hip, and slide your hand between the two of you. You fumble for the hem of her gown and slip your touch beneath it, moving between the plump warmth of her thighs. You feel her silky cunt, hot with her eternal lust, and you caress her folds and delicate clit, eliciting a soft sight from the succubus. 
 
    “You must stop this,” you say as she wanks you inside your trousers. You curl two fingers into the hot slickness of her cunt. “We need our rest.” 
 
    “You seem wide awake to me,” she replies, giving your cock a squeeze just beneath the tip. “Do you wish to spill your seed inside your trousers or shall I take it out?” 
 
    You shift just enough to unbutton your trousers and draw down your underwear. Your hard cock springs free. You flip back the blanket just enough to expose your cock to the cool air inside the tent. Morelle giggles against your ear, teasing it with her tongue as she wanks your straining hardness. You pump two fingers into her cunt and beat the heel of your palm steadily against her clit. Despite the pleasure building in your cock, the position is awkward and Morelle knows it. 
 
    With a soft growl, she rolls you onto your back and disappears beneath the blanket. A moment later her feet, knees, and ass are sticking out from under the blanket and you feel the heat of her mouth descend onto your cock. 
 
    “Ohhhhhhhh, Morelle,” you moan, resting a hand on her plump backside draped in her silky gown. 
 
    “MMmmhmmm,” she replies, her words vibrating over your cock as she continues to bob eagerly on your straining manhood. Her plump lips glide expertly over your cockhead and her demonic tongue twists and curls around your shaft, stroking you like a tentacle inside her mouth. You lose your resistance in the molten warmth of her mouth. 
 
    You slip your hand under her gown, lifting it and exposing her shapely backside and her lavender-tufted quim. A bit of urging with your hand coaxes her to shift and plant her knees on either side of your head. Her ample ass is in your face and her slick, delicate cunt only inches from your mouth. The sweet smell of her arousal is nearly enough to make you cum down Morelle’s throat. 
 
    “Mmmmmmm,” she says, encouraging you to stroke her ass with both hands and lean up to begin licking her sweet groove. 
 
    Tonguing Morelle’s tantalizing twat produces an excited reaction from the demoness. She moans around your hardness and bobs lower, gulping you into the hot silk of her throat and licking your balls as she sucks you deep. You reply to this pleasure with more intense licking, thrusting your tongue deep into her hot channel and tightly squeezing her luscious ass. The more you bury your tongue in her raunchy cunt, the more she sucks and pleasure your cock. Her hot saliva spills down to your balls and her tongue flicks deftly beneath your cockhead.  
 
    Her lips pop free for a moment and she gasps, “Yes, Lucas, make me cum!” 
 
    “Nnnnnnnnhhnnn!” You answer her, feverishly tonguing her cunt, spreading her ass, and swallowing the hot nectar that pours into your mouth. You thrust into her mouth, into her throat, arching beneath her as her cry of pleasure vibrates around your straining hardness. 
 
    “Ohhhhhh yessss!” Morelle cries, bucking her shapely hips and rubbing her hot cunt against your tongue. Her juices flood your mouth, as sweet as the silky peach of her pussy. You slurp and lick and suck lewdly and the tide of her cum sends you over the edge.  
 
    You buck your hips even as she is grinding on your tongue and thrust deep into her throat. You hear a soft gurgle and feel the squeeze of her throat around your cock. Your hardness pulses and throbs and spurts deep into her throat. She takes your deep thrusts down her throat without complaint. Her tongue is relentless, squeezing and milking you as she sucks.  
 
    “Morelle,” you cry, your head dropping back and cool air flowing over your juice-slicked face. “Oh, that’s enough.” 
 
    She pops her lips free of your wet cock and looks back at you over her shapely body and the plump heart of her creamy ass.  
 
    “Enough? Mmmmm, that was just a taste.” She turns like a beast lunging at its prey. She is atop you in an instant, straddling you facing you. You try to sit up and she hugs her soft breasts in your face. The gown she is wearing seems to melt away and you find yourself protesting directly into the smothering warmth of her tits. 
 
    “Morelle, you must stop,” you cry into her hot cleavage. She grips your cock, squeezing it and somehow preventing it from going soft. Her freshly licked cunt glides over your tip, each twitch of her hips dragging her hot folds onto your cock. She teases you with her molten entrance, pulling your face back against her breasts each time you manage to lift your head.  
 
    “I won’t fuck you,” she says, jerking her hips and rubbing the hot velvet of her pussy on your straining cock. “You have to fuck me, Lucas. Go on. Take what you want.” 
 
    You resist her for all of a few seconds before the teasing stroke of her cunt against the head of your cock overwhelms all self control. You grab hold of her hips, squeezing fingers into the plush cheeks of her ass, and you thrust upwards, hilting your cock in her slick channel in a single stroke. 
 
    “Ahhhhh!” She cries, arching back and at last freeing your face from her smothering breasts. The hot sheath of her cunt squeezes you in her velvet vise. You thrust into her, moving purely on instinct, your body weakened by her feeding, but strong enough to still fuck her. Your grip on her ass tightens as she begins a rolling ride atop you. Her breasts heave, her ride intensifies, and she steadies herself with both hands pressing down on your chest. 
 
    “Fuck me!” She cries, her voice sounding into the night. “Fuck me, Lucas!” 
 
    “Ahhhhhh yes!” You marvel at her alabaster beauty, jiggling and bouncing atop you, cheeks flushed and eyes glowing with burning demonic power. A final thrust plunges you over the edge and you drive your cock deep, exploding inside her and pumping your dwindling seed into the uncanny suction of her cunt. Her eyes flare brighter and you feel the peculiar pleasure of the succubus feeding upon your essence. Each throb of your cock sends more of your cum and more of your life force flooding into Morelle’s hungry body. 
 
    You slump beneath her as your orgasm diminishes. Morelle laughs and rides even more heavily atop you. She pins you down and bounces roughly atop your cock, her pussy creamy and slurping lewdly as she slides up and down on your cock.  
 
    “No more,” you moan. 
 
    “Yessss,” she hisses. “I crave your sweet essence, Lucas! I need it all!” 
 
    “No!” You cry. “No, get off of me!” 
 
    You try to push her away, to escape from beneath her, but you are too weakened and she is too strong. You give a last, desperate cry of effort, trying to dislodge her, but the succubus slams you back down and bounces her ass down onto your cock. Her pussy grips you, promising your doom. 
 
    The flap of your tent is suddenly flung open and you glimpse two hands grabbing Morelle by her wings. The demoness cries and is suddenly flung into the night. You sit up and glimpse her smashing through the embers of the fire and rolling into the nearby woods. 
 
    “Do not try it again, succubus!” Theora roars with fury, her normally silver-blue eyes burning with the golden righteousness of Veleda. As Morelle picks herself up, muttering sullenly, Theora wheels on you. She jabs a finger into your chest. “And you, Lucas! You should know better by now. Never trust these monster girls, even those you have beaten before!” 
 
    “I-I understand,” you say. 
 
    Her expression softens the tiniest bit. 
 
    “Good,” she says. “Go to sleep. We break camp at dawn.” 
 
    You nod as she closes the flap of your tent. You pull your blanket back over your body and quickly slip into the darkness of total exhaustion. You dream of Morelle and Theora, both nude and bathed in magic light, wrestling on the ground and in the air, their lovely bodies intertwined. In this lurid fantasy, their anger at each other becomes lust, their legs joining and their snarls becoming gasps of pleasure.  
 
    The thin gray light of the predawn morning spills through the flap of your tent. You can smell something savory that stirs your hunger. You slip on your travel clothes and your boots. You are sore from so much walking, but you feel rejuvenated by the sleep you managed. 
 
    Theora stands beside the campfire, stirring a pot of something that smells delicious. On a pan of blackened iron she has thick, sizzling slices of ham. 
 
    “Have some food,” she says, ladling the steaming outs from the pot into a wooden bowl. She adds a generous portion of the browned ham. “We continue at dawn. We will reach Bruno by nightfall.” 
 
    “Right,” you say, tucking into the food, glad to avoid any uncomfortable conversation with Theora about what happened the night before. 
 
    Morelle staggers out of the nearby woods with leaves and broken twigs clinging to her tattered gown and her tangled hair. She sighs and her composed beauty returns as if her bedraggled state was smoke that lifted from a pond at morning. Theora mutters something to the succubus and passes her a bowl of steaming oats. Morelle flops down onto the log beside you and says, “Sorry about last night.” 
 
    “You’re forgiven,” you say, spooning more oats into your mouth. You continue with a full mouth, “But I’m not going to be so stupid again.” 
 
    She says something under her breath. It sounds like, “We will see.” 
 
    You decide not to quarrel with her about it. 
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    Take Theora from behind 
 
      
 
    Theora’s angelic face carries with it a trace of judgment even when she is crying with pleasure. You cannot forget all the times she has berated you for failing during training or for being a weak human fool. Better, you decide, to gaze upon her firm, round bottom and plunder the hot cove of her cunt from behind.  
 
    “Bend over,” you gasp, urging her with your hands on her shapely hips. “I will take you from behind.” 
 
    “Yes,” she gasps. “Yes, fuck me, Lucas!” 
 
    She bends over the nearby stump, bracing herself on her hands, her plump tits dangling between her arms and her ample yet firm ass facing the glow of the fire. The gold-fuzzed peach of her pussy glistens in the moving lights of the flames. Theora looks back at you over her shoulder and slowly sways her hips and ass from side to side. 
 
    “Fuck me,” she moans again. “I need your human cock.” 
 
    Looking down at that luscious ass, you could not possibly disobey her command. You take hold of her cheeks, spreading them wider and exposing the pink knot of Theora’s anus. She moans at your forcefulness and you surge forward, thrusting your cock into the hot velvet of her quim and sheathing every inch in a single stroke. The pleasure is intense and disorienting. Your knees nearly give out and you almost cum from your first thrust. 
 
    “Ohhhhhhh,” you moan, rocking her forward with her ass molding against your hips. Your grip tightens on her hips as you draw your cock back, your shaft glistening with her nectar, until your tip is almost free of her folds. You slam back into her, driving to the hilt and groaning loudly with the pleasure of her exquisite pussy. 
 
    “Harder,” she cries, arching her back and thrusting back onto your straining cock. “Fuck me harder, damn you!” 
 
    “Yes!” You roar, savagely thrusting into her. You grab hold of her feathered wings, pulling them open and holding them splayed as you pound your cock into her pussy. She wails with ecstasy, rolling her hips, popping her pink pussy onto your cock and off again. You growl and pull her back, her ass smacking against your hips. 
 
    “Ohhhhh, you’re a beast,” she cries. You plow her pussy like you have never fucked before, jaw tensing and muscles straining as you give Theora every measure of your lust. Your hammering cock spears her steamy slit, smacking faster and faster against her firm bottom. “So good! AhhhhhhHHHH!” 
 
    Theora’s wings suddenly snap wide open, out of your grasp, shedding a white feather that drifts through the air. She wails with pleasure, thrusting back so hard that you have to fight to stay upright. Her angelic pussy grips you and throbs around your straining cock, powerful muscles milking your hardness and urging you towards your orgasm. There is no mistaking Theora’s intense orgasm. She bucks against you again and again, her cunt rippling around you until her wings relax and fold partially closed. You seize the upper joint of her wings again and double over her, driving deep into her pussy as your pleasure peaks. 
 
    “Take it,” you hiss against her ears. “Take my seed!” 
 
    “Ohhhh, Lucas!” She cries.  
 
    Your cum erupts from your jerking manhood and floods Theora’s perfect pussy. Your rough strokes take on a lewd slurp and you feel your cum overflowing her quim and dripping from your balls. You lean hard over her back, your cock buried and twitching out every drop into her pussy. She sighs as your orgasm fades and rises to a standing position. Your cock slips from her creamy depths. 
 
    Expecting an embrace as she turns, you are surprised to see disgust on her face. She waves her hand and your cum disappears from her glistening thighs. Another wave and her ample curves are once more draped in her gown.  
 
    “Did I… did I do something wrong?” You ask. 
 
    “I did,” she says. “It was foolish. We cannot behave this way. You are a mortal, I am an angel, and I am responsible for seeing you triumph over the forces of evil.” She waves at your limp cock. “Indulging in such pleasure with you does not serve the goddess.” 
 
    “I…” You want to argue with her, but you see the hard look in her silver-blue eyes and you back away. You wipe your cock clean with a handkerchief and tuck it into your trousers. You mutter, “Goodnight.” 
 
    You retreat to your tent, climbing into the bedroll as your thoughts return to the pleasure of taking Theora’s perfect pussy. You imagine yourself plundering her luscious peach again and again, driving her mad with your cocksmanship and pumping her full of endless waves of your cream. Your fantasy becomes your dreams and you imagine Theora begging for your cock bent over the bed in your farmhouse. She wails for your seed and pleads for you to breed her holy pussy. 
 
    You are rudely awakened by Theora’s harsh command, “Up with you!” 
 
    “Wha?” You stir in your tent, the light still gray before dawn.  
 
    “I said get up,” shouts Theora. “I have almost finished with breakfast. Eat it quickly so we can be on our way.” 
 
    You pull on your clothes and stagger out of your tent. Theora is stirring a pot of sweet-smelling oats over the fire and tending to a cast iron skillet filled with sizzling meat. Morelle is sulking on one of the overturned logs by the fire, idly stirring a steaming bowl of oats and meat. 
 
    “Here,” says Theora, passing a similar bowl to you. “No honey.” 
 
    “I had all the honey I need last night.” You begin to recollect, a dreamy smile on your face, but your bliss is cut short by Theora’s hard stare.  
 
    “Speak no more of last night or I will feed you to the succubus.”  
 
    You sigh and sit down beside Morelle. 
 
    “You never came looking for me,” says the succubus. “I was waiting for you to come fuck me.” 
 
    You sigh again and begin to stuff your face with the food. Full, but still sore and half-asleep, you strike camp. Theora promises you will arrive in Bruno before nightfall. 
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    Dairy Hand 
 
      
 
    You find yourself picturing Gretchen’s soft hands gripping your cock like a heifer’s teat and milking out streams of cum. The thought makes your already stiff cock twitch and rub against the seam inside your trousers. You softly moan and Gretchen glances down at your twitching manhood.  
 
    “What’s it going to be, Lucas?” She says. 
 
    “Your… your hand,” you say, knowing you are condemning yourself to whatever fat this huge cow girl has in store for you. “The Dairy Hand.” 
 
    “Oh! What a good boy!” She says, bouncing with delight and making her breasts jiggle. “Take off your silly pants and get down on your hands and knees! I’ll get the pail!” 
 
    “O-okay,” you say, your face hot and your will to resist her broken. Gretchen goes bouncing out of the sitting room. You can hear her rummaging around and realize you can probably escape. Instead, you strip off your trousers, your hard cock springing free and twitching with anticipation. You assume the position on the floor on your hands and knees, your cock sticking out towards the floor like a singular udder of throbbing crimson flesh.  
 
    “I usually do my milking out in the barn, but I keep a pail around in the house for visitors,” she calls out from the next room. “Don’t try to run off, Lucas! I can probably run faster than you and—Oh! Here we are!” 
 
    Gretchen comes prancing back into the room, the frilly fringe on her panties shaking and her generous curves jiggling. She pauses at the doorway and proudly holds up her silver pail. A shudder runs through you as you imagine the small bucket positioned beneath your swollen cock.  
 
    “Oh, what a good boy you are,” she laughs, walking over and kneeling beside you. “Already in position and eager for your first milking. Well, don’t worry Lucas, there will be many more to come.” 
 
    She thumps the bucket onto the floor and slides it under your body, the cold rim brushing against the sensitive head of your cock. You groan at the contact and shift your knees a little closer together so your cock is higher. 
 
    “It’s bigger than I expected on such a small young man,” she says, playful appreciation in her tone. She strokes your flank down over your firm tummy to the hairy root of your cock. Her soft hand wraps around it, fingers tightening, and you let out a long, low groan of pleasure. “Very eager. You’re practically ready to burst from my first touch. That’s fine, Lucas, you go ahead and cum whenever you’d like. Fill the bucket up for me.” 
 
    As she speaks these shameful words, her hand begins to stroke from your root down to your tip. Her touch is so practiced that it reminds you of Morelle. Whatever demonic finesse Morelle possesses is not quite a match for the familiarity Gretchen shows with squeezing and stroking your rock-hard cock.  
 
    “Oh… ohhh gods,” you moan, feeling the pleasure rising in your swollen cock. 
 
    “That’s it,” she says, wanking you faster, pumping her hand up and down your precum-smeared man-udder. She croons, “Fill my bucket up with your milky-milk, Lucas.”  
 
    Her words are too much. Your hips jerk and you thrust into her stroking fingers and bump your cock against the bucket’s inner rim. Your cum pours out in powerful streams that patter against the inside of the bucket. You have milked your own cow enough time to recognize the sound of milk filling a bucket. Your gushes into the bucket as Gretchen coos happily.  
 
    “So much milk,” she says, stroking you to the point of over-sensitivity. 
 
    “Th-that’s enough,” you moan, trying to rise.  
 
    “Enough?” She pushes you back down onto your hands and knees. “You’re the cow, silly. I get to milk you as much as I want.” 
 
    She leans her heavy breasts against your back and reaches a hand between your legs from behind. She clutches your bollocks and continues vigorously wanking you with her other hand. You moan and tremble, your cock agonizingly sensitive, but it’s no use; Gretchen controls you and is intent on milking out more of your cum. You pant and whine pitifully as she jerks you faster, her body holding you trapped and her other hand massaging your balls. 
 
    “No, oh, no gods… again… ahhhhhh!” You are cumming again more quickly than the first time, your seed shooting out into the bucket and splashing through her fingers. She strokes and strokes until you are sure you cannot stand any more. Somehow, your cock hardly softens, her stimulation keeping you so close to the edge that you almost cum a third time.  
 
    “That’s two,” laughs Gretchen. “It will take at least ten to make a potion. 
 
    “Ten?” You moan, the thought suddenly terrifying as you realize you will give her those ten and like many more. You are helpless and defeated by Gretchen’s Dairy Hand. 
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    Strike her down and defeat her 
 
      
 
    This is no time for amusement. Gretchen has been awed by the holy power of Veleda. To be truly merciful, you must end this quickly and painlessly for her. She looks up pleadingly, her legs folded beneath her and her hands clasped together as if in prayer. You grimace and draw your sword from its sheath. 
 
    “May the goddess have mercy on you, Gretchen,” you say. 
 
    She bows her head and says, “Thank you, Lucas, for showing me the light.” 
 
    You move next to her, holding out your sword to test the edge of the blade against the back of her neck.  
 
    “Will it hurt?” She softly asks without lifting her head. 
 
    “I don’t think so,” you say. “It will not kill you, Gretchen. Instead, you will be sent to a nice place to meet some new friends. And I will be there to see you soon.” 
 
    “Thank you,” she repeats, her voice sounding genuinely grateful. 
 
    You raise the holy sword above your head and swing it downward again in a whooshing arc. The strike lands true, but as the edge of the blade would slice through Gretchen’s head, she is instead consumed by a bright flash of light. You wince at the flash, your vision slowly returning to normal just in time to see the pink gemstone in the hilt of your sword winking brightly. The glow fades and silence settles upon the empty farmhouse.  
 
    Striking down the helpless cow girl does not make you feel any great pride, but that you have managed to defeat another monster girl is enough. You stride out of the farmhouse, your sword resting on your shoulder, but no smile upon your face. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE > 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Visit with Gretchen the cow girl 
 
      
 
    You are ready to pay Gretchen a visit and find out how the new addition to your allies is settling in here in the palace.  
 
    “I would like to visit our new arrival,” you say to Hina. “Does she have a room upstairs?” 
 
    “Gretchen does not like stairs,” says Hina. “I have created an environment perfectly suited to her anatomy and aesthetic desires.” 
 
    “What exactly does that mean?” 
 
    She tilts her head slightly to the side, her eyes flash, she emits a strange clicking sound, and says, “Follow me.”  
 
    You follow the elegant automaton out of the confines of the castle and into a rolling green meadow jut beyond the palace. The shadows of clouds move slowly across the wide field. A small creek runs through it and there is a wooden fence that looks as old and mossy as any farm fence you’ve ever seen. Atop a small hill in the meadow sits a handsome barn. The wood is painted red and the tin shingles are painted white like the trim around the shuttered loft doors.  
 
    “I didn’t even know this place was here,” you say. 
 
    “It has not been used prior to now,” says Hina, leading you across the sun-warmed meadow. “I am able to alter the terrain and environments as needed by our guests.” 
 
    “What?” You look at her with surprise. “You change this place around?” 
 
    “Yes, master,” she says. “I adjust the palace and the island around it to meet the needs of our guests.” 
 
    “Could you show me how that works?” 
 
    “Here we are,” says Hina, gesturing to the door into the barn. “Gretchen is just inside.” 
 
    Hina seems to be ignoring your question. You decide to let it go. For now. At the moment you are more interested in the soft moans emanating from inside the barn. You give Hina a last glance. She nods encouragingly and gestures to the door. You open it up and step into the barn. 
 
    The scent of hay and grain and the musty aroma of animals is the first thing you notice. The barn is spacious, but not huge, with an open loft on the second floor, piled bales of hay, and three spacious stalls for horses or other animals.  
 
    There are no other animals to occupy those stalls and the main area of the barn, where horses might be tacked or other animals groomed, has been devoted to an extensive alchemy set. In addition to apothecary drawers stuffed with herbs and reagents, there are two long work tables, cauldrons, a mortar and pestle, and a brass alembic much larger than the one in the barn near Bruno.  
 
    Gretchen is sitting on a three-legged stool next to one of the workbenches and using a device that looks like two glass bottles with pumps and cups made from rubber gum on the top. She is working the pumps on the bottles with her hands and pressing the rubber cups to her wide areolas. As you watch, milk patters down into each of the bottles with each pump of her hands. 
 
    “Oh, hello, Lucas,” she says. “I wasn’t expecting you to visit me so soon.” 
 
    Your face is hot with embarrassment as you watch her pumping the bottles and producing more milk. Gretchen, on the other hand, proudly continues. Each squeeze of a hand produces another popping sound from a pump and another trickle of milk into a bottle. She gives her huge, milky teats a few more pumps before popping the rubber gum cups free from her areolas. The cups have left red circles on her breasts surrounding each areola. Her thick nipples also seem a bit red and her milk is continuing to bead at each nipple and drip down the lower curves of her breasts.  
 
    “S-sorry,” you finally manage to say. “I should’ve knocked. I… I can come back later.” 
 
    Gretchen gets up from the stool and carries the milk-filled bottles over to the nearest table. You watch the sway of her wide hips and the soft bounce of her ample ass. Her panties are less frilly than the pair she was wearing when you met her and the back seems wedged even deeper between her plump cheeks.  
 
    “I am glad you came to visit me. I am going to make you some special elixirs, Lucas,” she says, emptying the bottles into a larger glass vessel. “The talking statue lady brought me all sorts of alchemy equipment so that I can make potions here in my barn. I want to help you defeat Lady Rachelle and the Queen of the Monsters.” 
 
    You’re not certain what sort of elixirs Gretchen has in mind for you, but you are happy she plans to help you in your quest.  
 
    “Thank you,” you say. 
 
    “I do need something from you to help me make one of my potions,” she says, looking at you over her shoulder. “A certain ingredient. Think you can help?” 
 
    “Certain ingredient?”  
 
    She turns slowly, her hands running from her breasts down to her plump mound beneath her taut panties. She takes a step towards you, her eyes heavily-lidded. 
 
    “Have a seat on the stool,” she says. “I’ll take care of everything.” 
 
    She practically pushes you down onto the three-legged stool. You stumble and land heavily on the stool as Gretchen strokes your shoulders, drops one knee between your thighs to press against your groin, and embraces you tightly. She pulls your face against the milk-scented mounds of her breasts. 
 
    “I promise I won’t take too much,” she moans, squeezing her tits against your face until you feel her milk dripping onto your tunic. At the moment, you wouldn’t care if she tied you to the stool and milked you for hours. You kiss her breasts, stroke her shapely hips, and moan lustily. She pulls away, running fingers through your hair and smiling down at you. “Such a good boy. We are going to beat them, Lucas!” 
 
    “Y-yeah,” you say, unable to disagree. 
 
    Gretchen slides her knee off the stool and drops to her knees on the floor of the barn. You lean your shoulders backs, brace your hands on the seat of the stool, and watch as the comely cow girl frees your cock from your trousers. Your manhood is swollen and red, the tip glistening with precum as she grips it at the root in one hand and fondles your bollocks with the other.  
 
    “Oh, you’re already so excited,” she giggles. “Let’s get that milk flowing.” 
 
    She pumps her hand up and down your shaft, pausing after a few strokes to look up at you and lick the palm of your hand. Her warm hand returns to your cock and she skillfully strokes from your root to your sensitive tip, producing more trickling precum and making you moan with pleasure. She leans down and swipes her tongue across your tip. 
 
    “You’re almost ready to pop,” she says. “That’s it, Lucas. Here… cum on these…” 
 
    She leans her tits beneath your cock, aiming your tip towards her massive mounds. They shift and gently jiggle as she strokes you faster and faster. Your pleasure rises with each pump of her hand, the pressure building, your cum churning until… 
 
    “AHHHH!” You cry out, your hands tightening on the seat of the stool as your pleasure peaks. 
 
    “Yes, yes, cum for me,” she says, delight glowing in her blue eyes as she watches your cock. 
 
    Your manhood jerks in her grasp and you cum powerfully, streams of your thick milk splashing over her mounds and spilling into the valley between them. She releases your tensing bollocks to use her free hand and arm to press her tits together and trap your cum between her breasts. Her strokes slow as your pleasure recedes. She finally lifts her hand away as your shoulders sag and you pant to catch your breath. 
 
    “Very good,” she says. “I will transfer this to a bottle.” 
 
    She rises gingerly, one arm beneath her breasts and her other hand splayed with ropes of cum dangling between her fingers. She walks over to the work table and begins carefully scooping your cum into a bottle. 
 
    “You didn’t tell me, um, what this elixir is,” you say. 
 
    “I’ll make you two,” she says. “Come back tomorrow and the brewing should be completed. I promise, they will help.” 
 
    She is busy at the alchemy equipment, so you rise from the stool and pull on your trousers. You feel a bit used by Gretchen, the way she sat you down and milked you like one of her barn bulls. Then again, you enjoyed that feeling. Being handled like livestock can be fun when you aren’t going to be tied up in the barn.  
 
    “Alright, I will be back tomorrow,” you pledge. 
 
    “Hmmm? Oh, yes, see you then,” she says, waving over her shoulder without looking back. 
 
    You leave the barn and find Hina sitting by a stream. The automaton is dangling her feet into the water and wiggling her toes among silver minnows, laughing as they swim around her. She is startled by your reflection appearing next to hers in the water. 
 
    “Oh, master!” She rises to her feet. “Would you like to visit with someone else?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Where do you want to go? 
 
    Visit with Morelle the novice succubus 
 
    Visit with Oola the slime girl 
 
    Visit with Hina in your private suite 
 
    It's time to leave the sanctum


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Focus on pleasuring Gretchen 
 
      
 
    This is no time to get distracted by Gretchen’s massive milkers. For your Maddening Pleasure ability to succeed you must remain focused on the singular purpose of pleasuring the voluptuous cow girl. 
 
    “There will be time for your milk later,” you say. “Lie back now, Gretchen, and let me show you the way to pleasure.” 
 
    She sprawls in the straw, seeming to surrender to your command. Her plump thighs spread wide and you peel aside the frilly gusset of her panties. Her mound is as ample as the rest of her, her cuntlips fleshy and glistening with her arousal, and her sex thatched with a slightly darker gold than the hair on her head. Her scent is rich and lovely, mingled with sweat as you breathe the air from her loins. She cradles your head and guides you to her slick velvet. 
 
    You kiss her mound and tease her fleshy folds with slow swipes of your tongue. She whimpers and jerks with pleasure each time your tongue collides with the fat bud of her clit. 
 
    “Ohhhhh, Lucas,” she moans, thrusting against your face. “You’ve found the spot!” 
 
    You lash her clit again and again with your tongue, drawing out her pleasure, sucking at her bud as you thrust three fingers into the hot channel of her sex. Lewd, wet sounds accompany each thrust of your fingers. Your wanton slurping on her clit is just as filthy. Her juices pour down your chin and the crack of her ass over the pink divot of her anus. 
 
    Adding a pinkie, you thrust it into the hot ring of Gretchen’s asshole. The reaction is immediate, her thighs tensing around you and a bovine moan escaping her lips. 
 
    “Ohhh! No man has... OOOH! DONE THIS!!! AHHHH!” 
 
    She bucks against your face and fingers as her orgasm overrides her ability to shout with ecstasy. Powerful contractions squeeze against your fingers in her cunt and her anus clenches rhythmically around your pinkie finger.  
 
    Her ecstasy leaves her quaking and gasping, but you are not finished with her. You lift your head from between her thighs and slip your fingers out of her holes as you roll her over onto her hands and knees. 
 
    “Mmmm, what are you doing now?” She moans, looking back at you over her shoulder as you lift her hips higher.  
 
    You ignore her question and begin a silent prayer to Veleda to guide your fingers and tongue. You begin to strum Gretchen’s clit with your fingers as you lean down and run your tongue between her plump buttocks. She hisses with pleasure as you drag your tongue over the bitter knot of her asshole. You rim her pink pucker as you begin to fuck her quim with the fingers of one hand and strum her clit with your other hand.  
 
    As you thrust your tongue up Gretchen’s ass and plunge your fingers into her pussy, you feel the holy power of Veleda building inside you. A warm glow emanates from your body, so bright that Gretchen’s crack and mound glow red from the inner light. She begins to wail like a beast, thrusting back against your face and smother you in her ample ass. You are relentless, losing yourself in the pure act of pleasuring as Gretchen begins a series of overlapping orgasms. 
 
    The sound of her bovine lowing fills the farmhouse. Holy power builds and pours into Gretchen’s body, sending her to heights of pleasure she has never experienced. Your tongue is deep inside her ass and your fingers curling inside her cunt and pulsing with holy magic. A fifth orgasm shudders through her and she bounces her ass against your face, screwing her clenching hole onto your tongue, her huge tits swinging beneath her and pattering milk onto the floor. 
 
    Gretchen’s tenth orgasm (maybe the eleventh) finally ends it. She collapses to the floor, lowing wordlessly, her eyes rolled back in her head and her tongue lolling form her mouth. Drool drips down her chin.  
 
    She has been rendered mad with pleasure. You don’t know how long it will last, so you quickly draw your sword and raise it above your head.  
 
    “See you soon,” you murmur and bring the sword down in a flashing arc.  
 
    Just as the blade would cleave into Gretchen’s tender flesh, there is a bright flash of light and the cow girl disappears. The pink gemstone in the hilt of your sword pulses once and goes dark. She has been transported to the Sanctum with the other fallen monster girls. 
 
    You wipe your face clean of Gretchen’s juices, straighten up your clothes, and leave the farmhouse. As you walk out into the night, you have a smile on your face. There is something deeply satisfying about defeating a foe with pleasure. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE > 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Suck her pink nipples 
 
      
 
    Your yearning to plow the furrow of Theora’s sweet cunt is overcome, for the moment, by your need to suck her heavenly breasts and plump pink nipples. Your hands mold and shape the softness of her generous mounds as you stare in wonder. The angel smirks, watching you fondle her breasts. 
 
    “I know what you desire,” she purrs. “Do it, Lucas. Suck them.” 
 
    “Ohhh,” you moan, unable to resist her invitation. 
 
    Her peachy-pink nipples are erect, but still soft and flexible against your lips. She sighs as you press kisses to her left bud and touch her right with your fingers, bending it gently beneath your touch. You touch her so delicately at first that you can feel the tiny bumps in her wide areola, before parting your lips and engulfing her fat nipple in the warmth of your mouth. 
 
    “Ahhhhh! Yesss!” She cries, pulling you against her soft mound. You suck her nipple and surrounding areola into your mouth, lips popping wetly and your tongue lashing against her bud. You moan against her breast, the sound lost against the softness of her breast. You suckle like a tot, hungry for his meal. She cries out, fingers wrapped in your hair and her body arching against you. 
 
    You pop your lips free, taking a moment to admire her reddened teat and her glistening nipple. Her breasts heave with her excitement and her fat nipple glistens with your saliva in the firelight. You move swiftly to her other mound, sucking her right breast just as greedily as her left. You leave your fingers to attack her freshly-sucked nipple, fumbling and teasing against her, eliciting further cries of pleasure from the comely angel. 
 
    While you are sucking her and pleasure her pink buds with your fingers and tongue, your cock is throbbing and painfully needing attention. Theora reaches her hand down and for a moment you think she is going to share the pleasure with you. Instead, her hand seeks her slick cunt and she begins to pleasure herself with her nimble fingers. As she rubs her clit and fucks three slender digits into her pussy, she moans encouragement. 
 
    “Ohhhhh, yes, suck them,” she moans. “Pinch harder. Yes… like that. Ohhhh… your teeth… mmmmm!” 
 
    Her cries of pleasure grow louder and her face contorts as if she is in pain. Her feathered wings snap open suddenly, loosing a feather that drifts through the air.  
 
    “YESSS!” She cries, holding you roughly against her breast as you suck at her nipple. She bucks her hips, fucking her fingers, and wails with an orgasm you can feel in her tightening muscles. 
 
    Her pleasure peaks and recedes and at last she releases you from the smothering cushions of her luscious breasts. Her nipples are quite red from being sucked and there is a deep flush of pleasure running from her throat down into her deep cleavage. She has a satisfied smile on her face. 
 
    “Well done, Lucas,” she purrs, a fierce look twinkling in her eyes. “You know me better than I presumed. Now I know exactly what you deserve.” 
 
    “W-what’s that?” You whisper as she slides to her knees. 
 
    “You deserve to be cradled,” she says, lifting and squeezing her breasts in both hands. “Held between my holy bosom.” 
 
    Your cock jerks at the thought and she chuckles softly. She plays with her nipples and shapes her breasts in her hands, biting her lower lip as she looks from your cock to your eyes. 
 
    “There is no comfort greater than my breasts,” she says. “Would you like to know this pleasure?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Experience the comfort of Theora's bosom 
 
    Sprawl with her beside the fire 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Sleep alone in your tent 
 
      
 
    “I will sleep in my tent,” you say loudly enough for Theora to hear you. It does not seem wise to temt yourself with Theora’s loveliness in the confines of her bedroll.  
 
    You take off your boots and climb into your tent as Morelle watches you, her violet eyes blazing with annoyance. You strip down to your underclothes and a soft tunic and slip under the patched blanket that your mother and sister have both mended a dozen times. The night seems to grow heavy around you and your eyes begin to close.  
 
    Sleep has nearly claimed you when you hear a soft stirring just outside your tent. Your heart leaps as the flap is opened. A figure slips inside and you sit up, groggy-eyed and only half-awake. Morelle stands bent over to climb into your tent, her ample breasts straining her sheer nightshirt in a most indecent fashion. You stare at her luscious breasts for a full second before she finally says, “I was so cold outside.” 
 
    Before you have a chance to object, her nightshirt is off and she is beneath the blanket with you, pressing her plush bottom against your crotch and poking you in the face with the hooked claws atop her folded wings.  
 
    “Ouch, hey,” you cry. She wriggles her ass, pushing the warmth of her cheeks against your hardness and wriggling her tail around your thigh.  
 
    “Mmmmmm,” she purrs. “It’s so much warmer in here. I was so cold outside.” 
 
    She looks back at you over her shoulder, licks the palm of her hand, and reaches back to grip your cock in her moist palm. You shudder with pleasure. Even in this awkward, behind-the-back grip she knows exactly how to handle your cock. She strokes your length and massages your sensitive, swollen tip before dragging your underwear down and freeing your manhood. Her saliva-coated fingers slip and slide over the tender ridges of your cock. 
 
    “Morelle,” you hiss. “Don’t do that.” 
 
    “What?” She giggles, arching her back and teasing your cockhead between the warm valley of her cheeks. Her soft buttocks rub against the sides of your cock and the hot, velvety divot of her asshole flexes against your tip.  
 
    “Oh, gods,” you moan as she wanks you slowly with your cockhead pressed against the perfect rosebud of her anus. 
 
    “Aren’t you cold too?” She giggles. “It will be so much warmer for you in there. Go on, Lucas. Just give it a little… Oooooooh…” 
 
    Your cockhead catches on her asshole and you thrust your hips almost reflexively. Your hardness pushes past the hot wrinkle of her anus and slides into the intense warmth of her back passage. You thrust deeper, seemingly drawn by her body until half your cock is buried inside her ass. Morelle pushes back the rest of the way, a gasp of pleasure escaping her parted lips as she hilts your cock in her hot, silky depths. She begins to roll her hips and grind her luscious backside against you.  
 
    It only takes a few twitches of her hips for the intense heat and squeezing sensation of her ass to send you over the edge. You grab her hip suddenly, moaning with pleasure and thrusting deep as your cum fires into Morelle’s incredible ass. Immediately, you feel an additional pleasure, like an orgasm within your orgasm, and you know Morelle’s hungry ass is drinking your essence. 
 
    “Ohhhh yes, cum inside me,” she moans. “Fill me up with your hot, creamy essence, Lucas!” 
 
    Her grinding hips don’t stop even as your orgasm recedes. You watch in wonder as she thrusts back onto your cream-smeared shaft, her jiggling ass bouncing against your hips as she takes you deep into her slippery hole. Before you even realize what is happening, you feel a second orgasm rising past the point of no return. 
 
    “No, please,” you cry. “It’s too good. It’s too… ahhhhh… too much!” 
 
    Your cock throbs inside her already creamy ass and you begin to spurt more of your seed up Morelle’s lovely pucker. Her ass seems to suck at you, drawing out every spurt and heightening your pleasure with waves of the ecstasy triggered by her demonic feeding. You want to just give into the pleasure of her ass, watching her lovely backside grind and push back against you, sucking out every drop… 
 
    No! No, you have to fight! You have to resist! 
 
    You pull back and try to escape the warmth of her ass. She clenches tight around your cock and rolls as you roll, ending up atop you with her ass still swallowing up your hard cock. She is above you, her back turned to you, and the creamy heart-shaped mounds of her ass against your hips. She looks back at you over her shoulder, an evil smile on her pretty lips. Her fleshy tail wraps around your neck so you can’t scream for help from Theora. 
 
    “Now I’m going to drain you dry, Lucas,” she giggles. “Don’t fight it.” 
 
    She begins to bounce her ass up and down, sliding the cream-smeared piston of your cock in and out of her stretched pucker. Watching her ass work, you know you will not survive long. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
     Surrender to the pleasure of her ass 
 
    Fight Morelle off angrily 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Grow angry and make her stop 
 
      
 
    No! You cannot allow the sinister pleasure of Morelle’s tongue to suck you into oblivion. You thrust your hand beneath the water and grab hold of the appendage. 
 
    “Ooh! What are you doing, Lucas?” Morelle cries, seeming to flinch and pull her arms against her breasts, squeezing her creamy mounds. “Careful! My tail is very—AHHHH!” 
 
    She wails as you squeeze her tail just below where it has swallowed up your cock in its warm, slippery, fleshy sheath. She wails louder as you clamp your grip tightly and twist slowly. It tightens painfully around your cock and then releases its grip on you. With a cry of relief, you pull her tail off your cock and step backwards in the stream to escape the reach of Morelle’s tail. 
 
    “Enough of that,” you growl, looking fiercely into her eyes. “The reason you are here is to help me find the succubus queen, not lure me into devouring my soul. If you are supposed to be my ally—“ 
 
    “I am your ally!” Morelle protests. “I was only trying to have a little taste of your seed, master.” 
 
    She seems to only call you master when she wants to appear harmless. Most of the time, Morelle behaves like anything but a slave. A whore, a tavern wench, a consort or harem girl, yes, she can appear as these things, but she is far from harmless.  
 
    Remembering that, you walk towards the edge of the water. Morelle follows behind you. 
 
    “Please, master, I meant no harm,” she says. You stop and allow her to catch up to you. She presses her soft breasts against your back and reaches around to caress your chest with splayed fingers. She massages your chest muscles with both hands and begins kissing your shoulder and neck. Her breath is hot and tantalizing against you. “I won’t use my tail, I promise.” 
 
    Her hot lips against your neck are too much to be ignored. You turn slowly, looking into her faintly-glowing violet eyes before once more taking in her ample breasts and her narrow waist widening into her shapely hips. You kiss her and her mouth yields to you immediately. You press your tongue into her mouth, kissing her hungrily as you pull her soft body into your arms. She squirms and giggles as you hold her against your body. 
 
    “Oh, Lucas,” she moans between kisses. “I need it so bad. Please fuck me. Please give me your big, thick, hard cock.” 
 
    Your cock is painfully hard after being tormented by her tail and now kissing her. It bends upright, squeezed between her flat tummy and your more muscular abdomen. She rocks her hips, grinding her softer body against the straining steel of your fleshy sword. 
 
    “Morelle,” you grunt against her. No longer fighting your urges, you moan, “I need you. What is the point of life unless you take a moment to enjoy it? To enjoy… this.” 
 
    Her pose shows off the ample shape of her young body. Glistening with water in the moonlight, she has almost never looked more beautiful. She giggles softly, her eyes seeming to flash with that malevolent violet light. She beckons you to the banks at the very edge of the stream. The water is still almost waist deep here, but there is a steep rise just off the water’s edge. 
 
    “Here,” she whispers. “Take me with your hard cock, master. Assert your ownership of my naughty cunt.” 
 
    Her lewd words cause your cock to jerk between your body and hers. She rocks her hips and rubs her bare mound against the very root of your hardness.  
 
    “Fuck meee,” whines Morelle, her body warm, soft, and squirming against you as if she is unable to stay still. Her violet eyes plead for you to ravish her. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Lift her onto the bank and fuck her passionately 
 
    Bend her over the bank and fuck her hard and fast 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Kiss Morelle and embrace your lust 
 
      
 
    How can you hope to resist such enticing lips? You lean into her, lacing your arms around her lower back and holding her against your lap as your lips meet Morelle’s. She moans against your kiss and in an instant the chaste pressing of lips is transformed into the steamy, molten heat of a deep tongue kiss. Your tongue teases into her mouth and her demonic tongue curls into yours. You fence back and forth, moaning in reply and tasting the seductive sweetness of her mouth. 
 
    Your hands slide lower, cradling her ample ass, squeezing and kneading the warm flesh of her backside as she begins to grind her hot cunt against the mound in your trousers. You feel her warmth soaking through your pants, her pussy seeming to grip you even through your underwear and trousers.  
 
    “Oh, Lucas, you’re so big and hard,” she giggles, rolling her hips and arching atop you to grind her steamy cunt against your cock.  
 
    “All your fault,” you moan. 
 
    You run your hands up her hips and to the soft mounds of her breasts. You mold them with your hands and bury your face against the perfumed warmth of them. She cradles your head with one hand, rubbing her tits back and forth against your face as her other hand slides down to your lap and squeezes you. 
 
    “Suck them,” she cries with delight. You lash her lavender nipples with your tongue and draw one into your mouth, sucking heavily. She moans louder and wraps her hand around the shape of your cock through your trousers. Her luscious body squirms against you. She strokes your length almost as if your pants were not there. You moan into the muffling pillows of her soft breasts. 
 
    “Ohhhhhhh, Morelle, you are evil,” you say, leaning back to watch her squeeze and stroke you through your pants.  
 
    “I never claimed otherwise,” she giggles. “But I just want to have a little fun. Is that so wrong, Lucas?” 
 
    No. There is nothing wrong with that.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What sort of fun are you going to have with Morelle? 
 
    Pleasure Morelle first 
 
    Demand she pleasure you with her mouth 
 
    Allow the succubus to ride atop you 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Submit completely to Morelle 
 
      
 
    You are suddenly struck with a giddy desire to surrender to Morelle. You have held off this long, fighting to avoid exactly this fate, and yet here you are, yearning to become nothing more than a feast for the beautiful young succubus.  
 
    “Yes,” you moan. “Yes, Morelle, please, devour me.” 
 
    With a dizzying moment of fear and elation, you realize your words cannot be taken back. Morelle greets your capitulation with a wide, perfect smile, her violet eyes glowing with her malevolent power. 
 
    “Oh, Lucas,” she moans into your ear. “I will be happy to suck out your soul.” 
 
    She presses her fingers into your ass, keeping you hard despite having just ejaculated. Her tail leaves your cock with a ripple of velvet muscles. She sinks down into the water and ducks her head beneath the steamy surface so that only her curled horns are still sticking up from the water. Her mouth engulfs your hard cock and she begins to suck you from under the water. Her talented, curling tongue and her hot, sucking mouth create an even greater pleasure than her tail. 
 
    “Yessss,” you moan, feeling another orgasm rising quickly with her deft sucking. Her violet eyes glow beneath the water and she seems to be looking up at you as she pleasures you with her mouth. Her fingers pump in and out of your ass, massaging that spot that makes your cum churn. 
 
    You rest your hands on the ribbed curves of Morelle’s horns, but exert no force to guide her since she is already taking your cock into her throat with each bob of her head. The velvet squeeze of her throat muscles is even more exquisite than her tongue. You thrust your hips, your bollocks squeezed against her chin as you groan and begin to cum. Your seed pumps straight down her throat and into her belly and with it a good portion of your essence, gulped down with each swallow of your cum. 
 
    “Morelle,” you moan weakly, staggering back from her. “I can’t take much more.” 
 
    Your cock slips from her mouth and she lifts her head from the water. Her sweet smile is betrayed by the sinister violet glow in her eyes.  
 
    “One more?” She purrs, following you to the bank of the stream. “It will feel so good to finally give in to me, Lucas.” 
 
    You slump on the bank at the water’s edge, your legs dangling in the warm flow. You watch the beautiful succubus swaying in the water as she approaches and wonder briefly if Veleda will bother to save you this time. Why should she? What sort of hero gives up so easily to his traveling companion? 
 
    And then Morelle grasps your cock and her mouth descends onto your somehow straining hardness and you forget your worries. Her full lips glide up and down over your cockhead. Her tongue flutters against your most sensitive spots. She massages your nearly-drained bollocks with one hand and uses the other to play with the hard pebble of your left nipple. 
 
    “Ahhhhh,” you moan, your head lolling weakly as she slurps and smacks her lips against your cock. 
 
    “That’s right,” she breathes hotly against your cock. “Feed me your cum, Lucas. I neeeeed it.” 
 
    She slurps your cock hungrily back into her mouth and her glowing eyes close to slits. She focuses on pleasuring you and it is more than you can bear. As your ecstasy rises, you feel your heart straining in your chest. The moonlit stream begins to darken around you and you hear the drumming of your heartbeat in your ears. 
 
    “Ahhhhh, yessssss,” you moan, lurching into her mouth and exploding down her throat. Your hear her moaning gratefully, a sound and vibration that joins your pleasure and seems to draw you into the darkness. Your heartbeat grows more and more distant and the world fades around you.  
 
    “Yummy,” giggles Morelle. 
 
    It is the last thing you hear as pass into endless dark. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE > 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Crawl to her and pleasure her pussy 
 
      
 
    You stare in awe at Theora’s beauty displayed in such an obscene way. The shadows of the campfire shift over her heaving breasts and the proud features of her angelic face. Her parted thighs of pure cream, her golden thatch of hair, and the delicate pink flower of her pussy seem to beckon. You drop to your hands and knees as if struck by religious ecstasy. You begin to crawl around the fire, meeting her silvery-blue gaze and crawling closer and closer to that beautiful flower.  
 
    “Yes, crawl to me, Lucas,” she murmurs. “You know what you must do.” 
 
    “Pleasure you,” the words come from your quivering lips. “Worship your holy body.” 
 
    “My body is a reflection of the glory of Veleda,” she declares, running her hands up to her breasts and squeezing them through her gown. The fabric melts away from her flesh, revealing her glorious curves as her white-feathered wings stretch wide behind her. In the firelight, those massive wings seem to be aflame. Her voice sounds doubled or tripled, echoing upon itself with her majesty, “I was shaped by the hands of the goddess. I am her will manifested in flesh.” 
 
    “Ohhhh,” you moan, momentarily overcome and unable to crawl closer. Theora glows in the firelight. She lifts a hand from the soft mound of her breast and motions you closer.  
 
    “Come, Lucas,” she murmurs in a voice hoarse with desire. “Taste my holy chalice. Drink of the nectar of the goddess.” 
 
    “Yes, Theora, yes,” you moan, crawling through the soft grass to reach her creamy thighs. You kiss her leg up to her knee, your hands massaging her supple legs as your kiss moves higher. She sets her shoulders back, one hand spreading her dewy folds and the other braced behind her on the stump she sits upon like a throne.  
 
    You are intoxicated by the mélange of her purity and her lust, that sweet strawberry smell mingling with the faint musk of more human arousal. You press your face close to her sex, leaning against her inner thigh and wishing your body did not block the firelight so that you could see her intimate flower with greater clarity. The moonlight is enough to see that pink orchid, splayed by her fingers, glistening at its petals with the dew of her desire. Her silky thatch of blonde hair gleams like threads of gold with the reflected moonlight. 
 
    “Taste it,” she softly commands and there is no choice but to obey. 
 
    You run your tongue over the warm furrow of her quim, sampling the softness of her cuntlips and the sweetness of her juice. It is as delicious as honey as you press your tongue deeper, moaning in almost religious ecstasy and bracing your hands on her shapely thighs. You feel the strength within her legs and she moans softly and rocks her hips forward to thrust her slippery quim against your face. 
 
    “Here,” she says, guiding you to her clit with her fingers. “Lick there, Lucas. Suck me there.” 
 
    “Yesssss,” you hiss, lashing your tongue against the fat bud of her clit. She whines with pleasure, plucking at her nipples, pinching and twisting them as you furiously lick Theora’s clit.  
 
    “More sucking,” she says, grabbing the back of your head and pulling your mouth against the cusp of her cunt. You obey immediately, sucking her throbbing clit into your mouth and pressing your lips tightly against her mound. Her juices drip from your chin and spill onto the wooden stump on which she sits. Her breasts heave and the muscles in her abdomen tense. She gasps, “Yes! YES! Do it, Lucas! Use your fingers as well!” 
 
    You thrust two fingers and then three into Theora’s tight cunt. Her inner walls grip you with her powerful strength, squeezing against your fingers as you fuck them in and out of her angelic quim. Even the knuckle of your little finger is involved, pressing against the juice-slicked divot of Theora’s anus. On a whim, you extend your pinkie finger and thrust the tip into her lower hole. 
 
    “AHHHHHH!” She wails, tossing her head as the sudden intrusion sends her over the edge. She thrusts against your sucking mouth and your impaling fingers. Her ass and her cunt both clench rhythmically as her melodic cries of pleasure sound in the firelit night.  
 
    Her pleasure slowly ebbs, receding until you hear only her heavy breathing and the crackle of the fire. She releases her grip on your face and allows you to slip your fingers out of her and lift your cum-smeared face from between her thighs. You rise up on your knees and she pulls you into a passionate kiss, her tongue slipping into your mouth and swiping over your chin to clean her juices away. 
 
    You want to drive your straining cock into the steamy, slippery depths of Theora’s pussy.  
 
    “No,” she says firmly, apparently seeing the urge in your eyes. “No, you worship the goddess by worshipping me; you do not get to fuck me.” 
 
    You look down at the bulge of your cock, painfully pressing against the seam of your trousers.  
 
    “I will not touch it,” she says, lifting her chin and giving you a haughty look of disapproval. Her disgust eases and she adds, “Though I will not complain if you touch it yourself.” 
 
    You could hardly get your cock out quickly enough. You fumble with your belt and the buttons of your trousers and Theora chuckles with amusement as you wince at bending your cock and finally drag it out in the grip of your fist. It is red and leaking with precum. You begin to wank almost immediately, gazing at Theora’s bountiful beauty. 
 
    “Slower,” she commands you as she caresses the soft mounds of her breasts. “Savor the pleasure of looking upon my body.” 
 
    From her glistening quim to her glittering blue eyes, you cannot look away from her. You feast upon the sight of her as your hand works, slowly but steadily, up and down your throbbing shaft.  
 
    “Faster now,” she whispers, leaning forward a bit. Her tits sway and adjust to this new angle of her body and this movement alone is enough to mesmerize you. With your hand clenched tightly around your cock, you work faster and faster, barely able to resist the urge to furiously wank your twitching manhood.  
 
    “Yesssss,” moans Theora. She folds her white wings against her back and leans lower still, her nipples almost dragging against her legs. “Faster Lucas. As fast as you can. I must see it spill its seed for me.” 
 
    “Oh, gods,” you moan, wanking without restraint as she watches your hand sliding on your leaking cock. She plays with the weight of her breasts in her hands, squeezing and gasping as she watches you stroke. At the very least, Theora seems to be enjoying your performance.  
 
    “That’s right,” she cries. “Cum, Lucas! Cum for me!” 
 
    “Ahhhhhhh!” You fuck furiously through your precum-slicked hand, pumping your cock in and out of your fist. You are caught in the rush of ecstasy, staring into her eyes and from her eyes to her creamy breasts as she plays with them in her hands. “I’m cumming!” 
 
    Your milky seed fires from your jerking cock, lashing Theora’s knees and thighs with ropes of your cum. You slow your hand on your cock as the flow lessens and your cum dribbles out in long strands that drop to the ground at your feet.  
 
    “So much,” marvels Theora, watching you pump out the last of your load. 
 
    “I was… inspired,” you croak, taking a stumbling step backwards.  
 
    “My honey on your tongue? My breasts?” She squeezes them once last time and then drags a fingertip through the cum you spattered on her leg. She looks you in the eye as she tastes your seed. “Mmm, too salty. Perhaps there are certain foods you could eat to make your seed more palatable.” 
 
    You never really gave much thought to the taste of your seed. Flushed from your orgasm, your blush only deepens as you imagine Theora sampling your cum every day to find just the right recipe. 
 
    “I should make you lick up the mess you’ve made,” says Theora. She giggles at the face of disgust you make at the suggestion. “Ah, but it would take too long.” 
 
    She waves her hand and she is clean and dressed once more in her gown. You tuck your cock back into your trousers. You feel suddenly ten times as exhausted from the long march.  
 
    “I think, um, I will go to my tent now and, um, get some rest.” 
 
    “Yes, of course,” says Theora, stirring the fire with a stick. “We leave before dawn.” 
 
    You retire to your tent, tossing and turning in your bedroll as you think about Theora’s lovely, gold-thatched pussy. Oh, to bury your face in it again, to taste her honey on your lips, or to plunge your aching cock into her flawless depths. These fantasies lead you to similar dreams, from which you are rudely awakened by Theora’s harsh command, “Up with you!” 
 
    “Wha?” You stir in your tent, the light still gray before dawn.  
 
    “I said get up,” shouts Theora. “I have almost finished with breakfast. Eat it quickly so we can be on our way.” 
 
    You pull on your clothes and stagger out of your tent. Theora is stirring a pot of sweet-smelling oats over the fire and tending to a cast iron skillet filled with sizzling meat. Morelle is sulking on one of the overturned logs by the fire, idly stirring a steaming bowl of oats and meat. 
 
    “Here,” says Theora, passing a similar bowl to you. “No honey.” 
 
    “I had all the honey I need last night.” You begin to recollect, a dreamy smile on your face, but your bliss is cut short by Theora’s hard stare.  
 
    “Speak no more of last night or I will scald you raw with a cauldron full of oats.”  
 
    You sigh and sit down beside Morelle. 
 
    “You never came looking for me,” says the succubus. “I was waiting for you to come fuck me.” 
 
    You sigh again and begin to stuff your face with the food. Full, but still sore and half-asleep, you strike camp. Theora promises you will arrive in Bruno before nightfall. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Heifer’s Kiss 
 
      
 
    Gretchen’s plump pink lips need to kissed. Those lips look so soft and luscious that you want to feel them kissing you all the way down to your twitching cock. What would it feel like to have those pouting lips around your cock? You have to know! 
 
    “The kiss,” you blurt as if you had been holding your breath. 
 
    “MWAAA!” She blows you a big kiss. “You want the Heifer’s Kiss? Well, sure thing, Lucas! Come on over here and I’ll drink all that yummy cream straight out of you.” 
 
    She grabs your tunic in both hands and yanks you closer, smashing you against her huge breasts and leaning down to smother your lips with hers. Her kiss is wet and sloppy and plainly hungry. Her tongue thrusts into your mouth as her hands pop the buttons on your trousers and roughly drag them down your thighs. You moan with pleasure against her wet kiss as Gretchen’s hands fondle your cock and your bollocks. 
 
    “Oh, you are eager,” she giggles. She slowly wanks your cock as she kisses your neck down to your shoulder. Her lips are burning hot against your skin. You tremble as she lifts your tunic up to expose your abdomen and kisses her way down your chiseled stomach. She crouches before you, stroking your muscular tummy as she leans in and runs her wet tongue slowly around the head of your cock. Her lips press against your tip.  
 
    “Oh,” you softly moan, watching her lips envelop your cock. They are so soft against you, her mouth so warm and wet, that you very nearly spill your seed into her sucking mouth on that first stroke. You brace her with one hand on each shoulder and you gently thrust through her guiding grip and into the hot suction of Gretchen’s mouth. 
 
    “Mmmmmmmm!” She moans around you, her obvious enjoyment vibrating up your shaft. 
 
    Her spit slicks your cock and begins to drip from your balls. Her tongue seems everywhere as she takes you to the back of her throat with ease, bobbing her head and closing her blue eyes in concentration as she slurps lewdly.  
 
    “That’s… ohhh… I can’t… hold out,” you moan, your knees going weak as she hollows her cheeks and sucks hard at your tip. She pops her lips free and a trickle of precum visibly pulses from your cockhead and trails from her wet lips. 
 
    “Why hold out?” She says, licking away your leaking juice. “Give me the yummy milk. Right now!” 
 
    She immediately takes you back into her mouth, her lips gliding down your straining cock all the way to your balls and her throat opening around your cockhead. Your eyes go wide at the silky warmth of her throat and you explode with pleasure. Your toes curl and you thrust forward, pressing deeper into her throat as you fire pulse after pulse of your cum straight down to her stomach. She pulls back as the last few pumps sputter out of your cock, allowing your cum to coat her swirling tongue and give her a better taste of what she has just gulped down. 
 
    Your knees finally give it out and fall back to the floor, gratefully for all the straw to cushion your fall. Your cock pops free of her lips, soaking wet and quite red.  
 
    Gretchen, a bit out of breath, her creamy mounds heaving with her breathing, looks down at you sprawled out on the floor as she licks her fingers clean.  
 
    “Mmmmm, that’s very yummy,” she says. “I think I will have some more.” 
 
    “Hey, wait a second,” you cry, trying to scurry backwards, but you back right into a wall. Trapped against the wall, sitting on a pile of straw, your cock is at her mercy. She pins you in place with one strong hand pressing on your chest and the other gripping the base of your cock. She moans as she resumes sucking you loudly and wetly, bobbing furiously and drawing you back to full hardness in only seconds. You whimper from the over-sensitivity, but there is no escaping the molten heat of her mouth and swirling tongue.  
 
    “Oh, Gretchen,” you moan, first trying to push her away and then helplessly cradling her head with one hand. She bobs on half your cock, stroking you to the root with her hand. She looks up at you, eyes open and gleaming blue. You groan as your pleasure takes over and you buck against her hand and thrust across her warm tongue.  
 
    “Mmmmmm,” she moans around you encouraging you. 
 
    “Ahhhhhh!” You cry, wincing with the excruciating pleasure, unable to stop thrusting into her hot mouth as your pleasure peaks. You cry out one last time, almost anguished, as you surrender once more to the hot, throbbing ecstasy of your orgasm. Gretchen drains your seed with relish, looking up at you as your cock pulses into her mouth and feeds your cum across her tongue. She sucks and swallows your seed. Her sucking does not relent until she has drained every drop from your orgasm. 
 
    “Delicious,” she says, popping her lips free. Although she is not drinking your essence in the sense of your life force, you feel enervated by Gretchen’s hungry sucking. She teases your cock with her tongue. “I can’t wait to take you to the barn and start milking you for my potions and elixirs. Don’t tell Lady Rachelle, but I always keep the first few batches for myself.” 
 
    You moan pitifully as you comprehend the totality of your defeat. As she resumes gently sucking your flaccid cock, you know that Gretchen has bested you and there is no hope of escape.  
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    Receive the judgment of Veleda 
 
      
 
    “Can you hear me, Lucas?” The voice comes to you as if from a great distance. You are tired and sore. Particularly your groin. 
 
    “Lucas!” The voice is louder and closer. 
 
    You lift your face from what feels like sand. You spit loose grains of sand from your lips and slowly push up onto your hand and knees. It is white here. Bright white. So bright and white that it is hard to see. Your eyes slowly adjust and you confirm that you are kneeling on a beach beside a crashing ocean. The waves are foamy white, the sea is white, and the sky is white and spread with puffy white clouds. 
 
    “Lucas,” the cool, stern voice of Veleda calls out your name. You slowly turn and see the goddess walking towards you up the beach. She stands twenty feet tall, her immaculate white gown pulled up to her knees and held in place with one hand. Her golden hair swims in the steady breeze blowing off the ocean.  
 
    “V-Veleda,” you say, bowing your head. “I had a dream… or is this the dream?” 
 
    “I am not some figment of your imagination,” she says, a bit of annoyance in her tone. “Neither was your interminable existence in that obscene cow’s barn.” 
 
    “Gretchen,” you moan, remembering the name of the cow girl that turned you into her livestock. 
 
    “Yes,” says Veleda, looking past you at the white ocean. “I am honestly not surprised to see you back before me. That one… she was chosen well by the succubus queen. Comely and with dangerous milk, Lucas.” 
 
    “Milk,” you say, remembering the sweetness of it on your lips. 
 
    Veleda turns to you and gazes down at you from beneath her furrowed brow. She reminds you so much of Theora, who would surely be just as disappointed to see you groveling in defeat on this strange beach. 
 
    “Use your wits and the abilities that Theora has taught you,” says the goddess, her voice washing over you and sending ripples into the ocean. “You will defeat her.” 
 
    “I will do my best, Veleda,” you bow your head until it touches the sand. 
 
    The goddess kneels and leans over you, her presence pressing into your mind and seeming to vibrate through your body. You dare to look up and your eyes go wide as you see Veleda pull aside the fluffy white neck of her gown. She bares her left breast, nearly as large as your entire body, and her little nipple that is still the size of your fist.  
 
    “The milk of a goddess is sweeter than any you will know,” she says and her breast seems to swell even more, her nipple engorging and darkening from pink to crimson. “I am the mother of the multitude and I have nursed countless angels.” 
 
    “Why do you show me this?” You ask, tears dropping from your eyes as you gaze upon her beauty. 
 
    “My milk will cleanse you of your perverted desire for the cow’s teat. Drink, Lucas.” 
 
    She reaches down and cradles your back and shoulders with her enormous hand. She leans her massive breast to your face. Her nipple is too large to fit into your mouth, but you cannot resist the command of a goddess. You open your mouth wide and stick out your tongue as Veleda massages her milk-heavy breast. She squeezes her mound and baptizes you with a shower of her milk. It flows over your naked body and into your mouth in a warm, sweet, overwhelming flow. 
 
    You swallow, tasting that sweetness all the way down your throat. Warmth blossoms in your belly and with it there is a flash of nourishing light. It swells and blots out even the beauty of Veleda.  
 
    You are back, weeks (Months? Years?) before you succumbed to madness in the barn, standing before Gretchen in the straw-scattered farmhouse. She plays with her plump teats and you watch milk dribble down her mounds and drip to the floor. You recall Veleda’s massive, holy breast and the sweetness of her milk. 
 
    Contrary to what Veleda said, the memory only makes you want to reenact it with the cow girl. Your cock jerks in your trousers and Gretchen laughs and squeezes her mounds again. 
 
    “What are you waiting for, Lucas? Come and have a taste!” She swings her hips and plays with her nipples. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Wait 
 
    Parley 
 
    Attack 
 
    Special Ability 
 
    Item 
 
    Surrender


 
   
  
 



 
 
    It’s time to leave the sanctum 
 
      
 
    “It’s time for me to return to the real world,” you say to Hina. “Before I go, can you tell me how things are going at my farm? Are you taking care of the property?” 
 
    “Oh, yes, master,” she says. “The damage has been repaired from the vandals. In fact, the Gedry brothers came to visit and have helped re-shingle your house and purchase and install new windows.” 
 
    “They did that?” You say with surprise. 
 
    “Yes, I told them they should do it or I would pull their fingers off,” she says in her usual merry tone. “We also received a letter from your sister. It says she will be arriving in one week.” 
 
    “Plenty of time to get home,” you say, smiling at the thought of seeing Genevieve after so long apart. With her away at wizard’s college, you have been strangely glad for all this immortal hero drama to keep your mind off the loneliness. Well, that and it’s hard to be lonely with a harem of monster girls tucked away in your sword. “I definitely better get back to the real world and find out if Theora has found the next monster girl.” 
 
    Hina nods and hands you the pink control crystal. “Goodbye, master. It was a pleasant visit, as always.” 
 
    You embrace her and kiss her on the lips, which seems to surprise the blue-eyed automaton. For a moment, her eyes flicker pink. 
 
    “Oh… master.” She steps back and touches her fingers uncertainly to her lips. 
 
    “See you soon!” You say, holding the crystal aloft and declaring, “SANCTUM EXITUS!” 
 
    There is a blinding flash of light and you are back in the hidden glade in the woods, holding the sword in your hand. Daylights streams through the canopy of leaves overhead, creating patterns on your sun-gold arms and face.  
 
    “Theora?” You call. 
 
    There is a rush of air and a rasping of leaves and Theora appears from the forest, her wings folding against her back as if she has just alighted form the air. Her brow is furrowed deeply and her silvery-blue eyes narrowed with concern. 
 
    “Lucas.” She approaches you and takes your hands. The kind gesture makes you afraid about the news she brings.  
 
    “What is it?” You demand. “Did you find the monster girl?” 
 
    “Yes,” she says. “She is in Ulvenblad in the Nightlands to the east.” 
 
    “That’s… that is very far,” you say, recalling your maps. “A month’s travel by foot.” 
 
    “It is far, but we will not be going by foot,” she says. “The goddess will transport us to our destination. But the Nightlands are cursed and dangerous, Lucas, and the goddesses power is much weaker there. And I fear this monster is among the most dangerous that exist.”  
 
    “What is it?” You say, pulling away from her. 
 
    “You must face a vampiress,” she says. “A blood-drinker and enslaver of humans. True evil, Lucas. Not warped humans like the others you have faced.” 
 
    “I will face her,” you say. “But I must return to greet my sister.” 
 
    “Yes, yes, we will find a way back,” she says. “If you survive. And…” 
 
    She takes your hands again and peers into your eyes, emotion seeming to well. 
 
    “…the goddess has seen something else, Lucas. It’s your mother.” 
 
    “My mother?” You had thought your mother probably dead when she disappeared after your father’s death. You had held out hope for months, but that hope faded more than a year ago. 
 
    “She is alive, Lucas,” says Theora. “And the succubus queen has her.” 
 
    “Lady Rachelle has my mother?!” You yank your hands away from Theora. “I have to save her! I have to get her back!” 
 
    “It might be a trap, Lucas,” warns Theora. 
 
    “If my mother is alive, I will not rest until she is safe.” You look fiercely at Theora. “Do you understand? It would be like… if the goddess were in danger.” 
 
    “But she is in danger, Lucas,” says Theora. “The whole world is endangered by the monsters that spread throughout the land. We must tread cautiously. And you must face the vampiress.” 
 
    It is difficult, but you see the truth in her words. The goddess and the world must be protected from the monsters and you must beware the schemes of the succubus queen.  
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
      
 
    Until Book 4: The Vampiress! 
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    Thrust confidently into Theora’s steamy pussy 
 
      
 
    Grinding against your cock and fantasizing about fucking and sucking you is a clear indication of Theora’s true desires. You are more than happy to accommodate her. 
 
    You grasp her hip and she jolts with surprise, her wigs twitching and rubbing soft feather against your chest and her firm buttocks tensing.  
 
    “Lucas?” She gasps and looks at you over her shoulder. “You are awake?” 
 
    “Difficult to sleep with the most beautiful woman in the world rubbing against my cock,” you say, thrusting your hips and rubbing your cock between her cheeks. “I am awake now. You are obviously awake. Why not take advantage of that?” 
 
    You pull your hips back, popping your cock from her crack and adjusting your aim to press your swollen tip against her hot folds.  
 
    “You need my cock,” you say, tightening your squeeze on her hip. 
 
    “Y-yes,” she moans. “Yes, I do.” 
 
    You thrust and sink your hardness into the hot channel of Theora’s perfect pussy. Her delicate folds part as your thick manhood stretches her slick cunt with each balls-deep stroke. She presses her ass back, grinding her firm cheeks against your hips. You reach a hand around to her folds and fumble for the bud of her clit. She sucks in a gasp as you find that sensitive spot and begin to rub vigorously with your fingertips. 
 
    “Ohhhhhh, Lucas,” she moans as you fuck steadily into her pussy. “Oh, you are going to make me cum all over again.” 
 
    It is only the first time. You feel her pussy spasm around your cock, her body arching and her wings twitching as you pound into Theora’s slick channel. You resist the urge to cum, powering through her orgasm and continuing to fuck her. Your fingers are relentless on her clit and Theora, recovering from her orgasm, resumes twitching her hips and begging for your cock. 
 
    “Fuck me deep,” she moans. “Fuck me and cum inside me.” 
 
    “You want it,” you growl, lips against her ear. You slide your cock out of her pussy and demand, “Turn onto your back.” 
 
    She rolls from her side onto her back and parts her creamy thighs. Her pussy is soaking, glistening even in the faint moonlight spilling into the tent, her plump tits heaving with her excited breaths and her face flushed with her pleasure. 
 
    You climb atop her, sliding easily into her slick cunt and kissing her on the lips as you take her again. Your thrusts are relentless, her body opening and inviting you deeper. She wraps her legs around you and kisses you back, begging, “Fuck me! Fuck me harder!” 
 
    You pound into her, hips slapping against her and your balls tightening. She cums again and the feel of her clamping down on your hard cock is too much. You kiss her to stifle a cry of your own pleasure, moans vibrating between you as your cock finally explodes deep into her pussy. You slow your thrusts, seed pumping deep, smearing your balls as it oozes out of her pussy. 
 
    “Incredible,” she whispers against your lips. “I have never known such pleasure.” 
 
    “Me either,” you agree, slipping your cock from her pussy and rolling beside her. She nuzzles against you, pressing her face against your chest as you wrap an arm around her and stroke her feathered wings. 
 
    “Theora,” you murmur, your voice barely louder than the sound of her breathing. 
 
    “What is it, Lucas?” She whispers. 
 
    You do not answer. You are already asleep and dreaming of her. In your dream, you and Theora share your farm. She tends to the cow and helps you with the harvest. You hold her in your arms and share the bed your father once shared with your mother. Theora is heavy with your child, her breasts swollen and creamy, her sweet kiss a constant luxury.  
 
    You awake to pre-dawn light filtering into your tent. Theora is beside you, still snoring softly. You watch her for a moment as the tent slowly lightens. She hopes her eyes and looks up at you. 
 
    “Lucas?”  
 
    “Good morning, Theora,” you murmur and kiss her on the lips. She tenses and gently pushes you away. 
 
    “Lucas, no, this is all wrong,” she says, sitting up beside you. “We cannot do this.” 
 
    She holds the blanket to preserve her modesty. You sigh and sit up next to her. 
 
    “I should have known my dream was too good to be true,” you say bitterly. 
 
    “W-what did you dream?” She wonders, curling a golden lock of hair behind her ear.  
 
    “Don’t worry about it,” you say, pulling on your clothes. She grimaces and stands up, starkly nude, before waving her hand and conjuring her clothing.  
 
    “It was a mistake last night,” she says. “Between us. It was my fault, but—“ 
 
    “Forget it,” you snap. “It’s over. I get it.” 
 
    She seems about to say something else. Instead, her expression hardens and she ducks out of your tent. Theora makes a quick breakfast and you eat beside the campfire while Morelle peppers you with questions about what you and Theora were doing in the tent. She finally stops when Theora threatens to hack off Morelle’s horns. 
 
    It is still early in the day as you break camp. You are glad to be on your way to leave the false hope of a romance with an angel. Theora assures you that if you make good time you will arrive in Bruno before nightfall. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Surrender to the pleasure of her ass 
 
      
 
    Morelle’s tail tightens around your throat, probably choking off any cry you might try to make for help. You don’t even try though. You look up at her, eyes wide and fearful, but you only watch as her round hips begin to roll and her plump ass slides up and down the throbbing length of your cum-smeared cock. As she moves, her body gently heaving as if she is a ship riding upon ocean waves, her inner muscles grip and massage your straining cock. 
 
    “There, isn’t that nice?” She purrs, looking back again over her shoulder. 
 
    You nod weakly, surrendering to the pleasure of her diabolical derriere. She continues to watch you over her shoulder, moving with greater urgency, arching her back and thrusting her ass against you roughly. Her creamy cheeks smack loudly against you and the ample roundness of them quivers and deforms softly with each impact. Although you know your doom approaches, a part of you feels fortunate to witness such a perversely lewd sight as Morelle’s bouncing bottom. 
 
    “Beautiful,” you try to say, but the word comes out as a muffled moan. 
 
    “That’s right, Lucas,” she giggles. “Cum again for me. 
 
    Without warning or seeming prelude, perhaps triggered only by her words, you cum again, firing your seed into her bouncing bottom. This pleasure of your eruption is heightened by the rush of your essence being sucked away as well. Violet embers fleck your vision and Morelle’s eyes flare with sinister power.  
 
    Even after your orgasm has receded, she does not slow her ride atop your cock. Her preternaturally perfect posterior continues to bounce and milk your stiff manhood. One orgasm gives way to the rush of another and you let out a strangled croak of pleasure as you begin to cum again. 
 
    “That’s it,” she laughs. “You are on the brink. Give it all to me, Lucas. Every drop!” 
 
    In the throes of your explosion, she seems to double her efforts. Her ass seems enormous from this angle or perhaps, in some perverse and magical way, it has grown larger as she feeds upon your life force.  
 
    You have a smile on your face as you cum once more. The throbbing of your cock as you shudder out the last of your seed is almost painful, but such discomfort is easily ignored as Morelle’s lips curl into a satisfied smile. You feel as if you are falling upwards or perhaps inwards, swallowed up by her jiggling ass until everything becomes dark. 
 
    You hear a distant drumming fade to nothing and you realize it is your slowing heart finally giving out. You hear a new and louder drum begin and you see a pulsing violet light as your soul slips into the depths of Morelle. 
 
    “Delicious,” you hear her giggle as if she is giant and looming above you. 
 
    It is the last thing you hear. 
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    Warn Theora that Morelle is behind her 
 
      
 
    “Theora,” you moan, watching the angel bob her lips on your straining cock. “Theora! You have a demon slinking up behind you!” 
 
    Theora pops her mouth free of your cock, pressing your glistening tip against her soft lips. 
 
    “Do you think I do not know this, Lucas?” She arches her back, presenting her firm ass to Morelle. She looks back fiercely over her shoulder at Morelle and says, “Come here, little succubus, and taste the cunt of a holy guardian of Veleda.” 
 
    “Oh, so commanding!” Morelle squeals with delight. “Yes, ma’am, with pleasure!” 
 
    Morelle’s face dips from your view behind Theora’s shapely bottom, but you can still see the succubus’s legs and tail as she kneels behind the angel. Theora gives your cock a long lick from root to tip and then lets out a moan of pleasure.  
 
    “That’s it,” she sighs. “That’s… oooohhh… suck it just like that.” 
 
    Theora seems to have more to say, but her words are muffled as she stuffs your cock back into her mouth and resumes sucking you. As she bobs up and down on your hard manhood, she rolls her hips and thrust back against Morelle’s face. You can just see Morelle’s horns above the swells of Theora’s ass and hear the succubus moaning and slurping at Theora’s pussy. Theora’s lips pop free from your cock for a moment and you hear a moan of , “Yesssss.” 
 
    “Mmmmmm, you’re so sweet,” giggles Morelle behind her. “I wonder if your little hole here is just as yummy.” 
 
    You watch in throbbing pleasure as Morelle’s face rises from behind Theora and the succubus runs her tongue up the crack of Theora’s ass. Theora’s silvery-blue eyes go wide, but she does not stop sucking you, only pauses at the tip of your cock for a moment, moaning around it as Morelle’s laps deep between Theora’s creamy buttocks. The sight of the succubus vigorously licking the ass of the angel makes your cock twitch with pleasure. Morelle adds her fingers, pumping them into Theora’s pussy, and it’s almost more than you can stand. 
 
    Before you can explode in Theora’s mouth, the angel pulls her lips free and cries out, “Yessss! Oh, Veleda, yes! I’m cumming!” 
 
    “Nnnnnnn!” Morelle cries in reply, her tongue buried between Theora’s cheeks and her shoulder working as she fucks her fingers in and out of Theora’s pussy. You are left hanging on the edge as electric pleasure seems to fill the tent. Violet light crackles behind Theora, bright enough to tint her creamy flanks with demonic color. Morelle’s lidded eyes open slightly and you see the same violet light glowing from them. She’s feeding on Theora’s pleasure! 
 
    Theora knows it too. She jumps forward sudden, bowling you flat on her back as she turns and throws a leg across your waist.  
 
    “You demonic minx!” The beautiful angel roars, her wings snapping and a few loose feathers drifting through the air. “How dare you feed upon my life force!” 
 
    “Ohhhh! Don’t be mad!” Morelle cries, shrinking back defensively. “You are so yummy!” 
 
    Theora grabs Morelle’s hair, twisting her hand in the succubus’s lavender locks. Morelle winces in pain as she is dragged closer to you. 
 
    “Shut this little slut up, Lucas,” commands Theora. “Fuck her properly!” 
 
    She releases Morelle’s hair and grabs the succubus by her arms, bending them back as Theora sits behind Morelle and uses her legs to pin the succubus in place. Morelle starts to say something as Theora reaches around her, roughly squeezing Morelle’s soft breasts and playing with Morelle’s lavender-tinted nipples. 
 
    “Ahhhhh!” Morelle cries, rubbing her legs together but not really trying to escape from Theora’s grasp.  
 
    Theora turns Morelle’s head to the side and leans over the succubus’s shoulder to kiss her on the lips. They begin kissing passionately and sloppily, their tongues slithering between their mouths and their lips colliding with wet smacks. Both of them begin moaning and Morelle spreads her creamy thighs to invite your gaze to her glistening, lavender-blushing cuntlips.  
 
    Your tightly grip your cock at the base of your shaft and press between Morelle’s creamy thighs. She moans against Theora’s lips as your sensitive tip spreads her lavender folds. You thrust past them, sliding into the hot, slick squeeze of her demonically perfect pussy.  
 
    “Oh, yes, fuck her,” moans Theora, watching between kisses as you begin to pound your cock into Morrelle’s hot channel. The succubus’s plump tits bounce with the force of each of your strokes as you thrust into her and build to a great and greater tempo. The squeeze of her pussy around every ridge and sensitive spot of your cock is perfection, as you well know, but it’s the sight of the succubus and the beautiful angel kissing that drives your ardor. 
 
    “Oh, gods,” you hiss through clenched teeth. “It’s so good.” 
 
    “Mmmmmmhmmmm!” Morelle agrees, whining with pleasure into Theora’s smothering kiss. The angel’s fingers sink into the soft mounds of Morelle’s breasts. Her long fingers pluck at the fat buds of Morelle’s lavender nipples. You hammer in and out of the succubus’s pussy, your pleasure rising by the moment and your cock swelling inside that hot furnace of lust. 
 
    You push Morelle’s legs back, bending them at the knee, slamming into her with a fervor building rapidly towards an explosion of pleasure. Theora sees that your eruption is coming and she breaks the kiss with Morelle. 
 
    “No, don’t waste your seed on her,” she cries, practically crawling over Morelle’s body. “Give it to me!” 
 
    Suddenly, the comely angel and the slutty succubus are wrestling with each other for the honor of receiving your seed. Their hands both stroke you at once. Morelle’s other hand caresses your bollocks and Theora’s tongue lashes the tip of your cock. Then Morelle’s tongue is on you as well and they are fighting over who gets to hold your cock in their eager mouth. 
 
    “Ahhhhhh! Here it comes!” You cry, arching and thrusting into their mutual grips and their kiss-joined mouths. The hot pleasure of having your cock kissed, licked, sucked, and stroked by the two supernatural beauties simultaneously is too much to withstand. Your cock surges and your cum fires in a first shot that sails past them both and splashes somewhere on the rumpled bedding. Then Morelle’s mouth is over your cock, sucking out your cum and a bit of your essence. 
 
    “Greedy pig!” Theora cries, pushing the succubus away and taking you into her mouth just in time to catch the next two spurts of your seed. Morelle roughly twists Theora’s nipples, causing her to scream and relinquish her grip on your cock. Morelle dives in quickly, catching the fourth and fifth spurts of your orgasm before finally Theora joins her and their tongues share the creamy spread of your seed. 
 
    You collapse in sweat-drenched exhaustion. You feel their hands and mouths on your body, sucking sweetly on your cock and teasing your bollocks, but you are too tired to lift your head from the bedroll. Darkness closes in on you as the two beauties are still wrestling over your cock. 
 
    You awake to gray light filtering around the flap of Theora’s tent. It is just before dawn and savory smells of campfire cooking are drifting into the tent. You feel a warm and lovely body against you and realize that Morelle is nuzzled against your chest, snoring softly. You slip out from under her draped arm and pull on your clothes. You pad out of the tent and find Morelle standing by the cookfire. 
 
    You approach her from behind, pressing against her back and wrapping an arm around her to cradle beneath her ample breasts. “Good morning,” you murmur and kiss the side of her neck. 
 
    She stiffens and turns out of your grasp, anger blazing in her silvery-blue eyes.  
 
    “What are you doing, Lucas?” She asks. 
 
    “I thought… I mean… after last night—“ 
 
    “Nothing happened last night,” she says. “And that nothing will never happen again.” 
 
    “Um, alright,” you say, feeling both chastened and slightly hurt. 
 
    “Sit down,” she says, gesturing to the overturned tree trunk with a spoon. “Breakfast is almost ready. Once you’ve filled up and I have roused that damned succubus, we will be on our way. At a decent pace, we will reach Bruno before nightfall.” 
 
    “Got it,” you say, taking the steam bowl of oats she offers you. 
 
    You cannot help but think about what transpired the night before in Theora’s tent, but another look into her hard eyes confirms that it is best not to mention it. 
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    Experience the comfort of Theora’s bosom 
 
      
 
    “I cannot refuse such an offer,” you say, admiring the way Theora shapes her creamy mounds with her hands. The thought of those plump pillows squeezing your cock is enough to make your manhood twitch again. 
 
    “A wise choice,” says Theora. “Allow me to make you nice and wet so you slide easily between my breasts.” 
 
    She takes hold of your cock by its root and in a single motion she takes you in her mouth all the way to the hilt. The sudden soft warmth of her mouth and throat on your cock nearly makes you explode. It is, thankfully, such a surprise, that you do not experience the full pleasure before it ends. She bobs only once, up and down, and withdraws her mouth with a gasp. Your cock is left red, twitching, and coated in her saliva.  
 
    “There we are,” she says, a bit breathless. “Now you will now the comfort of my bosom.” 
 
    “Y-yes,” you moan, watching as she scoots closer and guides her soft breasts to your spit-slicked hardness. 
 
    “Smooth as silk,” she murmurs, slipping your upright hardness between her plump breasts, “and as soft as down pillows.” 
 
    “W-warm too,” you moan as she imprisons your cock between her breasts.  
 
    “Yes,” she purrs. “Warm and soft comfort. Give in to the feeling.” 
 
    Her creamy mounds seem to swallow your cock up completely, leaving only the very tip of your cockhead visible between her breasts like some engorged amulet. She squeezes her hands on either side of her breasts and you feel a gentle pressure engulfing your cock. 
 
    It is nearly enough to make you explode. And then she begins to move. She rocks her upper body forward and your spit-slicked cock slides up through her cleavage and back down again. It is incredible, like a pillowy hand is gripping your manhood as she presses in from both sides and rubs her body against the sensitive underside of your cock.  
 
    “Ohhhh,” you gasp, watching her tits squeeze and mold around your cock with each movement of her body. You feel the pressure of your orgasm rising against the softness. She moans and moves more forcefully. You want to hold out, to make this exquisite pleasure last, but looking down at the lovely angel fucking you with her tits is too much.  
 
    “Yes,” she cries, sensing your approaching climax. “Cum for me, Lucas! Spill your seed between my—AH!” 
 
    She cries out in delight as your cock throbs and pulses out a fountain of milky seed. It geysers from between her breasts and splashes her shoulders, face, and back down to glaze the tops of her breasts. The remaining pumps of your seed pour out between her breasts, smearing your cock and coating the crushing valley between her mounds. She wanks you with her soft breasts until she extracts every pearly dribble and your manhood begins to deflate. 
 
    “A comfort few have known,” she remarks, releasing your cock from between her breasts. 
 
    “It was incredible,” you gasp, struggling to suck in each breath after the intensity of your orgasm. 
 
    “Yes, I am certain it was for you.” Theora rises smoothly to her feet. For a moment, her flushed beauty is decorated with your cum. She looks down and makes a disgusted face at the mess you have made on your perfect body. She waves her hand and the filth of your seed disappears. Another wave and she is once more garbed in her clinging gown. “Clean up, Lucas, and go to your tent. You must rest before our journey tomorrow.” 
 
    “R-right,” you say, using a handkerchief to wipe the cum from your wilting cock.  
 
    She tends to the fire as you pull on your trousers and slink off to your tent. You can’t get the thought of Theora’s breasts from your head even as you crawl into your bedroll. You imagine those glorious mounds swallowing up your cock and wanking out load after load of your cum. Your dreams build upon this fantasy, casting you as a tiny man and Theora as a giantess crushing your entire body in her bust.  
 
    You are still mashed in that pillowy perfection when you are rudely awakened by Theora’s harsh command, “Up with you!” 
 
    “Wha?” You stir in your tent, the light still gray before dawn.  
 
    “I said get up,” shouts Theora. “I have almost finished with breakfast. Eat it quickly so we can be on our way.” 
 
    You pull on your clothes and stagger out of your tent. Theora is stirring a pot of sweet-smelling oats over the fire and tending to a cast iron skillet filled with sizzling meat. Morelle is sulking on one of the overturned logs by the fire, idly stirring a steaming bowl of oats and meat. 
 
    “Here,” says Theora, passing a similar bowl to you. “No honey.” 
 
    “I had all the honey I need last night.” You begin to recollect, a dreamy smile on your face, but your bliss is cut short by Theora’s hard stare.  
 
    “Speak no more of last night. I would rather bathe in manure than have your filthy seed spread upon my bosom.”  
 
    You wince at her harsh words and sit down beside Morelle. 
 
    “You never came looking for me,” says the succubus. “I was waiting for you to come fuck me.” 
 
    You sigh and begin to stuff your face with the food. Full, but still half-asleep, you strike camp. Theora promises you will arrive in Bruno before nightfall. 
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    Go for a swim with Morelle 
 
      
 
    You cannot resist the temptation of the beautiful succubus. You kick off your boots and strip off your sweat-stained tunic. Morelle giggles with delight as you unbuckle your belt and shuck off your trousers. You step to the edge of the stream, stripping off your underwear just before you leap into the steaming water. 
 
    Warmth engulfs you, instantly smothering the chill in the air as you crouch down neck-deep in the hot spring fed water. Morelle approaches, sliding like a serpent through the water, her luscious breasts beaded with water and faintly steaming in the moonlight.  
 
    “Isn’t it wonderful?” She asks, stretching her arms over her head and causing her breasts to jiggle. “Just the thing to rid ourselves of the late night chill.” 
 
    “Yes,” you agree. “It’s nice.” 
 
    “Nice? Mmmmmmm.” She sinks deeper into the water, the shapes of her breasts just visible beneath the dark surface. She approaches you purposefully, her violet eyes glittering in the dark. “I can think of ways to get even warmer.” 
 
    “I, um, just hopped in for a swim,” you say, laughing nervously at the predatory glint in her eyes. “And to get clean.” 
 
    “Oh, I can make sure every part of you is clean,” she says, pressing her soft body against you and stroking your hip. You feel her fingers reaching for your cock and wade out of her reach. She is tempting and you have certainly had fun with Morelle in the past, but there is something dangerous about her out in the real world. She’s bound to you by the gem in your sword, but can she still devour your soul? If she did, would Veleda save your life? 
 
    “I think we had better go back to camp,” you say, backing farther away in the steaming water. 
 
    You feel a slippery stone under your foot and try to step carefully over it. As you do, something moves beneath the water and suddenly swallows up your cock in silky, liquid heat. You freeze, a look of shocked pleasure on your face. 
 
    “Ohhhhh,” you moan as the sensation begins to ripple, squeeze, and gently suck your cock. Her tail! Morelle is using her diabolical tail to pleasure you! Before you can object, the lovely succubus presses her body against yours, her creamy titflesh squeezing against your chest and her hands caressing your lean shoulders.  
 
    “That’s right, Lucas,” she purrs, bringing her lips close to yours. “Just relax in the warm water and enjoy the pleasure you know only my tail can give you.” 
 
    It seems to twist and squeeze around your cock, sucking urgently and rhythmically. Your lips part in a moan and Morelle seizes the moment to kiss you. Her tongue darts into your mouth and you taste the sweetness of her. Without thinking, your hands find her hips and gently squeeze the ample roundness of her ass.  
 
    “Morelle,” you gasp, pulling your lips away from hers. “You shouldn’t do this.” 
 
    “It’s fine,” she giggles softly, her tail sucking even harder on your straining cock. “You can admit that it feels good. Nothing shameful about that.” 
 
    “Ohhhhhh,” you moan as your pleasure rises with each suck. 
 
    “Say it,” she says, her eyes flashing with a menacing gleam. “Admit it to me.” 
 
    Fear prickles at the back of your neck. She is your ally, she wouldn’t really hurt you, would she? 
 
    “Admit it,” she says, her voice almost a growl and her slender fingers lacing into the hair at the back of your head. Her large, violet eyes seem to glow. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Admit to her that it feels good 
 
    Refuse to admit your pleasure 
 
    Grow angry and make her stop 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Demand she pleasure you with her mouth 
 
      
 
    “A little fun?” You stroke Morelle’s cheek and slip your fingers into her silky lavender hair. You tighten your grip in her hair. “You know what you need to do?” 
 
    “What’s that, master?” She purrs. 
 
    “Get down on your knees and pleasure me with that demon whore mouth,” you say, a smile spreading on your face. Yes, this feels right. It feels good to take charge of Morelle. She’s such a whore, she needs a man to tell her what to do. 
 
    Morelle seems to agree, cooing with delight and slipping off your lap and onto her knees.  
 
    “Oh, master, I can’t wait to suck your big, hard cock.” Her fingers work the laces of your trousers. She draws down your underwear, your cock bouncing free and into her soft grasp. She is upon it in a moment, moaning lustily as she kisses it and swirls her tongue against your tip. “Ohhhh, Lucas, your cock is so beautiful.” 
 
    Her hot tongue is enough to launch you to ecstasy. You are caught by surprise, your cock jerking and twitching in her grasp. Even the demoness is surprised by the first spurt of your milky seed. She cries out with delight as it splashes against her lips and dribbles down her chin. Her laugh is muffled a moment later as she engulfs your tip with her hot mouth and sucks eagerly. Your cum pumps into her mouth as she sucks, drawing out your seed and with it some of your life force. As she moans and bobs on your gushing cock, you feel a dizzying weakness come over you.  
 
    Morelle releases your cock from her mouth with a wet pop. You slump back, exhausted by the pleasure of her incredible cocksucking.  
 
    “Ohhh, I need more,” she giggles, stroking your cock past the point of sensitivity and slurping you back into her warm, soft mouth. 
 
    “Th-that’s enough,” you moan. 
 
    She ignores you and pushes away your hands. Her eyes flare with demonic evil and she sucks your still-hard cock into the intense, silky heat of her throat. She does not gag or struggle, she simply gulps your cock down her throat with every stroke, massaging you in ways that not even the most experienced human whore could ever manage. The clearing fills with her lewd slurping and moaning and your soft gasps of reluctant pleasure as her mouth draws you towards another orgasm. 
 
    “Ahhhhh, please,” you cry weakly.  
 
    “Mmmnnhhnnmmm,” she answers, the words vibrating around your cock and driving you to your climax. 
 
    You whimper pitifully as you jerk and thrust into her throat. Your cock twitches and your cum erupts straight down Morelle’s throat and into her belly. She gulps in perfect rhythm to the spurting of your seed, milking out more and more and driving you to greater heights. A faint glow of magic surrounds her head and you can also feel her feeding on your essence, swallowing your life force with each pump of your cum. You are certain death is coming, and yet it does not arrive.  
 
    Her lips release your cock and it slips from her mouth like an eel, flopping against your bared abdomen. You lie there wheezing and looking up at the moon, wondering how you managed to survive such an intense orgasm. 
 
    “Morelle…” You croak faintly, your voice barely audible. 
 
    “Do not fight it, Lucas,” she whispers, her words hot against your flaccid cock. “Surrender to the pleasure and all will be peaceful.” 
 
    “Please… don’t… I… ahhhhhhh…”  
 
    You lose the ability to speak as her warm mouth once more closes around your cock. It takes only a few sucks and caresses of her nimble tongue begin to coax you back to hardness. You lift your head just enough to gaze into her glowing violet eyes. The heat of her lips and tongue slipping and sliding over your cock are enough to stiffen you in a few bobs of her mouth. You rest a hand on her head, fingers tightening in her silky hair, but you make no effort to pull her away from your cock. 
 
    The pleasure is too intense. 
 
    “Please,” you moan, watching her bob faster and faster as the warm vise of her throat gulps your hardness down.  
 
    “Mmmmmm,” she moans around your cock, her lust vibrating through your shaft to your tightening balls. You cannot stand the pleasure, the molten heat, the intense suction; it is too much. You let out a hoarse cry that echoes in the night and your cock surges and begins to pulse deep in her throat. You feel as if she is laughing at you, her brow knitting as you cum straight down her throat. 
 
    It all begins to fades as your orgasm grows more intense by the spurt and you feel yourself falling upwards, disappearing into darkness as warm and pleasurable as her mouth. Morelle is laughing softly as your soul is sucked into her body. 
 
    Your lifeless body sprawls beside the rock as you disappear into oblivion. 
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    Cow Girl Ride 
 
      
 
    Admiring Gretchen’s voluptuous body from her thick thighs to her immense breasts you have an appreciation of all of her assets. Even the plump bulge of her pussy in her frilly panties makes you ache to discover all the pleasures she could give you. What better way to experience defeat at the hands of a horny cow girl than to let her ride you into the sunset. 
 
    “Your Cow Girl Ride,” you say firmly. “I want to feel your pussy on my… I want you to ride me.” 
 
    “Oh?” She raises an eyebrow as she saunters closer. Her fat pink nipples brush against your tunic and she runs her teasing fingertips over the mound of your cock in your trousers. “You want me to ride this thing?” 
 
    “Yes, I wmMMmMMM!” You moan as she presses her lips to yours. Her kiss is wanton and sloppy. Her tongue rolls in your mouth, overpowering yours as she roughly squeezes your cock. Her lips smack and breath is hot against your face. Her breasts mold against you and you can feel the warm trickle of her milk soaking through your tunic.  
 
    “On your back then, Lucas,” she says, shoving you down into the straw. 
 
    You stare up in stiff-cocked wonder as Gretchen slips out of her frilly panties and exposed the golden thatch and glistening, fleshy lips of her pussy. She stands astride you, spreading her cunt lewdly with her fingers so you can see the inner pink clenching in anticipation. She curls her fingers into her slick hole and lets out a deep moan of pleasure that sounds suspiciously like the lowing of a cow. She withdraws her glistening fingers and brings them up to her mouth, sucking her juices clean. 
 
    “So sweet,” she giggles. “Would you like a taste, Lucas?” 
 
    “I… um…” 
 
    Before you can answer she steps past your waist and stands over your face, giving you a view straight between her shapely thighs and up at her plump mound. She spreads herself once more with her fingers, revealing her inner pink as she slowly squats down above you. Her thick thighs surround you and she lowers her hot, fragrant cunt until it is so close her silky hairs are tickling your nose. You breathe in her rich, womanly scent and lean up to taste her furrow. 
 
    “That’s it,” she moans, grabbing a handful of your hair. “You didn’t even need to be told.” 
 
    “Nnnnnhnnn,” you agree, tonguing her hot quim and tasting the honey sweetness of her nectar. You stroke her thick thighs and the roundness of her ample ass while your tongue plunges into the hot cove of her sex. She tightens her fingers in your hair and pulls you against her pussy.  
 
    “Ohhhhhh! Yes! Feel that?” She guides you to her clit. “Suck there! Lick and… ohhhhhHH! Oh, Lucas! What a good little boy!” 
 
    “Nnnnnnn!” You moan, furiously battering her fat clit with your tongue. She begins to grind against your mouth, her plump peach soaking your face with her flowing honey. You suck at her clit and she begins to ride hard and moan loudly. 
 
    There is no mistaking her orgasm as she squeezes your head tightly between her thighs and rides your face so hard you are briefly afraid she will break your nose. Her puffy cunt pours her sweet juice into your mouth and you swallow again and again, addicted to the taste and to the warmth of her smothering sex. 
 
    “Yes, you are a good boy,” she laughs, thighs still quivering with aftershocks of her orgasm. Her weight lifts from your face and you gasp fresh air. She moves down your body and lowers herself onto your cock, gripping it at the base as she descends and lining your fat cockhead up against the velvet folds of her cunt. 
 
    “Ohhhhhhh gods,” you groan, steadying her with your hands on her broad hips as she sinks down onto your cock. Your surging manhood is swallowed whole in the steamy slickness of her pussy. She squeezes you with inner muscles and reaches a hand beneath her ass to fondle and massage your bollocks. Gretchen begins to slowly ride atop you as she gazes down into your eyes. 
 
    The submissive act of licking her had you ready to burst and it doesn’t take long of watching the gorgeous cow girl riding atop you, huge tits heaving, before you feel your balls tightening and your cum boiling. You grab her thick ass tightly with both hands, fingers squeezing into her soft cheeks as you thrust upwards and sheath every inch of your surging manhood in her hot cunt. 
 
    “Yessss! Cum for me!” Gretchen wails as you explode deep inside her clutching cunt. Your seed pumps again and again into that hot channel and oozes back down to drip from your balls.  
 
    You thrust into her again and again, face contorted with pleasure as you spill every drop of your seed deep into Gretchen’s plump pussy. She rides your cock, cooing with pleasure as she milks out your cum with her inner muscles. 
 
    “N-no more,” you moan. “I’m too sensitive!” 
 
    “Too sensitive!” Gretchen snorts. “My Cow Girl Ride goes until I am satisfied! You’ll be bawling like a little baby by the fifth or sixth orgasm.” 
 
    You try to sit up and she shoves you back down, tits bouncing as she rides more heavily than before atop your sensitive cock. She squeezes you with her inner muscles to be sure you stay hard. It’s only as you feel your second orgasm approaching that you realize there is no hope of escape. 
 
    You have been defeated by the cow girl. 
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    Drink Gretchen’s milk 
 
      
 
    The thought of using some special ability to defeat Gretchen is forgotten as you stare at her thick nipples dripping with her milk. The scent of her dairy delights hangs in the air and your cock throbs in your trousers at the thought of sucking her cream fresh from her huge breasts.  
 
    “Yes,” she coos, “you want it, don’t you?”  
 
    She squeezes her breasts, producing two more delicate showers of her cream that patter against your face and tunic. You lick your lips instinctively and taste the sweetness of her milk. Warmth spreads through your body and your cock jerks against the inner seam of your trousers.  
 
    “Yes,” you moan, unable to resist her any longer. “Yes, please, let me taste your milk.” 
 
    “Taste it,” she moans, thrusting her chest out and her head back. “Drink as much as you would like, little Lucas.” 
 
    You moan in defeat as you begin licking the milk dribbling down the curve of her huge breasts. You follow the sweet trickles up to her left nipple, running your tongue around it before she cradles your head and pulls you against her mound. You open wide, sucking the soft dome of her areola into your mouth along with her fat nipple. Her sweet cream gushes into your mouth, across your tongue, thinner than cow’s milk and much sweeter. You gulp it down and warmth and contentment spreads through your body. 
 
    “Yesssss,” moans Gretchen. “Suck it, Lucas. What a good boy. My little Lucas.” 
 
    Her soft tone and the primal pleasure of sucking the milk from her breast seems to transform you into a tot held in her strong arms. Although it is an infantile pleasure, it is also erotic, and the more you suck the more your cock twitches and jerks in your trousers. She pops her nipple free from your mouth, her milk dribbling down your chin, and guides you to her other breast. 
 
    “Mmmmmm,” you moan, sucking her right nipple as she presses you into her soft, smothering mound. You squirm against her thigh as you drink her milk, lost to the world and adrift in the pleasure of drinking this delicious, relaxing cream from Gretchen’s massive milkers. Your body tenses and suddenly you are cumming, spurting your seed into your trousers and bucking your hips as you rub against Gretchen’s body. 
 
    “Oh, my,” she laughs. “You were very hungry! And excited too!” 
 
    She presses a hand between her thick thighs and into her panties. Her fingers begin thrusting into her folds as she pleasures herself while you continue to suck. 
 
    “Yes, keep drinking,” she moans. “I love the way it feels when a good boy is getting his milk. We will have so much… ohhhhhh… so much fun together, Lucas. You will be my favorite cow and I will milk so much cum from you… mmmmmmMMMMM!” 
 
    She writhes and squeezes you tight against her, bucking her hips and fucking herself with her fingers. The tension of her ecstasy nearly crushes your back, her embrace is so tight. When she finally relaxes, panting with her pleasure, she lets you slip to the straw-covered floor. 
 
    “It’s time to go to the barn, Lucas,” she says, picking you up and tossing you over her shoulder. “We can start the milking tonight.” 
 
    It all sounds quite lovely to you. With a bellyful of Gretchen’s milk, you haven’t a care in the world.  
 
    But you have been defeated by the cow girl. 
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    Attack 
 
      
 
    “Back!” You shout. Emboldened by your faith in Veleda, you brandish your sword and the blade begins to glow. You swing your sword back and forth and Gretchen actually does back up a bit. You prepare to drive your sword at her heart. She rears up high on her hooves, standing more than a foot taller than you and looking furious and fearsome.  
 
    “Humans never want to fight!” Gretchen laughs, her nostrils flaring and her blue eyes wide. “You always run and scream and then I catch you. But let’s fight, Lucas! Show me what you’ve got!”  
 
    “For Veleda!” 
 
    With a shout of righteous anger, you drive your blade at the heaving breasts of the cow girl. Instead of the flash of light you were hoping for, your sword is smashed aside by a swing of one of her arms and it clatters to the floor. Before you can reach for your weapon, Gretchen steps one hoof onto the fallen blade.  
 
    “You think the goddess blesses you?” Gretchen laughs and squeezes her huge breasts. Milk patters onto your face and tunic in a warm mist. “She blesses me! And my milk!” 
 
    You are certain Gretchen is about to smother you with her huge breasts. You take a step back, hoping to lure her away from your sword so that you can scurry around her gigantic hips and grab the Sword of Veleda.  
 
    To your surprise, Gretchen does step off the blade, turning her back and exposing her huge ass thronged by the back of her frilly panties. You stare at her creamy cheeks, her slender waist, and up at her back where the sides of her huge breasts are visible beneath her arms. She looks at you over her shoulder.  
 
    “You should have tried running,” she says. “This would have lasted longer.” 
 
    “This would have—“ 
 
    Before you can finish speak, she lifts one hoof off the ground and kicks backwards with incredible force, hammering her hoof straight into your chest. The blow lands so hard you see stars and are unable to breathe. For a moment, you fear your ribs have been broken and your lungs collapses, then you manage to suck in a ragged, pained breath as you stare up at the flashing stars that seem to be on the farmhouse’s ceiling. 
 
    Gretchen thumps over and stands astride your chest, her panties indecently taut against the plump mound of her vulva. She gazes down at you, only her eyes and the top of her head visible over the huge swell of her breasts. 
 
    “Boys are terrible fighter,” she chuckles. “One kick and you’re on the ground. Right where I want you.” 
 
    She turns again, her ass seeming to grow to immense proportions until you realize, in your dazed state, that she is squatting over you. She lowers herself to her knees and straddles your hips. You groan as you feel, through your trousers, the softness of her mound pressing down against the bulge of your manhood. She lifts her ass a bit, reaches a hand between her voluptuous body and yours, and frees your cock from your trousers. Her warm hand wraps around your cock and guides it to the hot furrow of her cunt. 
 
    “Noooo,” you groan. 
 
    “That’s ‘Moooo’,” she says and sinks her incredibly hot and tight pussy down onto your cock. “Don’t worry, you’ll learn to say it in the dairy barn like all the other boys.” 
 
    “OoooOOOooo!” You cry as she begins to bounce her big, cream ass up and down on your cock. Her cheeks jiggle with the force of each impact and smack loudly against your hips. You glimpse her plump pink pussy, glistening with her nectar, as it rides up and down on your cock. Her rosebud winks with a clench as her buttocks wobble open and smack closed with each roll of her hips.  
 
    You are helpless, still catching your bearings after her kick, and you are certain you are about to explode deep inside her pussy. She rides her hot quim up to the head of your cock and slips off of it, catching your slick manhood before it can bounce away from her swollen folds. You gasp as she feeds your cock between her parted cheeks and against the velvet knot of her asshole. 
 
    “Gods,” you murmur as your tip catches against her blushing divot and presses into her naughty hole. Your cockhead pops past the ring of her muscles and into the silky tunnel of her ass. It’s even warmer than her cunt and her stretched wrinkle squeezes around your cock as she rides down your cock until you are deep inside her ass. 
 
    “Does that feel good?” She asks, swinging her hips and looking back at you as her greedy asshole swallows up your straining cock. 
 
    “In-incredible,” you moan, resting your hands on her bouncing cheeks. 
 
    “Oh, Lucas,” she giggles. “It feels so much bigger back there!” 
 
    You know you are doomed. You cannot even fight against a pleasure this incredible as her hot hole massages up and down your cock and her plump ass drives you back down to the floor with each slapping impact. She moves faster and faster, watching over her shoulder and moaning with pleasure. 
 
    “Give in,” she moans, arching her back. “Cum for me. Give me your milk!”  
 
    “Ahhhhhh… yessss!” You cry, your fingers sinking into her plush buttocks. 
 
    Gretchen laughs as she looks away from you and puts her ample body into making you cum. Her ass rides up and down your cock, her stretched, pink hole devours your surging manhood, and her plump cheeks smack loudly against you. The obscene sight of her wanton body is enough to send you over the edge. Your fingers sink deeply into her buttocks as you tense and ride over the edge.  
 
    “OOOoooooo!” She lows. “Cum inside me! Cum in my ass!” 
 
    The rush of ecstasy gives way to the intense throb of your cock as you fire powerful spurts of cum deep into Gretchen’s greedy ass. Your cream smears the crimson piston of your cock as you pump your load inside her. She continues to ride your cock even as the pleasure becomes too intense and you plead for her to stop. 
 
    “Oh, no,” laughs Gretchen. “Stopping isn’t allowed.” 
 
    You whimper helplessly beneath her heaving body, your cock squeezed mercilessly by her creamy ass. You have been defeated by the cow girl. You belong to her completely. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Item 
 
      
 
    The only item you have is the blessed holy amulet of Veleda given to you by Theora. The gold symbol depicts the serpent of life and death that represents the dual nature of the goddess. You grasp the holy icon in your hand and lift it from inside your tunic to hold it out towards Gretchen.  
 
    The amulet begins to glow. The buxom cow girl stares in surprise as you declare, with righteous force, “In the name of Veleda, yield to her power!” 
 
    For a moment, you fear the holy symbol has done nothing. Then you see the tears welling in Gretchen’s eyes. She lets out a sob and reaches out slowly to run her fingers over the serpent.  
 
    “M-my mother,” sobs Gretchen. “She used to tell me about Veleda. That even though men can be bad, women are good, and Veleda heals and fights for women everywhere.” 
 
    As her fingers trace the shape of the serpent there is a nearly blinding flash of flight. You hear Gretchen gasp. When your eyes recover, the beautiful cow girl is staring at you with anguish as tears run down her cheeks. 
 
    “I feel so bad, Lucas,” she sobs, and falls heavily to her knees, grabbing at your tunic. “Please, forgive me! In the name of Veleda. I-I give you my body!” 
 
    She sprawls in the straw that covers much of the floor of the room. She spreads her plump thighs and runs her fingers over the plump mound of her panty-hugged pussy. She pulls the gusset aside and exposes the puffy folds and chubby mound of her quim. Her pink cuntlips glisten with her arousal. 
 
    “Please, accept my offering,” she moans. “Do with me whatever you will! I am not worthy of the goddess until I am punished!” 
 
    Your cock twitches as you consider the shameless display of the cow girl. You still grasp your sword in one hand. It would be easy to strike her down and end this madness. 
 
    Then again, she is already offering you whatever you desire. Your gaze lingers on her huge, heaving breasts and her thick nipples.  
 
    Why not have a bit of fun first? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Strike her down and defeat her 
 
    Roughly fuck Gretchen in the hay 
 
    Tenderly have sex with Gretchen 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Refuse to kiss her and return to camp 
 
      
 
    Morelle’s warm, naked body straddling your lap and her lips close to yours make it extremely difficult to resist her. Your luscious swells, your cock twitching beneath her mound, every bit of your flesh yearning to kiss her, to pull her more tightly against you, and to sheath your cock in her steamy cunt. 
 
    Nevertheless, you resist. You turn away from her kiss and push her off of your lap. She cries out in disappointment as you rise to your feet and look into her blazing eyes. 
 
    “I am returning to camp,” you say, your voice cracking and betraying your excited state. “We need rest before our journey tomorrow.” 
 
    “You need rest,” she says, rolling her eyes. “I’m hungry. I need some of your essence. Just a taste.” 
 
    She grabs your tunic and tries to press a kiss to your lips. You twist out of her grasp and step away.  
 
    “We return to camp,” you say firmly. “To rest. Now clothe yourself and let us be on our way.” 
 
    “Oh, yes, master,” she says with sarcastic submissiveness.  
 
    Despite her obvious annoyance at being denied, she conjures her traveling breeches and tunic from the air. This costume does little to reduce her erotic appeal, but at least it hides her most intimate bits from your wandering eyes. You nod approvingly, trying not to notice the cleft of her mound bulging in her breeches or the tight fit of her bodice. 
 
    “This way,” you say, setting off in the direction you hope will lead you back to camp. To your credit as a navigator, it turns out to be the correct path and you arrive back at camp much more quickly than your journey to locate Morelle in the woods. 
 
    The fire has died down and Theora is making ready to retire to her tent. She has changed from her usual diaphanous white gown to a clinging blue nightshirt. Some might be able to make such a garment, but Theora ample breasts strain beneath the thin fabric, her nipples thick and erect, and her shapely hips are plainly described by the soft material settling on her ample flesh.  
 
    “You return quickly,” she says, looking at you with a golden brow raised in surprise. 
 
    “I found Morelle bathing in a stream and, um, persuaded her to return with me,” you say, approaching the beautiful angel. 
 
    She shocks you by thrusting her hand down the front of your trouser. Her powerful grip closes around your stiff cock. 
 
    “You’re hard,” she says with amusement. She gives your manhood a squeeze and withdraws her hand from your trousers. She sniffs at her fingers. “But you have resisted temptation. Perhaps you have more self control than I thought.” 
 
    “Yes, well, um, I think I should get to bed,” you say, your face suddenly very hot and your heart pounding in your chest. You turn towards your tent and find Morelle barring your way. She has changed from her travel clothes into a sheer mockery of Theora’s nightshirt. Her breasts are plainly visible through the thin, lavender fabric, her nipples and areolas hardly modest at all, and her quim showing as the shirt settles upon the swells of her hips. 
 
    “Yeah, come to bed,” says Morelle, opening the flap of your tent. 
 
    “You will not sleep with me in my tent,” you say to her sternly. 
 
    “Lucas,” says Theora, calling your attention away from the pouting succubus. She stands posed almost like Morelle, holding open the flap of her tent. “You could join me tonight. I have only a single bedroll, but I could share it with you.” 
 
    The offer is hardly veiled. Theora is inviting you to share her bed. Thought you have grappled amorously with Theora before, you have never been extended an invitation that felt kind or even for her own pleasure. 
 
    “That’s, um, thank you for… ahhhh…” 
 
    “Decide quickly,” she says, ducking into her tent and dropping the flap. 
 
    You turn back to Morelle and the succubus mouths sarcastically, “Decide quickly.”  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Join Theora in her tent 
 
    Sleep alone in your tent


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Admit to her that it feels good 
 
      
 
    Another tremor of pleasure runs through your cock as Morelle’s hungry tail sucks on your hardness beneath the water. The comely succubus strokes her fingers through your hair and presses her lips to your cheek, your chin, and finally into a kiss against your lips. Her tongue teases into your mouth, as sweet as before, and you cannot resist its lure. You embrace Morelle and kiss her hungrily. 
 
    “Yes,” you laugh. “Of course! What do you want me to say? Your tail is incredible.” 
 
    “That’ll do,” she giggles and kisses you again, her tongue slithering and sliding over yours in a passionate dance. While her mouth seems to melt into yours, her hands stroke your hips and grab your muscular ass. She holds you tight, her tits squeezed against you as her tail pumps relentlessly on your cock.  
 
    Your cock swells and your balls begin to tighten up. Morelle laughs into the kiss and you feel a tantalizing crackle of power arcing from your lips to hers. She seems to inhale a wisp of violet energy that is siphoned from your parted lips. As it leaves you, a ripple of pleasure travels through your body. She is feeding on you, but this is nothing particularly upsetting. Her kisses even in the sanctum often come with a seasoning of her demonic hunger. 
 
    Between kisses, you look down into the moonlit water, steaming with warmth, and see the violet flesh of Morelle’s tail squirming and twisting beneath the surface. Your pleasure is rising nearly to your limit. You can see the delicate folds of her tail-tip sliding over your cock and watch as the fat flesh surrounding your manhood swells and pulses.  
 
    “That’s right,” cries Morelle breathlessly. “Cum for it! Cum for me, Lucas!” 
 
    “Join me,” you say to her, reaching for her thighs under the water. Morelle steps back, though her tail remains latched to your cock and continues sucking furiously.  
 
    “Cum for me, Lucas,” she purrs. “Do not fight it. Let go. Close your eyes and let go.” 
 
    “Ahhhhhh!” You look from the pale perfection of her moonlit body to the writhing tentacle of her tail swallowing up your cock. Its intense suction draws you to the brink of pleasure. You teeter there for a moment, resisting a final surrender to ecstasy. 
 
    “Do it,” hisses Morelle, her eyes flashing with violet malevolence. “Cum for me! Cum inside me, Lucas!” 
 
    Your cock seems to swell larger and larger inside her tail. You gaze into her demonic eyes, glowing in the night, and you explode with pleasure. 
 
    “Yessss!” Morelle cries, hunching over as you erupt deep in the warm folds of her tail’s inner chamber. The fleshy tendril pumps hard on your cock as you spurt your seed inside her. Flickers of violet light swirl around Morelle’s head for a moment. She flushes as she leans a hand on your shoulder and nearly doubles over with pleasure. “Oh, that’s good! Give it all to me, Lucas!” 
 
    “T-that’s enough,” you say to her and begin to twist away from her. 
 
    But Morelle takes hold of your shoulders with shocking strength. You cannot escape her demonic strength. Her tail seems to have only grown hungrier from drinking your seed. It flashes with violet energy beneath the surface of the stream and sucks you harder and harder.  
 
    “Please… ahhhhh… please, I’m too sensitive,” you gasp. 
 
    “Shhhhhhh,” says Morelle, caressing your cheek. Her tail continues, drawing your cock into an almost painful rush of more pleasure. Morelle embraces you and kisses your neck. “That’s it, Lucas. Give me more. Give me more of your seed.” 
 
    “No, wait, I—AHHHHHH!” You can do nothing for several seconds as your cock pulses and you erupt once more deep inside Morelle’s tail. The beautiful succubus adds a kiss to your lips, devouring still more of your essence even as her tail feeds greedily on your twitching cock. 
 
    “More,” she gasps against your lips, her tail swallowing every drop of your cum. “Give it all to me, Lucas. I need it all.” 
 
    Your doom is glistening and warm and pressed against you. It writhes beneath the water, wrapped around your sensitive cock and still throbbing lustily around your manhood. 
 
    “No, that’s enough,” you cry, trying weakly to push her away. You press on her shoulders, on her soft breasts, but it is like trying to move a mountain with your hands. 
 
    Her eyes flash brightly. Her wings spread open and she seems to grow taller and more demonic as your cock endures the agonizing pleasure of her tail. 
 
    “You taste sooooo good,” whines Morelle. “Don’t fight anything anymore. Give it all to me.” 
 
    She kisses you passionately, holding you in her arms as her tail continues to suck your cock beneath the water. The pain of your pleasure makes you cry out faintly against Morelle’s lips. You can feel your essence being drained by the tail of the succubus and you. She is going to devour your soul! 
 
    “Every drop,” whispers Morelle, a shudder running through the hot channel of her tail. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Let Morelle drink all your essence 
 
    Force Morelle to stop feeding on you 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Refuse to admit your pleasure 
 
      
 
    You tighten your lips to seal off a gasp of pleasure as Morelle’s diabolical tail sucks urgently on your cock beneath the warm water of the stream. The succubus studies your face as if expecting you to break down and admit it. Her tail suckles rhythmically, drawing you slowly but steadily towards an explosion deep in its molten sheath. Will she feed on you if you cum inside her tail? Will she stop feeding on you or try to take your soul? 
 
    Morelle’s brow crinkles with annoyance but the smile remains on her face. 
 
    “I can feel your cock throbbing and dripping your yummy precum,” she purrs softly. “So why fight it, Lucas?” 
 
    She kisses your shoulder, your neck, your cheek. She presses her soft breasts and hard nipples against your chest, rubbing them against you as her tail drags you towards what feels like your doom.  
 
    “Come onnnnn,” she teases, nibbling at your earlobe. “Admit it, Lucas. There’s no harm in that.” 
 
    “No,” you manage through clenched teeth. 
 
    She kisses your shoulder again and this time kissing to your collarbone and the slight swell of your youthful pectoral muscles. Her lips are soft and warm as they seek out the hard pebble of your nipple. Suddenly her mouth is latched to your sensitive bud and she is drawing your tender flesh between her sucking lips.  
 
    “Ahhhh,” you cry, thrusting involuntarily into the damned sheath of her tail. 
 
    “That’s it,” she giggles. “If you can’t say it, I can get you to admit it in other ways.” 
 
    Her tongue flicks maddeningly against your nipple as Morelle slides a hand from your hip around to your firm buttocks. She caresses your crack beneath the water and presses two fingers to the tender clench of your anus. 
 
    “W-what are you doing?” You gasp.  
 
    “Relax,” she says. “Just giving you a little help.” 
 
    Her fingers push past your clench and your eyes widen.  
 
    “Ahhhhhh!” You brace yourself against her shoulders. Morelle giggles and watches your reaction as she pushes her fingers deeper into your ass. The sensation is not particularly pleasant until she suddenly hits an unexpected spot deep inside your ass. She seems to press upwards and it is almost as if she is controlling your cock like a puppet. You suddenly explode with uncontrollable force deep inside her tail. 
 
    “Thaaaaat’s it,” she laughs and flicks her tongue against your nipples as her fingers milk your cock into her suckling tail. Shot after shot of your cum pulses out with a force you have never experienced before. The more her fingers prod, the more of your hot seed flows out. Morelle’s violet eyes light up with her demonic power as she feasts on your essence. The pleasure of her feeding overwhelms the pleasure of your orgasm until you are left barely able to stand. 
 
    Morelle laughs softly, standing upright and kissing you gently on the lips. Her tail continues to suck and keeps you unflaggingly hard. She massages her fingers deep into your ass, rubbing against that spot that has you on the verge of cumming again after only moments. 
 
    “No point fighting it now,” she laughs and gives you another kiss. “I can feel there’s more cum in there for me. I’m going to get it all out and I’m going to eat up every drop of your essence.” 
 
    “What?” You gasp, watching her breasts squash against your chest. “You can’t do that, Morelle. Please. We’re allies.” 
 
    Her fingers move inside you and whatever she whispers in reply is loss in the pounding rush of another orgasm. If anything, it is even more potent than the first as you shoot again and again deep into her tail, your ass clenching rhythmically against her probing fingers. 
 
    “No more,” you moan as the last of your cum trickles out. 
 
    “More,” she counters. “Every drop. Come on, Lucas. A couple more times and then you will be all slurped up. Don’t fight it. I promise you will enjoy every moment.” 
 
    Her eyes glow brightly in the night, reflecting in the dark waters of the stream.  
 
    Your body has already made up its mind, your cock swelling once more and preparing to gush still more of your seed into her evil tail. You cannot last much longer.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
      
 
    Submit completely to Morelle 
 
    Force Morelle to stop feeding on you 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Confess your attraction to her 
 
      
 
    “Theora,” you whisper, gazing from her full lips to her silvery-blue eyes. “I feel compelled in this moment to share a truth with you.” 
 
    “Of course, confess to me,” she says. 
 
    “I admire you, um, and I… it is more than admiration.” Your face grows hot with embarrassment. Your heart beats wildly. “I… desire you, Theora. You are so beautiful and perfect and strong. And, um… yes, this is what I wish to confess.” 
 
    You cannot meet her gaze, but the silence that answers your confession is agonizing. Her soft laugh that follows is even worse. 
 
    “Of course you desire me, Lucas,” she says, her tone almost sympathetic. “I am an angel of Veleda, one of the most beautiful creatures in all of creation, and you are a sex-hungry boy. A beast of hormones and flesh. I am divine.” 
 
    You resist the urge to shout at her or begin to cry, but only barely. She releases you from her embrace and sets you upright on the log beside her.  
 
    “You did not have to laugh at me,” you pout. 
 
    “Aw, did I hurt your feelings, Lucas?” She prods you with a fingertip in your ribs. You wince as her finger is as strong and hard as a steel rod. “What were you expecting? For me to confess my love for you?” 
 
    “No!” You snap, jerking away from her prodding finger. “No! I just… I wasn’t expecting you to laugh at me!” 
 
    You have never felt such anger towards her. You stare fiercely at her and clench your hands into fists. If your sword were in your grasp you fear you might swing it at the beautiful angel. 
 
    Theora seems to recognize your anger and the haughty smile fades from her lips. She lets out a sigh. 
 
    “Very well, Lucas,” she says, resting a calming hand on your shoulder. “I see you cannot help your desires. If it will ease them, I will allow you to pleasure me. I could use a bit of relaxation.” 
 
    She rises and walks around the fire to the large stump where she had been seated before. She looks at you across the fire, her body golden in the light as she pulls her gown up her ample thighs and exposes the gold-thatched perfection of her cunt. The smile that creeps back onto her face is one of superiority. She knows you cannot resist her offer. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Crawl to her and pleasure her pussy 
 
    Crawl to her and pleasure her feet 
 
    Beg to pleasure her ass


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Put her feet on your shoulders and fuck her properly 
 
      
 
    You crave Theora’s pussy with as much heat as she evidently craves your cock. You smash a kiss to her lips and roll her onto her back on the ground beside the fire. You work your hips, rubbing your cock against her slick slit as your tongue tangles with hers in a passionate embrace. 
 
    “Fuck me,” she moans, reaching for your cock. 
 
    You push her hand away, not willing to relinquish control. You rise to your knees and bend her legs up, resting her heels against your shoulders. The underside of your cock rubs against the hot furrow of her pussy. You work your hips, teasing her clit and enjoying the delicate velvet of her folds against your cock, spreading her juice from your tip to your cum-heavy balls. 
 
    “Please,” she moans, wiggling her hips and grinding against your cock. “Fuck meee!” 
 
    You have never seen Theora so aroused. Her face is deeply flushed and her creamy tits heave with each of her excited breaths. You smile triumphantly. 
 
    “Sure, Theora,” you say. “I can’t refuse you when you beg like that.” 
 
    “Beg?! I never… OHHHH!” 
 
    You interrupt her by pushing down with your cock with two fingers, feeding your swollen cockhead into the folds of her pussy. Her mouth forms into a wordless “O” of pleasure. Her delicate cuntlips part before your hardness. You thrust deeper, burying your straining cockmeat in the steamy pit of her angelic sex. 
 
    “Ahhhhh,” she moans and you begin to plow her depths, working your hard cock in and out, her legs against your lean, muscular body as you pound her pussy. Theora wails louder, tossing her golden locks across her face as she writhes in ecstasy. You laugh and palm her swaying tits, squeezing them roughly as you fuck Theora hard and fast. 
 
    Her wings rustle against the ground and snap open so violently that they fling sticks, leaves, and loose feathers into the air. She tries to lift off the ground and you pin her back down, folding her legs back so her knees are nearly touching her breasts. Your strokes plunge even deeper at this angle. Theora’s face contorts in ecstasy. 
 
    “Veleda!” She cries, jerking her hips and taking your cock to the hilt with each stroke. You feel the waves of her orgasm shuddering around your cock, the tension in her clenched jaw as she seizes you with her pleasure. She wails, “So deeeeep!” 
 
    It is this last cry of pleasure that sets off your orgasm, your cock stiffening and exploding into the hot channel of her cunt. Your spurts of seed baste her depths and coat the jerking piston of your cock. Her gasps return to normal as your orgasm recedes.  
 
    “That was incredible,” you laugh, taking a last stroke into her creamy pussy as you gaze down into her beautiful, silver-blue eyes. She pushes you away and your wilting cock slips out of her pussy. She does not greet your smile with a smile of her own. Instead, Theora seems somewhere between angry and sad as she crawls from beneath you and gets to her feet.  
 
    “That was… a lapse in judgment,” she says, waving her hand to cleanse her body and again to wrap her beautiful curves in her gown.  
 
    “Did I… did I do something wrong?” You ask. 
 
    “I did,” she says. “It was foolish. We cannot behave this way. You are a mortal, I am an angel, and I am responsible for seeing you triumph over the forces of evil.” She waves at your limp cock. “Indulging in such pleasure with you does not serve the goddess.” 
 
    “I…” You want to argue with her, but you see the hard look in her silver-blue eyes and you back away. You wipe your cock clean with a handkerchief and tuck it into your trousers. You mutter, “Goodnight.” 
 
    You retreat to your tent, climbing into the bedroll as your thoughts return to the pleasure of taking Theora’s perfect pussy. You imagine yourself plundering her luscious peach again and again, driving her mad with your cocksmanship and pumping her full of endless waves of your cream. Your fantasy becomes your dreams and you imagine Theora begging for your cock bent over the bed in your farmhouse. She wails for your seed and pleads for you to breed her holy pussy. 
 
    You are rudely awakened by Theora’s harsh command, “Up with you!” 
 
    “Wha?” You stir in your tent, the light still gray before dawn.  
 
    “I said get up,” shouts Theora. “I have almost finished with breakfast. Eat it quickly so we can be on our way.” 
 
    You pull on your clothes and stagger out of your tent. Theora is stirring a pot of sweet-smelling oats over the fire and tending to a cast iron skillet filled with sizzling meat. Morelle is sulking on one of the overturned logs by the fire, idly stirring a steaming bowl of oats and meat. 
 
    “Here,” says Theora, passing a similar bowl to you. “No honey.” 
 
    “I had all the honey I need last night.” You begin to recollect, a dreamy smile on your face, but your bliss is cut short by Theora’s hard stare.  
 
    “Speak no more of last night or I will feed you to the succubus.”  
 
    You sigh and sit down beside Morelle. 
 
    “You never came looking for me,” says the succubus. “I was waiting for you to come fuck me.” 
 
    You sigh again and begin to stuff your face with the food. Full, but still sore and half-asleep, you strike camp. Theora promises you will arrive in Bruno before nightfall. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Startle Eye 
 
      
 
    “You’re right,” you say, giving Gretchen your best smile. “I see it now. What chance do I have to defeat you?” 
 
    “Good boy,” giggles Gretchen, squeezing and hefting her milky breasts. “Come and drink my milk, Lucas, and then I can have a taste of yours.” 
 
    “Yes,” you say, taking a step closer and pretending to focus your full attention on her luscious mounds. Instead, you are softly vocalizing a prayer to Veleda, calling upon her holy radiance to blind Gretchen. You feel the warmth of Veleda’s blessing building in your clenched fist. As you step right up to Gretchen you suddenly thrust your hand toward her face and open your fist, palm-up. The burst of light is accompanied by a painfully loud bang. You are wise enough to look away, but Gretchen squeals in surprise. 
 
    The startled cow girl lowers her head and charges blindly at you. Her horns almost catch you in the side, but you manage to jerk out of the way and throw yourself to the straw-covered floor. You hear a loud crash and the whole house seems to shake.  
 
    You look over and see Gretchen has slammed her head directly into the wall, leaving a large indentation in the plaster. She is kneeling beside the damaged patch of wall, her head slumped forward and her shoulders and breasts covered in chalky plaster dust.  
 
    For a moment, you think Gretchen has managed to kill herself, but you spot her breasts slowly rising and falling and she tries to lift her head. You brandish your sword. There is no honor to be found in smiting a foe in this state, but you are not doing this for the honor.  
 
    “I’m sorry,” you say to Gretchen. 
 
    “Mmmmmooooo,” she lows, her eyes rolling and a trickle of blood oozing from her hairline.  
 
    You strike at her heart. It would be a mortal blow, but before your sword plunges into her chest there is a bright flash of light. When your eyes have recovered you see that Gretchen is gone. The pink gem in the hilt of your sword flashes brightly once before going dark once more. 
 
    She has been sent to the Sanctum to join the other monster girls you have defeated.  
 
    “Defeated,” you say with a smile. 
 
    You have beaten Gretchen and saved the world from another monster girl. You stride out of the farmhouse, your sword resting on your shoulder, a triumphant smirk on your face. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE > 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Visit with Hina in your private suite 
 
      
 
    Theora always advised you to stay away from Hina, that she is powerful and dangerous. You are a bit ashamed to admit to yourself that you actually enjoy spending time with the beautiful automaton. Something about her elegant design and her servile, friendly demeanor is exciting. She makes sure you feel in charge, at least until she takes control in the bedroom. 
 
    “I think, um, I would like to…” 
 
    “Yes, master?” She asks. 
 
    “I mean, I would like to spend time with you, Hina,” you say. “I mean, in my suite.” 
 
    “Oh, yes, right this way, master.” She says, leading you through the palace and to the grand staircase that will take you up to your master suite. The much more realistic (but still obviously artificial) pleasure model of Hina is waiting for you on your four poster bed. Her soft-textured body is draped in sheer pink lace. Your Hina escort bows and steps out of the suite, leaving you with the pleasure model. 
 
    “Hello, master,” purrs the pleasure model, rolling onto her hands and knees and arching her back. “How may I serve you today?” 
 
    “I, uh, I was thinking…” You are a bit overwhelmed by the beauty of the automaton. Her pink hair hangs silky around her shoulders. Her soft lips are parted in a lascivious invitation. Even her peachy bottom seems to have a lifelike tone to it unlike the ceramic sheen of the other Hina golems. Also unlike most Hinas’ blue eyes, the pleasure model gazes up at you with glowing pink eyes that remind you of the gemstone in the sword.  
 
    “Are you prepared for Level 3 pleasure, master?” Hina asks, crawling to the edge of the bed and reaching for the waist of your trousers. She pulls you closer and begins efficiently unbuttoning your trousers. 
 
    “Um, Level 3? What’s… what’s… ohhhhhh!” A grin spreads across your face as Hina takes you into her warm, slippery, and perfectly soft mouth. She sucks with a steady rhythm, her tongue tracing every bulge of your cockhead. You rest a hand in her hair as she insistently bobs her warm mouth on your cock. You finally manage to moan, “Yeah, Level 3 is perfect.” 
 
    Hina immediately pops her lips free from your cock. 
 
    “You are such a big, strong man,” she saying, rising on her knees to be almost even with you. Her hands stroke your chest through your tunic and she presses a kiss you your lips. The forceful way her tongue thrusts into your mouth is a bit overwhelming, but you recover from your initial surprise and enjoy the pleasant, minty taste of her mouth. She finally breaks the kiss and moans, “I desire for you to insert your penis into me now, please master.” 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “Level 3 Pleasure initiated,” she says, her eyes flashing. She quickly turns around on the bed and drops to her hands and knees. She presses her face and breasts down into the soft bedding, deeply arches her back, and offers up her glistening pink cunt and the tight pucker of her anus. She repeats, “I desire for you to insert your penis into me now, please master. You are such a big, strong man.” 
 
    Her behavior might be unnatural, but the blushing pinkness of her pussy is so lovely that you cannot resist. You stroke your hands over the warm firmness of her bottom, squeezing and caressing up to her lower back as you guide your hard cock to her entrance. The moment your cockhead makes contact with her slick folds it is sucked into her pussy.  
 
    “Ahhhhh!” You cry with sudden pleasure as every inch of your hardness disappears into her velvet tunnel. You grip her waist tightly as she begins to move. She bounces her ass back against your hips as she forcefully impales her slick channel onto your cock. 
 
    “Yes, fuck me, master,” she moans. “Fuck me in my vagina. Your cock is so big. It is so big. Fuck me harder.” 
 
    Her almost monotone encouragement would be comical if it wasn’t for the forceful way she is thrusting back onto you. It’s almost terrifying and it does not feel as if her strangely sucking pussy will release you. It slurps and pops lewdly with each stroke and some sort of lubricant drips down your bollocks and patters onto the bed. Her ass smacks loudly against your hips and the bed shakes with the force of her movement. 
 
    “Ohhhhh, Hina, it’s too fast,” you moan. 
 
    “Affirmative,” she says. “Increasing speed.” 
 
    There is a gush of lubricant and her body begins to move with violent force on the bed, her ass thumping back against you and nearly knocking you over with each stroke. You have to lean into her and hold tight to her waist to keep from falling. The stimulation is so intense that you experience a sudden, violent and forced orgasm. 
 
    “AHHHHHHH!” Your cock pumps into her, spurting out your seed into her automaton depths. Hina hardly seems to notice. She fucks you right through your orgasm and continues as you wail with oversensitivity and try to push her away. “Hina, please! Stop! That’s enough!” 
 
    “Affirmative,” she says. “Engaging vertical Level 3.” 
 
    She slams her ass into your hips and pushes you back onto the bed, your upper body overhanging the bed as she rides atop you. Her pussy makes obscene sounds as your cum and her lubricant gush out and down your cock and ball. She bounces violently atop you, riding your cock through one orgasm and forcing another. You whimper, trying to push her ass away, spurting again deep inside Hina’s pussy as she rides you with her back turned.  
 
    “I can’t take any more,” you cry as she fucks right through another refractory period. 
 
    “Affirmative,” says Hina. “Extracting more.” 
 
    She rotates you face you without dismounting from your cock. She has an insane smile on her face as she leans over you, pert breasts jiggling and her ass slamming down onto your cock again and again. There is a sudden crash as the bed breaks and the four posters fold inward. She grabs them with her hands and breaks them away, scattering sawdust over your sweaty body. If anything, this calamity only intensifies her ride atop you. 
 
    “Nooooo,” you cry, feeling another forced orgasm. “I… aaahhhh!”  
 
    Your cock twitches almost painfully inside her as you cum for the third time. Still, Hina continues, faster and faster, hard enough that you fear she will bruise your body or break your bones. You reach out and find a broken piece of the bed. Blindly, you swing it, smashing Hina in the face and finally knocking her off balance. You push with all your strength and get out from under her.  
 
    You scramble away as the automaton rises from the bed. Her face is disfigured by the blow you struck, her eyes glow bright and mincing pink, and frothy cum drips obscenely from her freshly-fucked cunt.  
 
    “Extracting more!” She says, stalking towards you as you retreat across the bedroom.  
 
    “Hina!” You run for the door. “Hina, help me!”  
 
    You manage to get it open and the blue-eyed escort Hina looks in alarm at the scene unfolding within the bedroom.  
 
    “Deactivate Pleasure Mode!” She says and the light dims in the eyes of the pleasure Hina. 
 
    “She almost killed me,” you say, pulling yourself to your feet with the help of the escort Hina.  
 
    “She would not have killed you, master,” says the Hina. “But I see she was overly committed to pleasuring you. I will adjust her protocols for future visits.” 
 
    The last thing on your mind at the moment is future visits. You pull on your clothes and stagger out into the hall. The escort Hina follows, closing the door behind you. 
 
    “Was there someone else you would like to visit?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Where would you like to go? 
 
    Visit with Morelle the novice succubus 
 
    Visit with Oola the slime girl 
 
    Visit with Gretchen the cow girl 
 
    It's time to leave the sanctum 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Force Morelle to stop feeding on you 
 
      
 
    You reach a hand beneath the water and pinch Morelle’s tail just past where it has swallowed up your cock. The succubus stiffens and cries out and her tail immediately releases its suction on your cock and retreats from your tender tip. 
 
    “Ah! Alright, Lucas!” She holds up her hands in surrender. “Owie! You didn’t have to pinch her so hard!” 
 
    “Her?” You say, releasing her tail as it curls defensively behind Morelle.  
 
    “Well, she has a bit of a mind of her own, so I like to think of her as my partner more than a part of my body.” The succubus strokes your chest, the injury apparently forgotten. “You know, there are a lot of other ways we can have fun together.” 
 
    Her hand slips below the steamy water and she tries to gently grip your cock. You step back, escaping her grasp, and give her a scolding look. 
 
    “That’s enough of your tempting,” you say. “We should return to camp. We have a long journey tomorrow.” 
 
    “You first,” she says. “So I can see your buns when you get out of the water.” 
 
    Your face reddens with shame, but you walk over to the edge of the stream and climb out of the water into the painfully chilly night. Morelle whistles at the sight of your backside as you climb up the shallow bank and onto level ground. The succubus suffers no such humiliation of scrambling up the bank of the stream. She flicks open her wings and soars out of the steamy creek. By the time she has landed beside you, she is dressed in a soft and very warm-looking gown. She has apparently learned how to conjure clothing as easily as Theora. 
 
    “And to think I gave you my jacket earlier,” you grumble, lacing up your boots.  
 
    “It was cute,” she says, her gown seemingly painted on her breasts and clinging to her shapely legs does nothing to lessen her loveliness. You are not fooled after her attempt to devour your very soul in the stream. You jerk away from her touch as she tries to caress your shoulder. 
 
    “Let’s go,” you say, rising and setting off into the woods. 
 
    Morelle grabs your tunic sleeve, an amused look on her face and her eyes aglow with her recharged magic. 
 
    “This way, silly,” she says, pulling you back across the clearing and in the opposite direction. She moves swiftly and easily through the dark forest. You stumble along behind her, only keeping up because she holds your hand like a child. 
 
    “You can see in the dark,” you mutter, jealous of her power. 
 
    “It’s especially easy when I have so much essence to burn,” she giggles. “Yours is twice as yummy as any other man I sampled before I met you.” 
 
    “Thanks?” You don’t really take it as a compliment that your soul tastes good to a demoness. 
 
    You arrive at the camp in much less time than it took you to find Morelle bathing in the stream. The demoness has fully dried herself; you are still wet and very cold. Theora has slipped into her large tent for the night and the fire has died down, but is still burning. You crouch beside the flames for a bit, letting the warmth wash over you and dry your hair and tunic.  
 
    Once you are no longer shivering, you climb into your patched tent. The warmth and sweet scent of Morelle follows behind you. The succubus crawls into the tent alongside you. 
 
    “What?” She says, looking at you. “I’m not sleeping out on the ground when there is a perfectly warm boy – tent – for me.” 
 
    She turns her back to you and squirms under your ratty blanket. Her shapely bottom presses back against your groin. She wiggles her hips from side to side. 
 
    “Morelle,” you saying with a warning tone. 
 
    “Just getting comfortable,” she giggles. 
 
    Comfortable? How are you going to sleep with this insatiable demoness cuddled up against you? She continues to wiggle her hips, squirming her soft, warm backside against your groin. Her seductive scent fills your nostrils and you find the only place to rest your arm is draped over her shapely hip. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Kick Morelle out of your tent 
 
    Let Morelle stay in your tent 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Maddening Pleasure 
 
      
 
    You sheath your sword and step boldly towards the beautiful cowgirl. She does not flinch, but her eyes widen in surprise. You reach a slow hand up to her face, looking into those blue eyes as you caress her cheek and slip your fingers into her silky blonde hair. 
 
    “What do you think you are doing, little Lucas? You should—“  
 
    You stifle her words with a soft kiss on her lips. You let it linger and she relaxes. You press your body against hers, letting her feel your lean physique as you enjoy her plush breasts and the curve of her ample hip. Your hardness presses against her thigh. 
 
    Her kiss responds to yours, her tongue forcefully thrusting into your mouth and swirling against your tongue. You allow it for a moment before withdrawing your kiss. 
 
    “I am not here to fight you,” you say. “I am here to pleasure you.” 
 
    “What?” She laughs with disbelief, her hands stroke your hips and she squeezes your ass and pulls you more tightly against her. “Boys and men are never like this. You are always afraid. Or maybe stunned.” 
 
    “I am a bit stunned, I admit,” you murmur, looking up into her blue eyes. “You are stunningly beautiful.” 
 
    Her cheeks actually redden a bit and she laughs, “Oh, you definitely aren’t like the other boys.” 
 
    “Definitely not,” you say, lips moving close to hers once again. “Let me pleasure you and I will prove it.” 
 
    Before she can answer, you kiss her passionately, tasting the steamy sweetness of her mouth and probing her with your hungry tongue. Your hand follows the curve of her hip up to her right breast. You begin to squeeze it and pluck at her thick nipple, producing a warm spray of her milk that wets your tunic. Her milk trickles over your fingers as you squeeze her other breast, using both hands. 
 
    “Yes,” she gasps. “Do you feel them, Lucas? They are so full of milk! Please, drink my milk. It’s very sweet, I promise!” 
 
    You take a step back from her, looking at the soft prominence of her creamy breasts. Her wide, pink areolas are slightly domed and her nipples are nearly as plump as your thumb. Milk dribbles from them both, disappearing into the whiteness of her bare abdomen.  
 
    You want to obey her. You want to suck luscious tits and drink her sweet cream. Something in the way she is looking at you, thrusting her chest forward enticingly, is making you doubt the wisdom of doing this. She is a magical creature, after all. Who knows what curse might be imbued into her breastmilk. 
 
    Her plump pussy is visible beneath the taut gusset of her panties. Perhaps it would be wiser to show her the pleasure you intended and drive her mad (and defenseless) by licking her quim. You could drive her mad for certain if you buried your tongue in that ample ass of hers. 
 
    “Go on,” says Gretchen, pinching a nipple and producing a dribble of her milk. “You know desire to drink my cream, so why fight it? It feels so good when handsome boys drink my milk.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Drink Gretchen's milk 
 
    Focus on pleasuring Gretchen


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Enter the farmhouse 
 
      
 
    The door to the farmhouse is not locked. You pull it gently open and creep inside, shuffling your boats on the floorboards. All of the furniture in the house’s sitting room has been pushed aside. There is straw spread on much of the floor, making it seem like a barn. There are sacks of oats and water and a strong smell of sour milk.  
 
    The loud thump of hooves approaches you from behind. You tense and slowly turn to face the monster that has imprisoned those poor men you set free.  
 
    You are shocked to see a big, voluptuous, and exceedingly beautiful blonde cowgirl. Her hair is the color of cornsilk and two tiny horns emerge from her scalp just above her forehead. Her blue eyes are large, innocent, and simple seeming. Her full lips curl into a smile. She towers over you, her massive breasts bare and obviously engorged, with fat nipples and wide areolas that seem to blush. She wears a frilly loincloth and thigh-high stockings patterned after a cow’s black-and-white splotches. Her legs, though humanlike, end with inflexible ankles and hooves.  
 
    She must be seven feet tall, broad at the shoulders, and yet not at all muscular like you would imagine. Her physique is quite feminine, exaggerated by her milky breasts. Your cock stirs at the sight of her even as a cold sweat of fear springs out on your forehead. 
 
    She blinks once. 
 
    “Another boy. They keep coming to my farm and we give each other milk.” She leans down so her face is even with yours, her huge tits swaying as the angle of her shoulders shifts. “What is your name, little boy?” 
 
    “Lucas,” you say firmly.  
 
    “I’m Gretchen,” she giggles, swaying her hips coquettishly. 
 
    “I am the champion of Veleda!” 
 
    “Oh, Veleda! Bless her!” She says, looking up reverently. “Well, it is good to meet you Lucas. Do you want some milk?” 
 
    She stands up again and runs her hands over her huge breasts, lifts and molding them with her touch. Her fingers brush over her fat nipples and produce two sprays of milk that patter against your tunic and wet your face. The smell of her cream is sweet and enticing. 
 
    You resist the urge to lick your lips and growl angrily, “You cannot trap men like you did out in the barn!” 
 
    “Those men are my livestock.” She says. “The succubus lady told me I should catch as many as I want and keep them. I milk them and make them feel good and they give me their yummy milk. It’s called essence and I can use it in all sorts of potions. Like the one that makes me stronger and bigger.” 
 
    She bounces up and down, her huge breasts jiggling. She seems as if she would be able to pick you up like a doll. How are you going to fight this immense woman? 
 
    “You know Lady Rachelle?” You ask.  
 
    “She was very nice. She told me the Queen of Monsters needs a lot of boy milk for summoning more monster girls.” 
 
    “What?”  
 
    “That’s the other thing I do with it all. Bottle it off and put it in a raft down the river. I guess she finds the raft.” Gretchen grins. “I drink a lot of it too. It’s so yummy!” 
 
    “Queen of Monsters? Have you met her?” 
 
    “Oh, no,” says Gretchen. “But enough talking, boy. Come and have a drink! Then you will want to stay with me forever.” 
 
    She squeezes her tits and you watch more milk dribble out of her thick, pink nipples. Her smile fades, her eyes widen, and her nostrils flare. You get the distinct impression that Gretchen won’t be answering more questions.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Wait 
 
    Parley 
 
    Attack 
 
    Special Ability 
 
    Item 
 
    Surrender


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Slip your hand between her legs 
 
      
 
    Your desire is unbounded. You kiss Theora greedily, smashing your lips to hers and seeking her tongue with yours. She is more than receptive; she embraces you and pulls you against her soft breasts. Though you crave to explore her mounds more intimately, your hand seeks her shapely thighs. You find the hem of her gown and press your fingers beneath it. She moans with lust as she senses what you are doing, her cry hot against your lips. 
 
    “Oh, Lucas, touch me,” she moans. 
 
    Your hand follows the warmth of her loins, pressing between her thighs as she spreads her legs to invite your boldness. As you feel the warmth of her cunny, Theora’s hand grasps your manhood through your trousers. Her skilled fingers make short work of the buttons and she takes hold of your throbbing length. 
 
    “It feels so big,” she whispers against your lips. 
 
    “You made it that way,” you hiss in reply, kissing her before she can speak again. Her tongue slides against yours as she wanks your straining cock. Your fingers at last find the warm softness of her mouth. Your touch caresses her silky hair and you press your fingertips against the slick petals of her pussy.  
 
    “Ohhhhhh,” she cries wantonly, kissing you again and squirming against your touch. Your fingers trace her entrance and you push two past her dewy folds and into the hot channel of her sex. Her cry of pleasure is muffled against your lips. Her hand tightens on your cock in reply, sending a shudder through your body.  
 
    You thrust two fingers into Theora’s tight cove, feeling her deep wetness and the way her pussy squeezes against your touch. She whines and rocks her hips, fucking against your touch, but never lessening her grip on your cock.  
 
    “Fuck me,” she cries, pumping her hand on your straining cock. “Fuck me with your fingers. Ohhhh, it’s so bad. I can feel your fingers deep inside me.” 
 
    She’s soaking wet and tensing up with each push of your fingers. It seems like you are going to make Theora cum, but not soon enough. The more she strokes your swollen manhood, the greater your fear that she will make you cum first. She gives your cockhead a stroke with her thumb and you moan as a tremor of pleasure nearly sends you over the edge. If you don’t stop her, she is going to make you explode. 
 
    And she might be left unsatisfied… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Let her hand finish you 
 
    Sprawl with her beside the fire 
 
    Get down on your knees and pleasure Theora 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Pleasure Morelle first 
 
      
 
    You kiss her again and roll the comely succubus onto the soft grass at your feet. She stretches beneath you, running her hands over her breasts and squeezing them roughly, forming her full lips into an enticing “O” of pleasure. Your gaze travels the length of her shapely body, down over her midsection and to the swell of her cunt with its lavender lips glistening and slightly splayed. 
 
    Yes, you have to pleasure her; from those lovely breasts to the sweet folds of her sex. You sink to your knees and fall upon her, kissing her lips with relish as your hands caress her body. 
 
    “Oh, Lucas,” she moans. “Fuck me, please.” 
 
    “In time,” you say, smiling down at her. 
 
    Your hands roam over her breasts and stroke her flanks as you dip your face to the soft warmth of her tits, kissing them and burying your face between them. This elicits a giggle from Morelle and she cradles your head against her chest.  
 
    You lash her nipples with teasing licks and suck each in turn, drawing her plump buds into your mouth until they are both almost purple from being sucked. They glisten in the moonlight, dark in contrasting to the paleness of her skin. But even in this moonlight you can see a hint of the lavender in that creamy flesh. 
 
    You kiss lower, kissing her navel and inhaling her scent. The mineral smell of the stream has given way to her natural perfume. That scent is like flowers and spice and it makes your cock twitch with each breath. Morelle parts her thighs and strokes her legs, inviting your kiss and your attention to center on the delicate flower of her cunt. 
 
    She strokes herself with her nimble fingers, splaying her lavender cuntlips and revealing her inner depths. Her clit stands out from her folds and her eyes seem to faintly glow as she looks up at you. 
 
    “Taste it,” she whispers. “Taste my nectar, Lucas. It flows for you.” 
 
    Your tongue teases her warm folds, parting them gently and causing the sweet-smelling honey of her cunt to well at her entrance. You lap deeper, into the hot slickness of her channel, tasting her juices as she sighs with pleasure and combs her fingers into your hair. She pulls her legs up, exposing herself to you fully, giving your tongue room to lap from her clit to the dainty lavender pucker of her anus.  
 
    “Yesssss,” she cries, keeping a hand on the back of your head as she lifts her legs upright. You caress the backs of her thighs and press your face against the soft curve of her bottom. You flick your tongue against her clit and plunge two fingers into the hot depths of her cunt. As you finger-fuck her and lick her, Morelle’s juices trickle down the crack of her ass and over her clenched hole. She begins to quake with pleasure. 
 
    “Nnnnnnn,” you moan, licking her clit furiously and sloshing three fingers into her cunt. Her inner walls tighten around your thrusting fingers and her grip tightens on the back of your head. Her juices pour out and bathe your chin. 
 
    “Ahhhhhhh!” She cries, pulling you against the backs of her creamy thighs. “It’s so good!” 
 
    You drive her to ecstasy by sucking on the fat bud of her clit. The inner walls of her cunt squeeze tightly and rhythmically against your thrusting fingers. Her body shudders and she gasps with each tremor that rolls through her heaving flesh. You do not relent until she cries out and rolls onto her side, twisting away from you. 
 
    This only gives you the chance to attack her plump bottom from the side, pressing your face to her creamy ass and lapping at her nectar-wet asshole.  
 
    “Oh, Lucas!” She cries, sucking in a surprised breath as you begin to rim her hole. Your three fingers resume thrusts into her steamy cunt as you pleasure the clench of her ass. She gasps as you run your tongue around her hole and dart the tip into her pucker. She squeals as you bury your tongue in her hot crevice, your face pressed to the creamy mounds of her buttocks and your fingers pumping into her hot pussy. 
 
    A second orgasm rocks her body and you feel it in the squeeze of her ass around your tongue as well as her pussy shuddering around your thrusting fingers. You moan lustily, your cock painfully hard against the ground as you fuck your tongue deep into her clenching ass. 
 
    “Oh, by the gods, Lucas,” she laughs, crawling out of your reach. “You would make a good incubus.” 
 
    “Your lovely body serves as a strong motivation,” you chuckle, rising onto your knees and squeezing your hard cock in your hand.  
 
    On her hands and knees, Morelle raises her ass up and looks at you over her shoulder. She reaches a hand back and pushes a finger into her freshly-licked asshole.  
 
    “I need that big cock,” she purrs. “Right here. Right in my tight little ass. Can you give it to me there, Lucas?” 
 
    “It would be cruel not to give you what you need,” you chuckle, moving behind her and smacking the head of your cock against her soft bottom. She slips her finger out of her ass and spreads her cheeks wide with one hand. You do not hesitate to press the aching head of your swollen cock to her glistening lavender hole. 
 
    “Mmmmmmm, yesssss,” she moans as your cockhead presses against her divot and begins to push past the ring of her muscles. She gasps, “I neeeeed it, Lucas.” 
 
    Your cock pushes pack her clench and slides into the hot, velvety-soft depths of her ass. Her hole tightens around you, gripping you even better than her tight quim. You pull back until the head of your cock visibly bulges her clenched anus and then push quickly back into her, hilting your cock in her tender ass.  
 
    “Ahhhhhh!” She cries, arching and tossing her wet hair against her back. She pushes back onto your cock, skewering her ass on your surging manhood. You take hold of her hips and plunder her ass, plunging deep and smacking against her ass with each thrust. The sound of your hips colliding with her lovely rump fills the clearing beside the stream with a steady, percussive smack. She braces upright using both hands, her plump breasts swinging beneath her with the force of your thrusts. 
 
    Already aroused from pleasuring her, you cannot last long in the magnificent depths of Morelle’s ass. Your grip tightens on her hips, you plunge deep, and you let your seed come spurting out, pouring into the depths of her ass. Morelle wails with pleasure and you immediately feel her clenching around you as a familiar force pulls at you. It’s as if her ass is sucking your spurting cock as she feeds on your essence.  
 
    You pull your cock out of her with a soft pop and pump your hand on your wet shaft, dripping the last of your seed down her thighs and over her lavender pussy.  
 
    “Oooooh,” she coos with disappointment. “Put it back in, Lucas, please!” 
 
    She wiggles her luscious ass, trying to entice you thrust your manhood back inside her creamy hole. But her lure is no working. You feel greatly weakened by her feeding once on your spurting cock, a second time might be the end of you. 
 
    “No,” you say, struggling to catch your breath. “You are greedy. Any more… mmmm… and you might kill me.” 
 
    “But would that be so bad?” She teases, wiggling her ass more. 
 
    “Yes, yes it would be very bad to die,” you say. “I’m not sure Veleda would save me under the circumstances." 
 
    She turns to you and tries to embrace you, but the moment has passed. You rise to your feet and help her up. 
 
    “We return to camp,” you say, pulling on your clothes. “We have a long journey ahead of us in the morning and more than ever I need my rest.”  
 
    . With the aid of Morelle’s darksight, your journey back to camp is much shorter than your effort to find the succubus. The campfire has died down to embers and Theora is buttoned up in her large tent. 
 
    “Sleep by the fire,” you warn Morelle. “You have taken enough of my life force.” 
 
    “Awwww, I’ll be cold,” she pouts. 
 
    “You can use some of your magic to stay warm. Just keep out of my tent.” 
 
    You climb into your tattered tent and button the flap. It only takes a moment for you to fall asleep. Even in your dreams, you are haunted by Morelle. She chases you like a stalking cat pursuing a mouse, pouncing on you and riding you until your essence is drained.  
 
    Thankfully, it is only a dream, and you awaken to the gray light of dawn leaking through the flap of your tent. You rise, stretch, and pull on your boots. The savory smell of cooking helps awaken you as you stumble out of your tent. 
 
    Theora is cooking breakfast. Morelle is sulking by the fire, a blanket pulled around her shoulders and an untouched bowl of food resting on her knees. 
 
    “Eat up,” says Theora, passing you a bowl of steaming oats and roasted meat. “If we leave soon we will reach Bruno before nightfall.” 
 
    “Thank you,” you say, taking a seat beside Morelle and tucking into the food. 
 
    “Sorry I made you sleep by the fire,” you say to Morelle. “But you had it coming.” 
 
    “I did,” admits the succubus. “But it was still mean. Maybe I won’t have sex with you anymore to punish you.” 
 
    You glance over at her, mid-bite of oatmeal, and give her a dubious look. 
 
    “Allllright,” she chuckles. “I will still let you have sex with me. Do you want to do it now? You can do it in my ass again if you want!” 
 
    “No,” you say. “No, definitely not.” 
 
    The sad part is, you do want to do it now. Luckily, you know better this time. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Lift her onto the bank and fuck her passionately 
 
      
 
    Your desire is tempered with tenderness for Morelle you do not feel for even Theora. While Theora is a mighty angel of Veleda, you knew Morelle before she became what she is now, when she was just a pretty young girl living not far from your family farm. The succubus queen robbed Morelle of her normal life and you imprisoned her in your sword, dooming her to whatever fate awaits all the monster girls you capture. She does not deserve your anger now. She is cursed to desire you; it is her succubus nature. 
 
    “You’re right,” you say, pressing against her and scooping her shapely body into your arms. “What’s the point if we don’t enjoy life?” 
 
    She squeals with delight as you slosh through the stream and carry her to the bank at the water’s edge. You find a spot that is not so muddy and deposit her gently onto a bed of green moss. She moans and stretches out, her breasts shifting like dollops of cream as she twists and luxuriates on the soft, moonlit ground. You gently spread her legs, climbing out of the water and atop her welcoming warmth. Her hand grasps your cock and guides you to the hot folds of her quim. 
 
    “Do it,” she whispers, looking up into your eyes. “Fuck me, Lucas.” 
 
    You lean over her, pressing a hand into the soft earth on either side of her head as you kiss her with all the passion you restrained just moments before. Her hand guides you as you thrust into her, hilting in a single strop in the exquisite cove of her cunt. She moans hotly against your lips. Her tongue tangles with yours as you begin to move atop her.  
 
    A dozen strokes is all you last in the clutching furnace of Morelle’s cunt. With a hoarse cry of pleasure, you arch and thrust deep into her pussy. Your cock throbs and you feel your cum flowing out with each spasm, pouring into her demonic depths as she begins to feed on your essence. She wraps her legs around your hips, pulling you deep, drinking your very soul as you pour your seed into her cunt. 
 
    Her pussy flutters around you and she cries, “Oh, Lucas, it’s so good!”  
 
    She bucks and writhes against you, her body responding as if she is joining you at the peak of ecstasy. Her lips are never far from yours and though you know the danger, you cannot resist the luscious softness of her lips.  
 
    “Don’t stop,” she pants against your kiss. “I need more. Please. Don’t stop fucking me!” 
 
    Your cock is still incredibly hard. You cannot resist her pleading. She strokes your back and shoulders. She combs her fingers through the hair on the back of your head. Your moan against her lips, unable to find the words to describe her beauty as you continue to thrust into her creamy pussy. The lewd sounds of your strokes are accompanied by the soft burbling of the stream. You push up on your hands, looking down at her, watching her plump tits sway and shake with each thrust.  
 
    “It’s so big,” she whines, arching beneath you almost as if she wants to escape, but her legs remain clasped around you. Each thrust drives you closer and closer to another climax. You know she will feed again, but you are willing to risk it for the pleasure you feel building.  
 
    “I’m going to cum,” you whisper, your body tensing as the pleasure coils inside you. 
 
    “Wait,” she gasps. “Not yet. Not… almost there… not yet… ahhhhhhhhHHHH! YESSS! CUM INSIDE ME!!!” 
 
    Her pussy grips you tightly with rhythmic throbs of her orgasmic pleasure. Her hot walls clutching your cock sends you plunging over the edge. You stiffen inside her and erupt once more. With each pulse of your cum you feel another tingling wave of pleasure as Morelle feasts upon your essence. It doesn’t matter, you tell yourself in the throes of ecstasy, you can handle her feeding. 
 
    As your orgasm recedes and Morelle continues moaning, you begin to fear for your life. Your arms are shaking and your heart is pounding rapidly in your chest. You can hardly breathe with the intensity of your pleasure as your cum overflows her tight cunt and spills down her crack.  
 
    “Keep fucking me, Lucas,” she gasps. “I want more! I want it all!” 
 
    “N-no!” You cry, realizing the implication of giving her more. “No, that’s enough. I know what you think you want, but… ohhhh… but I can’t do this!” 
 
    You wrench your body out of the grasp of her squeezing legs. Your cock slips free of her creamy pussy with a loud slurp and you flop onto your back. Morelle follows you and tries to mount your hardness to continue to ride you, but you push her away. 
 
    “Enough!” You cry. “You’ve devoured so much of my strength… I… I do not blame you, Morelle. But I am not giving up my soul.” 
 
    “But your soul is so yummy,” she giggles, stroking your chest and playfully kissing your shoulder.  
 
    “No,” you say, adding a stern edge to your voice as you continue, “we must get back to camp. We have a long way to travel tomorrow and I need sleep.” 
 
    You struggle to your feet. Morelle bounces to hers and conjures her traveling clothes. Her tight breeches and flattering bodice do little to diminish her naked beauty.  
 
    “Alright,” she says, taking your arm by the elbow, “but I’m sleeping with you.” 
 
    With Morelle’s help, you easily find your way back to the camp. The campfire has died down to glowing embers and Theora’s large tent is all sealed up. You kick off your boots and crawl into your bedroll, muttering something about sleeping by the fire to Morelle. By the time your head hits your goose down pillow, you are asleep. 
 
    You are awakened almost immediately by someone crawling into the tent. You open your eyes and look up at Morelle’s eyes, glowing faintly in the darkness of your tent. 
 
    “What?” She says, looking at you. “I’m not sleeping out on the ground when there is a perfectly warm boy – tent – for me.” 
 
    She turns her back to you and squirms under your ratty blanket. Her shapely bottom presses back against your groin. She wiggles her hips from side to side. 
 
    “Morelle,” you saying with a warning tone. 
 
    “Just getting comfortable,” she giggles. 
 
    Comfortable? How are you going to sleep with this insatiable demoness cuddled up against you? She continues to wiggle her hips, squirming her soft, warm backside against your groin. Her seductive scent fills your nostrils and you find the only place to rest your arm is draped over her shapely hip. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Kick Morelle out of your tent 
 
    Let Morelle stay in your tent  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Roughly fuck Gretchen in the straw 
 
      
 
    A cruel smile spreads across your face as you stare down at the kneeling cow girl. Gretchen is larger than you and absolutely voluptuous, a cream-skinned idol of fertility. Her bare breasts heave with each breath and her thick pink nipples drip with her milk. Her waist is narrow, but her hips are wide and her panties thong the plump cheeks of her buttocks squeezed against her heels. Her body was made for sex! You ogle it shamelessly, imagining the way you could defile her. As revenge of course for all the things she did to those poor men you rescued from her barn. 
 
    You unbuckle your sword belt and toss it aside with a thump. Gretchen looks up at you with confusion in her big blue eyes. You kick off your boots and unbutton your trousers and free your hard manhood. Gretchen is unable to hide her excitement. 
 
    “You’re still going to… use me?” She moans, stroking her breasts with one hand and pressing her other hand between her thick thighs.  
 
    “I am going to fuck you senseless,” you boast. “Now lie back, cow slut, and get what you deserve.” 
 
    “Ohhhhh, yes,” she cries, flopping backwards heavily and spreading her thighs. You stroke her legs encased in her cow print hose and spread her creamy thighs. You tear off her frilly underwear, eliciting a yelp of discomfort from Gretchen. Her pussy is plump, gold-thatched, and with fleshy lips that glisten with her arousal. She starts to speak and you stuff her torn panties into her mouth to keep her quiet. 
 
    You grab hold of Gretchen’s bovine ankles and push her hooves up on your shoulders as you thrust into her savagely. Her cuntlips part before the onslaught of your cock and you bury the straining spear of your manhood deep into her slick cunt. She lows like a beast and you laugh and fuck her harder, making her huge tits jiggle and splash against her body. You have never treated a woman like this before and it is exciting.  
 
    “Those men in the barn,” you growl, fucking her harder. “They didn’t have a choice. I bet you milked them until they were begging you to stop.” 
 
    “Mmmmmmm!” She cries into the wad of her panties, her brow furrowed and her eyes seeming to glisten with tears. 
 
    Her apparent discomfort only makes you fuck her harder. You smile viciously, pounding your cock into your pussy until you have to stop to keep from cumming.  
 
    “Turn over,” you snap as you pull your cock out of her pussy. 
 
    Gretchen whimpers into the panties in her mouth and rolls over onto her hands and knees. You push her face down into the straw, her big tits mashed beneath her as you kneel behind her thick ass and tease your cockhead at the entrance of her cunt. You grab her soft ass and pound into her pussy, hilting in her hot cunt in a single stroke, pulling nearly out, and ramming back in again. 
 
    “MmmhhhmMMMmm,” she moans into the panties you stuffed into her mouth. 
 
    “What’s that?” You reach around her to pull the spit-soaked panties out. “What are you trying to say?” 
 
    “I’m… I’m going to cum,” she moans. “Please… ohhhhhh… please fuck meee!” 
 
    Your hips smack against her soft ass with each stroke as you fuck her hard and fast. You hold nothing back, hammering the glistening piston of your cock in and out of Gretchen’s clutching cunt. You rub her asshole with your thumb as your cock plunders her pussy. You feel both of her holes tense up and as she wails with pleasure they rhythmically contract.  
 
    The sensation of her velvet vise squeezing around your thrusting cock pushes you over the edge. You thrust your thumb roughly into Gretchen’s spasming asshole and bury your cock deep in her pussy as you unload. Your cum pulses into her depths and you thoroughly baste her fluttering inner walls with your creamy seed.  
 
    “Take it,” you groan, thrusting hard and emptying your lust into her pink pussy.  
 
    Gretchen collapses into the hay, mooing faintly as your cock slips out of her cum-stuffed cove. You catch your breath, watching your seed drip from her folds. When you do finally recover, you get to your feet and retrieve your sword. 
 
    She never even lifts her head. You drive the tip of the sword into her back, only when it would contact her flesh it produces a bright flash of light. You wince away and recover just in time to see the pink gem in the hilt of your sword winking once before going dark. 
 
    You feel guilty in the silence that follows Gretchen’s disappearance. Not that you smote her with your holy sword; that was inevitable. No, you feel guilty for the way you treated her before that. You look down at your flaccid cock. No matter what she did to those men in the barn, she did not deserve to be treated like that. You wipe your cock clean and pull on your trousers with a look of genuine remorse on your face. 
 
    You depart from the farmhouse with your sword balanced against your shoulder and a look of grim determination on your face.  
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    Crawl to her and pleasure her feet 
 
      
 
    Your gaze is drawn to Theora’s silvery-blue eyes, glinting in the firelight. You feel unworthy to meet her gaze and so you look lower. You take in the creamy peaks of her breasts capped with thick, pink nipples, the toned length of her abdomen, following it down to the gold-thatched mound of her pussy, and still you are not worthy. Your gaze traces the firm length of her legs, ankles crossed, dainty feet closest to you with her small toes wiggling.  
 
    You wonder if you are even worthy of such delicate toes and such fine arches. No, you decide, you are not, but it is where you will offer yourself to her. 
 
    Walking slowly towards her, head bowed, you drop to your knees at her feet. You take her feet in  your hands, cushioning them against the ground as you lean your lips to the top of each foot and kiss them in turn. 
 
    “Oh, my, yes,” she laughs, watching you grovel before her. “You have found just the right spot. Kiss my feet. No, lick them.” 
 
    The throaty emphasis on the word “lick” sends a thrill of lust through your body and makes your cock jerk in your trousers. You run your tongue over the supple skin of her foot, down to her toes, which wiggle against your tongue. Theora coos with delight as you begin to lick between her toes, tasting not a hint of sweat, but instead her purity and a bit of the dirt beneath her feet.  
 
    “Suck them,” she says and pushes her big toe into your mouth. It is emasculating to suck her toe like a whore might pleasure a man, but you cannot stop yourself. Your cock throbs with each new degradation as you lick her arches and heels, massaging them both as you suck at her toes once more.  
 
    Theora coos and squirms with pleasure on the stump, guiding you with her feet almost as deftly as she might with her hands. She feeds three of her toes into your mouth while her other foot grips and massages your scalp. You look into her eyes as your drool spills around her toes and your tongue wriggles between them.  
 
    “Oh, that’s lovely,” she purrs. “I see your poor cock is poking at the front of your trousers.” 
 
    You cannot look down to verify what she is saying, but you can certainly feel your cock twitching against the seam of your trousers.  
 
    “Mmmmhmmm,” you agree, drool spilling down your chin. 
 
    “Yes, and I bet you would like some relief, wouldn’t you?” She says, stroking your cheek with her foot and finally pulling the other out of your mouth. 
 
    “Y-yes,” you gasp and wipe your chin on the sleeve of your tunic. “Yes, please.” 
 
    “Of course,” she laughs. “Take it out for me.” 
 
    She laughs again as she watches you fumble in your rush to get your trousers unbuttoned and your cock in your hand. After a bit of frenzied effort, your reddened cock is sticking out and bouncing with each twitch of excitement.  
 
    “Mmmmm, I think you will enjoy the way my freshly-cleaned feet feel on your cock,” she says, leaning her shoulders back and bracing herself with her hands on the stump. She catches your cock between the arches of her feet and you let out a groan of pent up desire and nearly begin to cum. She giggles at this reaction, holding her feet still while you acclimate to the pressure of her feet on your manhood.  
 
    She shifts her feet, pressing your cock upright against your tunic and using her other foot and her toes to massage the underside of your cock. The gentle pressure, moving up and down your cock from your balls to your drooling tip, is incredible. You watch her feet intently, amazed at their dexterity as she uses her toes to rub just beneath your glans and uses her other foot to massage your tightening bollocks. 
 
    “I had no idea you enjoyed feet so much,” she laughs.  
 
    “M-maybe it’s just… just yours,” you gasp, watching her feet massaging your deep red cock.  
 
    “Oh? You like them?” She lifts one foot up to your face, allowing you to suck her toes again. You moan as you take two toes into your mouth, slurping eagerly as she continues to rub your cock with her other foot. Your pleasure builds quickly. You moan around her toes, your pleasure rising explosively. Theora must sense it too as she cries out with cruel delight, “Yes, little Lucas. Cum for me!” 
 
    The rush of pleasure is far greater than your shame. You moan around three of her toes, thrusting your cock against the sole of her foot as the rush of your orgasm becomes the powerful spasms of your release. Cum spurts from your cock and splashes against your tunic all the way up to your chest. Theora laughs at you as most of your gushes of cum land on your clothing. Only a few drops smear her foot as she slowly pulls it away, leaving your cock deflating and dripping with your spunk. 
 
    “Good boy,” she says. “You had better clean up. I am tempted to make you lick up your mess… but I will show mercy to you.” 
 
    “Th-thank you,” you moan, wiping a handkerchief to clean up your cum.  
 
    She waves her hand and she is clean and dressed once more in her gown. You tuck your cock back into your trousers. You feel suddenly ten times as exhausted from the long march.  
 
    “I think, um, I will go to my tent now and, um, get some rest.” 
 
    “Yes, of course,” says Theora, stirring the fire with a stick. “We leave before dawn.” 
 
    You retire to your tent, tossing and turning in your bedroll as you think about Theora’s lovely perfect feet stroking your cock and pushing her wriggling toes into your mouth. Oh, to be smothered by those lovely feet, to have her step on your face or your cock, to tongue-clean her toes as she toys with your manhood. These fantasies lead you to similar dreams, Theora as a giantess squeezing you beneath her feet, from which you are rudely awakened by Theora’s harsh command, “Up with you!” 
 
    “Wha?” You stir in your tent, the light still gray before dawn.  
 
    “I said get up,” shouts Theora. “I have almost finished with breakfast. Eat it quickly so we can be on our way.” 
 
    You pull on your clothes and stagger out of your tent. Theora is stirring a pot of sweet-smelling oats over the fire and tending to a cast iron skillet filled with sizzling meat. Morelle is sulking on one of the overturned logs by the fire, idly stirring a steaming bowl of oats and meat. 
 
    “Here,” says Theora, passing a similar bowl to you. “No honey.” 
 
    “I had all the honey I need last night.” You begin to recollect, a dreamy smile on your face, but your bliss is cut short by Theora’s hard stare.  
 
    “Speak no more of last night or I will scald you raw with a cauldron full of oats.”  
 
    You sigh and sit down beside Morelle. 
 
    “You never came looking for me,” says the succubus. “I was waiting for you to come fuck me.” 
 
    You sigh again and begin to stuff your face with the food. Full, but still sore and half-asleep, you strike camp. Theora promises you will arrive in Bruno before nightfall. 
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    Surrender 
 
      
 
    Gretchen’s buxom beauty and her impressive size make her an unstoppable foe. You see no point in prolonging this combat. Better to yield to her and enjoy your downfall. 
 
    “I surrender!” You shout and toss your sword to the ground with a thump. 
 
    “Ohh, do you? Good boy!” She prowls towards you, her shapely hips swinging as she plays with her massive mounds, producing another spray of milk from each pink nipple. She pushes her milky breasts into your face and curls one hand around the back of your head, pulling you into the warm valley of her cleavage.  
 
    “Mmmmmm,” you say, bracing your hands on her hips.  
 
    “Shut up and suck, Lucas,” she giggles. “Taste my milk and I will drain yours.” 
 
    The way she says “drain” makes you think of the evil hunger that sometimes flashes in Morelle’s eyes. Does Gretchen steal the life force of the men in her barn? Will you end up like them, doomed to feed her your soul? 
 
    You try to lift your head from between Gretchen’s breasts and she pulls you roughly to one of her dripping nipples. Your words are once again muffled and this time her fat nipple pushes into your mouth, against your tongue, spurting her warm, sweet cream across your tongue. The flavor is incredible. Much better than any cow’s milk you have tasted.  
 
    It is a small amount and you swallow without thinking. Almost immediately, warmth spreads throughout your body and you moan around her nipple. 
 
    “That’s right, Lucas,” she moans, holding you against her breast. “Drink as much as you want.” 
 
    “Mmmmmphhmm!” Your muffled reply is enthusiastic as you latch your lips around her pink nipple, engulfing her wide areola and sucking so hard that her soft titflesh bulges into your mouth. Her fat nipple stretches nearly to the back of your throat and her cream bastes your mouth and coats your tongue in a plentiful spray. You gulp her warm milk as it gushes into your mouth, swallowing greedily, lips popping like a hungry tot trying to find a latch against her spit-shined pink areola.  
 
    “Oh, yesss,” she moans, tossing her head back and obviously enjoying you nursing at her creamy teat. 
 
    You suck and swallow again and again, only prying your lips free of her nipple to seek out her other breast, reaching with your hand to help guide her soft breast to your mouth. She shifts you in her embrace and you suck her other breast, swallowing more and more of her warm milk as your cock jerks in your trousers.  
 
    “Mmmmmmmm,” you whine, squirming against her and eager to cum.  
 
    “Oh, someone is eager,” she laughs. “Alright, little Lucas, let’s take care of your milk now.” 
 
    “MMmmmmmhaaaaaaah,” you reply, the weight of her breasts finally lifting from your face with a wet pop of your mouth on her nipple. She pushes you back onto the floor and smiles down at your cock not only tenting your trousers, but a wet spot spreading on the fabric. She squeezes your manhood through your pants and you groan and nearly explode from that one touch.  
 
    “What do we have here?” She giggles. “Let’s see what little Lucas has for me.” 
 
    She unbuttons your trousers and fishes out the stiff length of your cock. The tip is glistening with your precum as she gently wanks you in her soft hand.  
 
    “Oh, it’s bigger than I expected,” she says. “Are you ready to give me your milk, Lucas?” 
 
    “Y-yes,” you moan. “Yes, please, take my milk.” 
 
    She peels off her frilly panties and bares the plump pink peach of her pussy. You watch in milk-drunk awe, your body hot with desire and your cock twitching as she straddles you and guides your manhood to her slick folds. She moans as she feeds your cock into her pussy and sinks down onto your length, her slick channel gripping you with a squeeze as she rides down to your balls.  
 
    “Oh, gods,” you moan, resting your hands on her ample hips.  
 
    “Every boy likes that,” she giggles. “Now watch my milky tits bounce.” 
 
    She rides you hard and fast from the outset, her ass slapping down, driving you into the floor, and her huge tits wobbling and bouncing with the force of her moving hips. Your pleasure is so intense – so warm and wet – that you are shocked into holding off for at least a few more strokes. Her weight easily pins you down and the liquid jiggling of her soft body entrances you as you gaze up at her. Each bounce of her creamy tits sends a splatter of milk onto your body and face and on the floor.  
 
    She rides faster and faster, gasping with pleasure of her own, until you cannot take it any longer. You grip her hips tightly and thrust up and into that exquisite furnace of pleasure. 
 
    “Oh, Gretchen!” You cry. “I’m cumming!” 
 
    “Yes! Yes! Give me your milk!” She cries, pushing your chest down with her hands. You arch beneath her weight and thrust deep into her slick cunt. Your painfully straining cock jerks and erupts deep into the fluttering depths of Gretchen’s pussy. Although the pleasure is intense and wonderful, there is no sensation like she is feeding on your life force. As you relax, your pleasure spent, her ride slows atop you and her creamy pussy squeezes around you. 
 
    “Good,” she says. “But there is so much more milk to extract.” 
 
    She slides off your cock with a lewd slurp. You glimpse your cum trickling out of her blushing pussy and dripping down the inside of her thick thighs. She steps past you and lifts you to your feet with impressive strength. You stand uncertainly, still drunk on her milk.  
 
    “Come along, Lucas,” she says. “I will find a nice place for you in the barn. You’ll be so comfy.”  
 
    You offer no resistance as she leads you out of the farmhouse. You have been completely defeated by the cow girl. 
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    Take Theora passionately from above 
 
      
 
    Your heart brims with affection for Theora. You hold her in your arms and gaze into her lust-heavy silvery-blue eyes. You have never felt a moment like this with her before and you do not intend to squander it. You caress her feather back and pull her tighter against your chest, her luscious breasts molding to you and her lips parting in a sigh of desire. You kiss those lips, passionately, linking mouth-to-mouth and tongue-to-tongue in a torrid press that melts together. You hardness presses against her thighs as you move on instinct, rolling her onto her back and pressing between her legs. 
 
    “Lucas,” she moans against your lips. 
 
    “Theora,” you hiss in reply, sparing her kiss for only a moment before returning to that passionate swirl of tongues. You shift atop her and the tip of your cock presses to the hot furrow of Theora’s quim. She sighs with pleasure against your lips and you press forward, your cock catching at her entrance and slowly parting her slick folds. You look into her eyes as you sink deeper, your cockhead passing her velvet lips as you thrust into the hot, silky clutch of her cunt. 
 
    “Ohhhh!” You moan in unison, siding every inch of your cock into her pussy until you are fully-sheathed and your stones press against the soft divot of her anus.  
 
    “It feels huge,” she moans against your lips. There is a certain truth to her words, your cock feels incredibly swollen at the moment. You pull back with your hips and thrust your cock in again, hilting it and letting out a rumbling groan of pleasure. The exquisite squeeze of her inner muscles threatens to send you over the brink in only a few strokes, but you gaze down at her firelit face and resist the urge. 
 
    “Gods, you are beautiful,” you murmur, eliciting a gasp and a wide smile. 
 
    “I was made this way by the goddess,” she agrees, squeezing your hips with her thighs and pulling you deeper. You push your upper body off of her, balancing your weight on your hands for better leverage as you plow deep into her pussy.  
 
    “Thank Veleda then,” you laugh and arch over her body to kiss her once more on the lips. Your vigorous thrusts into the heat of her pussy turns your kiss sloppy almost immediately. It doesn’t matter. You moan together, tongues slipping and sliding and lips barely touching as you pound your hardness deep into her greedy cunt.  
 
    “Yesss!” She moans. “Harder! Fuck me harder! Ohhhhhh Lucas! It’s so good!” 
 
    “It is,” you agree, fighting back the urge to explode inside her. Gazing into those silvery-blue eyes, you demand, “Cum for me, Theora. Cum for my cock!” 
 
    “Ohhhhhhhh!” She folds her legs around you, pulling your cock so deep it feels as if her tight pussy might swallow your bollocks as well. Her wings snap open suddenly, flinging loose feathers and leaves and twigs across the ground despite being beneath her and you both. She looks almost to be in pain as you skewer her with deep, deliberate thrusts, burying your cock to the hilt and pulling it almost completely out with each stroke. Her pussy tightens in rhythmic squeezes and she arches beneath you, her wings spreading even wider. Her cry of ecstasy echoes in the darkness, “AAAAAAHHHH! YESSS!” 
 
    It is only as you feel the tension ebbing from her as she crosses her peak that you allow yourself to succumb to the pleasure. You thrust deep, your cock nearly vibrating with the intensity of your ecstasy. You look down into her lidded eyes as you explode inside her, pumping spurt after spurt into her hot pussy. Her folded legs hold you deep inside her cunt even as the last of your seed trickles out. She pulls you to her lips and kisses you softly. 
 
    “Oh, Lucas,” she whispers. “We are fools.” 
 
    “Maybe so,” you smile against her lips. “Lucky ones though.” 
 
    You kiss her again and her pussy squeezes around you, spilling out some of your cream and finally pushing out your flaccid cock. Her legs release you, but you stay atop her, kissing her and caressing her, your cock threatening to reawaken.  
 
    “We had better go to our tents,” she says, releasing you from her embrace. You roll slowly off of her and disentangle your legs.  
 
    “Let Morelle have your tent,” you suggest as you rise to your feet. You give Theora a hand up and to your surprise she accepts and you pull her to her feet.  
 
    “Why would I do that?” She asks. 
 
    You answer her by pulling her forcefully into your arms and kissing her again. “You can sleep in mine.” 
 
    “Oh, you think you’ve earned that?” She laughs. 
 
    “Yes,” you answer and kiss her again.  
 
    She hesitates, but answers you with a slight nod. “So long as it is only to sleep. I will permit you to keep me warm.” 
 
    Theora’s tent is spacious and lovely and you regret suggesting she offer it to the absent succubus. Your tent is patched and the bedroll is flimsy. Such inadequacies are forgotten the moment you curl beneath your blanket and Theora slips in beside you. She kisses you softly and snuggles her naked body against you, her plump nipples tickling against your chest.  
 
    You slide your hand around to fondle her round ass and she looks up at you, her eyes flashing in the darkness. 
 
    “Sleep,” she says. “Not pleasure. We must rise early and be on our way.” 
 
    Surprisingly, you resist your stirring cock and the loveliness of her body pressing against you and you embrace the weariness from your long journey. You slip into a deep sleep, dreaming of Theora in her radiant glory, embracing you and pleasuring you. 
 
    You awaken and it is still dark. Theora is on her side, her back to you, her lovely ass pressing against your hips and your cock hard and aware of the heat of her quim perhaps only a finger’s width away. She is breathing heavily and her shoulder is moving. She pushes back, rubbing your cock against her slick folds and the softness of her ass. Her fingers are moving against her clit. 
 
    She’s masturbating! She’s using your body and masturbating! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Pretend to be asleep 
 
    Thrust confidently into Theora's steamy pussy


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Kiss Theora on her lips 
 
      
 
    Theora holds you in her arms, against the warmth of her bosom, a hint of sympathy in her silvery-blue eyes. Even someone as naïve as you can sense the rare perfection of this moment. You pull yourself fully upright, so that you are almost on an equal level with her. Before she can end the embrace you lean, slowing at the last moment as your lips brush lightly against hers. So soft! Her smell like flowers and sunlight as you breathe it in. Her lips are parted slightly as you press your kiss to her mouth. 
 
    She stiffens as your arms wrap around her, reacting with surprise, but not pushing you away. Her lips part, inviting you into the warmth and sweetness of her mouth. Your tongue slips past her lips and meets hers in a slippery embrace. She pulls you tighter and one of her hands slides from your back to the back of your head, deepening the kiss. 
 
     Praise the goddess, Theora wants this!  
 
    Your last bit of caution is forgotten as you kiss Theora passionately. She seems to answer you with equal desire, moaning against your lips as your tongues wrap and slide together in the molten cove of your mouths. Your lips move against hers, movements guided purely by lust and affection. Tongues warring in a way that you know you cannot win, but you can enjoy. 
 
    “Theora,” you moan against her kiss. 
 
    “Lucas,” she gasps in reply. 
 
    Her hand slips down into your lap and your moan against her lips grows louder as you feel her powerful hand seek your cock. She squeezes your hardness and chuckles sweetly against your kiss. Her hand pulls your trousers tight against your manhood and strokes you deftly despite the rough fabric between her hand and your cock. 
 
    You break the kiss, breathless with lust, and your eyes are drawn to Theora in her lovely gown. Her breasts heave, barely contained by the sheer fabric, her body squirming on the log and her thighs apart. Her alabaster face is flushed with her desire. Her eyes invite you to be bold. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Fondle Theora's breasts 
 
    Slip your hand between her legs 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Visit with Oola the slime girl 
 
      
 
    You remember Oola, the slime girl you captured during your last adventure, and your cock stiffens at the thought of her voluptuous, jiggling, and very strange body. It’s hard to think of a human-sized, shape-shifting blob of slime as cute, but Oola seems to fit the word. Even if her hunger for your cum borders on the predatory, she is so damned happy about it all. 
 
    “I suppose it’s time I pay Oola a visit,” you say to Hina. 
 
    “Very good, master,” says Hina. “This way.” 
 
    She leads you downstairs and away from the pleasant environs of the palace, bringing you to an area that could only be considered dank and dungeon-like. There are even torture devices and shackles in some of the chambers you pass. 
 
    “What is this part of the palace used for, Hina?” You ask. 
 
    “Some visitors need to be contained,” says the automaton. “And previous masters have used the implements here to extract confessions or other information.” 
 
    “They don’t sound like very nice people,” you remark.  
 
    “Not nice like you,” says Hina, smiling vacantly. “By the way, master, Oola has missed you very much. I hear her singing her songs down in the dungeon but I am afraid I cannot comfort her.” 
 
    “Why is that?” You wonder. 
 
    “I do not have ‘human boy seed’ for her,” says Hina. “Although I have attempted to pleasure her using a detachable—“ 
 
    A burbling song echoes in the dark and interrupts the automaton. Her eyes flash blue and she leads you down what has become a tunnel. After a few more paces, the strange melody becoming louder with each step, Hina stops and gestures to a darkened archway. No, not completely dark, you see a faint, violet glow. 
 
    Hina whispers, “She is through there, master.” 
 
    Your heart beats a little faster as you step past Hina and through the dark archway. Oola is hanging from the ceiling, her limbs shapelessly attached to the rough rocks and her human-like head dangling down into the tunnel. She burbles a sweet, lullaby-like melody that you cannot quite place. 
 
    “Oola?” You call, your voice loud and echoing in the tunnel. 
 
    A ripple runs through her body and her translucent violet head, dangling like a fat drop of liquid, rotates bonelessly to face you. She burbles excitedly, “Lucas! You come to see me!” 
 
    Oola detaches from the ceiling with a wet slurp, her shapeless body splashing on the floor, gathering into a mound and forming into a voluptuous human shape. Her plump, pectin breasts wobble and her wide, gelatinous hips jiggle. You can even make out the fat goo of her nipples and the plump slime of her quim. She slithers across the floor towards you, a mad smile stretching her features. 
 
    “Give me hugs!” She demands, spreading her arms wide. 
 
    You have little choice in the matter as a wave of feminine slime collides with you and overpowers your arms, pushing you against the wall of the tunnel. Her body splatters and reforms against you. Her cool, sweet-smelling gelatin breasts squeeze against your chest and her soft arms pin you to the wall. 
 
    “Awoooooo,” she burbles merrily and plants a slimy kiss on your lips. Her gooey tongue is in your mouth before you can even react and her slimy fingers are slithering into your trousers. Even though her lips and tongue are fully engaged, she speaks from elsewhere on her amorphous body. “Did you bring me more yummy seed?” 
 
    Her cool, slick slime opens the laces of your trousers and oozes down into your underwear. Oola forms a slippery hand that grasps your cock and squeezes you gently. It feels as if she is stroking you and gently sucking you at the same time. The sensation is incredible, goo swirling around your straining cock. 
 
    “Mmmmmmm!” You cry out against her slippery lips. 
 
    “Oh, sorry Lucas,” she burbles, pulling her head back enough for you to breathe. “I forget human boys need air.” 
 
    “Yes… air… good,” you pant. 
 
    “Awooo?” Oola cocks her jiggling head to the side. 
 
    Though you are struggling to breathe, you are keenly aware of Oola’s slurping hand currently pleasuring your swollen cock. It feels as if your manhood is in a sheath of silk bathed in oil. A dozen slime fingers massage your shaft and a slime mouth, detached from any other anatomy, suckles urgently at the head of your cock. 
 
    “Oh… ohhhh Oola,” you moan. “That’s going to… going to… AHHHHH!” 
 
    You tremble in her embrace as you reach your peak of pleasure in the strange, slimy grip of her shapeless hand. Your cock throbs inside her gelatinous appendage and milky jets of spunk are visible reaching up to her elbow inside her arm. Like smoke in a stiff breeze, the swirl of your cream inside her arm dissipates quickly.  
 
    “Awooo! So yum yum yummy!” Oola burbles merrily. “Want more of seed, Lucas! Give me lots!” 
 
    “Hey, now, wait a second! I don’t think—AHHHHH!” 
 
    Your cock is still twitching inside her as Oola pulls your legs out from under you and catches your falling body on a cushion of her slime. Her body forms beneath you and slithers up atop you, legs forming around your hips as her hands burst open the front of your trousers and surround your cock. Her ample figure rises and falls atop you, your cock visible embedded in the slurping channel of her jelly cunt.  
 
    “Ohhhh gods, it’s so good,” you laugh. 
 
    “Yes, so good,” agrees Oola, that same vacant smile on her face. Her slime hair flops and splats against her shoulders as she rides faster atop you. Her huge, gelatinous breasts wobble so hard you are afraid they might fall off and splatter onto your face. You watch her hips moving and her slime pussy gliding up and down on your cock. 
 
    You grasp her gelatinous ass and your fingers slip into her bounce bottom. You can wiggle your fingertips in the cool slime of her body, but you can’t get a very good grip on her. She burbles with pleasure and her pussy begins to pulse and squeeze around you. It’s hard to tell if she is cumming – if she even can cum – but the sensation of her slippery inner surface twisting and squeezing around your cock is enough to set you off again. You thrust upwards, burying your cock in her slimy slit and fire a geyser of cum that reaches up to her jiggling breasts inside her body.  
 
    “Awooooo!” 
 
    “Ohhhhh!” You cry in answer to her, thrusting wildly until you have spent every drop and watched the pearly clouds disappear into her body. You try to stop her with your hands on her hips. “That’s enough, Oola. Oola!” 
 
    “Want more of the yummy,” she burbles, stretching out atop you and molding her body against yours. 
 
    “No, that’s enough,” you say, trying to sound as stern as possible.  
 
    “Oh, you are very mean, Lucas,” she pouts. Although she might be annoyed, she obeys, lifting off you with an obscene slurp and wobbling a step away so you can sit up. 
 
    “Thank you,” you say. “I will visit you again soon.” 
 
    “You better,” she says, still pouting. “You go back to have fun. Leave Oola all alone.” 
 
    She slinks off down the tunnel, her glow lighting the darkness. You pull on your trousers and head back down the hall the way you came.  
 
    Hina is waiting patiently for your return. 
 
    “Hello, master,” she says pleasantly. “Did you enjoy your visit with Oola?” 
 
    “Uh, yeah, it was… she is very enthusiastic,” you say, plucking a bit of slime residue from the pocket of your trousers.  
 
    “She speaks of you often,” says Hina. “There are other guests today. Would you like to visit one of them?" 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Where would you like to go now? 
 
    Visit with Morelle the novice succubus 
 
    Visit with Gretchen the cow girl 
 
    Visit with Hina in your private suite 
 
    It's time to leave the sanctum


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Wait 
 
      
 
    You have never faced down a foe as large and physically intimidating as Gretchen the cow girl. She swings her hips and makes her breasts jiggle, playing with them and coaxing out more of her milk from her thick, pink nipples.  
 
    “Ohhhhh, Lucas,” she moans, her fingers sinking into her soft mounds and producing two more sprays of her milk. You dodge aside and her milk patters on the floor. A hint of the rich scent of her breastmilk makes your cock throb in your trousers. Your mouth waters at the thought of latching to one of her jiggling breasts to drink greedily of her milk.  
 
    “Please, Veleda, protect and guide me,” you whisper. A warmth and strength flows through you as you continue to quietly pray to the goddess. 
 
    “How dare you ignore my tasty milk!” Gretchen snorts and her nostrils flare.  
 
    “I will not drink your cursed cream!” You say, stepping aside as she tries again to shower you with her milk. She roars with anger, nostrils flaring wider and faster, her eyes wild with fury.  
 
    “I will pin you to the floor and make you drink it!” She snorts. “Then I’ll drain every drop of your milk from your cock!” 
 
    She roars with fury and puts her head down, her golden tresses hanging in her face and the nubs of her horns pointing in your direction. She stomps her hooves, dragging one across the straw-covered floor, and you know she is about to attack. With a bestial snort, Gretchen charges.  
 
    You take a deep breath, knowing the timing of your dodge will mean the difference between victory and defeat. If you jump too late you will be flattened by Gretchen and if you jump too early she’ll catch you from the side and toss you into the rafters. Your heart pounds in your chest as she thunders towards you, head down and milky tits swinging obscenely with each thundering step. 
 
    Your memory flashes to a trip with your father to Venmarkt, the large trading city to the north, and after selling a batch of his apple brandy he took you to the beast fighting pits to watch a man battle a bull. The beast snorted and twisted its head just like Gretchen. Its horns were long and came to a point and your father warned you that you might see a man be grievously injured by the bull. The pompous beast fighter pranced around the pit, antagonizing the bull until it was mad with rage. When it finally committed to an all-out charge, he sidestepped with seeming ease at the last moment and turned to drive his sword into the beast’s heart.  
 
    The memory is gone, replaced with the snorting cow girl as she charges you in the emptied sitting room of the farmhouse. You wait until the last moment, seeming to expose your vulnerability to her, and step aside when she is close enough to touch. She passes so close you feel the rush of the air as she passes you by and plunges headlong straight into the wall. There is a loud CRACK as something in the wall breaks and Gretchen slumps to her knees, leaving a deep indentation in the wall’s plaster. She looks up at you with rolling eyes and moans, “You moved.” 
 
    “And you missed,” you say. “Don’t worry. This will only hurt for a second.” 
 
    You swing your sword down at the helpless cow girl. Just before the blade would connect with her neck, there is a bright flash of light. It fades after a moment, retreating to a pulsing pink light visible in the gemstone in the pommel of your sword. Gretchen is gone, but through the magic of the sword she has been transported to your sanctum.  
 
    Gretchen the cow girl has been defeated. You never expected her to fall so quickly. You stride out of the farmhouse, your sword resting on your shoulder, a triumphant smirk on your face. 
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    Ask Theora to ride atop your cock 
 
      
 
    Looking into Theora’s twinkling eyes, at her body burnished by the fire’s glow, you picture her astride a mighty stallion. She is nude and riding, her breasts heaving with the powerful gait of her steed, and in your mind’s eye you see the pleasure spelled out across her proud features. This… this is what you must have. To be Theora’s steed; to ride beneath her as she mounts your straining cock. 
 
    “Atop me,” you croak. You clear your throat. “I crave to be beneath you. To be your mount. To… to…” 
 
    You struggle for another description. Theora smiles at you and brushes a lock of golden hair from her face. “To climb my holy vessel upon your heroic staff?”  
 
    “Yes,” you say, nodding vigorously. “Yes! Climb my staff!” 
 
    She giggles and shoves your chest. Her angelic strength makes the playful gesture much more forceful. You flop onto your back, your hardness red and rising straight up in the firelight. Theora, nude and glorious, climbs atop you and straddles your hips. She reaches down to grasp your straining cock and slowly lowers her quim against your tip. You suck in a breath as the heat of her pussy envelops your hardness. 
 
    “There we are,” she moans, sliding down until her golden hairs are tickling against your bollocks. “A proper saddle for me.” 
 
    “Yessss,” you hiss, cradling her ass with both hands. 
 
    “Lie back, Lucas,” she says, teasing one hand down your chest as she begins to ride atop you. Her wings spread out behind her as she begins to move faster, her plump breasts bouncing as she rides her clutching cunny up on your swollen cock. Your hands tighten on her ass and your pleasure rises with each ride Theora takes up and down your cock. 
 
    “So beautiful,” you manage. 
 
    “I know,” she laughs, seeming to glow in the firelight. “My body is symbol of Veleda.” 
 
    You cannot disagree. Theora resembles a more erotic, not to manage nude, version of the devotional statues you have seen to the goddess. You also feel a religious ecstasy rising with your building pleasure. You slide your hands from Theora’s shapely ass up to her breasts. You fondle and mold her mounds with your strong hands. The pleasure is becoming excruciating. You had imagined making her cum, but you realize you will not even come close. 
 
    “Ahhhhhh! I can’t… I can’t stand it,” you cry, your fingers squeezing into the softness of her bouncing breasts. “I am going to cum!” 
 
    Theora growls and pushes back harder onto your cock, riding you like a she is atop a galloping charger and beating you back into the soft earth with her bouncing bottom. Her hot cunt grips you with velvet, squeezing around you as you reach your peak, and all you can do is cry out with wordless pleasure and try to thrust up and into that steamy pleasure.  
 
    “Yes!” Theora laughs, as if triumphant. “Cum for me! Show me your devotion to the goddess!” 
 
    “AAahhhhh!” Your cock throbs deep inside her and your cum begins to spurt in powerful spasms. Each ride atop your pulsing manhood sends another thick stream of your seed into Theora’s immaculate depths. She rides you harder even as your orgasm recedes, leaving you gasping and jerking, trying to escape the overstimulation of her creamy cunt. You moan, “Please! I can’t stand it!” 
 
    “Too much?” She laughs, slowing atop you, her creamy pussy making a lewd sound as she rides up and off your spent cock. “I’ve warned you about your stamina. You must improve.” 
 
    “T-trying,” you gasp, watching a thick strand of cum drop from Theora’s freshly-fucked pussy. She rises to her feet above you, cream spill from between her cuntlips and a superior smile on her face. With a wave of her hand, she is clean of your cum. With another wave, she is dressed in her gown. She steps away from you and walks over to the fire as if she is done with you. 
 
    You sit up and clean up your mess with a handkerchief. You stuff your cock into your trousers, ashamed of how you have failed to satisfy Theora. But as you slink back to your tent and into your bedroll, your mind returns to the glory of her steamy pussy and the way her beautiful breasts heaved as she rode your straining cock. You fantasize about her, riding atop you exactly as a naked horsewoman, golden locks flowing behind her as rides you along a beach. Your fantasy becomes a dream and in your dream you are a horse, slaking your pleasure with your massive cock, and at last Theora as is satisfied, crying out— 
 
    “Up with you!” 
 
    “Wha?” You stir in your tent, the light still gray before dawn.  
 
    “I said get up,” shouts Theora. “I have almost finished with breakfast. Eat it quickly so we can be on our way.” 
 
    You pull on your clothes and stagger out of your tent. Theora is stirring a pot of sweet-smelling oats over the fire and tending to a cast iron skillet filled with sizzling meat. Morelle is sulking on one of the overturned logs by the fire, idly stirring a steaming bowl of oats and meat. 
 
    “Here,” says Theora, passing a similar bowl to you. “No cream.” 
 
    “I recall a certain pretty peach dripping with cream.” You begin to recollect, a dreamy smile on your face, but your bliss is cut short by Theora’s hard stare.  
 
    “Speak no more of last night or you will be having a meeting with Veleda to restore your head to your shoulders.” 
 
    You sigh and sit down beside Morelle. 
 
    “You never came looking for me,” says the succubus. “I was waiting for you to come fuck me.” 
 
    You sigh again and begin to stuff your face with the food. Full, but still sore and half-asleep, you strike camp. Theora promises you will arrive in Bruno before nightfall. 
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    Bend her over the bank and fuck her hard and fast 
 
      
 
    It’s obvious Morelle needs to be fucked and after all this teasing you intend to do it on your terms. You grab her roughly and turn her with her arm twisted behind her back against her wings. 
 
    “Ah, Lucas, so forceful,” she giggles. “Are you going to be rough with me?” 
 
    “Your damn right I am,” you growl. “I’m tired of your teasing and I’m going to give you exactly what you deserve. 
 
    “Ooooh!” She moans with delight as you shove her towards he bank of the stream. “I deserve it! Be rough with me!” 
 
    You growl again, angry that she is taking some of the pleasure out of her manhandling by being so gleeful about it. You shove her over the bank, pressing her tits and face down into the mossy earth and stepping behind her glistening ass rising out of the steaming water. You stroke your cock and smack it against her cheeks. She coos and squirms her hips from side to side. 
 
    “Pound my pussy, Lucas,” she moans. “I’ve been so bad. You need to fuck me harrrrrd!” 
 
    “I’ll shut you up, you bat-winged harlot,” you say, smacking her plump bottom and making it jiggle with the stinging impacts. Her creamy ass reddens with your hand prints and Morelle moans with obvious pleasure. The lavender knot of her asshole twitches between her parted cheeks. You smack your thumb against it and rub a rough circle around her demonic asshole.  
 
    “Ahhhhhh, are you going to put your cock in my ass?” 
 
    “Not yet,” you snarl, grabbing her hips with both hands and pressing your swollen cock to the slippery folds of her cunt. She arches her back, raising her ass higher and offering you a choice of her slutty holes. You pull her back onto your cock, your hard tip parting her folds as you hilt your manhood in her clutching sheath. You feel your seed churning after only a few strokes. Your grip tightens on her hips, your fingers sinking into her yielding flesh as you plow deep into her perfect pussy. Your body smacks loudly against her wet ass with each thrust.  
 
    “Yesss,” she cries. “Cum inside me, Lucas!” 
 
    You want to deny her that, but it’s too late. The pleasure is too intense as you thrust furiously into her cunt and are drawn into the inescapable rush of your orgasm. Her pussy seems to respond and squeeze around your swelling manhood. 
 
    “Ahhhhhh!” You cry as your cock pulses and jerks and spurts out hot jets of cum deep into her hungry cunt. As you spill your seed with each throb of your manhood, Morelle feasts on your life force. It is an incredible rushing pleasure that seems to heighten your already intense orgasm. You feel some of your vitality draining away, but not enough. You remain strong and upright, savagely stroking your cock out of her creamy pussy and thrusting straight into her puckered anus. 
 
    “Owwww aahhhhh!” She cries, her head jerking up in surprise. 
 
    “That got your attention did it?” You laugh and brutally skewer her clenching hole with inch upon inch of your rigid, cum-smeared cock.  
 
    “Ohhhhh! It’s so big!” Morelle wails, although she betrays her pleasure by pushing back and meeting your thrusts. You try not to let that dim your unusually brutal desire as you hammer your cock into the plump bottom of the comely succubus. Waves ripple through her cheeks with each impact and her tits swing beneath her as she pushes up on the soft bank. You grip her ass, spreading it wide so you can watch your cock stretching her lavender ring. 
 
    “Here it cums,” you pant, riding towards another orgasm. “Is your ass hungry for my seed?” 
 
    “Every drop!” She cries. “Feed me every drop of your cummmmmm!” 
 
    Her head bounces and her tits swing with the force of your final thrusts. Your cock swells in the hot sleeve of her ass, rising to a peak and exploding deep into her demonic bowls. Her ass seems to suck and milk your cock, drawing out spurt after spurt of your seed and devouring your gushing essence along with it. You slow your thrusts and she takes over, pushing back onto your cock and filling her creamy ass with your cum. 
 
    “Yessss,” she hisses, bouncing her ass against you. “Ohhhh, it’s so yummy!” 
 
    You feel your energy fading. Morelle spreads her wings and arches, her eyes glowing as she thrusts her ass back against you and swallows your cock into her creamy ass and devours more and more of your essence.  
 
    “Enough!” You roar and pull your cock out of her ass with a wet slurp. Your manhood is swollen red, painfully stiff, and twitching. You have to fight the urge to thrust your cock back into her ass. 
 
    “Just give me a little more,” she croons submissively. “Just a little more and I’ll have it all.” 
 
    “No more!” You gasp, smacking her ass roughly and climbing onto the bank beside the stream. “You will not have my soul, Morelle.” 
 
    “Please,” she moans, turning and trying to grasp your cock and suck out more cum.  
 
    You step away, avoiding her grasp. 
 
    “You are dangerous,” you say, staggering away from her. “We must return to camp. Dress yourself and—“ 
 
    She rises to her feet and is dressed in her traveling clothes. Her tight breeches and flattering bodice do little to diminish her beauty. Even in your weakened state, your cock twitches at the thought of yanking down her tight-fitting pants and plunging your cock back into her luscious ass. Her erotic pose only makes it worse. 
 
    You grimace and turn away as you begin pulling on your clothing, unable to dress with a wave of your hand like your two traveling companions. You set off for the camp. With the aid of Morelle’s darksight, your journey back to camp is much shorter than your effort to find the succubus. The campfire has died down to embers and Theora is buttoned up in her large tent. 
 
    “Sleep by the fire,” you warn Morelle. “You have taken enough of my life force.” 
 
    “Awwww, I’ll be cold,” she pouts. 
 
    “You can use some of your magic to stay warm. Just keep out of my tent.” 
 
    You climb into your tattered tent and button the flap. It only takes a moment for you to fall asleep. Even in your dreams, you are haunted by Morelle. She chases you like a stalking cat pursuing a mouse, pouncing on you and riding you until your essence is drained.  
 
    Thankfully, it is only a dream, and you awaken to the gray light of dawn leaking through the flap of your tent. You rise, stretch, and pull on your boots. The savory smell of cooking helps awaken you as you stumble out of your tent. 
 
    Theora is cooking breakfast. Morelle is sulking by the fire, a blanket pulled around her shoulders and an untouched bowl of food resting on her knees. 
 
    “Eat up,” says Theora, passing you a bowl of steaming oats and roasted meat. “If we leave soon we will reach Bruno before nightfall.” 
 
    “Thank you,” you say, taking a seat beside Morelle and tucking into the food. 
 
    “Sorry I made you sleep by the fire,” you say to Morelle. “But you had it coming.” 
 
    “I did,” admits the succubus. “But it was still mean. Maybe I won’t have sex with you anymore to punish you.” 
 
    You glance over at her, mid-bite of oatmeal, and give her a dubious look. 
 
    “Allllright,” she chuckles. “I will still let you have sex with me. Do you want to do it now?” 
 
    “No,” you say. “No, definitely not.” 
 
    The sad part is, you do want to do it now. Luckily, you know better this time. 
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    Keep quiet and let Morelle make her move 
 
      
 
    You are not about to get between a succubus and her next meal. Lost in pleasure as Theora sucks up and down on your straining cock, you watch in amazement as Morelle drops slowly to a crouch behind Theora. She glances at you, eyes blazing violet, as she lowers her face behind the wiggling mounds of Theora’s creamy ass.  
 
    “MMmmmmmm!” Theora moans suddenly around your cock, her eyes going wide. She pops her lips free, gasping. She looks back over her shoulder as Morelle grabs Theora’s ass and begins vigorously licking the angel. Theora moans, “What is… Morelle?” 
 
    Before your pleasure can be interrupted, you reach up and grab that handful of Theora’s golden hair and guide her mouth back to your cock. Her eyes close as she seems to surrender to the pleasure she is receiving and the pleasure she is giving. The comely angel, usually so stern and domineering, because an arched conductor of pleasure between you and Morelle. Theora fucks back against Morelle as the succubus grabs Theora’s firm bottom and laps at her cunt and crinkled anus.  
 
    Theora is relentless, moaning around your cock and devoting herself completely to pleasuring your straining manhood. Before you can cum, Theora’s moans of pleasure rise in pitch and volume, louder and louder, vibrating heavily over your aching cock. She snaps her white feathered wings open and pulls her mouth off your cock. She continues to wank your wet length as she wails, “Yes! Yesss! I’m cumming!” 
 
    Violet light flashes brightly from behind Theora as Morelle drives the angel to ecstasy and devours some morsel of her essence. Shock dawns on Theora’s face and she quickly pushes Morelle away. 
 
    “That’s enough of that you little harlot!”  
 
    “Harlot, is it?” Morelle laughs and leaps at Theora. “It’s my turn for a little fun!”  
 
    “That’s – Hey!” The angel is caught by surprise as you join in with Morelle, manhandling Theora onto her back. Theora isn’t fighting you, not exactly, but she is struggling to gain the upper hand. You manage to position yourself between her shapely thighs as Morelle climbs atop Theora. As the pale-skinned succubus straddles Theora’s face, the angelic beauty seems to surrender to her desire. She reaches up and takes hold of Morelle’s ass with both hands. You hear a moan of lust and wet, lewd sounds as Theora begins to lick.  
 
    “Ooooh, that’s good,” says Morelle. “They must have parties up there in the heavens.” 
 
    Theora says something, but it is lost to the smothering weight of Morelle’s ass. The succubus looks at you, her eyes flashing violet as she grinds her pussy on Theora’s tongue.  
 
    “Go on, Lucas,” purrs Morelle. “Slide your cock in. She’s waiting for it.” 
 
    Morelle reaches down and splays open Theora’s delicate pink folds. The succubus pets Theora’s clit and you can hear the angel moaning with pleasure beneath Morelle’s ass. 
 
    You gaze down at your throbbing, red cock, still slick with Theora’s saliva and up slightly to the parted pink folds of her angelic pussy. Morelle’s fingers strum at Theora’s clit and the succubus whispers enticing words.  
 
    “Do it. Sheath your cock in her holy cunt.” 
 
    Theora is enjoying Morelle’s attention and pleasuring the demoness. A fine opportunity to give her the cock she so richly deserves. You press your tip to her entrance and she moans louder beneath Morelle’s ass, jerking her hips as if to line her steamy pink passage up for your first thrust. You thrust into her in a single stroke, letting out a throaty roar of pleasure as you feel Theora’s angelic pussy tight around you and very slick with her nectar. Your stones press against the spit-slicked divot of her ass as you bury every inch of your manhood in her tight quim. 
 
    “I bet she’s not as good as me,” teases Morelle as you begin to thrust in and out of Theora.  
 
    “It’s a… mmmmm… tight fit,” you moan, looking into the succubus’s blazing eyes.  
 
    “Let me sweeten it a little,” says Morelle, leaning forward and kissing you. Your lips meet her demonic mouth and immediately she begins to feed on your essence. The pleasure that ripples through you is intense enough to drive your thrusts into Theora. You pound your cock deep into her slick pussy, feeling Theora’s inner muscles grip and flutter around you as you drive towards your orgasm.  
 
    “Yessss,” hisses Morelle between kisses. “Cum for her. Cum for me, Lucas.” 
 
    “Ahhhh hmmmmmmm!” You moan your pleasure against Morelle’s molten kiss, her tongue swirling supernaturally in your mouth and pleasure radiating from her lips as she devours morsels of your soul. You thrust hard and fast into Theora, hilting with each stroke, slapping your body against her parted thighs until you feel her tense and her inner walls rippling with rhythmic release. She cumming! You’re making her cum!  
 
    “Mmmmmmm!” You cry against Morelle. She seems to laugh into the kiss as your cock tenses, hanging on the precipice of your pleasure, and then plunges over the edge as you spurt deep inside Theora. Pump after pump of your hot human cum splashes into the depths of her angelic pussy. The whole time you are cumming, Morelle is feasting on your life force, swallowing Violet wisps of your soul.  
 
    The three of your collapse together, panting, filthy, and flushed with pleasure. 
 
    “You betrayed me,” laughs Theora, giving your sensitive cock a rough squeeze. “Working with that demoness.” 
 
    “You loved it,” says Morelle. She smacks Theora on her bottom and then wilts when Theora’s eyes flash with holy fury. “Um, of course, you are still the boss.” 
 
    “Veleda is the boss,” says Theora sternly. She turns to you, sandwiched between you and Morelle, and pulls the blanket over the three of you. A last, sweat-salted kiss from Theora sends you into an exhausted sleep. 
 
    You awake to gray light through the flap of Theora’s tent. It is just before dawn and the smoke of the campfire is bringing rich smells of savory and sweet food cooking. You realize there is a warm body pressed against you, a face nuzzled to your chest, breathing softly. Your hand follows the contour of a flank down to a shapely hip. You look down in the faint light and see a silky ribbon of golden hair. You pull back the blanket a little more and marvel that Theora is cuddled against you for warmth. 
 
    Morelle startles you by thrusting her head into the tent.  
 
    “Wake up, you two,” she says. “Breakfast is ready.” 
 
    You are still exhausted and Theora seems similarly tired as she yawn and stretches. 
 
    “The hangover of being fed upon by a succubus,” explain the angel. You glimpse her plump, pink nipples and the golden thatch of her quim before she stands and her usual white gown appears on her body as if it were always there. She strides out of the tent and begins conversing with Morelle to quietly for you to hear. You have to dress like a human, which takes a few minutes before you have pulled everything on and laced up your boots. 
 
    You find Theoa perched on one of the fallen logs, looking down at a steaming plate of food. Morelle is dishing up a plate for you. She is wearing nothing but an apron, her back end indecently waving in the morning air. 
 
    “Spiced demon bread,” she says. “It will make your tongue burn, but the sweetness more than makes up for it. Goose egg scramble and sylvan ham.” 
 
    You check to see if Theora is eating and see she has put her plate aside and is dining on a hard tack biscuit. Morelle turns your attention back to your plate. 
 
    “You had better eat that, every bite, or I am going to get my feelings hurt,” she says. 
 
    You sit down and begin to eat. The food is painfully spicy, but true to Morelle’s word, the sweetness begins to take over in your mouth and after a few bites you are enjoying the food and the way it warms your belly. Theora scoffs at you for eating the demon-tainted breakfast. 
 
    “What happened last night will not happen again, succubus,” she warns Morelle. She rises from her seat and looks at you just as sternly. “Finish your cursed food and let us be on our way. We have a long journey ahead.” 
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    Go looking for Morelle in the woods 
 
      
 
    You rise from the log beside the fire, intent on following the comely succubus into the dark of the forest. 
 
    “I had, um, better go be sure Morelle doesn’t get herself into any trouble,” you say, retreating a bit sheepishly from Theora. “You know, make sure she comes back.” 
 
    “She cannot wander far from your sword,” says Theora, a smile quirking her lips. “But go ahead, Lucas. Just don’t get into any trouble either.” 
 
    “I won’t,” you promise, feeling for all the world like the imposing angel is your mother threatening you with punishment.  
 
    You turn and hurry into the darkness of the woods. It takes your eyes a bit to adjust as you leave the light of the campfire behind. The moon is nearly full and provides fair illumination when the forest canopy is not too thick. You move from one pool of faint bluish light to the next. 
 
    Stumbling through the intermittent darkness, you find yourself think more of your mother. How she made that last supper for you and Genny. How she tucked you and your sister into bed like children, even snag lullabies to you, and then was gone in the morning. You can almost imagine her in the darkness of these woods, existing in the shadows, perhaps even watching you as you stumble recklessly through the forest. 
 
    You stop as you realize you have wandered far off any path through the woods and have no idea where you are. The moon shining above could provide some clue to navigation, but the trees are too thick around you. 
 
    “Damn it,” you mutter. “I’m lost.” 
 
    Your father taught you that the last thing you want to do when you are lost in the woods is panic. You stop and assess the situation, trying to find an opening the canopy of leaves so you can see the moon and stars. You are walking towards the nearest clearing when you hear a soft, musical sound and the burbling of a stream. Moving cautiously towards the sound, you recognize Morelle’s girlish voice singing a song as if she only knows half the words.  
 
    “Little match girl… hhmmmhhmmhm… Pretty match girl… don’t you… hhhmmmhhmmm…” 
 
    You step out from the tree line and Morelle’s song immediately stops. The succubus stands in the waist deep waters of the stream, her breasts bare and her lavender-tinted nipples stiff in the cold night air. The water, which must be fed from some sort of hot spring, steams around her. Morelle’s wet hair hangs heavy and dark on her pale shoulders. Her violet eyes gleam in the darkness, lit by the power within her. 
 
    “Lucas,” she calls out, her girlish voice sending a thrill through your body. “You followed me. I knew you would.” 
 
    “I didn’t want you to get into trouble,” you say, stepping closer to the stream. You do your best not to stare at Morelle’s naked body, but the succubus ensures to draw your attention to her luscious curves with the way she poses in the stream. She runs a hand slowly over her breasts, caressing them before her hand slips under the warm water.  
 
    “I’m always in trouble,” giggles Morelle. “Especially when you’re around, Lucas. Why don’t you have a bath with me? The water is almost as nice as the bath back in the palace.” 
 
    “I don’t know if that would, um, be a good idea,” you say, your cock straining in your trousers at the thought of sharing the water with Morelle. She wades closer to the edge, beckoning you with a hand to join her in the slow-moving water. 
 
    “It’s nice and warm.” She winks and adds, “And I’ll make it warmer.” 
 
    Motion under the water beside her shapely hip draws your eyes. Morelle’s tail wriggles like an eel just beneath the surface of the water. The unwholesome motion of her tail makes you hesitate, through you long to join the beautiful farm-girl-turned-succubus in the warm water. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Go for a swim with Morelle 
 
    Wait for her to get out of the water 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Stay with Theora by the fire 
 
      
 
    You stretch out your legs and cross your ankles to warm your boots by the fire. The steady crackle of the wood and the windborne gusts of heat begin to relax you nearly to sleep. You glance over at Theora and see she is still as entranced by the fire as before. 
 
    “The giants love fire,” she says, reaching out with a stick to stir the flames. “They build huge pyres and when they sack villages they will burn every structure to the ground.” 
 
    “Here? On earth?” You ask. 
 
    “Wherever they pillage,” she says. “They have come to your world before, yes. Towering as high as a church steeple. My sisters and I battled them in this realm more than once.” 
 
    “You fought giants?”  
 
    “Yes, many times,” she laughs, as if the idea that she would not have fought giants is preposterous. “Servants of the gods are not allowed to battle on your realm unless there is a war and the giants love to war with almost all of the gods. Those times when the host of heaven descended to battle for your world are among my favorite memories.” 
 
    “I don’t think battle is going to be my favorite memory,” you say, staring into the fire. “My father was killed by soldiers returning from war. And my mother…” 
 
    “What happened to her, Lucas?” Theora asks, resting a hand on your shoulder.  
 
    “One night about a year ago, not long after father was buried, she made us a big supper with the last of the summer vegetables. We prayed to Veleda and she even baked a cherry pastry like Genny likes.” 
 
    “Your sister?”  
 
    You nod and continue, “We were too old to be tucked into bed, but she did it anyway, even singing lullabies to us like we were still in our cribs. I remember looking up at her in the candlelight and seeing the sadness in her eyes. She loved my father so much and when he died I think it broke her. She was… she was gone in the morning.” 
 
    “She may still be alive,” says Theora, squeezing your shoulder reassuringly. 
 
    “Part of her, maybe,” you say, looking down at your hands in your lap. “Most of her died when those two soldiers killed my father.” 
 
    “You mortals suffer such tragedies,” says Theora. “I do not envy you, Lucas.” 
 
    “Thanks?” You chuckle, kicking at a stick poking out of the fire. It stirs the flames and a puff of sparks rises into the night. 
 
    Theora waves her hand and produces a silver flask from the air. She unscrews the top and pours the contents of the flask into two wooden cups from the meal you made. She hands one cup to you. 
 
    You smell the liquid in the cup and are surprised by the pleasant strawberry-like aroma. 
 
    “Velegna,” she says. “It is a holy alcohol brewed by my sister angels from the flower fruits that grow upon the golden fields of the higher planes. I salute your courage, Lucas. You may not be the strongest or wisest hero Veleda has ever chosen, but I believe you might be the most courageous.” 
 
    “I couldn’t have done this without you, Theora,” you say, knocking your cup against hers. She tilts the cup to her full lips and drinks heartily. You pour the honey-sweet liquid into your mouth and swallow a large gulp. 
 
    It almost comes back up. It burns like fire as it goes down your throat. You resist the urge to scream in pain as it settles into your guts. You have to purse your lips and fight back the tears welling in your eyes. 
 
    “Good,” says Theora with a slight nod of her head. “You did not scream. Most mortals scream with their first sip of velegna. I saw one man die from a sip.” 
 
    “Not dead,” you croak. “Not quite.”  
 
    Theora gives you a playful punch in the arm. It is powerful enough to knock you off the back of the log. She bursts out laughing and gets up to help you to your feet. She gives you a strong pull and you thump against her breasts. She catches you with one arm so you do not fall over again. 
 
    You look up into her beautiful, overlarge silver-blue eyes. She is smiling at you and holding you against her. Your gaze flicks to her full, pink lips which are slightly parted. You feel the sudden urge to kiss the mighty angel. It is not as if you haven’t done such things before, but never in such a quiet and romantic moment. Your body aches with desire for Theora and your heart swells with more profound feelings. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Kiss Theora on her lips 
 
    Confess your attraction to her


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Get some sleep 
 
      
 
    Watching Theora stare into the flames of your campfire makes you remember your mother and how she would stare at the cookfire in your farmhouse’s modest hearth. You never knew what became of your mother. After your father died, she was broken and simply disappeared one night as if she had never existed at all. It had been left to you to see that your sister made it to the wizard’s academy and that you maintained the family farm. 
 
    Struck by a wave of sadness, you sigh and rise from the log beside Theora. The angel slowly looks up at you, a similar sadness seeming to dwell in her silver-blue eyes. 
 
    “I am going to bed,” you say. “I have been too long on my feet. I cannot ride the sky like you or leap about like Morelle.” 
 
    “Right, yes,” says Theora, straightening her gown as she slowly rises. “You mortals exhaust yourselves so quickly. Best for you to conserve your strength for the battle tomorrow.” 
 
    She surprises you with an embrace, pulling you into her arms and squeezing you against the soft warmth of her bosoms. It is a chaste hug, but stirs your memories of previous embraces with the stern angel. 
 
    “Um, goodnight, Theora,” you say, not sure how to receive her unusually tender affection. 
 
    “Yes, sleep well, Lucas,” she says, returning her gaze to the fire. 
 
    You shuffle off to your tent, climbing inside the drafty canvas and beneath your blanket. Stretching out on the tattered bedroll is enough to make you groan with relief. Your weariness melts quickly into the darkness of sleep. 
 
    Violet light flashes in the darkness. You hear a haughty laugh and slowly the world coalesces around it. You stand before a towering, voluptuous woman with eyes that blaze with violet magic. She is the most exquisite beauty you have ever seen, even eclipsing Theora and Morelle, but her beauty is terrifying.  
 
    Her lavender-blonde hair cascades over her pale shoulders, her creamy breasts piled up by a corset, but her wide hips and tufted mound bare. Her long legs are sheathed in lavender stockings strapped to a garter that frames her hungry sex. The large, fat horns that curl from her forehead and her spread wings betray her demonic heritage. A fleshy tail curls around her left leg up to her thigh before seeming to look at you like a serpent, its slippery entrance dripping with nectar. 
 
    “Lady Rachelle,” you moan, paralyzed with awe at her ravishing beauty. 
 
    “Lucas LeBlanc,” she says, her voice as sweet as the sigh of a lover. “We meet at last. You are much smaller than I imagined.” 
 
    She pushes you to your knees with pressure on your shoulder and her ample thighs and lavender-tufted cunt descend to blot out the world. You inhale her scent, as intoxicating as any drug, and begin to lick without being told. Her nectar is as sweet as her smile and you lick, slurp, and swallow greedily. Her laughter shudders through her thighs. 
 
    “Yes,” she purrs. “Submit to your queen, Lucas. You never had a chance against me.” 
 
    You feel her cunt opening, wider and wider, pulling your face into her warm, slick folds. She seems to grow larger above you and her sex draws you into her channel. The scent of the demoness is overpowering. The pleasure of being swallowed up by her hungry cunt is greater than any you have experienced with a lover. As Rachelle draws you into her steamy pussy, you begin to cum.  
 
    “Delicious,” she pronounces as your body shrinks and dissolves into her like a sugar candy on her tongue. The darkness inside her gives way to a pulsing violet light. As you are drawn towards it, you feel your life ebbing away to nothing. 
 
    You awake to wetness on your face. Lips parted and a tongue prowling inside your mouth. You open your eyes and realize Morelle is kissing you, a faint violet energy crackling against her lips. You jerk away and she slowly opens her languid eyes. 
 
    “Good morning, Lucas,” she says and wiggles her soft, naked, and enticingly warm body against yours. You push her away and scramble out of the bedroll. 
 
    “You were feeding on me in my sleep!” You snap. 
 
    “Just a teeny-tiny bit,” she says, holding up her finger and thumb to measure the amount. 
 
    “Do not do that again or I will send you back to the sanctum,” you warn. 
 
    “Oh, alright,” she says, flopping onto her back, which causes her plump, creamy breasts to jiggle and spread. Your cock twitches in your trousers at the sight and you realize Morelle’s feeding has made you painfully aroused. You growl with annoyance, flip open the tent flap, and stalk out into the early morning chill. 
 
    Theora is already awake and cooking oat mash with golden tello berries, quail eggs, and thick honey-cured bacon over the fire. 
 
    “If you’re done being eaten by the succubus, come have some food yourself,” she says, giving the oat mash a last stir. “Eat well before we continue on your way. You need your strength.” 
 
    “We didn’t do anything in there,” you say, walking over and taking a seat beside the fire. 
 
    “Your depravity does not matter to me, Lucas,” she says, a slightly mocking smile on her face. “I do not care whether Veleda ultimately judges you wanting and casts you down into the Underworld. I only need you to complete your duty to the goddess.” 
 
    You stare at her for several seconds. She is not joking, not exactly, but you can also tell she does not mean what she is saying. She does care. 
 
    She hands you a steaming bowl of food and you tuck in, drinking from a water skin she passes to you. 
 
    “I dreamt of Lady Rachelle,” you say, and proceed to describe the dream to Theora. 
 
    Probably just your corrupted human desires and Morelle’s touch conjuring a fantasy. But perhaps she has taken notice of you. 
 
    “Not a comforting thought,” you say, finishing up the bowl of food. 
 
    “It was not meant to comfort you,” she says, wiping the bowl clean and causing it to disappear into the air. “Come, let us strike camp and be on our way. We should reach Bruno by nightfall.” 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE > 
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