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Foreword

The Easily Defeated Hero’s Monster Girl Adventure represents about a year of work and is the first time I have written a non-linear adventure book as part of a serial. This required a fair bit of behind-the-scenes planning, but what you have before you is the complete journey as Lucas LeBlanc from his farm just outside St. Ingbert to the depths of the underworld of Chthona.
As I wrote this series, one unavoidable difficulty was that as the cast of characters grew, each book grew longer and longer. You will no doubt notice this as you read through the series. While Morelle’s book is by far the shortest, her character receives some of the most attention by her nature of being the first addition to Lucas’s harem of monster girls.
The story of this book is entirely original and the characters are my creation, but I was definitely inspired by eroge game developer Torotoro Resistance’s Monster Girl Quest (the hero being named Lucas is an homage to this series) and Kenkou Cross’s Monster Girl Encyclopedia.
While both of these were huge influences, the greatest influence was playing Dungeons & Dragons with my brothers growing up. I was always the elf because I was the girl and our adventures certainly were not raunchy like those featured in this series, but they made a big impression on me all the same.
The joy of roleplaying turned into erotic fantasy later in life and I couldn't quite shake the thought of being an elf and meeting up with monsters, only now they wanted to fuck me more than they wanted to defeat me.
This book marks the end of the adventures of Lucas LeBlanc. The experiment of creating a serial choose your own adventure series has been a success and I plan to continue that in 2019 with a new and unrelated series of books. That does not mean there might not eventually be a sequel to the Easily Defeated Hero. Perhaps Genevieve LeBlanc will find a reason to set off on adventure of her own, fighting monsters even though she is so easily defeated. Only time will tell!
XOXOXO
Amand Clover
2018
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Modest beginnings

You are returning home from selling your modest farm’s harvest at market in the nearby village of St. Ingbert. It has been a dry year and it has been a struggle to tend your family farm alone. Loading and unloading the wheat and barley and turnips has left you exhausted. You nearly doze off in the late afternoon heat as the empty cart jostles along behind your mules, Old Joe and Betsy.
Your father is dead from a mysterious illness and your mother disappeared shortly after he died. For more than two years, it has fallen to you to tend the crops and keep the money flowing to pay for your older sister’s education in the faraway capital of Elzeheim. The modest pouch of coins you collected at market today is already spent by Genevieve on her tuition, room and board, and magical supplies. The thought of your beautiful sister studying alchemy and spell casting in the glorious white city of Elzeheim, capital of Lorraine, makes you break into a smile. All the labor will be worth it if she graduates and is certified as a white, blue, or green witch.
The cart bumps over a stone, jarring you to look up as you pass under the shade of the last stretch of forest before the open fields leading home. The coolness of the forest is nice after the beating sun, but something puts you ill-at-ease. In this primeval darkness, you might almost believe St. Ingbert didn’t really send all the monsters back to the spirit world.
Something drops from the trees and rolls into the path of your cart. Old Joe and Betsy rear up and nearly spill you off the driver’s bench of the empty cart. You stand up on the running boards and see that a huge log has dropped from a nearby hill and rolled into the road, effectively blocking it. There seems to be a narrow path to navigate around it if you put two wheels of the cart off the road and into the ditch. Before you can try to coax your tired mules to maneuver, three young man step into the road.
It’s the Gedry brothers. Johan is the tallest and leanest and his two younger brothers are squat and built with an unpleasant mixture of fat and muscle. Johan flips a knife in his hand as he steps closer. His brothers smack cudgels against their palms menacingly.
“Home from harvest, Lucas?” Johan displays his broken teeth in a grin. “I bet you’ve got a fat purse on you.”
“Not so fat this year, Johan,” you say. “Been a long, dry summer and haven’t much milk from the cow.”
“Too bad your mama and sister run off,” says Johan. “Fat tits on them both. Lot of milk for you to sell.”
Your hands tighten into fists and you growl, “Watch yourself.”
“Or what?” Johan laughs and looks back at his brothers. “Little, scrawny Lucas LeBlanc is gonna fight all three of us.”
The two pudgy brothers laugh at the thought of you standing up for yourself. Johan turns back to you and jabs the point of his knife in your direction.
“Hand over the coins, Lucas, and my brothers and I won’t have to kick you too much.”
“It’s for my sister’s school,” you say, a note of pleading creeping into your voice.
“You mean it’s for us to get drunk and whore it up in St. Ingbert? Yeah, you’re right.” Johan and his brothers take a threatening step closer. He jabs his knife again, almost close enough to stab you. “Hand it over, Lucas. I’m not asking nicely again.”
You reach down and feel the modest weight of coins in your leather bag. Your entire summer harvest is in that bag. If the Gedry brothers rob you, that’s it. You’re finished. And your sister will have to leave the academy.
“Please,” you say. “It’s all I have.”
“Hand it over!” Johan Gedry roars.




What do you do?
Give them the money
Fight them




Wait

The barn is empty enough for you to keep circling Theora outside of the reach of her staff. You search for an opening. And you keep getting distracted by how beautiful she is.
“Waiting can be important,” says Theora, grinning as she flourishes her staff and smacks you on the forearm. “You have to know when to take a chance and make your move. Did you see my weak spot?”
No. You didn’t. Her reach is much greater than yours and she knows what she is doing with that staff. You grimace and charge at Theora, wildly swinging your sword.
She lets out a lilting laugh, dances easily past your guard, and slams you in the chest with the side of her staff. You grunt as you hit the floor of the barn. Your sword is knocked from your grasp and thumps into some straw. The wind is knocked out of you for a moment. Theora takes full advantage.
“That was not the right opportunity,” she giggles, spinning her staff around and thrusting the tip into your face. You hold your hands up in surrender, not particularly in the mood to get smacked in the mouth with her staff. “Now is when a monster girl would take full advantage of you.”
“What does that—“
Theora drops heavily atop your waist, straddling you on her knees and thumping her shapely bottom against your groin. Before you can react to the gorgeous angel sitting on you, she cradles your chin with one hand and leans in to kiss you.
Her lips are soft and warm and sweet. You yield to them in surprise and her tongue slips into your mouth, sending a thrill of shocked pleasure through your body. You try to pull back, to ask her what in the name of Veleda she is doing, but Theora won’t let you escape. She moans with amused lust, swirling the sweetness of her tongue into your mouth as her hand presses between her luscious body and yours. Your eyes go wide as you feel her touch against your cock straining in your trousers.
You finally manage to twist your head out of her grasp, breaking the kiss and giving you room to gasp, “What are you doing?!”
“I am going to show you the right moment to strike,” she says, bending her kiss to your neck and shoulder and sucking. In the same moment, her nimble fingers slip into your trousers and her grasp folds around your manhood, every bit as soft as you are straining hard. You are not sure how she is showing you anything, but you cannot argue with the beautiful angel’s lovely hand moving against you, squeezing you and tugging carefully at your hardness.
“Oohhhhh, Theora,” you moan.
“When the monster girl exposes her most vulnerable spot,” hisses Theora, her words hot against you as she kisses across your shoulder and up your neck, “you will know it is time to strike.”
She gives your cock a squeeze, flicks her wings, and leads suddenly from your lap. You are left with your heart beating wildly and your cock sticking through your trousers, red and lightly glistening with your precum.
“Get up,” she says. “Get up and I will show you the perfect time to strike.”
As you clamber uncertainly to your feet, Theora saunters to the edge of the empty stall that used to contain your mother’s horse, Lady. The beautiful angel leans against the wooden gate and thrusts her hips back. She reaches back to gather the soft, clinging fabric of her gown. Her pale blue eyes are full of mischief as she slides the gown up the backs of her thighs, exposing her creamy, slender legs all the way up to the pert roundness of her bottom.
She tilts her hips, making her plush backside even more enticing and revealing the gold-tufted mound of her cunt. Her slightly parted buttocks even reveal the dainty pink divot of her anus. You have never seen such a lewdly beautiful sight as this. Your cock is practically bursting just to look upon Theora’s naked flesh.
“Strike,” she says breathily. She arches her back and thrusts her shapely bottom at you. “Now is your chance. Be the hero.”
Even if your mind is overwhelmed by the naked glory of the beautiful angel, your body knows how to react to the invitation. You stumble towards her, cock in hand and your gaze fixed upon the miraculous pale crescent of her bum. Her slick pussy is inviting, but you see her true weak spot. Her ass! She must mean her ass!
She bites her lower lip and moans as you grab a handful of her assflesh, surprised by the firmness. You spread her wider and guide your hard cock to the clenched pink wrinkle of her asshole. You thrust against that warm divot and she tenses and cries out.
Her head jerks up and she screams, “WHAT ARE YOU DOING!?”
“You… you said your weak spot! I thought… I mean, your backside is…”
She glares at you and says, “No! Not there!”
“S-sorry,” you say, “You sort of spread your ass and I thought… I mean…”
She blows a curl of golden hair from her face with frustration. She turns back around and returns to the position with her luscious ass and her glistening quim on display. She motions with her hand, “Come here.”
You step so close your cock brushes against the backs of her thighs. She reaches beneath her mound, between her legs, and takes hold of your cock. With a confident tug, she guides you to her slick entrance. You feel the silky tickle of her golden hairs and the warm, soft groove of her pussy.
“There,” she says sternly. “There is my ‘weak spot’. Do you have it?”
“Y-yes,” you say, nodding vigorously.
“Good,” she says. “Go on then, Lucas. Show me you know how to use what the gods have given you.”
You furrow your brow with concentration as you thrust your hips forward and drive your hardness into the hot, yielding furrow of Theora’s quim. She lets out an amused sigh of pleasure as you sink your length between her dewy netherlips. Her hot channel engulfs your hardness and squeezes tightly around your throbbing manhood. The velvet pleasure and gripping warmth is so intense that you nearly cum with your first few strokes.
“That’s it,” laughs Theora, tossing her hair and looking back over her shoulder. “Give it to me good, hero. Fuck my little monster girl pussy.”
“Ohhhhh gods,” you cry, grabbing her slender waist. You slam your cock in and out of her juicy quim. Your pelvis slaps against her angelic bottom, sending light jiggles through her creamy assflesh. Each thrust slaps wetly into her clutching tunnel and smacks your swinging stones against her clit.
“Not bad,” says Theora, arching and her thrusting her pussy back onto your cock. “Now do it harder. Go on, little hero, really give it to me soundly.”
What you intend to be a ferocious roar of lust comes out as more of a squawk as you desperately hump at Theora’s luscious hindquarters. Her pussy is a vise that squeezes tightly around each stroke. Your fingers dig into Theora’s waist and you try to hold on as you furiously pound your cock into her pussy.
“AAaahhHHHHHHHHH!” You pleasure rises swiftly and inexorably.
“You’re not—“ She looks back at you accusingly, but it too late. Your cries of ecstasy drown out anything she might be trying to say.
“AAaaaahHH OOOOhhhhhh gods!” There is suddenly no more avoiding the damning rush of pleasure. Your ecstasy surges, curling your toes in your boots as you thrust your swollen cock desperately into Theora’s hungry cunt. You manage to sputter, “It’s so good!”
“I know,” laughs Theora, working her hips and driving you wild. Your cock jerks and spurts heavily into her thirsty quim. Her angelic folds and slippery depths devour your gushing seed. You thrust into her impossibly tight and rippling cunt until your strength has fled you entirely.
You stagger back, your cock slipping from Theora’s creamy cunt with a lewd plop. A trickle of your white seed spills from between her swollen cuntlips and drips down to the floor between her feet. The angel looks at you over her shoulder as she slowly stands upright. She has an almost pitying expression on her face.
“You are never going to out-fuck a monster girl,” she says. “Heroes have tried before and they almost never succeed. Oh, don’t pout, you fucked well enough for a farm boy.”
She drops her gown back over her shapely hips and long legs. She tousles her hair as she saunters past you.
“Don’t go feeling sorry for yourself,” she says. “The lesson is here is that to beat a monster girl with sex you would have to fuck her to the point of exhaustion. For her to beat you all you have to do is cum once. Then she’ll have a taste for your essence and you will be her slave, unable to resist.”
She walks to the door of the barn and casts a last look at you standing there with your wet cock still out and going soft.
“Clean up,” she chuckles. “Meet me outside when you are fresh.”
You splash your groin with water from the well pump and feel shame at your inability to satisfy the glorious angel. The way she talked and the way her lewd body made you feel were both very unholy. Your face is red with shame as you finally exit the barn and find her waiting in the silvery moonlight, leaned against a fence and picking at her fingertip.
“The human world is so very dirty,” she says, looking up finally. “Well, are you ready to begin your quest?”
You look down at the sword in your hand. The faint glow of it is not very reassuring.
“You don’t want more training do you?” Theora looks at you with a hint of annoyance. “We can’t spend all night doing this. There are real humans in peril out there.”
When you still do not respond to her, she walks over and prods your chest with a finger tip. “Well, out with it, hero! What do you want?”




What do you do?
Get more training from Theora
Ask Theora to explain the Crystal Sanctum
Begin your quest





Special Ability

“You mentioned a special ability,” you say, holding up a hand to try to prevent her from striking.
“You have one?” Theora asks, lowering the tip of her staff. “You know magic? Or some other ability?”
“My sister Genevieve knows magic,” you say, feeling proud of your sister and ashamed of your own inability. “Well, she’s learning it. I never could do anything like that. Don’t you have some sort of trick you can teach me?”
“She chooses a farm boy again to be the hero with a thousand lives and this is what she gets,” mutters Theora loudly enough for you to hear. She says to you, “Very well, I suppose I could show you the most basic of abilities. You are so inexperienced that is unlikely you will learn it in a single night.”
“I’ll do my best,” you say, trying to remain positive in the face of Theora’s contempt.
She gives you a tight lipped smile and tosses her staff into the air. It disappears in a flash of holy light. She straightens her gown and holds her hand out palm up. She slowly raises her fingers to form a loose cup with her hand.
“Watch closely, farm boy,” she says.
You stare intently at her fingers and cupped hand waiting for something to happen. You are about to ask her what you are looking for when there is a sudden, painfully bright flare of white light. For a moment, you see everything in the barn in sharp relief and then you are throwing your hands up to shield your eyes from the painful light. Even after you can tell that brightness has faded you are nearly blinded by the glowing afterimage in both retinas.
“What did you do?” You cry, rubbing at your eyes with both hands.
“It’s called Startle Eye,” says Theora. “It will take several minutes for the effects to fade, which will allow you to make a follow-up attack. Something like this…”
You feel fingers suddenly slip beneath your belt and into your trousers. Hands roughly yank your pants down from your waist and down your thighs. Cool air tickles over your cock and bare buttocks.
“What are you doing!?” You shout, reaching out blindly and feeling Theora’s shoulders and her silky, golden hair.
“My follow-up attack,” she chuckles and her soft hands take hold of your flaccid cock. You begin to stiffen almost immediately.
“Your follow uoooohhhh—“
Your ability to speak is sharply curtailed by the incredible sensation of Theora sucking your hardening cock into the warmth and wetness of her mouth. She hums around you as her suction draws your cock out and coaxes you to full hardness in only a couple seconds. Her tongue swirls against the head of your cock and she begins to slide her lips from the tip down to the root of your manhood. The soft clutch of her throat tickles against the tip of your cock for a moment before she pulls back to your tip, slurping around you.
“You’re… you… oh gods…”
You cannot even describe what she is doing aloud. You wish you could see it, but your vision is still dazzled by her Startle Eye ability. You lightly rest your hands on Theora’s shoulders and lose yourself in the incredible sensation of her mouth bobbing on your straining cock. The caress of her lips and tongue, the hot spill of her saliva down to your balls, and the vibrations of her voice against your cock are enough to nearly draw out your cum. You manage to hold back for the moment, but you feel the pressure swiftly building.
“Mmmmmm.” Theora pops her wet lips from your cock. Her hand continues to work your spit-covered shaft as she says, “You will never be able to win this fight, Lucas. Go ahead. Cum in my mouth. Feed the victorious monster girl your essence.”
“Monster girl? What do you… ohhhhhHHH!”
She once more cuts off your words with the sweet, warm suction of her mouth. She cradles you with her tongue and lewdly slurps her mouth up and down your straining cock. Your hardness verges on the brink of exploding between her luscious lips. You try to blink away the after images, but the most you can see is the rough outline of her head bobbing on your cock.
“Mmmhmmmm,” she murmurs around your hardness.
You thrust between her soft lips, pushing to the back of your throat and sliding back out again. She grips the base of your cock so you cannot gag her, but otherwise allows you to desperately fuck the warmth of her mouth. It is exquisite,  better even than the quims of the only two women you have been with. Her tongue flicks beneath your cockhead with every stroke. Your balls throb.
“Ahhhhh! I’m cumming!” You cry, arching and thrusting into her mouth. She beckons your release with her vibrating murmur and your cock explodes into her sucking mouth. Your warm seed pours across her tongue and she gulps it down as quickly as you can spurt it from your cock. Your thrusts slow and Theora takes over, bobbing gently, slurping, and stroking as she finishes you completely. She finally lets your twitching cock slide out of her mouth.
Your vision has nearly returned as the beautiful angel rises to her feet and pulls you into an intense and very salty kiss. She toys with your cock, sharing your musky flavor on her tongue as you go soft between her fingers. She releases your limp manhood and takes a step back.
“Such an innocent boy,” she says, looking you in the eyes as you squint at the fading flash images. “If I really were a monster girl you would be my slave now. Clean up and pull up your pants. Meet me outside and I will show you how to use the Startle Eye ability.”
She walks away as the last of the afterimages finally disappear from your vision. You draw a bucket of cold water from the well pump and bathe your cock and balls. You can hardly believe what just happened. Your only regret is that you could barely see the beautiful angel sucking your cock. You button up your trousers and head out of the barn to meet her.
She is standing in the moonlight, leaning against the pasture fence and snapping her fingers to conjure miniature bursts of the Startle Eye spell. Though these flashes are much smaller than the one that blinded you in the barn, they are still bright enough that you squint as you avert your gaze.
“I’m ready,” you say.
“No, you’re really not, but I will teach you.” She takes your hand and positions it as she held her hand. “You are blessed by Veleda and her power joins yours. You have the power to summon the Startle Eye flash, but you lack the force of will to command the power.”
“How do I do that?” You ask, breathing in her sweet smell and feeling the softness of her breasts as she leans against you.
“Visualize that flash,” she says. “Imagine it appearing in your hand. Picture it in minute detail and will it into being. There is no easy way for me to explain this to you, Lucas. You must feel and learn to use your power to—“
A bright flash appears in the cupped palm of your hand. It is only a fraction of the brightness of the one that Theora had summoned in the barn. The flash fades much more quickly, leaving you blinking in the darkness once again.
“A fair try,” she says. “It might startle a moth. You have a lot of work to do to master the ability.”
“I’ll get better,” you say.
“You have a thousand lives to learn it, fortunately,” she says, giving you a condescending pat on your head. “Practice it a bit. Then you should begin your quest.”
She steps back and you hold your arm out, practicing using the Startle Eye ability. It is a mentally exhausting effort to summon the flashes of light. You never achieve anything like the one Theora had conjured in the barn and as you begin to experience diminishing results you give up.
Theora is waiting for you, leaning against the fence once more.
“Well, are you ready to begin your quest?” She asks.
You look down at your hand, trying to imagine summoning the Startle Eye again. You’re not so sure you could do it. You glance at the sword in your other hand. The faint glow of it is not very reassuring.
“You don’t want more training do you?” Theora looks at you with a hint of annoyance. “We can’t spend all night doing this. There are real humans in peril out there.”
When you still do not respond to her, she walks over and prods your chest with a finger tip. “Well, out with it, hero! What do you want?”




What do you do?
Get more training from Theora
Ask Theora to explain the Crystal Sanctum
Begin your quest





Wait

You can sense the unholy power emanating from Morelle. You try to keep your gaze averted from her glistening quim and focus on her glowing, violet-tinged eyes. She advances towards you, forcing you to backpedal out of the bedroom and down the narrow hall of the farmhouse. This is not a good place for a swordfight. You barely have room to swing your blade. You need to lure her back to the kitchen and wait for the right moment to strike.
“Where are you going, Lucas?” Morelle teases, running her delicate hands from her wide hips up to breasts she did not have when you last saw her a few days ago. She squeezes her mounds through her crimson lingerie, her pale bust nearly burst through her lacy bodice. “Don’t you want to touch me? To feel the ecstasy of this body?”
“Never,” you say, nearly stumbling over your own feet.
Morelle giggles at your misstep, advancing so close you can smell the intoxicating perfume and the musk of sex that clings to her demonically enhanced teenage body. Each step she takes only reveals her exquisite body, barely concealed by her lingerie. The playful smile on her lips makes your stiff cock twitch.
You stumble past the bedroom containing Ernie. He moans at the sight of Morelle sauntering down the hallway. Your gaze is drawn back to her glistening pink pussy, hairless and seemingly hungry for your cock. You imagine sinking your hardness into Morelle’s warm, wet cunt. Could you even last a single stroke? Your gaze flicks back to her eyes and you realize that you are caught staring at her pussy. She is looking right at you, her violet eyes seeming to flicker with her power.
“Don’t be afraid, Lucas,” she purrs, stepping close enough to reach out and touch. “You can have me. All you have to do is ask.”
“Never,” you hiss through your clenched jaw. But you have made a mistake. You have stopped retreating down the hallway and Morelle easily catches up to you.
She does not slam into you or whip you with her tail. She simply curls one hand against your cheek and leans her lips close to yours. You shutter with lust and tighten your grip on the handle of your sword.
“Aw, what’s the matter, Lucas?” Morelle searches your eyes as she cradles your cheek with her hand. Her lips are so close to yours they brush against you as she says, “Come on, handsome, give me a kiss.”
Your cock throbs against the inner seam of your trousers. You look from her unnatural violet eyes to her full, sensual lips, pink and faintly glistening.




How do you reply to Morelle?
Give her a kiss
Give her a kick




Victory over the succubus

The radiant light of Veleda seems to shine upon your body and warm your face as you walk from the Woodley farm back to your house. Ernie and Dale Woodley are still alive because of your deeds. At some point you will have to break some version of the bad news about Morelle to the Cardin family. Not tonight. You bask in the glow of your victory, balancing the mighty Sword of Veleda across your shoulders as you approach your farmhouse.
You discover Theora lounging in your bed with a jar of redberry preserves from the cellar, a box of winter crackers, and a venison sausage you had hoped would see you through to spring.
“Oh, you’re back?” She sits up and brushes crumbs from her gown. “You actually beat her? Well, that’s a pleasant surprise. How many lives did you waste? No, don’t tell me, it would only make me think less of you.”
Theora bounces out of your bed, her plump breasts jiggling beneath her sheer gown as she dances merrily over to you and embraces you. She kisses you on the cheek. She smells like holy incense and redberry preserves.
“Thanks for eating half my winter provisions,” you say.
“I was bored,” she says. “Your earthly food is terrible, by the way. You should really make something better.”
“If I didn’t have pests eating all my supplies, maybe I could cook up something delicious.”
“Oh, why bother?” She says, walking towards the door. “I can get all the food I need in the Crystal Sanctum. I’ll get to meet your first conquest as well.”
“Wait, you’re leaving me?”
“Yes, Lucas,” she says in a tone that suggests she thinks you are a fool for not assuming as much. “I am only here to help you on your way and guide you on your quest. When I know more, I will call upon you to serve Veleda.”
“Where are you going?”
“I have other matters to attend to, but you can find me tomorrow in your Crystal Sanctum.” She opens the door to leave your modest house. She seems to reconsider and turns back to add, “I advise against fraternizing with any of the monsters, but if you need to work on your training, I will be available to help you.”
She smiles and departs, slamming the door behind her. You throw the door open, but there is no sign of Theora. Not even in the sky.
“How does she do that?” You wonder aloud.
Exhausted from all your training and your intense battle with the succubus, you lean the sword down against the wall, push the sausage and crackers off your blanket, and curl up on the bed that once belonged to your mother and father.
You are asleep the moment your head touches the pillow. Your dreams are vivid and lewd, but the carnal scenes of you with Morelle and you and Theora are cast in tawny light. You feel the holy warmth of Veleda bathing these visions and you know that no sin is being committed by your fantasies. You awake at dawn, well-rested, but more than a little sore.
You rise from your bed and tend to the many morning chores of the farm. The routine is so familiar that you manage to go almost to mid-morning before you remember what happened yesterday. You finish slopping out the stalls, hang up the pitchfork, and head back into your house to confirm that you were not just imagining being chosen by a goddess as a monster-girl-fighting hero with a thousand lives.
The sword is there, leaning against your bed. You pick it up, the sword begins to glow, and you instantly feel the power of Veleda seeping into your body. The pink crystal in the sword’s pommel flashes, reminding you of the wondrous palace that awaits you if you choose to enter.
Perhaps a quick visit wouldn’t hurt…




What do you do?
Visit the Crystal Sanctum
The farm life is enough to keep you busy




It’s time to return to the real world

“It is time for me to go back to my farm,” you say to the smiling golem.
“I hope you have enjoyed your visit with us,” she says. “If you desire sustenance, comfort, pleasure, or would like to visit any of the guests in the sanctum, please return.”
“Um, how do I leave here again?” You ask, ashamed of your ignorance.
“Hold the control crystal above your head,” says Hina, posing as if she is holding the crystal. She cheerily continues, “Now declare, ‘Sanctum Exitus!’ And you will be transported back to your realm of existence.”
You hold the pink crystal above your head and give Hina a questioning look. She blinks her glassy blue eyes and nods approvingly.
“Sanctum Exitus!” You shout and there is an immediate flash of white light. The faintly perfumed air and pleasant warmth are replaced with the stuffiness of your farmhouse. The bright white stones and the lovely golem with her sweet demeanor fade into your memory. You look around at your dreary house and let out a sigh.
Your visit to the Crystal Sanctum might as well have been a dream. No, not quite. You return to the hard labors of life on the farm, but you know that you can escape it at any moment and enjoy a hot meal or companionship. Absolute comfort will never be far away.
Whether you are sleeping in your narrow cot in the farmhouse or in the plush bed with a lovely golem curled beside you, the dreams of Veleda come to you. The golden goddess calls out urgently, “Lucas, you will be needed soon. There are more monster girls loose in Lorraine.”
One adventure is over, but another cannot be far away.
THE END
< START OVER | CONTINUE TO BOOK 2: THE SLIME GIRL >




Item
Although succubus smiling at you as she approaches is beautiful and sinister, you still recognize Morelle Cardin, the farm girl you have had a crush on for a couple years. Her red hair has turned a strange violet color to match her glowing violet eyes, her breasts have grown larger and her hips and ass have widened dramatically compared to her waiflike waist. Yet there she is in the nose and freckles and deep within those violet eyes; she is still your neighbor.
And you cannot strike her down with your sword.
“Stay back!” You warn her, holding your guard up. She continues towards you as you slowly backpedal down the hall. You hold your sword with one hand and stuff your other down into your pocket. Maybe there is something in there you can use against her. Theora mentioned using an item.
You feel butcher paper, lint, and a length of baling twine. You pull that out of your pocket. Four or five feet of balled, rough twine from your barn is the best item you can come up with in the heat of the moment.
“Huh?” Morelle stops walking towards you and looks at the twine you are holding in your hand. “What’s that for, Lucas? Ooh, maybe you are even naughtier than I thought! Thinking about tying me up and giving me your cock?”
“N-no,” you say, confused by her seeming glee at your chosen item. “I mean, I should tie you up, yes, but for your own good, and I’ll take you to the temple in St. Ingbert and—“
Morelle lunges for you and grabs the twine from your hand. You try to snatch it back, but she spins, giggling, and knocks you off-balance with a swing of her bare bottom. Before you can right yourself, you are attacked by her strange, fleshy tail. It is much stronger than you expected, wrapping around your waist and yanking you to your knees. You topple forward and grab Morelle’s hips and buttocks for balance.
“Oh, on your knees already?!” She cries out with delight, pushing her plump ass into your face. You inhale the sweet perfume of her sex and your head begins to swim. Your cock throbs in your trousers and you moan with lust against her warm cheeks. Morelle looks back at you over her shoulder, laughing, “You’re such a kinky boy, Lucas. I know just what a naughty boy like you deserves.”
She grabs your hair, her ass swinging in your face as she walks you on your hands and knees behind her and into the farmhouse’s kitchen. She rights an overturned chair and drags you over to the seat.
“Lean across it,” she commands. “Don’t be shy, Lucas. I know this is what you want.”
“N-no,” you say. “Trying to… trying to help…”
She leans down, petting your hair as you stare at her breasts nearly burst from her lingerie bodice. Her tail creeps over your thigh and up your back like a serpent. It makes a strange gurgling sound and when you look back you see that at the tip of the tail is a fleshy slit somewhere between a mouth and a woman’s flower. It drips with slime and emits a strong, sexual musk.
“What is that?” You ask.
Morelle ignores your question, leaving you to stare down her tail over your shoulder as she pushes your chest down onto the seat of the chair and feeds your arms through the back of it. She uses the twine to bind your wrists the chair. By the time you snap out of your curious horror about Morelle’s tail, it is too late for you to free your arm.
“Morelle,” you cry. “What in the name of Veleda are you doing?”
“I learned from Lady Rachelle that boys have milk,” she says, completing the knot to secure your wrists. “I’ve been milking Ernie and Dale like men, using my body, draining their essence, but my tail can do the job too. I am going to milk you like a little cow.”
“What?” You gasp, trying to push yourself up on your feet. Morelle steps one foot on the chair to keep it pinned to the ground. You find yourself staring up at her slippery cunt, folds glistening with desire.
“Relax, Lucas,” she says, running her fingers through your shaggy hair. “It will feel wonderful, I promise.”
The beautiful young succubus kneels beside you and runs your hand under your body, stroking your lean abdomen down to the bulge straining your trousers. She pets your sensitive cock through your pants. You purse your lips to stifle any sounds of pleasure, but she knows.
“Don’t fight it,” she says. “Savor it. Enjoy it. You should feel honored that I am making you my first.”
“First? I saw you… saw you with…” You lose your train of thought as she unbuttons your trousers and your cock springs free of confinement. She wraps her hand around your cock. Her grip is soft and warm as she begins to pump her hand beneath you. She strokes you from the root of your balls to the sensitive head of your cock.
Her touch is incredible and after only a few seconds your cock begins to drip precum onto the floor and Morelle’s stroking hand. Your pleasure is rising with each exquisite tug of her hand. You whimper helplessly.
“That’s a good boy,” she says. “It is like milking a cow and OH! Oh my, are you cumming already?!”
You gasp as your spunk shoots onto the floor, splashing over the dusty floorboards and oozing into the cracks between them. Morelle giggles as she strokes out every drop. You close your eyes to the shame of being made to orgasm in only a few seconds of stroking.
“Don’t worry,” she coos, giving your sensitive cock a squeeze. “I have something even better than my hand for your boy milk.”
Her tail whips around her hip suddenly. For a moment, you feel the slick folds of its opening against your cockhead, an instant of suction, and suddenly your overly sensitive cock is swallowed up in the writhing grip of a steamy channel within her tail. Your eyes go wide and you jerk at the chair as her tail sucks at your cock.
“Oh… Morelle… oh gods. That feels…”
“Incredible?” She pulls your trousers down below your ass and gives your pale bottom a smack. “Go ahead. Feed me your essence, Lucas. Cum inside my tail. Its only purpose is to drink the seed of naughty boys like you.”
“AAAaaaaaAAAHH!” Even though you ejaculated only thirty seconds earlier, you feel the rush of a new orgasm building in your cock. The tail slurps and toothlessly chews at your hard shaft, sending you over the edge of pleasure. As you spurt your cum deep into the sucking tail, you feel a background throb of ecstasy, almost as if each spurt is answered with a sip of your life force.
Even after your orgasm subsides, you can feel Morelle’s tail sucking you towards another peak of pleasure. It won’t be long before you are cumming inside her tail again. Her hand toys with your bottom. You jerk as her fingers tease between your buttocks.
“Mmmmm, very sensitive back here,” laughs Morelle. “Would it make you cum faster if I played with your ass?”
You are completely at her mercy, but she is giving you a final choice as you succumb to the ecstasy of being sucked by her tail.




How do you answer Morelle?
No, please don't!
Please play with my ass!





Ask Theora to explain the Crystal Sanctum

“You mentioned something about a crystal sanctuary,” you say. You turn it around and carefully grip the glowing blade so you can inspect the pink crystal set into the sword’s pommel. “Does it have something to do with this crystal?”
“It would seem Veleda has chosen you for your incredible intelligence,” chuckles Theora. “Yes, Lucas, the Crystal Sanctum is a magical stronghold hidden within this pink crystal. It is a fortress of comfort and absolute safety existing beyond the normal boundaries of time and space in a realm created by Veleda.”
“I don’t know what any of that means,” you confess.
Theora snatches the sword out of your grasp, puts a slender arm across your shoulders, holds the sword up above her head and loudly declares, “SANCTUM SERENITY!”
There is a flash of white light that blots out the nighttime view of the barn and pasture. You feel as if you are falling, but Theora’s arm never leaves your shoulders. The light fades and your feet touch down on stone.
You are standing in just inside the gates of a palace of immaculate white stone. A wooded path leads up to the palace’s doors. Through the trees you glimpse the light of an evening sky turning pink as the sun sets.
“What is this place?” You marvel as you follow Theora down the path.
“The Crystal Sanctum is where your sword will store every monster girl you defeat in battle,” explains the angel as you approach the palace doors. “When you have completed your quests, all of the monster girls will be brought before Veleda for redemption. Until then, they will serve as you allies and advisors. They cannot leave the palace, but you can visit with them between battles.”
“Between battles? So I can’t escape to this place in the middle of battle?”
“No,” says Theora, grasping the brass pulls of the palace’s wooden double doors. She swings both doors open with a double groan of hinges, explaining, “It takes too long and you are too vulnerable while you are entering the Crystal Sanctum. Even a snail monster girl could slide up to you and wrap you up before you could escape.”
“So I come here to, um, talk to the—“
“Greetings, master!” A woman’s excited voice startles you as it echoes through the palace.
You draw up short as Theora continues on into the palace. The angel casually approaches a tall, shapely woman wearing the ruffled costume of a housemaid. She is both beautiful and strange, with silvery blue hair and skin so white and gleaming it seems to be made of porcelain. Her eyes are peculiarly large and glassy blue. As this woman moves, you notice dark joints in her arms, wrist, and fingers. She is made of porcelain!
“This is Hina,” says Theora. The porcelain woman steps towards you and curtsies. “Hina is a golem created to tend to the palace and its grounds. She is actually several dozen golems spread throughout the palace, but they share a single mind.”
“My only purpose is to serve you, master,” says Hina in a girlish voice. “You are a new master. What is your name?”
“L-Lucas,” you say.
“Welcome to the Crystal Sanctuary, Lulucas,” says Hina. “Would you like a tour of your new home?”
“That would be perfect,” says Theora. “You two get acquainted. I am going to have a nap.”
Hina moves with slightly unnerving grace, leading you away from Theora towards kitchens. You see several more Hinas, these wearing aprons tied around their slender waists. They greet you in unison, “Hello, master Lulucas!”
“Um, hello,” you say.
“I would be happy to prepare you and your guests any food or drink you desire,” explains the Hina giving you the tour. “I am always at your service, no matter the hour. The Crystal Sanctum has a limitless pantry, you know.”
Your belly growls at the thought of a sizzling steak or a steaming mound of scrambled eggs. Perhaps both at the same time. Hina opens the door to a misty white chamber, reaches a hand in, and pulls out a strange, spiky fruit. A smell like a rotting corpse wafts from the strange fruit, instantly disposing of your appetite.
“Um, not feeling too hungry at the moment,” you say. Hina returns the foul-smelling fruit to the misty whiteness.
“Of course, master,” she says brightly. “Let us continue the tour.”
Hina shows you an empty armory where Hina will be happy to maintain any weapons or armor you bring her. She shows off bedrooms for “guests,” a tavern where Hina is serving drinks from behind a wooden bar, and several courtyards of forest, lakes, desert, and even snowy terrain where, “Every guest can be accommodated.”
As snowflakes fall from the cloudy sky above and your breath steams from your mouth, you marvel at the magic of this place.
“Where do I sleep?” You ask.
Hina shows you back inside and towards a grand staircase to the palace’s second floor. As you are following the beautiful golem, you notice a strangely ominous black door.
“What is through there?” You ask Hina.
“That leads to the catacombs, master,” says Hina. “They are empty now, but that is the place where dangerous and subterranean guests will be dwelling.”
“Dangerous?” You stop and stare at the black door. “What do you mean by dangerous?”
“Master, some guests have appetites even as your allies that will make them dangerous. They will want to help you, but they will remain a threat to your safety. You must be careful, or you could lose one of your lives.”
You swallow hard. “Is… is there anything down there now?”
“Of course not, master,” says Hina brightly. “You must defeat new friends!”
“Ah, I see,” you say, scratching your head as you and Hina continue past the black door and up the stairs.
“Up here is the magical laboratory, the library, and of course, your suite!”
Hina opens the door to your room and you gasp at the expansive quarters. There is a huge sitting room with sunken couches, a fountain, and a skylight that shows the pink permanent sunset and lazy clouds drifting overhead. There is a balcony that allows you to see down into all of the castle’s strange courtyards.
“This is amazing,” you murmur.
“Wait until you see the bedroom, master,” says Hina, taking your hand in her cool grasp and pulling you towards an ornate door carved with lewd images of sex. She pushes the door open and reveals a bedroom so spacious you are fairly certain your entire farmhouse could fit inside. A four poster bed draped with silk seems so large that a dozen women could join you for a romp. The silk parts an another Hina sticks her head out.
“Hello, master,” she coos. “Would you like some pleasure?”
You stumble towards this Hina and realize her shapely porcelain body is dressed in elaborate lingerie. Your cock twitches at the sight of her. Though she is only a golem, you find yourself getting hard at her perfect proportions.
“Of course, master,” says the Hina on the bed. “I have a number of different functions to bring you pleasure. Whatever you desire, I am happy to serve you. Just join me on the bed.”
She pats the bed beside her, stretching out so you can see that her porcelain anatomy seems complete through the sheerness of her crimson lingerie. Your cock twitches again and you are about to climb onto the bed and try out the golem when you hear a familiar voice behind you.
“Please tell me you are not going to have sex with the golem,” says Theora.
“What? No!” You cover up your groin with your hands. “No, she was saying I should get in the bed, but I didn’t.”
“But you were considering it, master,” points out the Hina that gave you the tour.
Theora leans over, getting a good look at your tented trousers. “I’ll bet he was,” she chuckles. “Not even Ingbert used the golems for sex and he was fighting normal monsters. My advice: keep it in your trousers. These are just automatons. Do you really want to waste your essence on the like of them?”
Theora flicks a finger against the side of the Hina’s head and it “plinks” like she flicked her finger against the bowl of a privy. The beautiful golem does not react to the flick in the slightest. She continues to stare at you and smile blankly.
Maybe Theora is right. Maybe doing something sexual with golems would be crossing the line.
“So, um, how do we leave this place?” You ask Theora.
She tosses you the pink crystal. “Hold it up and say, ‘Sanctum Exitus’ loudly and clearly and we will return to your world.”
You hold the crystal up above your head.
Hina says, “Leaving already, master? Be sure to stop back soon.”
“Goodbye!” You say, waving to her. She waves back, wiggling her porcelain fingers. Theora rolls her eyes and takes hold of your free hand. You loudly declare, “Sanctum Exitus!”
With a flash of light, you and Theora return to the warm evening outside your barn. The summer beetles chirp in the nearby trees and Old Joe brays somewhere out in the dark pasture. The crystal in your hand has become the glowing sword. You lower it and look at Theora with amazement.
“Yes, that was real,” she says with a dismissive wave. “You’ll get tired of that place after you’ve seen it a hundred times. Now… are you ready to begin your first quest or did you need to waste more time?”




What do you do?
Get some training from Theora
Begin your quest




Train with Theora the angel

“I would like to pay Theora a visit,” you say to Hina.
“Of course, master,” says the beautiful golem. “Right this way.”
Hina’s automaton hips swing from side to side in her housemaid uniform as she leads you up the stairs, along a lovely colonnade overlooking the palace’s courtyards, and into another wing of the palace you have never seen before. Hina’s boots click smartly on the white stone floor as you approach a door carved with the wheat and sword symbol of Veleda.
“Here you are, master. Would you like me to introduce you?”
“No, no, that’s alright,” you say, suddenly feeling nervous. “You, um, may go, Hina.”
“Of course, master,” she says and walks away. You turn back to the door, take a deep breath, and knock heavily. There is no answer. You knock again. No answer. Maybe she is gone, you think, but you decide to give it one more try. The moment your knuckles land against the door, you hear Theora’s angry voice shouting, “Alright, I’m coming!”
She throws the door open, fuming with anger, her lovely body wrapped in a towel, her angelic wings folded, and her golden ringlets dark with water and dripping wet. You stare in wide-eyed awe as her breasts heave against the towel she is holding with one hand.
“Well, what do you want?!” She is practically stomping her foot with anger. You stammer, unable to think of anything to say in the face of Theora’s angelic fury. “You interrupted my bath.”
“S-sorry?” You finally manage.
She hisses with contempt and walks away from the door, leaving it open so you can see as she saunters over to a steaming stone tub. Her back is to you as she drops the towel, revealing her pale skin, toned body, and the perfect globes of her buttocks. She climbs back into the tub, giving you a glimpse of her plump breasts as she sinks into the warm water. Golden-pink sunlight and a perfect breeze spill through the open doors of a balcony.
You shuffle into the room, momentarily in awe of her beauty and her casual display of nudity.
“Get over here,” she snaps. “Massage my feet.”
With a splash, she props her dainty, glistening feet up on the rim of the tub. You kneel beside the stone basin and begin to massage her arches. She groans with pleasure, flexing her feet to splay out her toes. You massage between each dainty digit, running your thumbs under her arches and your hands over the tops of her feet. You try not to look too closely at the soapy water of the tub, her luscious body faintly visible and her breasts cresting above the waterline.
“I suppose you desire more training,” she says as you use both hands on one foot. She lifts her foot towards you. “Do not forget the heels.”
You massage her heel, pressing hard until you elicit another groan of pleasure from the bathing angel.
“I suppose,” she says, “I could teach you Dervish Strike.”
“W-what’s that?” You ask, glancing up at her and catching sight of her puffy pink nipples and the tops of her breasts rising through the water.
“It is a special ability,” she says, making no effort to hide her glistening breasts from you. “A basic, all-out attack that can devastate your foes with physical damage. However, it should only be used on slow or weakened foes, because it leaves you totally defenseless.”
She rises suddenly from the bathtub, her naked body spilling water in rivulets between her jiggling breasts, over her hips, and down across the gold-thatched glory of her angelic quim. She leaps from the tub, flicking her wings wide and sending droplets of water everywhere. She glides across the room and lands on the balcony, the sun gilding her wet, naked body.
You stare in wonder, unable to move or even speak. She is as beautiful as an angel illuminated in the holy books of Veleda. For a moment, her body steams and the droplets of water evaporate from her skin. Her hair dries and she tosses it back out of her face, her silky golden ringlets dropping over her bare shoulders. She folds her wings as she walks back into the large suite.
“Watch carefully, Lucas,” she says and with a flash of light a sword materializes in her hand.
You watch very carefully, unable to look away from her naked body as she strides towards you. She gives a sudden shout and begins to spin, her sword stretched out as she spins faster and faster until she is a blur of pale flesh, golden hair, and gleaming sword. You take a fearful step back as her battle cry reaches a shrill crescendo.
She launches towards you, a whirlwind of violence that you cannot escape. Half expecting to be slashed to ribbons by her sword, she instead slams directly into you, knocking you to the ground and landing atop you. She straddles your face, pinning you down to the floor with her golden cunt barely inches from you. You stare at her delicate pink folds for several seconds before you look up higher and realize her sword is poised above your head.
“Think with your brain, not with your cock,” she says, gently poking you with the point of her sword. “If that had been a real Dervish Strike, I would have sliced you to pieces. You will face monster girls with special abilities this powerful. You must be ready for them.”
“I… I get it,” you say, trying not to look between her thighs even though you can smell her angelic scent.
She leaps from your face and pulls you to your feet. She tosses you her sword.
“Go ahead,” she says, taking a few steps back. “Focus the power of Veleda. Envision yourself as a whirlwind. Build speed and strike me down.”
You pick up the sword and begin to spin. You feel like a buffoon and it certainly doesn’t help that Theora is laughing at you, watching your efforts. You keep seeing blurred visions of her naked body as you spin around and around, trying to channel the strength of Veleda’s holy blessing. To your surprise, it actually works. You feel the holy might of the goddess infusing your body and you begin to spin faster and faster.
“Good, good!” Theora shouts. “Now attack!”
“AAAARGGGGH!” You roar and charge your spinning body as you think the time is right. You end up slamming into the edge of the bathtub. The sword goes flying from your grasp and clangs loudly against the stone. Theora grabs you so you do not fall into the water and yanks you back. Your legs hurt from where you collided with the tub.
“I’m impressed,” says Theora, setting you back on your feet. “You aren’t completely useless.”
You watch the swing of her shapely hips, the bounce of her lovely bottom, as she walks over and scoops up your dropped sword. She flips it casually into the air and catches it. She returns to you and gives you the sword back.
“Try again,” she says. “You’re going to keep trying until you get it.”
If you came to Theora’s room expecting some hot fun with the angel, you are sorely disappointed. She works you like a plow horse, making you train again and again with Dervish Attack and the stunning attack called Startle Eye. She declares your efforts, “Acceptable.” You limp out of her room, promising her you will continue to practice at both abilities.
The door closes behind you and you limp down the hall. Hina is waiting for you at the colonnade, her blue eyes wide and bright and her shapely porcelain body looking quite fetching in her housemaid costume.
“Hello, master,” she says. “You look as if you have been working hard.”
“Yeah, she put me to work,” you chuckle.
Theora making you train while she stood completely naked has left your balls throbbing with need. Although you found no relief from the comely angel, perhaps Hina or Morelle could provide you with some satisfaction.
“Where would you like to go now, master?” Hina asks, falling in beside you as you cross the colonnade through the warm, sweet-smelling air.




Where would you like to go?
 Visit Morelle the lesser succubus
Receive pleasure from Hina the golem
It’s time to return to the real world




Surrender

You toss your sword on the ground at Theora’s feet. How can you hope to fight an angel of Veleda? You are a farmer’s son made weak from famine and you are smart enough to know you are beaten by the beautiful angel.
“What does that mean?” Theora demands, prodding you in the chest with her staff. “Why do you throw down your blade?”
“You mentioned surrendering,” you say. “That is what I am doing. I can’t beat you.”
“Of course you can’t, but you are supposed to fight.”
You hold your hands up. Her lips curl back in a silent snarl and she throws you to the ground hard enough to knock the breath out of your lungs. You gasp as she quickly yanks her gown up her slender legs and over her waist. She turns around so that you can see the bare roundness of her ass.
“W-what are you doing?” You gasp, trying to sit up. She shoves you back down and before you can sit up again she is smothering you with her shapely bottom and the warm of her gold-furred cunt.
“I am taking my reward,” she says. “When you surrender to a monster girl, you give up all hope of escape and become their slave. So that is what you are now, slave, and you will pleasure me.”
“That’s not fa-mmmmmPHMMM!” You try to protest as her ass smashes you back down to the floor. She sits heavily atop your face, your nose stuffed into her crack and her hot cunt against your mouth. You try to bring your hands up, but Theora pins them down to your side and bounces her ass heavily into your face. The heat of her ass and pussy seem to swallow you up and she smears her dewy folds against your mouth.
“Lick it,” she commands. “Lick it or you will be fighting for every breath!”
Unable to raise your arms, unable to turn away, you do the only thing you can: you begin to lick her gold-furred cunt. Her hot folds part against your tongue and you taste the exquisite sweetness of her angelic nectar. She gives you more room to breathe and you respond by burying your tongue deep into her hot channel.
“Oooh, I think you like it,” she laughs, rocking her hips against your face.
“Nnnnnnhnnnnnhnnnnn,” you reply with your tongue inside her velvet tunnel. She begins roll her hips, gliding her pussy over your tongue and pressing her slick folds down onto your mouth. You breathe her intoxicating scent as she rides your mouth, moaning softly and clearly enjoying your amateur tonguework. You have never tried anything like this before today, but you find yourself taking to her naturally and savoring the sweetness of her juices as they flow into your mouth.
“Yessss,” she hisses, riding harder. “Ohhh, yes, you’re better than I expected with your tongue. Now stick it up my crack.”
“What?” You gasp, giving just enough room to ask the question. Theora sits upright atop your face, looks down at you over her shoulder, grabs a handful of your hair and says, “Lick my ass!”
She pulls your face up and into the firm cushions of her buttocks, smothering your face with her warm bottom. You begin to lick, feeling the tender clench of her asshole beneath your tongue. You have certainly never imagined running your tongue over the raunchiest and most intimate part of a woman’s body and yet lapping at the beautiful angel’s ass stiffens your cock to painful hardness.
“Oh, you’re a naughty farm boy,” giggles Theora. “You like my ass, don’t you?”
She bounces her ass against your face, rubbing her crack over your tongue as you try to give her an answer. She releases her grip on your hands and begins to fondle your cock through your trousers.
“Since you know your place, I suppose I can give you a bit of pleasure in return,” she says as she begins to unbutton your trousers. “Put your fingers to good use as well, farm slave.”
You grab her ass with both hands, spreading it as you eagerly run your tongue over her pink pucker, down to her dripping cunt, and back again. You slip two fingers into the hot velvet of her pussy and feel her inner walls grip around your thrusting digits. You begin to fuck her quim with your fingers while you tongue Theora’s angelic asshole. She replies by stroking your cock with one hand and fondling your cum-heavy bollocks with the other.
“That’s it,” she laughs. “Fuck me with your fingers. Lick my ass!”
She jerks her hips and fucks back against your fingers. Her ass bounces against your face, smothering your tongue as you press it into her clenching asshole. You thrust your tongue back her clench and she begins to really wail. The sound of the angel crying out with pleasure from something you are doing makes your cock twitch in her grasp. She jerks it roughly, smearing your precum over your cock as she works her hand over the fat head and down the shaft.
Your tongue sinks into her hot asshole and you roughly pump your fingers into her pussy. You can feel her tensing atop her face.
“Ohhhh, little farm boy,” she moans. “I’m going to cum! You’ve managed to do something right!”
“Nnnnhnnhnnnnn!” You agree, tongue-fucking her naughty hole as you finger-fuck her pussy. You had never imagined a lewd act could be so much fun. You can hardly believe an angel of Veleda, holy and consecrated, would demand such raunchy treatment. Her soft hand works up and down your cock, drawing you to the edge of an orgasm as she cums loudly atop your face. You can feel her vaginal contractions around your finger and the rhythmic clenching of her sphincter around your tongue.
She rides you for her own pleasure, the tension slowly fading from her thighs as she relaxes atop your face. She has a few light aftershocks and you finally slip your tongue out of her clenching asshole. You slide your fingers out of your pussy and smack kisses on the soft curve of her ass.
“W-was that good?” You pant, your face hot from being smothered and your cock straining on the edge of bursting in her grasp.
“Yes, it was quite good,” she purrs. “I’m almost impressed.”
“Ohhhhh gods,” you moan as she begins stroking your precum-smeared cock with both hands. “I think… think I’m going to cum.”
“Oh, are you?” She laughs, looking back at you. “Do you want to spurt your hot milk out?”
“Yes, please,” you moan, thrusting against her hands as you squeeze and caress her buttocks. You lift your head to run your tongue over her slick pussy and into her sweet folds.
“Mmmmmmm,” she moans as you lap at her sweet channel.
You cry louder and louder, the pressure of your pleasure building until her soft hands have you on the brink of exploding. A rush of ecstasy surges through your body as your orgasm rises. Just as you feel your first spasm and the first spurt of your thick seed, Theora withdraws her hands.
“No, I don’t think you deserve any help,” she says.
Your cock, untouched, jerks and spits out your hot spunk all over your groin. Twitch after ruined twitch, your orgasm dwindled without ever reaching the full height of satisfaction. You whimper beneath her, desperately thrusting your tongue into Theora’s cunt as if licking her with enough passion might make her finish you off with her hand. She doesn’t. The cruel angel leaves your cock to sputter out the last of your pleasure and begin to wilt.
“Slaves who surrender to monster girls do not get satisfaction,” says Theora, rising from your face and to her feet. She turns and looks down at you as she drops her gown back into place. “Get cleaned up, Lucas. You’ve made a real mess. You can find me outside when you are done.”
She walks away, leaving you gasping and looking at your poor, shriveling cock and the mess of white cream tangled in your hair. It takes several buckets of cold water from the well pump in the barn to clean up. You pull on your trousers, recalling the sweetness of Theora’s cunt and the lovely sight of her creamy ass.
Your face is red with shame as you finally exit the barn and find her waiting in the slivery moonlight, leaned against a fence and picking at her fingertip.
“The human world is so very dirty,” she says, looking up finally. “Well, my little cowardly farm boy, you have proven your worth as a seat for my bottom. Now are you ready to begin your quest?”
You look down at the sword in your hand. The faint glow of it is not very reassuring.
“You don’t want more training do you?” Theora looks at you with a hint of annoyance. “We can’t spend all night doing this. There are real humans in peril out there.”
When you still do not respond to her, she walks over and prods your chest with a finger tip. “Well, out with it, hero! What do you want?”




What do you do?
Get more training from Theora
Ask Theora to explain the Crystal Sanctum
Begin your quest





Give her a kick

You inhale the intoxicating scent of the succubus. You feel Morelle’s warm body pressing against you, her kiss so close that she is brushing lightly against your lips. Almost every part of you craves the pleasure of her touch.
And still you resist. You fight back her charms in your mind and focus on your quest. Morelle has become a dangerous monster girl, a soul-sucking succubus, and you cannot let your guard down because you want to fuck her. You have to fight.
“Kiss me, Lucas,” she moans, her breath hot and enticing on your face. This new enticement nearly overwhelms your defenses. Instead, it galvanizes you to action. As her lips brush against yours, you deliver a sudden and rudely-place kick to the young succubus. She doubles over and you step back.
“Bastard,” she snarls, looking up at you as her features contort from beauty to savage anger. “I’ll tear you apart! I’ll rend the life from you!”
Her fingernails lengthen and her hands become savage claws. She lunges for you, but you step out of her reach and swing your glowing sword. The blow narrowly misses, cutting chips from the floorboards as Morelle turns and howls with rage. She comes at you again. You are even more ready for her attack and instead of swinging your sword in the narrow hallway, you drive the glowing point into her chest.
Mercifully, there is no gruesome impaling. The sword seems to pass through Morelle. She seems to pass through the sword, a look of surprise on her face as she becomes translucent.
“Lucas?” She says, looking at you in confusion for a moment. There is a blinding flash of light from your sword and Morelle is gone. The pink crystal in the pommel of your sword winks with magical energy and fades back to its normal color.
You sag against the wall, out of breath, your heart still hammering in your chest. Despite the pitiful moans of Ernie and Dale in their respective beds, you begin to laugh. You can hardly believe it. You have beaten the succubus.
Against all odds, you have defeated your first monster girl.
CONTINUE >




The farm life is enough to keep you busy

You have a farm to tend to and no time for fooling around with a magic crystal in a magic sword. You return to the backbreaking routine of farm life. You spend an entire day boiling and mashing apples, another day moving fresh bales of hay into your barn for the winter, and each night you return to your house, to your meager food, and you remember battling Morelle and meeting Theora. If it weren’t for the sword leaned against the wall of your tiny farmhouse, you might almost believe it was all a dream.
When you twist your ankle, when the cold rains flood your root cellar, you pick up the sword and you feel its holy glow in your hand. You can almost hear Theora’s stern voice telling you that someday soon you will be needed. You know that one day you will break down and hold the sword the above your head and cry out, “SANCTUM SERENITY!”
For now, you will labor on in your menial life, because your farm needs you, Old Joe and Betsy need to be fed, Ida needs to be milked, and your beloved sister needs to pay for her school somehow. You go back to picking the sour apples, boiling them and mashing them, and distilling the strong cider that might earn you enough coin at market to cover Genevieve for another semester.
Some nights, the candle burning low on your uneven table, you even hold a quill in your hand and think about writing your sister a letter to explain all the strange things that have happened. But you put the pen away without dipping it into ink, blow the candle out, and go back to your bed. She does not need such distractions in her life.
At night, and with increasing frequency, you dream of Veleda and hear the goddess telling you that you will be needed soon. More monster girls are loose in Lorraine.
But it is not quite time yet.
THE END
< START OVER | CONTINUE TO BOOK 2: THE SLIME GIRL >




Doomed Ride

Morelle massages your hard cock through your trousers as you look at the beautiful succubus with wonder. Although you can see a bit of the farm girl you once knew, this demonic version of Morelle is so voluptuously beautiful that your cock aches with need. If you have already lost to her, you may as well know the true pleasure of burying your cock to the hilt inside her evil cunt.
“The ride,” you say, lifting your head to look into her eyes.
“What’s that, Lucas?” She teases, raising an eyebrow.
“Doomed Ride,” you say, using the phrase she used. “I want to fuck you.”
“Oh, but that’s not how it works,” she giggles, giving your cock a hard squeeze. “I will be the one fuck you and you will be permitted to enjoy it until I have drained every drop of your essence. Is that what you want?”
“Y-yes,” you moan.
“Good boy,” she says, giving you a condescending pat on the chest. She deftly unbuckles your belt and unbuttons your trousers. Your cock springs into her hand and she gives it a good soft wank as she watches you squirm with pleasure. Her hand feels so amazing that your cock begins to leak precum and you are afraid you are going to gush into her grasp. She withdraws her hand and chides you, “Not just yet, Lucas.”
You watch as she rises to her feet and sheds the delicate lace of her bodice. Her soft breasts are quite large compared to Morelle’s formerly tiny tits. They are creamy white in her grasp as she squeezes and shapes them with her hands. Her areolas and nipples are lavender-tinted and tiny compared to the size of her breasts. She plucks at them as she steps over your body, standing astride your slender waist.
“Don’t be afraid, Lucas,” she says, smiling down at you. “You can touch me.”
She straddles your legs just beneath your cock so that your hardness juts against her flat tummy and so close to her quim that you can feel the warmth radiating from it. She looks down at you with those strange, violet eyes as she plays with her breasts. You are afraid of her and incredible attracted to her at the same time. You reach out your tentative hands to the plumpness of her thighs, caressing her legs up to her wide hips and around to the exquisite softness of her plush ass.
“Gods you are sexy,” you moan, squeezing her ample bottom with both hands.
“Thank you,” she giggles. “Lady Rachelle turned me from a freckle-faced farm girl into what I am now and I am ever so grateful to her. Someday, I’ll see her again. I want to be very powerful when I do, so I have to eat up a lot of naughty boys like you.”
A shudder of cold horror runs through your body, but before it can crystallize into action, Morelle wraps her soft hand around your cock and begins to stroke you again. You can only whimper with pleasure and squeeze her soft ass even more tightly. She rocks forward, riding her soft, slick pussy against your balls and the underside of your cockshaft. The warmth of her furrow soaks into your rigid flesh. She rides her cunt against you, driving pleasure into you with each stroke of her shapely hips. She seems amused as she watches your reactions. Her breasts bounce with each grind of her cunt against your hardness.
“Are you ready?” She asks.
“I’m… you are going to make me cum,” you warn as your pleasure becomes overwhelming.
“That is the idea, Lucas,” she giggles. “But wait a moment. I want it inside me.”
She rises up and your eyes widen for a moment as you feel her soft cuntlips at the head of your cock. The incredible heat and tight grip of her pussy sinks down onto your straining cock and you instantly cum, thrusting up and into her with your hard cock as you arch beneath her.
“Aahhhhhhh!” You cry, squeezing her ass so hard it feels as if your fingers might submerge into her pillow cheeks. Your cock pulses and your cum fires deep into her pussy. Morelle cries out with delight, riding up and down, taking you to the hilt and back to your tip again with each ride atop your spurting hardness. It is only as your orgasm begins to recede that you realize you feel weaker, almost feverish, and you know Morelle has been feeding on your essence.
“As I thought,” she says, slowly moving her hips and squeezing her cream-filled cunt around your unflagging cock. “You are so much sweeter than those two old men. I’m glad you will be the first. I will remember this always.”
“Remember?” You moan as her ride picks up speed and her breasts begin to bounce again.
“The first soul I devour, silly,” she says in a mockingly girlish voice.
She moves atop you with a grace and intensity that you are completely unprepared for in your meager history of sexual experience. Fumbling with a chubby girl at Candlefest or being sucked in a brothel for coins you could ill-afford to spare are nothing compared to the ravenous mounting you are receiving from Morelle. Her breasts bounce, her full lips form into a soft oval of moaning pleasure, and her cum-drenched pussy rides up and down your straining cock. All you can do is hold onto her soft ass as she swiftly rides you to another orgasm.
“Aaaahahh!” You wail beneath her, thrusting your hips desperately and burying your spurting cock in the deep tunnel of her cunt. You feel a strange suction and ripples of pleasure in conjunction with the powerful spasms of your orgasm. She is drinking in your essence as you fill her with cum.
Her ride atop you only accelerates, her breasts bouncing mightily and her moans becoming rhythmic cries of pleasure. Her pussy grips your cock in a slippery vise as cum overflows her folds and drips down your balls. You have scarcely recovered from one orgasm before you have another and another. Four becomes five, your muscles tensing again, your eyes rolling back in your head as your hips lift off the ground and you fuck your very life force into Morelle’s exquisite pussy.
“Yes,” she cries. “It’s so sweet! Give it all to me, Lucas! Don’t hold back!”
“Ahhhhhhh,” you croak, your hands weak and sweat drenching your face. You try to thrust into her, to obediently give away the last of your essence, but you are too weak and you collapse flat on the ground beneath her. She falls over you, her soft breasts squeezing against your sunken chest and her lips warm against your cold, chapped lips. You feel a suction at your mouth as her ass bounces up and down and her pussy swallows your cock.
“All of it,” she breathes against your lips.
You feel another orgasm, so intense that it is painful, dry of your seed but still spurting inside the demonic perfection of Morelle’s molten cunt. You know this is your last. You can feel it shuddering out of you as you seem to plunge through a doorway and into the hungry succubus. You are falling. Falling.
And darkness is all around…
The End?
Receive the Judgment of Veleda >




Investigate the light that fell from the sky

You approach the smoldering crater at the edge of your property with your pitchfork held at the ready. There is a strange burning smell in the air different from scorched wood. Smoke hides the contents of the crater. You edge closer and catch surprising glimpses of a humanoid figure curled at the bottom of the crater. How could that be? How could a human fall from the sky?
You reach the lip of the crater and a soft breeze carries much of the smoke away, revealing a woman in a clinging white robe. She is not human, for she has two wings of white feathers sprouting from her back. She is also astonishingly beautiful with delicate features, golden ringlets of hair spilling down between her wings and over her bare shoulders, a narrow waist broadening to shapely hips, and the most amazing breasts you have ever seen. They rise and fall, straining at the fabric of her gown, barely concealed by the sheer material so that you can see the pink of her soft, puffy nipples.
Her eyes flick open. They are large and pale blue. She slowly looks up at you and rises into a sitting position. This shifts her breasts and allows you to see both of them tenting the sheer fabric, majestic and perfect.
“I am Theora, Guardian of the Sword of… are you staring at my breasts?”
“What?!” You look away and scratch at your unruly mop of hair. “N-no, what?”
She sighs and rises slowly into the air above the crater. The smoke curls away completely and her immaculate white wings spread open.
“You humans always stare at my breasts.” She sighs and tugs at her robe, loosening it over her breasts. “As I was saying, I am the Guardian of the Sword of Veleda.”
“You serve Veleda?” You marvel. The warrior and healer goddess is the most popular deity in Lorraine. St. Ingbert was one of her followers and she gave him the strength to rid the world of monsters.
“No, I just guard her sword,” says the angel. “Yes! I serve her. Try to follow along.”
“I’m sorry,” you say, embarrassed by angering the angel twice already.
She clears her throat and projects her voice as she says, “In times of great trouble, it is my duty to bring Veleda’s holy sword to a hero. She has chosen you, Lucas LeBlanc.”
“What?” You stare at her in wide-eyed confusion. You? Veleda chose you?
Theora descends to the ground and extends her hands, palms up. A sword materializes in her grasp, the blade balanced across her hands. She smiles serenely at you, her beautiful blue eyes imploring you as she says, “Take the sword and prove you are worthy of Veleda’s favor.”
You nod and slowly reach out to the sword’s ornate grip with its pink gemstone set in the pommel. You slide your other hand under the blade to lift it from her hands. The moment your hands make contact with the sword you experience a thrill of holy magic flowing into your body. A glow seems to engulf your body and you feel stronger and more assured. Your pain from earlier disappears. You smile up at the statuesque angel and she smiles placidly in return.
You step back and take several swings with the sword. It is heavy, but well-balanced. You whirl around, swinging the sword and laughing at the ease with which you move. You are so amazed by this sudden burst of strength that you do not notice the uprooted bit of the fallen tree and you trip and fall badly on the ground.
Theora, observing your every move, winces with disappointment. She glides over to you and extends a helping hand to lift you to your feet. She even helps you dust off. You pick up the sword and offer it back to her. She stares at it but makes no move to take it back.
“I don’t think it’s me, uh, my lady,” you say.
“Theora,” she says. “Call me by my name. And there is no mistake. You were chosen, Lucas. If you had not been chosen or you had been unworthy then your flesh would have been incinerated when you tried to take the sword.”
“What?” You say, looking down at the sword in your hands.
“Yes. It does not happen often, but it happens. It leaves only a smoldering skeleton and I have to go back to Veleda and get the name of a new hero. Very inconvenient and a real waste of time for everyone involved.”
“The sword kills them,” you murmur, imagining that sensation of holy magic you felt becoming a burning heat and setting you ablaze.
She puts a hand on your shoulder and looks into your eyes. “Only the champion of one-thousand lives could grasp the holy sword. That means you are him.”
“One thousand lives?” You seem to remember something about 1,000 lives and St. Ingbert, but it was inscribed on his statue in town.
“Veleda grants her true hero one thousand lives,” says Theora. “If you fall in battle, if your soul is enslaved by your enemy, Veleda will spin your thread back and restore you to life. You are not quite immortal. You have one thousand lives. You will need them in the face of great danger.”
“Wait, hold on, what is the great danger?” You ask, taking a step back from Theora.
“Monster girls have arisen once more,” she says. “Already a dark magic spreads them across the land.”
You have heard of monster girls. Long ago, long before St. Ingbert, there were monstrous women who were both beautiful and dangerous. They committed erotic acts on humans and often enslaved them or even ate them. It is forbidden to read the ancient texts about the battles with the monster girls, but stories of them still circulate.
“I don’t know much about them other than they were all destroyed long before St. Ingbert’s time,” you say.
“Yes, he had to fight regular monsters,” says Theora. “Lucky for him. Monster girls are much more dangerous. Some lure men for breeding, for their nourishing seed, or simply to serve as playthings. Other monster girls are dangerous predators or just cruel.”
“This sword will help me beat them?” You hold it up and turn it over in your hand. It glows faintly with magical power.
“The holy sword will allow you to defeat a monster girl and imprison her in the crystal in the pommel of your sword. This is the Crystal Sanctum.”
“The what?”
“Really, they are supposed to teach you this stuff at the temple,” says Theora, sweeping a curl of hair from her face with annoyance. “I will explain the Crystal Sanctum later. This is already becoming a bit heavy on exposition and I am afraid you will forget everything I have told you.”
She blinks deliberately at you and a serene expression seems to replace her annoyance.
“Are you ready to being your quest, brave hero?”
“What? No, absolutely not,” you say.
She ignores you and reaches a hand out to neighboring farmhouses in the distance.
“There is a farm not far from here,” she murmurs. “I can feel the presence of a monster girl. You must defeat her.”
“Shouldn’t I train first?”
Theora sighs, her shoulders slumping and her wings drooping.
“There is little time, but I suppose I could show you some moves.” She gestures to your barn and you begin to walk towards it.
“What about the crystal castle thing?” You ask. “I feel like I need to know what that does before I go fight a monster girl.”
You walk inside the barn with her and spark the candles in the sconces to create a warm golden glow. There is a wide open space where you would normally store your hay for your donkeys. Right now you have only a few bales left so the barn is mostly empty.
“I will explain the Crystal Sanctum to you whenever you desire,” says Theora. “Or we may begin training. But really, Lucas, you should probably just go and defeat the monster girl. She is very low level.”
You test the weight of the holy sword in your grasp. Theora begins to square off against you.




What do you do?
Get some training from Theora
Ask Theora to explain the Crystal Sanctum
Begin your quest




Parley

Seeing the beautiful angel circling so aggressively has you retreating with each step. You keep your guard up as you fall back, but you are afraid she is going to back you into a corner and be able to take you apart with her staff.
“Hey, um, Theora?” You call out to her. “Could we not just talk about this?”
“You wish to parley?” She lowers her staff. “That is always an option, even with the strangest and most dangerous monsters, but I say it is a fool’s option.”
“W-why?” You say, slowly lowering your guard.
“Most monsters will think you have given up and will go out on an all-out attack,” she says. “But there is sometimes a purpose to parleying.”
She moves so swiftly that you have no chance to bring up your guard. The force of the length of her staff colliding with your chest is enough to lift you off the ground as she slams you back into the wall. Her face is very close to yours and she has a mocking smile as she says, “You can find out all the ways they can defeat you. Veleda will not be happy about you wasting lives, but it can inform you about the monster girl.”
“I-I understand,” you say, looking up into her blue eyes and feeling the warmth of her luscious body pressing against you. Against your will, your cock begins to stiffen in your trousers.
“How do you want to be defeated, Lucas?” She murmurs, her lips very close to yours and her breath warm against your face. “Shall I take you to heaven with my quim? Deliver you to eternity with my tight little arse?”
“Ohhh gods,” you moan, the thought of either making your cock stiffen painfully against the seam of your trousers.
“Oh, you’re fit to burst,” laughs Theora. She backs away, letting you slide down the wall to your feet. She whirls her staff and it disappears with a flash of holy light. “I know how to deal with you, hero. I will deliver your defeat…”
She slips her gown from her shoulders and it drops down her glorious pale body like the discarded petals of a flower. Her plump breasts are perfection; soft and seemingly weightless and capped with pale pink areolas that rise to thick nipples. The departure of the gown reveals her slender waist and flat belly, as well as her shapely hips and her gold-thatched mound between her creamy thighs. You are wide-eyed with disbelief as she approaches you.
“Go on, beaten hero,” she purrs. “Take your little cock out and let me crush it between these warm, soft breasts.”
She squeezes them together, playing her thumbs over her pink nipples and biting her lower lip as she watches your reaction. It is as if your hands have a mind of their own, fumbling with your belt and the buttons of your trousers as you stare in awe at Theora’s angelic perfection. Your cock finally springs free in your grasp, hard and throbbing.
“Mmmmm,” says the beautiful angel, sauntering closer and letting her fingers tease the tip of your cock. “I’ve certainly seen bigger, but it will do.”
Before you have the chance to get your feelings hurt, Theora grips your cock tightly and drops down to her knees. To see the naked angel kneeling before you, holding your cock in her perfectly soft hand is almost enough to make your hardness explode in her face. You manage to fight the urge to cum and look away for a moment to steady yourself. When you look back, Theora is lewdly drooling spit onto your shaft. Her warm saliva plops onto your cock and she spreads it with her hand until your hardness is wet and glistening in her grasp.
“Are you ready to be utterly defeated, farm boy?” She laughs, somehow seeming to dominate you from her knees.
“Y-yes,” you whisper.
“Aha! A monster girl will always take ‘yes’ for an answer!” 
She cups her plump breasts in her hands and you look on in cock-stiffening awe as Theora’s luscious cleavage swallows up your hardness. She presses her mounds with her hands, squeezing them tightly around your cock as she leans forward and rides her tits against you. Her saliva coating your cock is just enough lube to slide her tits from the root of your cock to your twitching tip.
“Ohhh, I can feel throbbing,” she laughs. “You won’t last long.”
“I can’t hold back,” you admit, watching her bounce your straining, red cock between her soft mounds.
“Go ahead, farm boy,” she laughs. “Let it go. Spill your essence between my soft breasts. Surrender to me like you will surrender to all of those monster girls.”
“Ahhhhhhh!” Your cry of pleasure startles Old Joe in the pasture and you hear him braying fearfully. Looking down into Theora’s beautiful blue eyes, the last shred of your resistance crumbles and you feel the pleasure draw you to a hot and thrilling peak.
“Give it to me!” Theora cries with delight.
Your cock spasms between Theora’s breasts and as the nearly purple tip slides from between her blushing mounds you let loose a geyser of cum. Your seed splashes across her breasts and fills the valley between them. Your sliding cock pumps out more and more, smearing it up nearly to her throat and back down between her breasts.
She slows her bouncing motion against your cock, looking up at you with a mocking smile as you shiver from the last of your pleasure.
“If I were a monster girl, you would be doomed.” Theora lessens the pressure on the sides of her breasts until they fall back into place, revealing redness and creamy smears of cum. She stands up slowly, dragging her breasts against your shirt and spreading some of your own filth onto your clothing. She strokes your face with her hand. “If you want any hope of beating these monster girls you must learn to control your urges. Some of them might almost be as beautiful as me. They’ll really want your seed. Do you think you can handle them?”
“Gods,” you murmur, still stunned by her beauty and what has just happened. “I… I don’t think so.”
“Well, you had better figure it out quickly, farm boy,” she says. “The gods and all the humans are depending on you.”
She waves her hand over her chest and there is a burst of steam that cleans away the mess you made on her throat and dripping down her breasts. She scoops up her gown and pulls it back over her lovely body. Your cock stirs. How can you hope to win against monster girls when you are already craving more of Theora?
“Clean up,” she says, pointing an accusatory finger at your twitching cock. “Meet me outside when you are done.”
You splash your groin with water from the well pump and feel shame at how quickly your cock exploded between the lovely angel’s breasts. The way she talked and the way her lewd body made you feel were both very unholy. Your face is red with shame as you finally exit the barn and find her waiting in the slivery moonlight, leaned against a fence and picking at her fingertip.
“The human world is so very dirty,” she says, looking up finally. “Well, are you ready to begin your quest?”
You look down at the sword in your hand. The faint glow of it is not very reassuring.
“You don’t want more training do you?” Theora looks at you with a hint of annoyance. “We can’t spend all night doing this. There are real humans in peril out there.”
When you still do not respond to her, she walks over and prods your chest with a finger tip. “Well, out with it, hero! What do you want?”




What do you do?
Get more training from Theora
Ask Theora to explain the Crystal Sanctum
Begin your quest





Draining Ass

You consider the erotic, soul-sucking choices Morelle has presented to you, any of which seems like a fine way to perish. You take in a view of her beautiful figure. The most drastically transformed part of Morelle is definitely her backside. She was a slender young woman, hardly more than a waif, and now her slender waist widens dramatically into broad hips and a thick, shapely backside. Her creamy buttocks jiggle with each movement and you catch glimpses of her furry cunt and the pink wrinkle of her asshole.
Her figure reminds you of the lower half of a statue of Yamala, the mother goddess, but even more exaggerated. No, Morelle is even more luscious. If you must perish, you would meet your end in that delicious, creamy crescent.
“Your ass,” you moan, your face going hot with embarrassment.
“Oh? Which technique was that?”
“Draining Ass,” you moan, eliciting an immediate giggle from the beautiful succubus.
“Oh, Lucas, you’re such a naughty boy,” she says with delight. “Do you like my big, creamy ass?”
She sways her hips as she turns around, bending onto her hands and knees, which reveals the plump, onion-shape of her bottom and spreads her cheeks. She reaches back to smack her ass. You watch her soft cheeks jiggle with the impact. Her tail follows the curve of one of her hips and curls beneath her cheeks, lifting and squeezing them upwards with prehensile strength.
“Gods,” you moan, your cock twitching at the lewd sight.
“Lady Rachelle said the cunt of a succubus can make a man forget all other pleasure,” her fingers dig into her soft buttocks as she spreads her crack wide, “but the ass of a succubus can take a man to oblivion in a single stroke.”
“One stroke?” You murmur, staring at her lavender-tinted rosebud set in the deep valley of her buttocks.
“MMmmmhmmm,” she says, running her fingers between her cheeks and tapping them lightly against her anus. “But you’re a strapping young man. I bet you can cum two times before dying. Maybe even three.”
She pulls her fingers away and squats beside you, her ass spread wide and her delicate rosebud exposed.
“Spit on it,” she demands. “Spit right on my ass, Lucas.”
The lewdness of her words makes your cock jerk in your trousers. You lift your head from the floor, leaning towards her, inhaling her sweet, sexual perfume and admiring the raunchy sight of her spread cheeks and dewy cunt. Her tail curls around her hip and drags across the front of your trousers.
“Go on, do it,” she cries and thrusts her ass towards your face. “Spit on my asshole!”
You spit messily into the smooth valley between her buttocks. Her hole clenches as it is splattered with your saliva. She lets out a soft moan of pleasure and reaches back, smearing your spit all over her pucker and pressing two fingers into the tight, lavender-tinged wrinkle.
“Ohhhh, yes, I can’t wait to have your cock in my ass,” she moans, fucking her fingers in and out of her hole. She tosses her violet hair and looks at you over her shoulder. “Get up on your knees, Lucas. Fuck me like a man. Take my ass with your farm boy cock.”
Her words command you like tugs on the strings of a marionette. You rise and shift to your knees behind her. She watches you over her shoulder as you fumble with your belt and the buttons of your trousers. Your face is hot with lust, your heart pounding in your chest and your cock aching to be released. It finally springs into your grasp, the head already glistening with precum.
“Ooooh yes,” coos Morelle. “Right here. Fuck me right heeere.”
She slips her fingers out of her asshole and you can see her spread lavender and pink glistening with your saliva and slowly puckering closed again. You cannot hold back! With your cock grasped at the root, you guide your hard tip to her spit-smeared hole. It is incredibly hot and soft beneath your cock. She bites her lower lip and whimpers with lust. You rest one hand on her soft ass and push, the head of your swollen cock forcing its way into her clenching hole.
For a moment, her divot resists you thrust. Morelle arches her back and lowers her shoulders. With a little more effort and a groan of surprise, you push past the delicate clench of her velvet ring and your cock slides into the hot tunnel of her ass.
“Ooohhh, it’s so much bigger than it looked,” she gasps. The pleasure you are experiencing is too intense for you to be hurt by Morelle’s backhanded compliment. You sink every inch of your hardness into that exquisite hole until your hips press against her big, pliant ass. With your cock buried in the furnace of her ass, you are unable to move for several seconds for fear your cock will explode inside her tightness.
Such efforts to restrain yourself hardly matter as Morelle’s asshole begins to squeeze around your cock. She looks back at you over her shoulder and gasp, “Don’t fight it, Lucas! Give me what I need! Give it all to me if you want! I’m so hungry!”
Somehow even the depths of her ass seem to massage you in silky warmth. You try to pull back, to withdraw your cock from this incredible vise of pleasure, but it is too late. Your cock seems to grow harder with each ripple of her ass and after only a few more squeezes you let out a desperate gasp of pleasure as your cock begins to jerk deep inside her ass. Your cum spurts deep into Morelle’s creamy ass and you cling to her as if you might fall over. Each gush produces another wave of pleasure and another strange, weakening aftershock that makes your legs tremble.
“Ooooohhh, yes, so much essence,” she moans. “Fill my ass, Lucas. Let it drain out every drop of your soul.”
She moves against you, sliding her ass on your spurting cock and using her impossibly skilled inner muscles to milk you of every drop of your seed. As the last of your orgasm shudders through your body, you collapse across Morelle’s back, panting and weak.
“Still alive?” She giggles and a squeeze of her ass sends another shock of pleasure through your hardness. She begins to roll her hips, her soft ass against you and her hole squeezing rhythmically around your cock. Now lubed with your plentiful seed, your cock moves smoothly inside her tight passage. Your hardness never wanes and you feel yourself being driven towards another peak with shocking swiftness.
“Wait,” you moan. “I want… please… ohhhhhh, not so fast. You’re going to make me cum again.”
She laughs and says, “You are so cute, Lucas! That is the whole point. My ass will drain you dry!”
You manage to push off of her, rocking back against your heels. Morelle’s soft ass follows you, engulfing your hard cock and bouncing her soft buttocks against your hips. You are too weak and too unwilling to fight harder to escape. You watch helplessly as her ass slides up and down on your cum-smeared shaft. In moments, you feel the exhilarating rush of another orgasm fast approaching. You grab her ass and at the last moment give in to the pleasure, thrusting deep into her creamy hole.
“That’s it!” She moans. “Fuck me! Fuck my ass, Lucas! Give it all to me!”
“Aahhhhh! Yes! I’m cumming!” You cry, your fingers squeezing the soft flesh of her plush ass and your cock plowing deep into her creamy ring. You let loose your pleasure, aware that she is feasting on your soul even as you pump her exquisite ass full of your seed. As the last of your cum shudders out of your cock, a wave of dizziness overwhelms you and you fall backwards. Your cock slurps lewdly out of the beautiful succubus’s freshly-fucked ass and sticks straight up into the air as you fall on your back. Still hard, smeared with foamy spunk, it twitches.
“Is that it?” She wonders and slowly turns around on her hands and knees. Her violet eyes glow with the power she has taken from your body. A smile curls her soft lips as she sees you are still alive. “Well, once more then, Lucas. Are you ready to meet your end in my ass?”
“Ohhhh,” you moan, too weak to form a word. She rises to her feet, a beautiful giantess standing above you. She stands astride your helpless body and slowly squats above your cock. She grabs hold of your slippery shaft and looks into your eyes as she guides you back to the dripping cleft of her spunk-smeared anus.
“Every drop,” she whispers as she sinks her hot ass down onto your hard cock. She rides you without every taking her glowing eyes off of you. Her ass smacks against you with each downward stroke, her hot, cream-stuffed hole rippling and squeezing around you. You struggle to even breathe, but the pleasure is exquisite. You laugh as you feel yourself about to cum.
“Go with a smile,” says Morelle. “Fill me one last time.”
“Aaahhh,” you moan faintly as your cock throbs with pleasure so intense it is almost painful. Each jerk of your orgasm drains another hot gush of your essence. You can hear Morelle saying something, but it is very far away. This is it, you realize.
Darkness closes in around you…
The End?
Receive the Judgment of Veleda >




Get more training from Theora

“I’m not ready yet,” you say plainly. “I need more work.”
“Oh, is that what you’re calling it?” Theora looks you over with suspicion in her brilliant blue eyes. “I suppose a scrawny farm boy like you needs all the help you can get. I have the feeling you are just doing this to see all the ways I will fuck you.”
Your face goes hot with embarrassment.
“Losing to me won’t cost you your life,” she says. “Remember, if you lose to a real monster girl, you could spend eternity enslaved by her or even be devoured. You have one thousand lives, but you don’t want to waste them. Not when you have the whole world to save. Do you understand?”
“You’re saying I can’t lose to a monster girl over and over to see all the ways she’ll beat me and then use that information to beat her?”
Theora sighs. “You are sounding more and more like Ingbert. That was his method at the beginning.”
“I thought he fought monsters, not monster girls,” you point out.
“Yes, that makes it even worse. He was a real masochist.” She claps her hands together and gestures back to the barn. “Very well, little farm boy. Let’s go another round and see if you have learned anything at all.”
You step back into the dim barn and she shoves you from behind, shouting, “Fight me! Like your thousand lives depend on it, Lucas!”
By the time you have turned around, sword in hand, Theora’s wings are spread wide and she is once again holding her glowing staff. The look of determination on her pretty face is all you need to see to know that she will not be giving you any easy fight. You begin to circle each other with your guard up.
“Fight like a hero,” she says. “No more losing just to see what happens! That’s perverted!”
Your cock twitches in your trousers at the thought of how you might succumb to Theora’s power.




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




Reverse Ride

Morelle thrusts her hips down, dropping the soft weight of her ass against your hips and impaling her steaming hot cunt onto your rigid cock. You groan loudly, reaching out at the blurry shape of her ass, meaning to push her away, but tamed by the sudden pleasure surrounding your cock. You end up grabbing two handfuls of her creamy assflesh and squeezing tight as she begins to ride atop you. Her cunt grips you as her juices flow down your shaft and drip from your balls.
“Ooooh, that’s it, Lucas,” she giggles, looking back at you over her shoulder as she bounces her ass up and slams it back down again. “Do you like to fuck me?”
Her plump cheeks jiggle with each impact as she slams your hips back down onto the floor of the kitchen. She arches her back and swings her hips with each stroke. Her slick cunt seems to massage you. The sight of her ass, finally coming into focus, spurs you to drive your cock up and into her pussy.
“Yes,” you cry. “Yes! Gods, yes, Morelle! It’s so good!”
You squeeze her ass and slide your hands up to her unnaturally voluptuous hips for an even better grip. You hold her tightly as you pound your cock up and into her, meeting every roll of her hips with a desperate thrust of your cock.
“Feed me your essence,” cries Morelle. “Fill me with your delicious seed!”
She looks away from you and puts her full efforts into riding your cock. She slips and slides over you, her pussy gripping your straining cock as you feel your pleasure rise into an exhilarating peak.
“Ahhhhhh!” You cry, grabbing her ass with both hands, her soft flesh squeezing between your fingers. You thrust upwards, your surging cock cradled in the intense warmth of her perfect pussy, her exposed asshole flexing with her inner muscles.
“Give it to me!” She commands, wrapping her prehensile tail around your neck.
Your cock jerks powerfully inside her clutching cunt and you spurt your first jet of seed into the hungry depth’s of Morelle’s demonic pussy. As your hot cum pumps into the succubus, she moans with delight and tightens her tail around your neck. She’s not choking you, but she’s close, drawing your head upright with a jerk and forcing you to watch as her ass rises and falls with an almost hypnotic rhythm. Her hot inner walls squeeze after each spasm of pleasure you feel and a strange aftershock of ecstasy rolls through you.
In the throes of such molten pleasure, it takes several spurts for you to realize she is feeding upon your life force. You spasm again, firing another shot of cum deep into her pussy, creating a lewd wetness that slurps around you as she descends, and feeling a ripple of draining ecstasy follow on the heels. Your orgasm is not subsiding. If anything, your spasms are becoming more and more intense. Seconds become more than a minute. The pleasure is excruciating and your balls begin to throb with each pulse of cum.
“W-what is happening?” You cry.
“Oh, Lady Rachelle told me it was possible, but I never imagined I’d do it on my first try.” She looks back at you with violet magic glowing in her eyes. “A singular drain. One orgasm, drawn out until you perish. Go on, Lucas, give it all to me.”
“Yesss,” you gasp, clinging desperately to her plump ass. You thrust into her, firing your cum again and again until you have no more strength to thrust and no more cum to give. You slump weakly beneath her, your cock still twitching. She laughs with delight, her pussy milking you dry and her musky tail tightening even more around your neck.
“Goodbye, Lucas,” she says. “You have been… delicious.”
With a last, arching spasm of pleasure, you surrender your soul to Morelle. Darkness closes in around you as the succubus giggles.
The End?
Receive the Judgment of Veleda >




Unquenchable Blowjob

You can hardly tear your gaze away from Morelle’s lusciously full lips, glistening slightly, curling into a smile that invited even more attention. She runs her tongue over her lower lip as if aware that you are watching closely. You have to know. You have to feel those lips on your cock. Even if it damns you. Even if she sucks out your soul.
“Your mouth,” you croak. You have to clear your throat and try again, using the phrase she used, “The, um, Unquenchable Blowjob.”
“Oh, of course,” she exclaims with obvious delight. “I would be honored to drain your cock with my hot little mouth!”
She plants a kiss on your lips, pressing her curvaceous body against you and smothering you in the warmth and sweet smell of her hair.  Her tongue probes beyond your lips and spreads the hot, molten sweetness of her saliva into your mouth. Her hand deftly frees your cock from your trousers, squeezing soft and tight around your hardness.
Morelle breaks the kiss to look down your slender body at the cock she has gripped in her hand. She murmurs, “Not bad, Lucas. Maybe not as big as Dale and Ernie, but it’s adorable.”
Your pride stings for a moment, but then Morelle is kissing her way down your slender abdomen to your sparse pubic hair. She grips your cock at the very base and looks up at you as she slowly runs her tongue around your swollen tip. The sensation is incredible. Her hot tongue moves beneath your glans, tracing your ridge, down your shaft to your bollocks, and back up again as she plants a wet, pouting kiss beneath your cockhead. She sucks gently just there, not covering your cockhead, but sucking at the sensitive spot beneath it.
Your orgasm hits you suddenly. You cry out in surprise as your cock throbs and a jet of milky seed launches over Morelle’s head and splashes her shoulder and nearest wing. She cries out with delight, locking eyes with you and engulfing your spurting cock in her mouth. The suction is hard enough to hollow her cheeks, seeming to draw out your orgasm and something else, almost as an echo of your pleasure. Her eyes flash with violet magic and you realize that as you cum into Morelle’s mouth she is sucking out your life force.
The weakness hits you as your orgasm subsides. You are still in the afterglow, still grinning with the intensity of your orgasm, but Morelle has stolen a part of you. She lifts her head from your cock, cleaning her lips with her pink tongue.
“Every bit as sweet as I had hoped,” she says. “I want to take my time with you, Lucas. I want to savor every drop of your essence. So try not to cum too quickly next time.”
“How could I… aaaaAAHH!”
Morelle cuts off any conversation by engulfing your cock once more in the hot, wet vise of her mouth. She moves between your legs, kneeling with her plump bottom raised, her tail twitching, and her head bobbing atop your head cock. She gazes up at you, taking you to the root and into the silky squeeze of her throat.
“Ohhhhhh!” You last only a moment longer with your tip in the delicate tunnel of her throat. She swallows around you and your cock explodes. You thrust deeper, your balls bashing against her chin as you fire your hot seed straight down the beautiful succubus’s throat. She drinks it eagerly and, as before, each pulse of your release is echoed by a burst of pleasure as she feeds upon your essence.
Morelle laughs around your cock and resumes bobbing her mouth on your glistening pillar as soon as your orgasm subsides. She does not give you the chance to become flaccid in her sucking mouth. Her eyes glow violet and her murmurs of lusty vibrate through your cock.
“Ohhhh gods,” you moan, weakly stroking the back of her violet hair. “Ohhhh, it’s so… ohhh… god you are going to make me cum again.”
“Mmmmhmmm,” she agrees, suckling and slurping lewdly. Her cheeks hollow and she bobs with vigor until your pleasure is welling once more. You practically rise off the floor, all of the danger and all of your worries forgotten as she sucks you to another exquisite orgasm. Your seed bursts into her mouth once more and she drinks it down, along with your essence, with obvious relish.
Each pulse of your release sends you closer to oblivion and you do not care, moaning, “Suck me. Oh, gods, damn me with your mouth.”
“Mmmmmmphhmmhmm,” she moans around you, sucking harder and faster. Her eyes are glowing constantly and brightly. You feel yourself approaching another orgasm, unable to escape that sucking mouth, unwilling to try as your pleasure reaches a crescendo that curls your toes. You fuck Morelle’s beautiful mouth and she takes your cock effortlessly. You explode deep in her throat, barely any cum now, although the spasms of pleasure are even more intense.
Her sucking slows. She pops her lips free of your over-sensitive cock.
“I can see it in your eyes, Lucas,” she says and smacks wet kisses on the head of your cock. “One more and you will be mine. Forever.”
“Take it,” you rasp, your hand slipping from her head and dropping to the floor. “Take it all, Morelle.”
“With pleasure,” she giggles.
Her mouth descends once more on your cock, taking you so deep that her tongue begins lapping at your balls. She closes her eyes and sucks you quite hard. It is as if she is trying to force the remaining cum from your body. And it works. You rise from the floor, moaning weakly, your cock beginning to twitch inside her hot throat. You feel the surge of pleasure like none you have felt before. Your feeble ejaculation mingling with the violet glow of your life force being drained from your body.
It is everything you ever hoped it would be. You can imagine no better end. As darkness closes in, Morelle laughs around your spent cock, and you feel those vibrations traveling through your body as your soul slips away.
The End?
Receive the Judgment of Veleda >




Item

“Hold on now,” you say, raising a hand to try to get Theora to stop whirling her staff. “I want to use an item. How do I do that?”
“You just do it,” she scoffs. “What is your item?”
“Um…” You hadn’t thought that far into this plan. You reach a hand into your pocket and feel around. Theora thumps one end of her staff on the floor with annoyance.
“Do you have a potion to quaff? Some sort of wand or maybe a charm?”
You have nothing but bits of twine, some seeds, and lint in your pocket. You feel the pressure of Theora’s blue-eyed glare. You look around the barn, searching for something that might qualify as an “item” that could help you. The pitchfork is more of a weapon. The water bucket is too big. You spot something hanging on the wall near Old Joe’s stall. You pluck it down and hold it up for Theora to see.
“What is that?” She demands, looking at the U-shaped piece of metal.
“It’s a horseshoe,” you say. “From my mother’s horse. Before she disappeared. I keep it around for good luck.”
“What do you do with it?” Theora seems amused by the horseshoe.
It’s a fair point. You feel like it really is a lucky object, but how do you summon that luck? How could it help you here? There is a game farmers sometimes play with stakes and horseshoes. Maybe if you pitched the heavy horseshoe at her that would work.
You wind up and throw the horseshoe at Theodora. It thumps onto the dirt floor near her feet. You both stare at it for a moment and then she looks up at you. “That’s it? That’s all it’s supposed to do?”
“Sorry,” you say sheepishly.
“Sorry? Apologizing to your enemy is even worse!” She barks with anger, grabbing you with one hand and tossing you with superhuman strength up into the empty hay loft of the barn. You thump hard on the planks, your sword flopping out of your hand and falling out of the loft. You hear a snap of wings as Theora ascends to the hay loft. She hovers above you, her beautiful form wreathed in a glow of pale golden light.
“You need an item to use an item.” She gazes down at you as she hovers directly above you. “Otherwise, you will end up fumbling around and giving the monster girl an opportunity to attack. And when she has you on your back, she can do whatever she wants with your pitiful little cock.”
Theora moves so that she is floating above your groin. Your cock twitches at the sight of her, in full angelic splendor, the glow illuminating her luscious figure through the sheer gown. Her blue eyes blaze with judgment as you feel the brush of her toes against your hardness. She begins to unbutton your trousers with her toes.
“How are you…?” You look down, watching her toes work with inhuman flexibility to unbutton the last of your trousers. She slips a foot into your pants and you gasp as her warm toes guide your hard cock through the part in your trousers.
“Oh, stiff as a little dagger, are we?” Theora laughs as she cradles your manhood with both her feet. “I suppose I can treat you like a monster girl. But pulling a stunt like that with the horseshoe, you don’t deserve any better than my feet.”
“Ohhhh gods,” you moan as she begins to massage your manhood with her feet and toes.
“Feels good, doesn’t it?” She mocks, one foot tickling your bollocks as her other rubs the underside of your shaft, pressing it up against your belly. Her toes wiggle at your glans, driving pleasure through you.
“Oh yes,” you cry. “Your feet are so… they’re like hands.”
“I know,” she says, using the arch of one foot and curling her toes to stroke your hardness. Her expression grows almost as she adds, “But you will clean up any mess you make. I am not walking with your seed squishing between my toes for the rest of the night.”
You are struck by two warring thoughts: that she intends to make you cum with her feet and that she will make you clean up the mess. Your desire to cum greatly outweighs any shame about washing off her feet with a rag.
“Of course,” you say. “I… oooohhhh gods it’s so good…”
You lift your head from the planks so can watch the angel’s dainty feet caressing your cock. Her toes wriggle around you. She grasps your shaft between the balls of both feet and begins to wank you properly. Her toes tap and tickle at your cock from your glans almost down to your root. Your cock reddens. Precum beads at your slit and begins to roll down your shaft. She smears it with her toes until your cockhead is glistening.
“That’s it, farm boy,” she says, effortlessly fondling and stroking your straining cock with her feet. “Let my feet take you to heaven you shameful weakling.”
“H-hey,” you gasp. “That’s not… I’m not…”
“Shhhhhhh,” she says, moving one of your feet from your cock and pressing it to your face. You try to speak and she shoves her toes into your mouth. “Suck them, little farm slut. I know you like my feet. Go on. Suck on them.”
She leaves you little choice in the matter, pushing her toes down against your tongue. You begin to lick and suck her feet. Drool spills down your chin and you moan with pleasure as Theora’s other foot continues to massage the sensitive underside of your cock. You try not to imagine what a sight it must make to her with you on the ground, drooling and sucking on her dainty foot, while she bends and caresses your cock with her other foot. Her toes flick at beneath your twitching cap. Your pleasure is growing by the moment. You cannot stop yourself from thrusting your hips and fucking your cock against the soft arch of her foot.
“Oh, look at you, naughty farm boy,” she laughs. “Humping away at my foot. You really enjoy this.”
“Mmmmnnmmmn,” you reply, sucking and licking at her toes. She is an angelic vision, her wings spread, her body aglow. You can see the judgment in her blue eyes, her ample breasts heaving gently beneath her sheer gown, perky pink nipples darker beneath the fabric, a tuft of cunthair backlit between her parted thighs.
“Go on,” she whispers, leaning over you and rubbing more vigorously at your cock. She pulls her wet foot from your mouth and uses both feet to stroke you. “Cum, you little failed hero. Cum for the monster girls.”
“Ahhhhhhhh! I can’t… ohhhh… oh gods, it’s so good!”
“Yes, it is,” she laughs. “Cum for me. All over my feet. You know you will have to clean it all up.”
The feel of your own saliva slicking her foot is amazing. You can’t hold back any longer.
“Yes,” you cry. “Ohhhh, yes, I’m cumming!”
You buck your hips, fucking your glistening red cock through her arches. You lift your head to watch as your cock twitches and pleasure takes hold. For a moment, your mind swims in a rush of ecstasy and then, with a force you feel deep in your bollocks, your cock begins to spurt. The first gush lands on her calf and Theora laughs with surprise. Your spurts of seed splash against her supple leg, her shin, cover the sides of her feet, and finally splash across her gripping toes.
“Ohhhh gods,” you moan, giving your last stroke and falling back onto the loft planks.
“What a messy boy you are,” she says.
Still breathing heavily, you grunt, “I’ll fetch you a washcloth.” 
You try to sit up, but Theora pushes you back down with one of her feet. “And just where do you think you are going? You are the slave of the monster girl who makes you cum. And you promised to clean my feet.”
She holds one foot before your face, cum hanging from her toes in a jiggling strand. You smell the musk of your own seed and realize, looking up into her cruel blue eyes, that she never intended to let you use a washcloth.
“With your tongue,” she says, pushing her cum-smeared toes against your mouth. You try to twist away and she snaps, “Lick them clean or I depart. No more training. No more advice.”
Reluctantly, you stick out your tongue and taste your cum upon her dainty toes. It is salty and bitter and already cool to the touch. It is disgusting. But you look up at the commanding angel hovering above you and you know what you must do.
You begin to lick and suck and clean the filth you gushed out upon Theora’s dainty feet. She laughs at you as you lick her clean. You even begin to enjoy it, moaning around her toes, slurping up your foul cum, and savoring the humiliation of being made to lick up your own juices.
“The monster girls are going to love you,” laughs Theora. “I don’t know if you’ll actually beat any of them, but they will enjoy using you as a playtoy. Isn’t that right, farm slut?”
“Yessss,” you moan.
“Other foot now,” she says. “Start with my leg, here.”
You lap at the cum on her shin and calf, looking up her gown at her bare cunt as you lick up your salty juices. She moans with pleasure and thrusts her foot towards your mouth. You eagerly suck at her toes and clean them thoroughly with your tongue.
Your face is hot with humiliation, but your cock is already hard again from so submissively serving the beautiful angel.
“That’s enough,” she snaps, withdrawing her foot. She glances at your hard cock. “Clean up and put that away. It is time for you to begin your quest.”
She floats out of the hayloft and back down to the barn’s lower level. You hear her call, “Meet me outside when you are decent.”
You climb down from the hayloft and draw a bucket of water from the well pump. The cold water bathes your filthy cock and does some to diminish your lust. As you button up your trousers, your ardor has faded slightly, but your face is still hot with humiliation.
You find Theora outside, her beautiful features glinting in the moonlight as she leans against the pasture fence.
“I do not judge you for your desires, Lucas,” says Theora. “I have known heroes with far stranger lusts.”
“You made me do that,” you protest.
“Of course,” she says, smiling sweetly and winking. “I forced it upon you. Are you ready to begin your quest?”
You look down at the sword in your hand. The faint glow of it is not very reassuring.
“You don’t want more training do you?” Theora looks at you with a hint of annoyance. “We can’t spend all night playing footsie and training. There are real humans in peril out there.”
When you still do not respond to her, she walks over and prods your chest with a finger tip. “Well, out with it, hero! What do you want?”




What do you do?
Get more training from Theora
Ask Theora to explain the Crystal Sanctum
Begin your quest





Visit the Crystal Sanctum

You turn the sword over in your hand and hold it up above your head. Feeling more than a little ridiculous, you shout, “SANCTUM SERENITY!”
A brilliant flash of white light engulfs you and you let out a cry as you feel yourself falling through the white nothingness and into pinkness. You drop from a deadly height to a wooded path. You collapse to the ground with the air knocked out of your lungs, the control crystal clutched in your hand, and your back aching. For a moment, you stare through the leaves overhanging the path and into a pink sunset sky.
A pleasant female voice asks, “Would you like help up, master?”
The beautiful golem Hina stands over you, her silky blue hair shifting as she leans to offer you a porcelain hand. She wears a servant’s uniform and a perpetual smile on her finely crafted face. Her large blue eyes blink mechanically as she gazes down at you. You accept her hand and she easily lifts you up off the ground and onto your feet. She walks around behind you and brushes the dust from your back and bottom.
“What a wonderful time to visit, master,” she says. “We currently have two guests.”
“Guests?”
“Yes, master,” she says, starting down the path towards the doors of the palace of white stone. “Lady Theora is in her suite on the second floor. Morelle, the succubus, has been made comfortable in one of the bedrooms on the first floor. I am sure they would both be glad to have you visit.”
Morelle is here. Theora told you it would be so, but somehow knowing you have tamed the succubus and made her into a guest within the sword is incredible.
Greeted by Hina. Lady Theora is in her suite. Morelle the succubus is in her bedroom.
Hina reaches the double doors leading into the palace and she swings them both open, allowing sunset light to stream over the polished white stones. Strangely, a portrait of you now hangs in the main room. It is exquisitely detailed and depicts you as a warrior brandishing the Sword of Veleda. You look more mature and have very determined eyes.
“Where did that come from?” You ask Hina.
“Oh, I painted that for you, master,” she says. “To honor the Hero of a Thousand Lives, the Chosen of Veleda, and Master of the Crystal Sanctum. You, master.”
“It’s, um, very nice,” you say. You feel your face go hot with embarrassment. It’s like the time your sow, Miss Lardy, won the prize at the St. Ingbert Animal Festival. They pinned a blue ribbon on her and one on you and you felt the king of all of Lorraine. This is even better.
“Where would you like to go, master?” Hina asks. “I can take you to visit any of our guests. Would you like me to prepare a meal? Perhaps you desire sexual pleasure?”
Your cock twitches as you remember the lingerie-clad version of Hina waiting for you in your bedroom. Theora warned you not to indulge your desires with the golem or with the monster girls, but she is not here at the moment.
Hina waits patiently for your command.




What do you do?
Train with Theora the angel
Visit Morelle the lesser succubus
Receive pleasure from Hina the golem




Parley

“Wait, hold on now, Morelle,” you say, keeping you guard up, but also raising an appeasing hand. She continues to saunter towards you, a lascivious look on her face as she forces you back down the hall. You try again. “We can talk about this. I’ve known you and your family for years. I know there is still Morelle Cardin in there somewhere underneath all that… that…”
“All this?” She says, running her hands over her body and squeezing her perky breasts. “How I’ve matured so suddenly? I know you want me, Lucas. Don’t try to fight it!”
“That’s the demon taint talking,” you say. “You can still be saved. We can go to the temple of Veleda and Cleric Orsima can—“
“Orsima? That old harpy?” Morelle laughs. “She would probably want to lash my bottom with a whip and make me tongue her snatch. Which, I would, of course. Gladly. Perhaps I will stop by and visit her after I am through with you.”
She advances much more quickly. You stumble back into the kitchen, nearly falling over a chair as you retreat from Morelle.
“Surely we can work something out,” you cry.
“Yes, surely,” she laughs. Her violet eyes flash with sinister magic and Morelle leaps with sudden speed, covering an impossible distance. Her wings snap open as she leaps and she slams her body into you, knocking your sword out of your hand and driving you back onto the floor. You land hard and bang your head on the wooden floor.
Morelle does not give you a moment to recover. She straddles your chest, sitting her shapely thighs and plump bottom down. You can feel the heat of her cunt through your tunic. Her intoxicating fragrance seems to envelop you and her violet hair hangs in her face as she leans over you with a wolfish grin.
“You wanted to negotiate?” She reaches back with one hand to grab your cock through your trousers. She gives it a rough squeeze. “Very well, Lucas, let us negotiate. I will permit you to decide your fate. Which technique should I use to devour your soul?”
You try to push her away and sit up. She clucks as if scolding you and pins your wrists above your head.
“Now, now, play nice,” she says. “You will enjoy it. You get to be my first soul. Poor Ernie and Dale are still alive, but I bet a young, handsome little farm boy like you will be absolutely delicious. Like a veal calf. Which technique will it be?”
“T-technique?” You moan, trying weakly to twist beneath her, your cock painfully hard in your trousers.
“Oh, yes, Lady Rachelle taught me several!” She rolls her eyes upward as if consulting a list. “I can take you to paradise with my soft, sensual hands with my Eternal Handjob technique. I can drink your seed with my mouth, slurping out of every last delicious drop of your essence with my Unquenchable Blowjob. I could saddle myself atop your cock and let you watch while my breasts bounce and my little pussy pleasures you as I take you on a Doomed Ride.”
She leans over you, her lips almost touching yours as she adds, “Orrrr, I could give you the ultimate pleasure and let you experience my tightest hole. Would you like to give up your soul to my Draining Ass? What will it be, Lucas?”
Your cock throbs with desire. Your situation is hopeless and your soul is forfeit. You might as well enjoy the pleasure Morelle has to offer.




What do you choose?
Eternal Handjob
Unquenchable Blowjob
Doomed Ride
Draining Ass





Receive pleasure from Hina the golem

You look at the beautiful golem standing before you. She looks quite fetching in her housemaid costume and her happy expression and bright blue eyes make her seem alive even if she is an automaton. Theora wants you to work, work, work. She doesn’t care if you’re happy.
You have this whole palace full of sexy golems. You might as well have a bit of fun with them.
“I would like some pleasure from you, Hina,” you say, taking her hands. They are cool and smooth. The fingertips resemble the porcelain of her face, but she has a soft touch.
“Of course, master,” she says happily. “I will take you to your bedroom. The Hina there is better equipped to ensure you receive satisfaction.”
“Right,” you say, your pulse quickening and your cock rubbing against the seam of your trousers.
You follow the beautiful automaton with her smoothly swinging hips as she leads you to your upstairs bedroom in the palace. Your cock shifts in your trousers as you see the four poster bed and the feminine figure moving behind the canopy’s draped silks. The Hina on the bed sticks her head out through the gauzy fabric. Her large, jewel-like eyes have turned from bright blue to a smoky pink shade.
“Hello, master,” she says. “I am ready to pleasure you. Please join me on the bed.”
You enter the room and approach the bed, your heart beating and your cock twitching with each step. The Hina that brought you here steps outside and closes the door, leaving you alone with the Hina on the bed.
You climb under the canopy and marvel at the beautiful automaton. She looks carved from ivory, an exquisite, erotic statue with her immaculate white flesh clad in pink lingerie that clings to her ample breasts and threads seductively between her smooth buttocks. She is clearly more flexible than the other models and her face seems to have more fluid expressions.
She seems to practically squirm with desire, smiling up at you as she crawls closer.
“What am I doing here?” You mutter under your breath as you kneel beside the sexy golem.
“What was that, master?” She purrs.
“Um, what do I do now?” You ask, feeling oddly nervous even though Hina is clearly not going to be judgmental about your performance or the size of your cock.
“Lie back,” she says, running her surprisingly nimble fingers over the mound of your cock in your trousers. “I will pleasure you completely.”
“Um, okay, yeah,” you laugh. “Yeah, that sounds, um, good.”
She smiles sweetly as you stretch out on the bed, kicking off your boots and wriggling your toes in your patchwork socks.
“Since this is your first time receiving pleasure,” says Hina, crawling towards you and running a hand up your thigh. “I will provide you with basic pleasure. In the future, you can have more advanced stimulation if you so desire.”
Before you can answer, Hina’s nimble touch unbuckles your belt and unbuttons your trousers with mechanical speed and precision. Your hard cock springs free and the porcelain golem wraps her white hand around your pink hardness. Her touch is cool and surprisingly soft. Like the underside of a silk cushion. Her fingers close tightly around your cock and she begins to move her grip smoothly from the root of your cock to your straining tip.
“Oh, gods, that’s amazing,” you moan.
“You have a very nice penis,” she says. “It is very nicely shaped. I enjoy touching it.”
The pressure of her fingers shifts as her hand moves from your balls to your cockhead. You take in the sight of her lewd perfection and reach out to caress her smooth side back to the roundness of her ass. It is shockingly soft and warm to the touch. Though it looks like the same porcelain as the rest of her body, it feels almost like real human flesh.
“Accelerating pleasure,” she says, smiling sweetly at you as she begins to pump your cock with her hand. Her breasts, cradled by her pink bodice, bounce and jiggle beneath her as she wanks your hardness. Your cock begins to spill precum and she deftly incorporates your leaking juices as lubrication for your cock. She looks at you with lashes fluttering over her big, glassy eyes, and purrs, “Please touch me however you desire, master.”
You give her ass a smack and watch as her plump cheeks jiggle. You stroke between her crack with three fingers, running your touch over the slender fabric of her panties. You feel the crinkle of an anus and, stroking back further, the soft warmth of a pussy. She really is fully equipped for pleasure!
“Level three pleasure,” says Hina and she begins to jerk your cock furiously, twisting her hand with each up-and-down motion. You feel your cock straining in her grasp. Your glans become purple and throb with yearning. You watch her hand, almost a blur as it pumps up and down your cock.
“Oh, gods, I’m going to cum,” you moan, watching the golem’s hand stroking you rapidly. You are on the very edge of exploding.
“Please master,” she says. “Ejaculate into my receptacle so you do not make a mess.”
Her other hand suddenly covers the head of your cock and you feel something shift in the soft palm of her hand. There is an opening with a slightly hard rim, almost like the mouth of a pitcher, in her palm. She holds this against the head of your cock, stroking you and looking into your eyes. The jiggling of her breasts, the softness of her ass in your hand, and that sweet smile on her porcelain face are all driving you crazy. You feel a gentle suction from the palm of Hina’s hand and it sends you over that edge.
“AHhhhhhhhh!” You cry, thrusting your hips and fucking your cock through her stroking hand. Caught in the throes of ecstasy, you squeeze Hina’s bottom tightly, your fingers denting the softness of her nearest buttock. She smiles at you sweetly, never slowing her stroking hand on your cock.
“Ohhh, yes, master,” she coos. “Please, fill my receptacle with your plentiful seed.”
You arch against her stroking fist, your cock throbbing and the suction of the opening in her hand slurping up your gushing spunk. You barely see it at all, spurting out of your tip for only a moment before every drop is sucked into the opening on Hina’s hand. She milks you vigorously, pumping her hand on your spewing spear and directing all of your cum into her receptacle. She keeps stroking quite hard as your orgasm recedes and your cock begins to become sensitive.
“O-okay, that’s enough,” you gasp.
Hina continues to work her hand on your cock. “But master,” she says with a smile, “I estimate you are capable of five to six more orgasms before they become painful.”
“Ahhhhh, it hurts like that,” you cry as her fingers and hand torment your super-sensitive cock.
“Mmmmm.” She pouts slightly, slowing her hand on your cock and withdrawing her receptacle from your cockhead. “Very well, master. I will stop. But feel free to visit me again if you would like my pleasure.”
She flexes her fingers and the flesh-like cushion of her palm closes over the opening of the receptacle. She leans over and gives you a soft kiss on your forehead before getting up from the bed and walking into the curtained bath-chamber adjacent to the bedroom. You hear water splashing and a strange whirring sound.
No cuddling with Hina, evidently. You tuck your cock away and buckle your belt.
“Goodbye,” you call to her, but she does not seem to hear you over the splashing water. Feeling suddenly guilty about using the golem like that, you hurry of the bedroom.
“Hello, master,” says the housemaid Hina waiting just outside the door. You jump in surprise, your face going hot with shame.
“Um, hi,” you say.
“Would you like visit someone?” The golem asks. “I would be happy to take you to see Morelle or Lady Theora.”




What do you do?
Train with Theora the angel
Visit Morelle the lesser succubus
It’s time to return to the real world




Special Ability

You are the chosen champion of Veleda, the hero of a thousand lives; surely you can summon this power as some sort of special ability. Perhaps if you could startle Morelle you might be able to disable her or finish her off with your sword.
The comely succubus advances towards you in the narrow hallway, hissing, “Surrender to me, Lucas. I have so many pleasures to show you.”
You quickly thrust your hand out, palm up, and curl your fingers as if you are holding an imaginary lantern. You call upon the inner power of Veleda with a prayer to the goddess to blind your foe. You feel the miraculous energy flowing through you, gathering in your fingertips. It’s working! There is a sound like a twig snapping and a sudden burst of bright white light in the palm of your hand. Morelle shields her eyes with her membranous wings. You, unfortunately, stare directly at the flash of light.
Dazed and almost totally blind, you stagger back, moaning in surprise.
“What was that?” Morelle laughs. “I thought you were a fool when you walked in with that sword, but you must have some actual power! You’re going to be delicious!”
She trips you up with her foot and you fall backwards into the kitchen, falling hard onto a chair before dropping painfully onto your back. You can barely see Morelle, but you try to hold up your sword to ward off her next attack. She laughs and snatches the blade out of your grasp, tossing it aside with a clang and a clatter of tin pots.
“Some hero you turned out to be,” she laughs and drops heavily atop you, straddling your waist. Her warmth and exotic scent send a shiver through your body. Your cock flexes involuntarily against the pressure of her quim against you.
“Morelle, please,” you say, keeping your hands up to try to block her. “We can talk about this.”
“We could,” she says, taking hold of your hands. “But where is the fun in that?”
She pulls your hands to her soft, feverishly warm breasts. She must have shed her bodice, because her bare titflesh fills your hands and you cannot resist squeezing her lovely mounds. Your vision is slowly returning. She is a blur of pale flesh and lavender nipples and violet hair through the flashing after-images of the burst of light you conjured in your hand.
Morelle leans her face down to yours and kisses you on the lips. You resist her for a moment, pursing your lips tightly and moaning against her. A flick of her tongue across your lips is all it takes for you to surrender to her lust. You part your lips and her sweet, hot tongue invades your mouth. She sucks at your lips and you feel a tremor of pleasure that ripples through you as she drinks some small amount of your life force. Your hands move almost of their own volition to caress and fondle Morelle’s perky tits.
“Oh, you feel it, don’t you?” She breathes sweetly against your lips. “That irresistible pull? You are as delicious as I had hoped. And you will be the first soul I devour completely.”
“N-no,” you gasp, trying to push her away.
She rises to her feet, but when you try to sit up she shoves you back down with her bare foot. She steps on your shoulder as she tears off your trousers with one hand. You cry out as your pants rip away and your hard cock springs free.
“There we are,” she says. “Now what technique shall I use to destroy you? Lady Rachelle taught me the basics – now there was a good time – and I’ve already come up with a few of my own. How about something new?”
“You… you can’t do this,” you gasp, trying to push her foot off your shoulder. “You’re my neighbor, Morelle. Not some—“
“Sex demoness?” She leans her face low to gaze into your eyes with her bright, violet eyes. “That is what I am, Lucas. The farm girl was just the soil in which my flower has blossomed. Now I am Morelle, the succubus. And I think I’ll devour you with… my Reverse Ride technique! You like that? I just made that up.”
She giggles as she spins around above you, reaches down and grabs your hard cock, and squats down until you feel the warm, velvet lips of her pussy against your swollen tip. Your vision returns enough that you see her lusciously plump ass, fleshy tail, wrinkled asshole, and the glistening, lavender and pink lips of her little cunt. It engulfs the head of your cock, bathing your tip in her incredible heat.
“Ohhhhh gods,” you moan, watching in half-dazzled awe as the succubus’s pussy stretching around your cock as her thick bottom descends.
You are helpless beneath her as she begins her Reverse Ride technique.
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Surrender

Morelle is gorgeous, confident, and radiates demonic power sucked from the Woodley brothers. She looks gleeful that she gets to fight you. As she advances, a lascivious glow in her violet eyes, your sword sags in your grasp and your will to resist her crumbles. You don’t want to fight her. Your hard cock throbs in your trousers. You want to surrender. You want to give in to her demonic majesty.
You want have your very soul devoured out by a succubus.
“I surrender,” you say, tossing your sword to the floor with a clang.
“Surrender?” Morelle draws up short of lunging at you. “Really? Aw, we were going to have such an exciting battle. I suppose I would have won anyway.”
“Y-yes,” you agree, sinking to your knees before the pretty farm girl now transformed into a full-bodied, violet-haired beauty.
“You know what this means, don’t you, Lucas?” She saunters forward, her bare cunt glistening silver in the gloomy hallway. She palms the top of your head and turns your head to look up at her. “It means I will eat up your soul. I will take it all and leave nothing behind.”
“I… I know,” you say, your heart thumping wildly and your cock twitching. “I surrendered. I know the p-price.”
Gazing up at the beautiful succubus, inhaling her sweet scent mixed with the unmistakable musk of sex, you can hardly wait to pay it. She steps a plump thigh over your shoulder, trapping you between her legs and thrusting her cunt against your face.
“Taste me,” she commands. You eagerly dive your face between her soft thighs and begin to lap at the hot, slippery-sweet crease of her cunt. The taste is as delicious as sugar-icing and her nectar pours across your tongue and down your throat as lick between her delicate folds and into the hot, clutching channel of her cunt. Morelle rests a hand against the back of your head and jerks her hips to fuck her slippery quim against your tongue. “Ohhhh, you aren’t bad at that, farm boy. Feel the bud atop my flower. Lick me there, Lucas. Ooooooh, yes, just there. Oooooh!”
Each moan and sigh of Morelle’s pleasure makes your cock twitch in your trousers. You slurp at her hot folds and batter the pebble-like bud of her clit with your tongue, your own pleasure rising without even touching your cock. Morelle’s cries of pleasure and thrusting hips smear her fragrant juices all over your face. The more you taste her, the more you inhale her scent, the more you yearn to have your soul devoured by the succubus.
“Nnnnyessss!” Morelle cries, bumping quite roughly against your face, bending your nose painfully as she thrusts against your mouth and slips and slides her pussy from your chin up to above your lips. Her hot juices pour into your mouth, seeming almost to gush, and Morelle holds your hair so tightly it seems as if she is trying to pull it out.
She rides your tongue to her satisfaction, slowing her grinding against your mouth until she finally steps her leg back over her shoulder. She looks down at you with her glowing violet eyes, a smile on her full lips. She releases her hold on your hair and says, “That was nice, Lucas. You’re more useful than those two old men. I suppose I could reward you. Would you… like to see my breasts?”
She crushes her tits with both hands, squeezing them until they nearly burst out of her lacy bodice.
“Yes, please,” you say, trembling at the thought. “Please, may I see them?”
“Then I am going to suck your soul out,” she says. “Are you ready for that too, Lucas?”
“Y-yes,” you say, your precum-soaked cock twitching at the thought.
“Good boy,” she giggles, mussing your hair. She kneels down with you as she unlaces the bodice barely containing her breasts. You watch her fingers work, admiring her freckled cleavage as she unveils her creamy mounds lace-by-lace. She shrugs out of the bodice and exposes her perky breasts. Each immaculate mound is capped with a small, faintly lavender-tinged areola and nipple. She leans them closer to you and says, “Go ahead, Lucas. You can play with them.”
You can hardly believe your fortune as you lightly touch her warm breasts. You cup them with your hands and softly squeeze them. They are just the right size without being too large. You rub your fingers across her nipples and Morelle coos with pleasure.
“Go on,” she says, her violet eyes twinkling. “I know you want to suck them.”
“Yesss,” you moan, burying your face in the soft valley between them and squeezing her mounds against your face. She laughs with delight and cradles your head against her breasts. You kiss her tits frantically, tasting the faint hint of her sweetness clinging to her skin. You move to her lift nipple, flicking it, swirling your tongue around it, and sucking it into your mouth. You only release the suction on her nipple to move to the other and suck it just as hard.
“On your back now, Lucas,” she says, toppling you onto your back in the middle of the hallway. “It’s time to give me what I desire.”
She kneels above you, unbuckling and unbuttoning your trousers. Your precum-soaked cock springs free, jerking with your intense arousal. Morelle laughs at the sight of it.
“H-how will you do it?” You ask her.
“How would you like another taste of my sweetest peach,” says Morelle, running her fingers over her glistening pussy. “And I’ll have a taste of my favorite thing: you.”
Morelle climbs atop you and pushes you flat on the floor with her glistening pussy and voluptuous ass in your face. You don’t resist her for a moment. You grab hold of her plump buttocks, squeezing them lustfully as you lift your head to resume eagerly licking her pussy.
And then Morelle’s soft lips meet the head of your cock. Her tongue curls around your shaft and her lips part. The exquisite, sucking heat of her mouth engulfs your cock. You drop your head back on the floor, moaning with excruciating pleasure, as you cum before her mouth has even descended all the way to the base of your cock.
“MMmmhmmhmm!” She laughs around your cock, sucking you and drawing out your spurting seed. You fill her mouth with your cum and she begins to swallow, drawing some part of you along with each spurt of your seed. Your toes curl and you are helpless beneath her. Helpless to do anything but endure the intense, sucking pleasure of being devoured by Morelle in more ways than one. She bobs her lips back to your tip, flicking her tongue in the pumping stream of your seed. Once you have finished, she lifts her mouth from your cock and declares, “Delicious. But there is so much more for me.”
Her mouth slides back down onto your cock and she begins to slurp and bob on your hardness. Your erection never flags, but you do come to your senses enough to return to lapping at Morelle’s honey-sweet slit. She wiggles her plump bottom in your face as her bobbing and slurping is soon rewarded with another explosive orgasm. You feel her feeding on your soul more distinctly the time. It is as if each orgasmic spasms reverberates with a strange, enervating force. Although you feel yourself growing weaker, the pleasure is exquisite. You squeeze her plump ass and moan against her cunt, thrusting your tongue deep and drinking her sweet juices.
“Mmmmmmm, you want to give it all to me, don’t you?” She purrs.
“Yes, take it all,” you cry, flicking your tongue against the bud of her clit. “Nnnnn all of it nnnnnn!”
“Of course, Lucas!” She cries with delight. “Ooh, you’re so much sweeter than those tired old men. I bet I can make you cum five more times before you’re gone.”
“Nnnnnn ohhhhhh please,” you gasp, feeling another orgasm rising. “Yes. Take it all. Take it aaaahhhh! I’m cuming!”
Her tongue ripples beneath your shaft, curling around your glans with each bob of her sucking mouth. You arch beneath her, burying your tongue so deep in her pussy that your nose presses against her tight asshole. You unleash your seed once again into her mouth, your pleasure heightened as she drinks your life essence along with your spunk.
Morelle’s pace is relentless, sucking without pause, massaging your balls, and wiggling her big, luscious ass in your face to remind you to lick whenever you become too distracted by pleasure. She only stop sucking once, to moan loudly as she bucks her hips against your face. Drink her slick cum and burying your face in her soft ass is enough to send you over the edge again. As you begin to spurt weakly into the air, Morelle’s lips descend and the heat of her sucking mouth envelops you with ravenous pleasure.
By your sixth orgasm, you are drenched in sweat and quivering. Your heart pounds weakly in your chest. You are still licking at Morelle’s delicious cunt, but your tongue moves slowly, as if you are drunk. Your pleasure reaches an almost painful crescendo and you release mere droplets of your seed into Morelle’s insatiable mouth.
“MMmmmhmmm,” she moans around your cock. She adds, “Mmmmmmhmmhmm.”
As she sucks on the faint droplets of your final orgasm, you feel as if your entire existence is being sucked into her mouth. Somehow, you are falling upwards and into Morelle. And then comes the darkness.
It swallows up everything. Morelle, her voice far away, laughs and laughs, “Thank you for the meal, my sweet boy.”
She was welcome to it, you think, as darkness completely encloses you.
The End?
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Attack

Faced with the demonic beauty of Morelle, you want to retreat and yield ground to her. Those horns, those bat wings; she is terrifying! Instead of retreating from her with your guard up, your grip tightens on your sword. This is not the moment for defense! It is time to strike!
You draw back your sword and charge at Morelle, Veleda’s holy might flaring brightly from your blade. Morelle’s violet eyes open wide in shock. Before you can slam into her, the nimble succubus leaps out of the way, vaulting over Ernie’s groaning form to the other side of his bed. Your momentum carries you past where she had been standing and you thump into the wall and knock over a chair. You catch it before it falls and as you wheel around to face Morelle you fling the chair at her with all of your strength.
She is caught by surprise again and this time does not act fast enough to avoid your attack. The chair smashes against her back and side and splinters into pieces. She cries out, her eyes flashing bright violet with her anger.
“You stupid little boy! You’ll never be a real man, because you die tonight!”
Your sword pulses with holy force, as if the adrenaline flowing through your veins is flowing straight into the grip of the sword. Morelle’s gaze flicks to the door. Before she can flee, you block her path, backing her towards the corner. As she realizes there is no escape, her demeanor changes. Her brow knits and she seems to weep, “Please, Lucas. I’m Morelle. The girl you know. You can’t do this. Please, Lucas, don’t hurt me. I’m totally defenseless.”
“Like Ernie and Dale?” You say, stalking towards her as she seems to shrink before you.
She wails with fear and cringes from you and your blade. You lift the sword and strike without mercy and with all of your strength. Just as the blade would seem to hit her head, there is a bright flash of white light. The light seems to be drawn into the crystal in the pommel of your sword. The large gem flashes and glows with pink light for a moment before returning to normal.
You sag against the wall, out of breath, your heart still hammering in your chest. Despite the pitiful moans of Ernie and Dale in their respective beds, you begin to laugh. You can hardly believe it. You have beaten the succubus.
Against all odds, you have defeated your first monster girl.
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The Judgment of Veleda

A bright ray of golden light breaks through the darkness. It is as if you are in an endless cavern and the roof has broken open to let the daylight in. You reach towards the light and feel your body being lifted. You ascend through the storied heavens and the golden light brings you directly into a temple of white marble, golden wheat, and tall curtains of red velvet. You feel at once at peace and yet afraid, as if you have done something wrong and are about to be scolded.
Then you remember what this place is: the heavenly temple of Veleda. And you are here because you have fallen to the Succubus.
The red curtain before you parts, revealing, for only a moment, an impossible vista of multitudes of whirling angels and fractal clouds of heavenly palaces reaching to infinity. A figure of radiant beauty steps through the velvet curtain. She stands at least twice as tall as you, slender, long-limbed, and seeming to shed golden light from her unblemished skin. Fat ringlets of golden hair spill over her shoulders, breasts, and down her back. Her physique is that of a shapely woman, dressed in an immaculate white gown held at her shoulder with a golden badge of wheat. Her face is almost childlike in its delicate features and wide-eyed innocence. Her soft, pink lips form a perfect bow that curves into a beatific smile.
The curtain closes behind her and she steps across the marble floor, glimpsing her bare feet beneath her trailing gown. You grovel before her, feeling filthy and inadequate in her presence. This is Veleda, goddess of war and healing, who restores and destroys. She is far more beautiful than any human craftsman could ever capture in a statue or a painter could ever accurately depict in a fresco decorating the dome of a temple. Perhaps only the beauty of nature, in all its most sublime glory, of misty mountains and golden sunrises, could compare to Veleda.
She stands over you, her smile slowly fading to a more neutral expression, as if she had been amused and is now reminded of your worthiness.
“Stand, Lucas, hero of a thousand lives,” she commands, “and look upon me.”
You rise slowly to your feet. You want to avert your unworthy gaze from Veleda’s enormous blue eyes, but you cannot stand to disobey her.
“You stand before me having fallen to the predation of a monster girl,” she says, her tone hardening slightly and booming in the massive temple. “The lesser succubus called Morelle has consumed your soul for her unholy nourishment. But I control the turning of time on this world and I have brought you back.”
“Th-thank you, oh great Veleda,” you say, crossing your index and ring finger together to form the sign of the goddess.
“You look upon this succubus too lecherously. I know what you have done to arrive here, Lucas LeBlanc. You have failed and you must correct your path.”
“Y-yes,” you say, feeling a wave of despair at having failed the beautiful goddess.
“I am not without sympathy,” she continues. “This is your first true foe and though she is a newly-made succubus, she still possesses many of the powers of the one who created her.”
“Lady Rachelle?”
“Yes, that one is trouble,” says Veleda. “Be glad you do not face her today. But soon enough you must bring her to heel.”
You were so easily beaten by Morelle, you can hardly imagine facing down the much more powerful succubus that created her. Now is certainly not the time to express such doubts. Veleda might just decide not to send you back.
“I want you to succeed, Lucas,” says Veleda. “Succubae are overconfident and loathe meet in actual honorable combat. I suggest you press her with an attack or use subterfuge to wait for the right moment to strike.”
“I understand,” you say, bowing your head.
“Good,” she says. “Now go. Restrain your lust and face this enemy rather than squander any more of your lives.”
With a wave of her hand, the floor opens up beneath you and you plummet through the misty golden sky. Darkness yawns below, clouds that puncture, all of Lorraine spreading out into the curved distance, the moonlit countryside and the Woodley farmhouse below growing larger by the moment. You plunge through the roof of the farmhouse without smashing a single timber and land on your feet.
You are standing at the threshold where you encounter Morelle. For a moment, she is frozen with an arrogant expression on her face. You realize you are holding Veleda’s sword in your hand and raise it to defend yourself.
Time resumes its course with a rush of noise and motion.
“So it’s a battle?” She bares her perfect smile in a predatory manner. “How exciting! Lady Rachelle said some boys might want to fight. I always assumed you would be a pushover. Now I get to use some of the power I sucked out of the Woodleys!”
Far from being afraid of you, Morelle seems delighted that she gets to fight. After being beaten by her before, you are less certain of your abilities than ever…




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





Eternal Handjob

You glance at Morelle’s soft, delicate hands. You can already feel her skillfully squeezing your cock through your trousers. It’s nearly enough to make you cum. Your face grows hot with embarrassment and your cock throbs beneath her kneading fingers.
“Have you decided, little farm boy?” Morelle coos, leaning her face close to yours and tightening her grip on your cock.
“The, um, Eternal Handjob,” you say, your voice sounding pitiful.
“Oh?” She laughs, her brow knitting sympathetically. “That’s it? All you want is my hand? Well, let me assure you, Lucas, you have made a very good choice. My hand will deliver you to a realm of total pleasure while my kiss devours you.”
“Your ki—mphhh!” Her lips descend to yours and her warm, sweet kiss seems to flow into your mouth on the hot honey of her tongue. Her silky hair tickles your face as her tongue teases against your tongue, rousing it into motion in a slithering tangle. You are momentarily distracted from your cock, but after a moment you realize your cock it out and feel the softness of her hand closing warm and tight around your shaft.
“Nice and stiff for me,” she chuckles against your lips. Her hand begins to move from the root of your cock up to the swollen tip. Her gripping fingers shift and gently twist around your hardness. “Don’t hold back, Lucas. Let it go.”
The pleasure is incredible. Her hand seems to know its way around your cock better than your own hand. Her touch is delicately soft, yet her grip is forceful. She lubricates her hand with a long lick of her palm and fingers as she gazes down into your eyes. When her wet hand closes again around your cock you nearly explode. You cry out with pleasure and she smothers your moan with her kiss, her tongue once more sliding into your mouth.
You are not a very experienced kisser; there was only Jana Early, the plump girl at Candlefest, and Ella, the whore who took your coin at the Bawdy Maiden brothel in St. Ingbert. But you do not need to have kissed a hundred women to know that none can kiss so deeply or so thrillingly as a succubus. Her mouth seems to melt into yours, her tongue as sweet as honey-candy, her kiss serving her saliva lewdly.
“Mmmmmmm!” You cry against her lips, arching and thrusting your straining cock into her warm grasp. You reach an exhilarating peak, the pleasure so overwhelming that your body shakes beneath her controlling grasp. Your moment of ecstasy gives way to the hot throbbing of your eruption. Spurt after spurt of your cum splashes Morelle’s arm, hand, and drips back down to coat your cock and her fingers. In the midst of this orgasmic release, you feel another pleasure, unique and new, pulsing like a counterpoint to each spasm of your climax.
Morelle’s eyes glow with violet energy. She is feeding! She is consuming your soul piece by piece as you cum in her grasp. There is a faint sucking sensation from her lips against yours. She finally breaks the kiss, smiling with satisfaction, pressing a finger to the corner of her mouth as if catching a morsel that escaped her lips, and pronouncing, “Delicious! So very sweet! You will be a feast for me, Lucas.”
“Ohhhhh,” you moan, your head lolling on the floor. Your heart pounds in terror, but your cock is unflagging. Though you have just spurted out a mess, your cock still stands erect. Morelle resumes stroking your red cock, smearing your cum over your shaft and up to your tip, looking down into your face as she kneels beside you. You writhe beneath her touch. You are overly-sensitive and too-quickly on the verge of another orgasm.
“That’s right,” she coos, stretching out beside you. She puts her leg over yours so that your cock is rubbing against her thigh as she strokes your straining hardness. She nibbles at your ear, her breath hot against your neck, her teasing tongue moving with soft kisses up your cheek. She turns your lips to hers just as you explode with a second orgasm. Your cum spurts over her thigh as her lips lock to yours and you feel that same, draining pleasure with each pump of your seed.
There is only a brief respite after your second orgasm before Morelle’s hand, slithering and slurping over your cum-smeared cock, coaxes you to a third orgasm. She laughs as she kisses you, sucking out still more of your life force and leaving you feeling feverish and weak.
“Two more,” she whispers. “Perhaps three. Give it all to me, Lucas. Every drop of your sweet life force.”
She repositions her body, freeing her soft breasts with their tiny lavender nipples from her bodice and dangling the weight of them against your filthy cock as she continues to stroke. She kisses you again and her hand draws out a fourth and fifth orgasm, your cum barely spilling out of your cock and almost clear as you spasm against her soft titflesh. Your ecstasy is nearly complete. You can no longer lift your head from the floor.
“One more,” she says, her lips brushing against yours. “One more perfect peak of pleasure. One more climax and you will be mine forever, Lucas. Beg me for it.”
“P-please,” you croak, your lips feeling numb. “Please take me. Take all of me.”
There is a certain relief in surrendering all of your control to the succubus. Her hot, smothering, molten mouth descends once more on yours. Her tongue plays in your mouth and you feel the suction drawing on your very soul. Her hand on your filthy cock slurps and slides over your hardness. You are so tired, it would seem impossible that your cock could be stiff, but Morelle knows how to touch you and keep you rigid.
“Mmmmmmm!” You cry against her kiss. The suction grows more intense, violet light seeming to sparkle even through your eyelids. You arch a final time beneath her, against her hand, thrusting through her grasp and as you cum without any seed left to spill.
Darkness closes in around you as you feel yourself falling into the impossible depths of the succubus. Morelle has won. Far, far away and receding, you hear her mocking laughter.
The End?
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Please play with my ass!

The feeling of her fingers tickling down your ass crack and touching your tender hole makes you clench with delight. You softly moan, the pleasure joined by the insistent suction of her tail around your cock. You need more. You crave more.
“Yes, please,” you moan. “Play with my ass!”
“Oh, you naughty boy!” She laughs with delight, smacking your ass with both her hands. “Of course! All of the pleasure for little Lucas! I would never do this for those horrible Woodley brothers, but for my sweet Lucas? Let me send you to heaven…”
You feel a tickle of her hot breath over your crack and then the warm, wet thrust of her tongue against your sensitive clench. You cry out as her tongue laps the rim of your asshole and drills tenderly into your virgin hole. As her tongue thrusts into your ass, you yield to the rhythmic sucking of Morelle’s tail and explode inside her once again. Each pump of your seed into her tail causes sparks of violet light to flash behind your eyelids. You slump against the chair you are tied to, helpless to stop your orgasm, your cum and life force pouring into the succubus as your ass clenches against her tongue.
Her tongue slips out of your passage and she begins to probe your ass with her fingers. One, at first, but as her tail continues to milk your cock, she slips three fingers up your ass. You are filled with her thrusting digits, her knuckles punching against your buttocks as she fucks you vigorously. Her tail seems to suck ever-harder, coaxing another powerful orgasm out of your cock. In the throes of it, the world begins to flicker around you.
“Not much longer now, Lucas,” purrs Morelle, leaning over you with her breasts against your back. “Give me every drop of your essence. I’ll get it all from you.”
“Oooooohhh,” you cry out as another orgasm takes hold. Your cock almost hurts the orgasms are so frequent and intense. Your meager seed drips into her sucking tail and your ass clenches around her thrusting fingers. You are exhausted, held up by only the chair, and the world is growing quite dim around you.
Despite the fact that your doom is approaching, you feel nothing but joy. Morelle, seeming to sense this final surrender to her soul-sucking predation, begins to kiss your shoulders and neck. Her soft lips are like fire, her teasing tongue as sensually exciting as her fingers pumping in and out of her stretched hole and massaging deep inside you.
“Give it all to me,” she whispers. “I can feel you on your final edge. Cum for me. Cum for me, little farm boy.”
“AAAAAHHHHH!” You cry, despairing the ecstasy as your last orgasm explodes into her tail. Throbbing drily into her suckling depths, hardly a drop of cum dribbling out of your raw cock. You whine through clenched teeth at the intensity of each contraction. Weakness gathers. You can hear your heartbeat slowing in your ears. You feel as if you are falling, somehow, into Morelle. You hear her laughter beside your ear.
“Goodbye,” she whispers, her tongue teasing at your earlobe.
Darkness closes in around you...
The End?
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Give her a kiss

You only hesitate a moment before leaning in and kissing Morelle on her perfect, soft lips. The warmth of her kiss erases all doubt as you press tightly, feeling her hard nipples poking against your chest and her tail curling around your leg. A laugh vibrates through Morelle’s kiss and her lips part, inviting your tongue into the steamy, honey-sweet cove of her mouth.
The ecstasy flows from her hot, slithering tongue. Your spit mingles with hers and you moan into Morelle’s kiss, your cock throbbing in your trousers. She strokes the back of your head, cradling it as her tongue begins to probe your mouth. She pulls you tightly against her and you moan against her lips as she presses her soft cunt against the hardness in your trousers. You jerk your hips, fucking against the inside of your own pants as you feel exhilarating pleasure flood your body and mind.
Morelle rocks against you, rolling her hips, smothering your bulging cock in your trousers with the hot groove of her pussy. Her juices soak the front of your trousers. You can feel them tingling against your cock. You start to say something and she kisses you again, hungrily thrusting her tongue into your mouth. Her lips are so soft and sweet, her tongue so nimble. You can’t bear it. You cry out against her lips as pleasure overwhelms all other thoughts.
“Mmmmmmm!” You cry into the heat of her kiss and thrust against the inner seam of your trousers. Your cock throbs and you feel a sudden wetness as you pump your cum into your pants. The ecstasy of your orgasm joins with the smothering heat of Morelle’s kiss. When she finally pulls her lips away form you, she smiles triumphantly.
“All done, little farm boy?” She says. “You went even quicker than Ernie or Dale. But that’s okay. You’re mine now and we can have fun all night long. Or at least as long as you last.”
Any thoughts of resistance are long gone. You nod obediently as Morelle takes your hand and saunters into the bedroom where Ernie lays moaning and twitching on his filthy bed. The gorgeous, red-headed succubus ignores his pleas for help and bends over the bed, presenting her luscious plump and creamy ass and the dripping folds of her tight little quim. Her fleshy tail twitches back and forth over the pale mounds of her buttocks.
“Get over here and pleasure me,” she commands. “Worship your new goddess. My pussy is throbbing.”
“Y-yes, Morelle,” you moan, unable to look away from her lewd pose.
You caress her plump buttocks and wide hips as you sink to your knees behind the demonically comely teen. Her pussy seems clean and unsullied even though she has surely take many loads of cum from Dale and Ernie Woodley. Not that it matters. As you lean forward to lick her glistening cuntlips, you know you would be tonguing the filthiest most spunk-smeared quim if your new mistress asked.
“Ohhhh, that’s it, Lucas,” she giggles as you run your tongue from her tufted mound, up her slippery groove, to the hot clench of her asshole. “Serve me. Serve your mistress. Everywhere.”
She pushes her ass back into your face, bouncing against you and grabbing your hair to hold you smothered by her soft cheeks. You lap at her cunt, moaning with lust and unbuckling your trousers so you can stroke your cum-smeared cock.
You suck and lick your new goddess, your magnificent mistress, pleasuring her pussy and ass as you wank your dirty cock. You never imagined burying your face in Morelle Cardin’s ass, but it has grown so voluptuous and so wonderful you now cannot imagine wanting your face anywhere else. You lap at the hot ring of her asshole, tasting the sweat and a hint of her nectar, before drilling your tongue deep into her sugary-sweet cunt.
“You are ready to give it to me, aren’t you?” Morelle laughs, looking back at you over her wings. Her tail teases down your back and you shudder with desire. You give her sweet cunt another lick, looking up with yearning as you run your tongue all the way to her asshole and lick it once again. You will do anything for her. Anything she desires.
“Yes,” you moan, between submissive licks of her clenched rosebud. You no longer care about your stupid quest. You no longer care about your life. Your only value is how you can serve beautiful Morelle. You stroke yourself as you lick her glistening holes, cum lubricating your hardness.
“Stand up, my sweet Lucas,” she purrs, pulling roughly at your hair. “Stand up and give me your cock.”
She bends over the bed, her breasts dangling against Ernie and making him grunt with desire. Even though he is nearly drained of life, he reaches up and feebly fondles her breasts straining in her lace bodice. You marvel at Morelle’s glorious, plump bottom and juicy holes freshly bathed in your saliva. You stand behind her, cock in hand, heart pounding as you know you look upon your destruction. Her tail beckons. She looks back at you over her wings and says, “Do it, Lucas. Fuck me. I know you…. Oooooooh!”
She does not even need to finish what she is saying. You thrust forward, driving your cock into her steamy cunt. Her slick folds engulf you and draw you deeper into her hot channel. You last a single stroke, grabbing at her wide hips as you thrust to the hilt and explode.
“Already? Again?” She laughs. “Good boy, Lucas. Give it all to me.”
“Yessss! Yes! I’m cumming for you!” Your cock twitches and throbs inside the hot vise of her sex. Each throbs spurts out another stream of your cum and sends a strange shudder through your body. As your orgasm subsides, you feel an intense weakness come over you and you nearly fall over onto the bed.
“So innocent and delicious,” coos Morelle, gazing back at you with violet power dancing in her eyes. “Give it all to me, Lucas. Don’t stop.”
“Yes,” you gasp, thrusting into her cum-stuffed pussy. Your cock squelches lewdly and you feel your seed churning around your cock. You barely even wonder that you are still hard inside her. Of course you are, she is gorgeous and her cunt is milking you as deftly as a velvet hand. You thrust into her pussy, driving out more of your cum in dribbling slurps as you arch and explode again inside her. You cry, “AAAaahhhhh, Morelle!”
“Such a good boy,” she laughs, thrusting her plump ass back onto your cock, sheathing every inch of your hardness in her slimy depths, and swallowing up more and more of your pulsing spunk. With each spurt, more of your essence is sucked away by the ravenous succubus. Each twinge of weakness is accompanied by a wave of hot pleasure like nothing you have felt with a human lover.
Your legs give out and you collapse onto the floor beside the bed, thumping heavily onto the dusty floorboards. Your wet cock twitches with need.
“Morelle,” you croak, desperate for the pleasure of her body. She turns, smiling sweetly, her violet eyes blazing bright as she grabs your cock and squats over you, guiding your hardness to her cum-swamped pussy. She sinks down onto your length.
“Yes, my sweet,” she says. “You will be my first. The first soul I devour completely. You would like that, wouldn’t you?”
“Please,” you cry as she drops her weight onto your hips and swallows your cock with the inhuman grip of her pussy. She begins to bounce atop you, riding her furnace of pleasure up and down on your straining cock. It takes only a few more seconds and you cum again, spurting deep into her pussy as violet flashes in her eyes.
“Yes, give it all to me,” she pant, continuing to ride on you even as your feeble orgasm fades. “Cum again, Lucas. Cum and do not stop.”
As if she has flipped a switch, you begin to orgasm, again and again, and you cannot stop. Your cock throbs inside the beautiful teenage succubus, surrendering the last of your seed and every bit of your life force to her hungry cunt.
You cum again and again, long seconds becoming minutes, your arms and legs falling immobile and your breath rattling in your chest.
“Goodbye, Lucas,” giggles Morelle. “You are so delicious!”
You feel her lips against yours, kissing you as the world begins to fade. You moan with lust, happy to the last as Morelle drinks in your pleasure and feeds on your life force.
You are still cumming as darkness closes in around you...
The End?
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No, please don’t!

One touch to your ass was enough to make you clench up tightly. You cannot imagine what sort of depravity Morelle might inflict on you if you gave her permission.
“Please,” you gasp, the sucking of her tail around your cock drawing you towards another orgasm. “Please, don’t. I don’t want that.”
“No?” She snaps with disappointment and the inner heat of her tail seems to clamp tightly around your cock. “You always were the loudest voice singing hymns to Veleda at the temple. Boring farm boy with no sense of adventure.”
She swats your ass loudly with the flat of her hand.
“AH!” You cry, your head jerking up and the sting of her hand sending you over the edge. You whimper as you explode into the suckling depths of her tail, firing out more of your seed and feeling a strange, enervating tug with each eruption.
“At least you are delicious,” she giggles and gives your ass another slap. “You know, Lucas, your cock belongs in my tail. Lady Rachelle told me it was just for feeding. And you are nothing but food for me. I certainly never would have fucked you with that little cock.”
“Ohhhhhh,” you whimper at the insult, your cock twitching in her sucking tail. She laughs cruelly and gives your ass another smack.
“Ernie and Dale have much bigger, nicer cocks than you.” Her tail slurps loudly on your cock as she reached between your legs from behind and cups your balls. “They felt so amazing in my pussy. Just a couple of dirty old men, but I knew they cocks could satisfy me. I came again and again on those thick man-cocks, not this little boy-cock you have.”
You can only moan with despair, her cruel words as harsh as her hand smacking your bottom. The kitchen is filled with the ravenous slurping sounds of Morelle’s tail and your desperate gasps. She squeezes your balls as they begin to tighten up.
“Go on,” she purrs. “Cum in my tail. Feed me your essence, Lucas. It’s all your good for.”
“AHHH!” You arch weakly, your cock throbbing and spurting out your diminishing flow of seed into the succubus’s hungry tail. Each spurt into that hot, hungry passage makes you that much weaker. Sweat flows from your scalp and you begin to tremble.
“Not much more,” laughs Morelle. “The Woodley brothers you’ll give the poor Woodley brothers just enough time to get their strength back. Then they can fuck me properly with those big cocks. Too bad you can’t watch. You’ll be gone. Just a bit of yummy treat for me to—“
“AHHHHH!” You cum at the pitiful thought of being nothing more than food for Morelle. Your cock throbs and jerks deep in her sucking tail. Her cruel laughter rings in your ears as darkness nearly closes in on you.
“Not quite finished yet?” Morelle kisses your shoulder. “It’s alright, Lucas. You know this makes me very happy. Lady Rachelle said I need to drink up all the men I can find and you’re almost a man, aren’t you? Old enough to be one, but a little boy-cock. It’s good enough to eat!”
“Please,” you moan, unable to lift your head from the chair.
“Please what, Lucas?” She whispers in your ear and nibbles at your earlobe. “Do you want me to finish you off?”
“Please,” you moan. “I c-can’t take anymore.”
“Just one more,” she says, feigning sympathy. “One more time. Come on.”
Her hand massages your balls, her thumb sliding into your crack to massage your asshole. You tense against her touch despite your weakness. She sucks at your slender neck and skinny shoulder. Her tail, like a funnel of molten lava, swirls around you, squeezing and pumping against your cock. The lewd sounds it is making remind you of hogs feasting on a fresh trough.
You barely make a sound as the final orgasm overtakes you. There is so little cum left that it barely dribbles out with each intense spasm of your cock. You gasp. You hear Morelle laughing. You see faint violet spark as she absorbs the last of your life force.
Somewhere far away, you hear Morelle saying, “Goodbye, Lucas. Thanks for the meal.”
Darkness closes in around you...
The End?
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Begin your quest

You give the sword in your hand a last look, shove it into the sheath, and say to Theora, “I am ready to begin the quest.”
She raises an eyebrow and looks at you dubiously. “You are certain?”
“Of course not,” you say. “But I don’t think you are going to get me more ready in one night. It’s time to kick some monster girl ass.”
“That’s the spirit,” she says, giving you a playful punch in the arm that really, really, really hurts. “That sort of positive attitude will really help when you’re being eaten alive by a monster girl.”
“Ah,” you say, rubbing the arm and feeling particularly stupid. “Is there some reason why you can’t just go fight the monster girl yourself?”
“There is a very good reason,” says Theora. “It’s against the rules. Servants of the goddess like me are not allowed to directly fight with mortals, which includes monster girls.”
“I thought angels were known for smiting,” you say.
“Smiting is a different department,” says Theora, waving her hand as if that should explain everything. “I handle world-saving-hero-affairs. Believe me, one day I will be promoted to smiting. Maybe if you actually manage to save the world.”
Theora grabs you by your shoulders, turns you around, and points you roughly north from your farmhouse. She reaches an arm over your shoulder and points across the field and into the darkness. In the direction of the Woodley and Cardin farms about a half a mile away.
“That way,” she says. “I feel her evil. She is a demon type.”
“D-demon?” Your guts flip-flop at the thought of facing some horned, red-skinned giant like a demon from sermons.
“Don’t be afraid,” whispers Theora, her lips against your ear. “Demon type monster girls are no more powerful than any other type and this one feels low level. She is there, I know it, and I can also sense humans in grave danger. Their life force has faded while we have wasted time here at your farm.”
Theora’s last words fill you with determination. You grip the handle of your sword.
“I will defeat her,” you say.
“That’s the right attitude,” says Theora, giving you a smack on the back. “And if you can’t, fear not: Veleda will bring you back from any unfortunate ending and let you try again. This is your first monster girl. Even the goddess is expecting it to be a struggle. Now go!”
She gives you another smack and you stumble forward. You glance back at her over your shoulder and she waves encouragingly, gesturing for you to continue. You take a deep breath, push down your fears, and set off through the darkness and toward the Woodley and Cardin farms.
Both houses are quiet and dark in the night. The Cardin farm is slightly nearer, so you approach it first. The Cardin livestock is still in the field and there is an overturned wheelbarrow of turnips near the door to the two-story farmhouse. You approach the front door, your heart beating wildly in your chest. You knock lightly and call out in a quivering voice, “H-hello? Mr. Cardin? Mrs. Cardin?”
You hear a faint moan from inside the house. Whoever is inside is in grave danger. You back up, set your shoulder, and charge towards the front door. Just as you are about to slam your shoulder into the door, it swings open and you barrel into the plump body of Mrs. Cardin. She cries out as you both spill onto the floor of the rustic house’s dining room, knocking over chairs and spilling a bucket of water.
Mr. Cardin is already sprawled on the floor with a folded, damp washcloth on his head. He looks deathly ill, his eyes dark and sunken and his skin pale. He weakly lifts his head to look at you as you untangle yourself from Mrs. Cardin, accidentally placing your hand on her large, soft bosom in the process.
“Lucas?” She looks at you with confusion. “I was hoping you were the country guard. What are you doing here?”
“This is no place for you, boy,” groans Mr. Cardin. “Evil is on the loose.”
Mrs. Cardin gives the sickly farmer a cross look. She shushes him to quiet and eases him back onto the floor, cushioning his head with a pillow and ladling more water over his forehead. You hear another moan from the upstairs.
“Was that Benny?” You ask, remembering the Cardins have a son and a daughter.
Mrs. Cardin takes your hands and walks you away from her husband. She keeps her voice low as she explains.
“A traveler came in the evening, a beautiful woman in a cloak who said she needed our help. My husband, gods forgive him, he saw that girl and he couldn’t resist. He let her into the house. But… she was evil.” Mrs. Cardin looks as if she is going to cry. She squeezes your hands for strength. “Once she was in here, she kissed my husband seemed to suck up his life force. When she saw my daughter, she did something to her.”
“Did something?” You ask.
Mrs. Cardin covers her face with her hand, struggling not to cry.
“I couldn’t stop it,” says Mrs. Cardin. “This woman, this temptress, kissed my daughter and turned Morelle… she looks different now. She looks, like a harlot. Like a beautiful harlot. And a demon.”
“What about Benny?” You ask, flicking your gaze upstairs.
“He is alive, but the traveler, she took my boy’s innocence,” says Mrs. Cardin. “I heard them upstairs, but Morelle wouldn’t let me try to save my boy. She kept whispering horrible lewd things in my ears and grabbing me inappropriately. It was like she was enjoying hearing her brother being defiled. Then the woman left.”
“What about Morelle?” You ask, your grip tightening on your sword.
“Gods help her,” cries Mrs. Cardin. “She left about an hour ago. She said she was hungry and… and she set off for the Woodley farm.”
“I will find her,” you say and start to turn towards the door.
Mrs. Cardin grabs you suddenly and with such violence that her hands feel like claws digging into your arms.
“Don’t hurt her, Lucas,” cries Mrs. Cardin. “Promise me you won’t. She’s a… she’s a good girl!”
“I will do what I can for her,” you say, shaking your arms loose of the woman’s grip. She stares at you in despair as you leave through the door. You glance back at her over your shoulder, but the door has already swung closed. You can hear Mrs. Cardin sobbing through the door.
As you set off for the Woodley house, you mull over the story that Mrs. Cardin told. A beautiful traveler wearing a cloak nearly killed her husband and son and transformed her daughter into a demon, possibly a succubus. That traveler must have been a powerful demoness and one that you hope you will not have to face in battle.
Dale and Ernie Woodley are bachelor brothers in middle age. Their farm is the largest and most prosperous in the area, with a large herd of goats that earns them ample money every harvest time. You can hear the goats bleating in the night as you approach the Woodley house. No candles or lanterns burn behind the house’s windows. Dale and Ernie are both quite ugly and coarse and neither man has managed to find a wife. They built the house together to grow old and fairly rich growing corn and raising their goats.
They are not bad men. When your father died, Dale offered to marry your mother. She declined, but he gave her a large amount of corn and goat’s cheese anyway.
You climb the steps to the porch of their house and warily approach the front door, your hand on your sword.
“Ohhhh, please, I can’t bear anymore,” you hear a man’s voice moan.
“Quiet,” replies a woman. “I know you’ve always wanted this!”
Your heart pounds as you quietly push open the door and slip into the dark house. You hear the weak moans of a man emanating from the back of the house. You pass through a kitchen with a bottle of wine on the table, and pass a bedroom where Ernie lies on his bed, wide eyes sunken into his head like Mr. Cardin. He was always a heavyset man, but now he looks unhealthily so, with his paunch sunken in on his stomach and his chubby face seeming to hang loose from his sunken eyes and yawning mouth. He groans weakly and you see his shriveled cock is exposed.
“Pllllease,” you hear Dale weakly moan from the bedroom next door. “You’re killing me.”
“Yes,” laughs a woman’s voice. “I spared your brother, but I don’t think I am going to stop for you. I know you always wanted to feel my little pussy on your cock. Now drown in the pleasure, Dale!”
The lewd words and the strange, sensual tone to the voice makes your cock twitch in your trousers despite your fears. You round the corner, stepping to the doorway of the bedroom, and you are confronted with a sight of shocking erotic horror.
Morelle is locked in carnal embrace with Dale Woodley. The young, red-headed woman was always a freckled beauty, but her beauty has burst forth to full, demonic bloom. Her slender physique now boasts shapely breasts and wide, sensual hips that seem to swallow up Dale’s shriveled body. He is beneath her, even more pale and sunken than his brother, and Morelle’s juicy quim is dripping with his spunk as she rides atop him. She is facing the door and sees you immediately.
“What is this?” She laughs, stopping her ride atop Dale. Her eyes flash violet and it is only now that you see the demonic details of her transformation. She unfolds batlike wings from her back and reveals a fleshy tail with a thick tip with a glistening opening at the end of it. Horns curl from her forehead, making her seem more demonic, but not lessening her terrible beauty.
“Lucas LeBlanc?” She laughs and dismounts from Dale with a lewd slurp of her soaking quim. She hops easily to her feet, her breasts cradled in delicate lingerie, but her cunt bare and dripping. “What a pleasure to see you, Lucas. I was planning to pay you a visit when I was finished with the Woodleys.”
“Hellllp me,” croaks Dale from the bed.
“Quiet,” snaps Morelle. “He’s not going to help you. Are you, Lucas?”
“What are you doing to these men?” You demand.
“Doing?” She laughs and runs her hands over her creamy cleavage and down to her wide hips. “I am giving them what they desire. The Woodleys lusted after me and I gave them a pretty young girl to drain all their cum and send them away to their dreams.”
“Their dreams or their death?” You demand, your grip tightening on your sword.
“I don’t care, either way,” she laughs. “I need their power to ever be like Lady Rachelle. She is a truly powerful succubus. I am only a novice.”
“Lady Rachelle… that demon nearly killed your family!”
“They don’t understand the pleasure I can give.” She runs her fingers between her thighs, stroking her creamy cunt and pushing two fingers into her pink pussy. She bats her lashes and coos, “You understand, don’t you, Lucas? You want to know the pleasure of a succubus.”
She saunters towards you, her wings flexing and her tail curling around her wide hip.
“Stay back,” you warn.
“Aw, but I have to get close to give you what you want,” she gasps, running her hand over her pussy once more.
You finally draw your sword, the blade lighting the dark hallway with its glow. Morelle takes a step back, her eyes wide, but her smile not fading.
“I’m sorry, Morelle,” you say. “But you have been turned into an abomination and I must strike you down. It is the only way for you to be saved.”
“So it’s a battle?” She bares her perfect smile in a predatory manner. “How exciting! Lady Rachelle said some boys might want to fight. I always assumed you would be a pushover. Now I get to use some of the power I sucked out of the Woodleys!”
Far from being afraid of you, Morelle seems delighted that she gets to fight. And you are less certain of your abilities than ever…




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




Give them the money

Your hands are tight fists that you want to swing in Johan Gedry’s smug face. He spits at your feet, practically daring you to split his lip or bust his nose. Your mother’s voice rings in your head, part of a memory from years ago of her holding a washcloth over your swollen eye as she softly scolded, “Fight if you must, Lucas, but there is nothing to be gained from starting a fight you cannot win.”
These three boys are armed and waiting for an excuse to use their weapons. You would likely lose your life if you tried to fight them over the money in your coin purse. What good would that do Genevieve? At least if you survive, you will still have some small chance of coming up with the money for her tuition in the next few days. With a slump of your shoulders and a grimace of anger, you accept your inevitable defeat.
“That’s right, Lucas,” says Johan Gedry. “Haven’t got a chance. Now hand over the money. That’s the absolute last time I’m asking.”
You tear the coin purse from your belt and toss it to Johan. He catches it and hefts it in his hand.
“A bit light, isn’t it?” He says to his brothers, “Search him.”
They grab you and shove you to your knees. One of the pudgy Gedry brothers knees you in the side. The other grabs your hair and pushes your face down in the dirty road. They find the apple you bought at market as a gift to yourself for your hard work. You hear them snap into it and begin eating it.
“Hardly even worth robbing you,” sneers Johan.
“I need that money to put my sister through school,” you say, your voice fraying with anger.
“Genevieve?” Johan and his brothers laugh. “No worries. She’ll make a fine whore, your sister will.”
“Yeah, can’t wait to stuff my cock in that pretty mouth,” says one of the pudgy brothers.
“Yeah, I’ll fuck her good and suck on those juicy tits,” agrees the other with a lewd guffaw.
“I’ll fuck her arse so hard she won’t be able to sit down,” boasts Johan. “She’ll beg for my seed on her face, the little tart.”
They give you a last kick and loudly smack your donkeys, sending Old Joe and Betsy racing off down the road with your cart clattering behind them. You groan in despair as the Gedry brothers disappear with your gold into the forest. After a couple minutes, you push yourself up on your hands and manage to clamber to your feet.
Your body aches, but nothing seems broken. You set off towards home, staggering from the pain as you slowly emerge from the dark forest and walk to your distant farmhouse. Your mind fills with images of your beautiful sister being defiled by the Gedry brothers. Worse than even these images is the fact that your thoughts excite you. Loneliness is a terrible thing for the soul.
It is dark by the time you arrive at your little farmhouse.
You are relieved to see Old Joe and Betsy drinking from the water trough outside the barn. The cart is still carried between them. If you had lost your donkeys and your cart you really would have been left with no chance. Not that you have much of one heading into winter. A few turnips and enough wheat to get you through the cold, but nothing to trade that hasn’t already been traded out of your tiny farmhouse. You’ve even sold the lanterns and resorted to using cheap candles you made yourself.
Rather than letting despair set in, you get to work freeing the donkeys from the yoke. You lead them through the gate and into the small pasture. Your lone dairy cow, Ida, lifts her head from the brown grass and moos plaintively. She looks to need milking.
You’re incredibly sore from being beaten, but you know the agony Ida will suffer if you leave her overnight. You ladle yourself some water, dump more over your sweat-stiffened hair, and grab a stool and bucket to milk your cow.
“Hey, girl,” you say, patting her skinny shoulders. “Let me take care of you.”
She eats some alfalfa hay out of your hand as you sit on the stool and milk her. You give her another pat before straining and sealing the milk in one of the bottles for the cellar. You head out of the barn, the night dark and the moon hidden by clouds. There is a chill in the air despite the late summer warmth earlier in the day. You can faintly see your breath.
You head towards the house, already mentally skipping a bowl of porridge so that you can sprawl exhausted in your bed. After a day like today, at least you have that bed.
As you are shutting the gate to the pasture you happen to look up and notice a strange star glowing brightly in the sky. It takes you a moment to realize the star is getting bigger and brighter. It swells until it is nearly as big as the moon you can faintly see.
BOOOOM! The sound splits the night, startling your animals and somehow echoing from the open fields. A moment later, the glowing star streaks over your barn, flashing bright white as it collides with a tree just outside your pasture. The tree splits with a tremendous crack and disappears in a fountain of earth and a cloud of smoke.
You stand there for several seconds, staring in shock and not even believing what you have witnessed. It is on the very edge of your property. There is no ignoring something like this on your own land. You hurry into the barn, fetch a pitchfork, and head out to investigate the smoldering hole in the ground.
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Get some training from Theora

“I think I had better learn how to use this sword before I try to fight a monster girl,” you say, looking at the sword you hold in your hands.
“It’s a sword,” says the beautiful angel. “You swing it at them. But, I suppose you are right. You are just a little farm boy. You have never faced a foe like a monster girl before.”
She claps her hands together. With a flash of light, she summons a long, faintly-glowing staff into her grasp. She whirls it with ease and begins to circle you. It’s hard to pay attention to her weapon as your eyes are drawn to her jostling breasts and the surely intentional sway of her shapely hips.
“When you face an opponent, you may attempt to size them up and wait for the right opportunity to strike,” she says. “That can be wise. It can also be dangerous. Sometimes an aggressive offense is the only way to defeat a monster girl.”
She jabs her staff in your direction. It’s only a testing strike and you barely bring your sword up in time to block it. Theora’s staff and your new sword flare with holy energy as they connect.
“Couldn’t I just talk things over with them?”
“You want to talk to a monster girl?” Theora laughs. “It’s almost always a mistake. Unless you have something really good to say, they are going to assume you are giving in to their charms if you want to talk.”
“They could leave them open to an underhanded attack,” you say, striking at Theora suddenly. She easily blocks your attack with her staff and gives you a good thump on the side in answer to your dirty move. You yelp and dance out of the reach of her staff.
“My advice is to use an attack, and item, or a special ability.” She gestures to your sword with the tip of her staff. “Your sword will serve you well in an attack. I doubt you have much of an item or a special ability, seeing as how you’re an ignorant farm boy.”
“This sounds like fighting a person,” you say, perhaps feeling a bit of bravado thanks to the power radiating from the sword. “I think I can manage.”
“Oh, no, child.” Theora shakes her head. “Monster girls are extremely tough and fights can be over before you know it. Their true strength is that once you cum, your body and soul will belong to them. Only the goddess can save you from that fate.”
“Wait… cum?”
“You didn’t know? What do they even teach you about the last monster girl insurrection?” She rolls her eyes. “Monster girls love human seed. Some of them need it to reproduce, but many of them crave it for sustenance. It is your life essence, Lucas. You cannot give it to them no matter how badly you may want to. If you do, you are beaten.”
“So some of them may want to fight to the death and some may want to have sex with me?” You would rather fight the monsters that want sex. You have seen drawings of monster girls in the forbidden books at the temple. They’re almost always beautiful women, even when they’re combined with the most disgusting monsters. You ask Theora, “Do I have that correct?”
“No, you don’t,” says Theora. “They may want to have sex with you to the death. They may want to eat you up or just drag you back to their lair to mate with you for the rest of your life. You’re going to fail, I can already tell, but you have Veleda on your side. You are the hero of one thousand lives and she will restore you to the beginning of any quest you fail.”
“She’ll bring me back to life?”
“Oh, she will not be happy about it,” says Theora. “Do not squander your lives.”
“I don’t want to die, believe me,” you say.
“Or be enslaved by the pleasure of a harpy?” Theora says breathily and jiggles her breasts. “Or tangled up under a Scylla girl? Or milked dry by a minotaur cow girl with huge, soft tits?”
Your face goes hot at the way Theora is acting and the rude, not-at-all-angelic way she is speaking. She prods you in the chest with her staff, forcing you to look at her.
“You will face all manner of monsters in battle, Lucas, but today, you face me.” She jams her staff hard into your chest and you cry out and stagger back. “Fight me! Come on!”
“Hey, stop it!” You cry, just barely getting your sword up in time to parry an attack that might have knocked you out cold. You try to dance back quickly, out of Theora’s reach. She grins at you and whirls the staff as if it is weightless.
“You’re facing off against your first monster girl, pipsqueak. I do not intend to go easy on you. What are you going to do?”




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




Visit Morelle the lesser succubus

“I need to see Morelle,” you declare. “I need to, um, check on her. Make sure she is, you know, settling in or, um, whatever.”
“Of course, master,” says Hina and she sets off for the bedrooms on the first floor of the palace.
As you follow behind her a step, your face is hot with embarrassment and your cock is already twitching in your trousers. You have lusted after Morelle since you met her at the Spring Festival two years ago. You never gave much thought to actually having a date with her, she was popular with boys. Now, she is more beautiful than ever. She is not only available for a date, but a succubus hungry for your cock.
Your hardness throbs in your trousers at the thought of Morelle devouring your seed. Whatever demoness touched her certainly transformed her from a pretty farmer’s daughter into a ravishing whore goddess.
“Here we are, master,” says Hina, turning and stepping aside so you can approach the door to Morelle’s room. You listen at the door, your heat thudding in your chest. You hear a girlish humming from the other side. Will she remember you? What you did to send her here? Will she be angry?
The door opens suddenly, with you still leaning against it, and you go spilling into the bedroom and land heavily on the wood of the floor. You are surprised to find yourself gazing up at the young, redheaded demoness wearing one of the housemaid dresses worn by the Hinas. She certainly fills the dress out more thoroughly than the golems.
“Oh, hiya, Lucas!” She leans over you, her breasts straining the neckline of her dress. “What are you doing down there?”
“What… I was coming to see you and the door opened.” You push yourself up on your elbows, giving her a lopsided smile. “Why are you dressed like a maid?”
“Oh, the blue-haired girl gave it to me,” she says, dancing back and spinning around. Her tail lifts the back of the skirt as she spins, revealing the underside of her buttocks and the fact that she is definitely not wearing anything beneath the skirt. Your cock throbs with need as you watch Morelle dance for you, giggling with delight.
“Why though?” You ask. “Are you going to be working as a maid?”
“Well, sure, I want to keep busy,” she says, stopping her spinning and looking a bit dizzy and unsteady. “I have a broom and a duster. Over there somewhere.”
She waves her fingers and you notice for the first time that she is wearing ruffled, fingerless gloves. You look where she is gesturing and do a double-take as you see an enormous phallus that seems as if is made from the same porcelain as the Hinas. One end of it has a strange black socket.
“What is that?” You say, standing slowly.
“Oh, yeah, I almost forgot,” she prances past you and picks up the porcelain cock. She strokes it with her hands and presses it against her jiggling breasts. “Hina brought me this to keep me busy. She says any time I’m bored she can stick it on and give me all the good, hard fucking that I need.”
“A detachable penis?”
“Mmmhmmm,” she says, lifting it up to her mouth and running her tongue around the fat tip. “Oh, it’s fun. She fucked me good. Anyway…”
She tosses it onto the cushion of a chair and goes dancing across the small room to a four-poster bed. It is a smaller and less ornate version of the bed in your own chambers.
“I took my panties off when she stopped by,” continues Morelle. “And I just can’t find them now.”
She bends over to look under the bed and the back of her ruffled skirt lifts completely up and over her shapely ass. You have a perfect view of her creamy cheeks, her blushing pussy, and her plump thighs. She roots around under the bed, wiggling her ass from side-to-side as if to invite you to come over and stuff your cock in her slick little pussy.
You rise to your feet as if in a daze and stagger towards Morelle. A part of you knows that you are succumbing to her succubus magic, but wasn’t that why you came to her bedroom? You stare at her luscious bottom wiggling beneath the ruffles of her housemaid skirt as you are drawn closer and closer. You reach out, spreading your hand over the soft curve of her backside.
“Oooh!” She stands up in surprise. You squeeze her plump ass and stare lustily into her violet-tinged eyes. “Lucas, you’re such a dirty boy.”
“Me?” You scoff, giving her round backside another squeeze. “You’re practically begging for me to have, you know… sex.”
“I do know,” she giggles and turns to face you. Her hand caresses your chin and slips down your tunic to the front of your trousers. “Oh, what’s this here?”
She gives your cock a rough squeeze and you involuntarily groan. You start to speak and she kisses you. Her lips are as soft, warm, and inviting as you remembered. Her mouth opens to you and you cannot resist thrusting your tongue into the sweet cove of her kiss. You feel an exhilarating surge of pleasure, a flicker of violet light behind your eyes, and you know Morelle is feeding on your life force. Despite that, you hold the kiss for a moment longer, savoring the sweetness of her lips and the self-destructive pleasure.
You break the kiss with a soft gasp and look at her accusingly.
“Aw, don’t be mad,” she says, pouting out her lower lip. “I was hungry. I only took a little. I can make it up to you.”
Her fingers caress your cock through your trousers. As she looks into your eyes, her fingers unbuckle your belt and make short work of the buttons of your trousers.
“You should stop,” you warn her.
“And yet you aren’t moving away,” she observes. “I almost think you don’t want me to stop.”
You grimace, but remain still, as Morelle’s soft hand encircles your hard cock. She chuckles as she begins to gently wank you. Each stroke of her hand on your cock lightly bounces her breasts in her overfilled bodice. You are mesmerized by the gentle pleasure of her hand and the jiggling of her creamy cleavage.
“You’re so dirty, Lucas,” whispers Morelle, leaning close to another kiss.”I think you had better let me clean you up.”
“How are you going to do that?” You murmur.
She smiles mischievously and without missing a stroke of your cock, she drops to a crouch and begins running her hot tongue around your fat cockhead. The pleasure is so intense that you nearly topple over. You rest a hand on her head and end up holding one of her curved horns. It has a texture like boiled leather and is surprisingly warm to the touch. Her tongue flicks at the slit in the tip of your cock and she murmurs with pleasure, apparently liking what she tastes.
“Oh, Morelle,” you moan, unable to hold back your desire. “Suck it, please.”
She lifts her tongue from your cock and cheerily says, “Of course, Lucas. I’ll get you nice and clean with my mouth.”
She engulfs your cock in her hot, sucking mouth, taking you down to the root in a single stroke and gulping the head of your cock into the hot, soft tunnel of her throat. You almost shoot your seed into her belly the moment you feel her throat muscles squeezing around your cock. She pulls back, her tongue curling beneath your cock as she slides all but the head of your cock out of her mouth. Her hand moves between your thighs and she begins to fondle your cum-heavy bollocks.
“Mmmmmm,” she murmurs, taking you to the back of her throat. She bobs back to the tip, her gripping hand clutching your spit-lubed cock. She begins to bob down nearly to the root, to the back of her throat, and work her hand on your cock to enhance your pleasure. You use both hands to hold Morelle’s horns as she bobs her mouth on your cock. The suction of her mouth is exquisite and the warmth of her saliva bathes your cock and drips from your balls.
“I don’t know how long I can hold back,” you pant.
“Mmmmm,” she moans with her lips against the head of your cock. “Don’t hold back, Lucas. I need your cum in my mouth.”
She returns to enthusiastically sucking your cock. Your grip tightens on her horns as you feel pleasure building from your tightening balls. You work your hips slightly. A human woman might have gagged, but your cockhead pops into Morelle’s throat with each thrust forward and the vibrations of her moaning seem to indicate that she is enjoying herself thoroughly.
“Ohhhhhh fuck,” you groan, feeling the inexorable rush of your climax. “Ohhhh, Morelle, I’m going to cum. I can’t hold back at all.”
“Yessss,” she hisses, stroking your shaft with your cock against her lips. “Cum for me. Cum in my mouth. I want it allll.”
Her hot, sucking mouth returns to your cock, bobbing hungrily on your surging cock. She looks up at you from beneath lust-heavy lids. The intense rush of pleasure reaches its peak and your cock begins to twitch between her soft lips.
“MMMMM!” She cries around your cock, sucking your hot seed from your spurting tip. Violet  sparks flash in her eyes and between the intense spurts of your cum you feel background waves of ecstasy. She is feeding again! You cannot resist the pleasure of her mouth on your cock.
Your legs quiver and you hunch over her, forced to cling to her horns for balance. She presses forward, taking your cock into her throat and forcing you to continue cumming. Her throat ripples around your cock, somehow drawing you past the point of your orgasm and straight into another.
You let out a terrified gasp as Morelle greedily drinks your cum and your essence with each gulp of her throat muscles. When you try to step back, her powerful hands grab your ass and pull your cock even deeper into her hot, suckling mouth.
“Enough!” You cry, shoving her head away. Your cock pops wetly from her lips and your cum dribbles down her chin. She gathers up your dripping seed on her fingers and licks the pearly drops clean.
“You’re so delicious, Lucas,” she giggles.
“You can’t try to eat me like that,” you warn. “You’re supposed to be my ally now.”
“Of course,” she says, rising smoothly to her feet and trying to kiss you.
“Stay back,” you say, warding her off with your hands. “You’ve had enough for now.”
“More later?” She claps her hands together with excitement. “I’ll suck your cum out whenever you want, Lucas. You’re so cute when you explode in my mouth.”
Your cock twitches as you stuff it back into your trousers and retreat from Morelle’s bedroom. She watches you go, wiggling her fingers goodbye as you escape through the door.
“Did you have a pleasant visit, master?” Hina asks, her voice close and loud enough to startle you. She smiles serenely, as if she did not hear you through the door as you were moaning about your orgasm.
“It was draining,” you say, smiling weakly.
“Sorry to hear that, master,” says Hina. “Where would you like me to take you now?”




What do you do?
Train with Theora the angel
Receive pleasure from Hina the golem
It’s time to return to the real world




Attack

You need to show Theora you can fight. Maybe it is the glowing sword in your hand, being told you are the hero of a thousand lives, or the fact that you are facing down a beautiful, golden-haired angel of Veleda, but you are not going to capitulate. You spend your days working the fields. You’re no weakling.
“AHHH!” You give a hoarse war cry and charge at Theora. She reacts with surprised amusement, backpedaling easily out of your reach. Your swings are ponderous compared to each flourish of her glowing staff. She sidesteps another swing and gives you a solid whack on your ribs. You grunt, stagger, but stand tall.
“Not bad,” she says. “Try again. Don’t hold anything back, farm boy. Try to take my pretty head off with your sword.”
She lowers her guard, inviting an attack, and her mocking tone is so infuriating that you can’t resist. You grunt with effort and swing your sword two-handed. The blade flashes and Theora meets it with her staff.
“Well, well,” she says. “Quicker than I expected. Now it’s my turn.”
Theora unleashes a flurry of strikes that you struggle desperately to parry. Each blow collides with your sword with a flash of light and a shock that travels up your arms and staggers you back a step. Each strike you block slower than the last until Theora finally knocks your sword to the floor and kicks it away.
You hold your hands up. Before you can offer the beautiful angel a plea for mercy, she slams her staff into your chest and knocks you backwards. You collide with one of the only remaining bales of hay in your barn and tumble over it. Theora leaps over the bale of hay and jabs one end of her staff into your face, stopping short of hitting you with it. You are left panting to catch your breath and staring at the glowing end of her staff.
“Not bad for a first try,” she says. “Too bad a monster girl doesn’t care about first tries. Once she has you beat, she is going to do whatever she wants.”
“W-what does that mean?” You ask, looking up at the statuesque angel posing above you with her breasts thrusts forward in her clinging gown.
“I suppose I will have to show you,” she says, whirling the staff out of your face and making it disappear in a flash of holy light. She gathers up her gown in her fists and you watch in amazement as she pulls the delicate fabric up her slender legs, exposing her knees, her thighs, and finally, the gold-thatched groove of her quim. Your cock goes almost instantly hard. Theora purrs, “Do you like looking at the cunt of an angel?”
Your face burns with embarrassment as you mumble, “That’s, I mean, do you normally say it like that?”
“I say it however I want,” she laughs. “There are no rules governing how I should speak in the presence of mortals. Now, I won and you lost, and that means…”
She steps past your chest and stands above your face so you have a view directly between her legs at the golden fur of her cunt. You gasp in shock as she squats down over your face and grabs a handful of your hair. Her clean womanly scent fills your nostrils and makes your cock twitch in your trousers. She lowers her pussy until it is so close that her hair is tickling your nose and lips.
“Lick it,” she demands. “The least you can do for making me train you is make me cum. Think you can handle that, farm boy?”
“I will try,” you say, only the words are muffled as Theora yanks your hair and forces your face roughly against the hot furrow of her sex. You stick your tongue out tentatively and Theora grinds her cunt into your face, forcing your tongue between your folds and smothering you in her naughty fragrance. You breathe in her hot body and thrust your tongue into the steamy sweetness of her cunt. You have little experience with women and certainly nothing like this before today.
But something about lying on your back with the most beautiful woman you have ever seen squatting on your face awakens your lust. You reach up and cradle her shapely hips and firm bottom. You lap at her sweet dew, running your tongue between her folds as she begins to move atop your face as if she is riding a man’s cock.
“Ooooh, there you have it, little farm boy,” she coos as she twitches her hips and rides her pussy against your tongue. “Have a good taste. MMmmm, you have some hope. Go on, suck it. Suck my clit.”
You are not even really certain what a “clit” is, but you feel around her delicate folds with your tongue, listening for her reaction. Your tongue collides with a slightly harder “pellet” of flesh atop her folds. Theora sucks in a breath through her teeth and follows it with a whimper of pleasure. Her pussy grows wetter and wetter as you tongue it. Her juices spill plentifully into your mouth, down your chin and even all over your nose as she rocks her hips and fucks against your face.
She begins to ride you so heavily that you have to push her away from your face each time you want to breathe. You only have enough time to suck in a gasping breath before Theora is back against your mouth, covering your nose and lips with her slippery cunt. You lick it greedily and, in the moments when you aren’t trying to breathe, you even squeeze and caress her firm bottom. She thrusts dow heavily against your mouth, crying out in a way that vibrates through her body.
“Yes, Lucas, yes!” She wails. “Suck it! Suck my clit!”
You feel that harder pellet beneath your lips and you press a kiss against it and try to suck it into your mouth. Theora wails in absolute ecstasy, bucking atop your mouth, but always returning the little bud of her clit to your sucking lips. The only things louder than the angel’s wanton wails of pleasure are the lewd sounds of your licking and sucking. Her thighs grasp your head tightly. Her body shakes as her ecstasy reaches its peak.
You are smothered so thoroughly by her quim that you nearly suffocate. When she finally lifts her weight from your face you gasp for air, your face hot with sweat and drenched in her nectar. You smile up at her in a daze.
“Now you have tasted heaven,” she says. “Shall I let you experience it?”
You rise slowly to your feet. Theora sits down on the hay bale and spreads her legs wide. She strokes her soaking slit, looking at you with lust-heavy eyes. “Come on then, hero of a thousand lives. You’ve been beaten by the monster girl, turned into her pleasure slave; you may as well stuff your cock into her.”
“Into you?” You say, marveling at her creamy thighs, the blushing mound of her cunt, and her heaving breasts, barely contained by her sheer gown.
“Yes, that’s the idea,” she says, petting her pink pussy and spreading it wider with her fingers. “You’re not a virgin, are you?”
“No!” You protest, but the truth is you aren’t far from one. Your first was fumbling with plump Jana Eerly at the Candlefest celebration in St. Ingbert. Your only other time was last harvest, a good year, when you had just enough coin to spare to buy a roll in the bed of a local whore. She was kind, but it was over too quickly and you regretted not spending that coin on extra food over the winter.
“Perhaps you aren’t,” says Theora, squinting at you. “So show me you know how to use that cock.”
You grunt with animal lust, unbuckling your belt and unbuttoning your trousers. She laughs softly at the sight of your cock in your hands.
“Not much to work with,” she says. “But I suppose it will do.”
You look down at your cock. You never thought it was small, but you’ve not seen many cocks. You feel a pang of anger at having your manhood insulted and you have the sudden urge to show this damned mocking angel what you can do with it. You growl as you practically lunge at Theora. You kiss her savagely, thrusting your tongue into her mouth and surprising her as you move your hips and seek the hot furrow of her cunt with your hardness.
“Ohhhh yes,” she gasps against your kiss. “Don’t hold back, little farm boy. Fuck me!”
Your straining tip finds her slick groove and you thrust your hips, sheathing every inch of your manhood in her hot, slippery quim in a single stroke. You cry out, “AAaaaaahhhh!” as you press deep into Theora’s clutching channel.
She laughs against your lips, murmuring, “That’s it, Lucas. Give me your essence. Fuck me properly.”
You hold nothing back. After a moment, you cannot even kiss her; you are too intent on sawing your cock in and out of her dripping cunt. Your body slaps against hers. She folds her long legs around you, pulling you deeper. She lifts her gown up even higher, over the perfect, soft mounds of her breasts so you can see her pale hillocks heaving with each stroke. She plays with her pale pink nipples, her blue eyes blazing with lust as you fuck desperately into her.
“Oh, gods,” you cry, feeling your pleasure rising quickly and your balls tightening against your root.
“No point fighting it, farm boy,” moans Theora. “You may not… oooh… be a virgin, but you’ve never fucked a woman like me.”
It’s the truth. She’s so perfectly beautiful that you cannot look away from her. Each thrust drives you closer to a massive orgasm and you cannot stop yourself. You want to feel that pleasure. You want to spill your seed deep inside her beautiful body. Her tight quim seems to grip at you with every stroke, massaging you with her hot, slick channel as you reach your limit.
“I’m going to… to cum!” You cry.
“Yes, that’s it,” laughs Theora. “Give it all to me, little farm boy!”
“AAAAHHHH!” You ram hard into her depths, the squeezing heat of her pussy overpowering your last remaining resistance. Pleasure rushes through you, gripping you for a long moment as you look down at her jiggling curves, into her blue eyes, and release your hot cum in powerful spasms of pleasure. You feel your seed pumping into her, slipping and sliding around your cock with every stroke.
“Oooooh, yes, fill me up!” Theora moans, arching against you and pulling you deeper with her legs around your waist.
You thrust until your cock becomes too sensitive. Her inner walls give you a final squeeze, milking out the last drops of your orgasm. She lets you out of her creamy depths and your cock leaves her with a lewd slurp. You stagger back, eyes wide as you gaze upon her beautiful body now defiled by your seed. Your white cream drips from her blushing cunt.
“If I were an actual monster girl,” she says, playing her fingers in her creamy pussy, “I would never let you stop. I would drain your cum for all eternity or suck out your essence until you collapse from exhaustion.”
She rises smoothly to her feet and saunters up to you. She leans close, as if she means to kiss you, and even though your cock has gone flaccid, you feel it beginning to stir again as her nipples brush against your shirt.
“Some monster girls are too strong to be attacked. Others are vulnerable to a direct assault. You must learn to discern which is which.” She taps her fingers on your glistening cock, making it twitch. “Now clean up and put this away. I will be waiting outside.”
She wiggles her fingers and summons a burst of steam between her thighs, washing away your filthy seed. You marvel at her exquisite beauty as she pulls her gown back on and saunters out of the barn.
You draw up water from the well pump and use it to clean away your spunk and the sweet-smelling musk of Theora’s quim. You are ashamed that you could not satisfy the beautiful angel, but how could she have expected you to do anything else when confronted with her holy beauty?
Your face is red with shame as you finally exit the barn and find her waiting in the slivery moonlight, leaned against a fence and staring up at the starry night
“The heavens look much less impressive from down here,” she says, gazing upward. “The moon dominates them, but the moon is the most boring of all, I assure you.”
“Um, okay,” you say, not sure how to respond to that.
She sighs and pushes off of the fence. “Well, are you ready to begin your quest?”
You look down at the sword in your hand. The faint glow of it is not very reassuring.
“You don’t want more training do you?” Theora looks at you with a hint of annoyance. “We can’t spend all night doing this. There are real humans in peril out there.”
When you still do not respond to her, she walks over and prods your chest with a finger tip. “Well, out with it, hero! What do you want?”




What do you do?
Get more training from Theora
Ask Theora to explain the Crystal Sanctum
Begin your quest





Fight them

You are not about to hand over the profits from your entire harvest to these thugs. You are not going to let them condemn your sister to being thrown out of the wizard’s academy. You snarl with anger, leaping from the back of the cart and knock Johan Gedry back a few steps.
“Bastards!” You scream, swinging wildly and barely connecting with Johan’s raised arms.
He stumbles back and you press forward, swinging again, aiming for his head. You have him!
CRACK! Pain explodes through your side as one of Johan’s brother’s swings at your body with his club. The blow takes the breath out of you, staggering you forwards. Another blow, this time to the side of your knee, sends you to the ground. You look up, gasping for breath, tears of pain welling in your eyes.
The Gedry brothers clothes in on you and one of the stocky younger brothers asks, “Should we kill him?”
“No, not him,” says Johan. “Just a stupid farmboy. Ain’t worth having the town guard hunting us for murders.”
The brother who asked grunts in disappointment and shoves you over onto your back. You lie there on the ground, trying to catch your breath, as the Johan cuts off your coin purse and the other two brothers search your pockets. The brother who wanted to kill you finds the apple you had brought home from the market as your solitary reward for the harvest and he takes it.
“Next time, just hand over the money,” sneers Johan. He gives you a parting kick in the side. His brothers smack your mules, startling them and sending them wild and clattering away with the cart.
The Gedry brothers disappear into the dark forest as if they were never there. You lie there on your back for a long time, catching your breath, before finally and wordlessly rolling onto your knees and getting on your feet. Your body aches, but nothing seems broken. You set off towards home, staggering from the pain as you slowly emerge from the dark forest and walk to your distant farmhouse. It is dark by the time you arrive at your little farmhouse.
You are relieved to see Old Joe and Betsy drinking from the water trough outside the barn. The cart is still carried between them. If you had lost your donkeys and your cart you really would have been left with no chance. Not that you have much of one heading into winter. A few turnips and enough wheat to get you through the cold, but nothing to trade that hasn’t already been traded out of your tiny farmhouse. You’ve even sold the lanterns and resorted to using cheap candles you made yourself.
Rather than letting despair set in, you get to work freeing the donkeys from the yoke. You lead them through the gate and into the small pasture. Your lone dairy cow, Ida, lifts her head from the brown grass and moos plaintively. She looks to need milking.
You’re incredible sore from being beaten, but you know the agony Ida will suffer if you leave her overnight. You ladle yourself some water, dump more over your sweat-stiffened hair, and grab a stool and bucket to milk your cow.
“Hey, girl,” you say, patting her skinny shoulders. “Let me take care of you.”
She eats some alfalfa hay out of your hand as you sit on the stool and milk her. You give her another pat before straining and sealing the milk in one of the bottles for the cellar. You head out of the barn, the night dark and the moon hidden by clouds. There is a chill in the air despite the late summer warmth earlier in the day. You can faintly see your breath.
You head towards the house, already mentally skipping a bowl of porridge so that you can sprawl exhausted in your bed. After a day like today, at least you have that bed.
As you are shutting the gate to the pasture you happen to look up and notice a strange star glowing brightly in the sky. It takes you a moment to realize the star is getting bigger and brighter. It swells until it is nearly as big as the moon you can faintly see.
BOOOOM! The sound splits the night, startling your animals and somehow echoing from the open fields. A moment later, the glowing star streaks over your barn, flashing bright white as it collides with a tree just outside your pasture. The tree splits with a tremendous crack and disappears in a fountain of earth and a cloud of smoke.
You stand there for several seconds, staring in shock and not even believing what you have witnessed. It is on the very edge of your property. There is no ignoring something like this on your own land. You hurry into the barn, fetch a pitchfork, and head out to investigate the smoldering hole in the ground.
CONTINUE >
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A reward for recent heroism

You are the chosen warrior of Veleda, the goddess of healing and war. It is your duty to battle the monster girls that are supposedly on the rise throughout the country of Lorraine. You have even defeated your first foe, a wily young succubus named Morelle. She is now an ally, kept in the palace that is hidden within the crystal in the pommel of the holy sword of Veleda.
You are a true hero.
Spending the last three straight days brewing cider and making apple mash does not feel very heroic. The apples weren’t ready to be harvested, they’re still too sour, but this was the only way to make the money your sister needs. She has no idea that you were robbed by the low down Gedry brothers on the way back from selling the family farm’s harvest in the village of St. Ingbert. She certainly has no idea you were chosen by Veleda to fight monster girls.
You sigh and begin to tap the cider into the jugs for sale at market. Your small farmhouse is sweltering hot from boiling mash and reeks of fermentation. Sweat drips into your eyes and slicks your slender frame. You long ago stripped down to your underwear with just a work apron to keep you from scalding your thighs with hot mash.
Fourteen more jugs and then you will fill your mule cart.
“Well, now this smells horrible,” says Theora, appearing suddenly behind you as she tends to do.
The beautiful blonde angel of Veleda stands almost a foot taller than you. Her skin is as pale as alabaster and her eyes as cold and blue as an autumn lake. Her smile always seems a little bit contemptuous. In the confines of your house, her feathered wings are folded against her back. You cannot help but notice that her immaculate white gown clings to her shapely body revealing every contour of her breasts, ample hips, and bottom. You can even make out the pink of her nipples beneath the sheer gown.
“I explained this to you yesterday. I have to sell this at the market in St. Ingbert or my sister will get kicked out of the Academy of Wizards and Alchemists in Elzeheim.” You cork the jug you were filling and pick up one of the empty jugs to begin filling it with the strong cider. “You could help me, you know.”
“I’m sure aiding in the labors of mortals is against some sort of rule,” she says. “No, I think I am going to go get some fresh air. Perhaps I can track down a monster girl since you do not seem inclined to find one yourself.”
“I thought Veleda was supposed to give us a sign,” you snap back.
“Yes, well, vigilance is an important quality for a hero. At the very least you should be training, not filling pottery with this disgusting liquid you are producing in your hovel.”
“You know, I wouldn’t have to do this if I could take things out of the crystal sanctuary.” You open the tap on the cider barrel and the filling jug grows heavier in your grasp. “I tried to bring some cakes out yesterday and they turned to smoke in my arms. You could have told me…”
You glance over your shoulder. Theora is already gone from the house, disappearing as suddenly and silently as she arrived. She tends to do that too.
You sigh again, even louder than before, and focus on the hard work ahead of you. Through the long night, you labor on brewing and filling jugs. In the morning, after a short sleep, you load the heavy jugs into your mule cart.
You climb up onto the cart and are making preparations to leave when you see two men approaching across your field. One is tall and lean and the other stocky. The heavier man’s face is like a slightly squished version of the taller man.
They’re the Woodley brothers, two of your neighbors. Dale Woodley is the taller man and Ernie Woodley is the heavier man. You rescued them from the depraved lust of the succubus. They look like they have managed to recover from their life-draining encounter with the monster girl. Dale is carrying a bundle of something and Ernie is pushing a wheelbarrow.
“Lucas, my boy!” Ernie calls.
“Hey-o Ernie, Dale.” You jump down from the cart and walk over to them. “How are you feeling?”
The men laugh with embarrassment. Ernie scratches his thinning hair.
“Well enough,” says Dale. “I think I was mostly parched.”
“She nearly killed us,” says Ernie. “But what a way to go, eh, brother?”
“What a way,” agrees Dale. “We’ve brought you some gifts, Lucas. On account of you saving our lives from that temptress and not telling the Cardins about it, well, and all your personal tragedy. We surely owe you.”
“Molasses cakes,” says Ernie. “And pickles, dried beef, kalew nuts, a wheel of salt cheese, and some money.”
“Money?” You look at them hopefully.
“Well, it ain’t much,” says Dale. “We have to buy a new ox after Renaldo got the split hoof. And the barn needs re-roofing. So we’ll need to buy—“
“It’s only a hundred zeks,” says Ernie. “But we thought it might—“
You throw your arms around them both and embrace them tightly. One hundred zeks might be only a fraction of what your harvest brought in, but it’s a sizable fraction and with the money from selling the cider you will be in good shape. Maybe even better than before.
“Thank you both,” you say, almost moved to tears. “Here, take a jug of cider. One for each of you. Freshly brewed.”
“Yeah, we could smell it cookin’!” Ernie takes the jug from your hand, bites the cork out and takes a deep swig. “Fine brew, Lucas.”
“Brewin’ goes back a ways with the LeBlancs,” says Dale, taking a swing. He winces at the bite of it. “I remember your paw used to brew a winter cider that… well… sorry to bring up your paw, Lucas.”
“It’s alright,” you say, feeling a pang of sadness. “I’d better be getting into town though.”
“Sure, sure,” says Dale. “We’ll put this stuff in your house for you.”
“Lucas,” says Ernie. “Out of curiosity… what happened to Morelle Cardin? Is she dead?”
“She’s… protected,” you say, choosing the word carefully. “I’m not sure what will happen to her eventually. I guess it’s up to Veleda.”
That answer seems to satisfy the brothers. They step back and wave to you as you depart from your farm in the mule kart. The jugs of cider jostle and clink in the cart. You pass the spot where Johan Gedry and his two fat brothers robbed you of your money. That won’t happen again, you think, as you rest a hand on the sword of Veleda. It glows faintly from your touch.
It’s midweek market day in the small village of St. Ingbert and the farmers and craftsmen with something to sell have gathered beneath the statue devoted to the town’s namesake. St. Ingbert, like you, wasn’t very handsome or strong, but he was chosen by Veleda to save the world from monsters. In his case, it was normal monsters, while you have to face even more insidious monster girls.
Your cider sells quickly. You don’t even have to unload your cart, just put out a sign selling each jug for five zeks. It’s early for cider and most folk have run out their stocks. The perfect time for a taste of your slightly sour brew. By sundown, your cart is empty and your pockets are full of coins. You actually came out ahead with the extra money the Woodley brothers gave you.
Rolling the coins in your pockets, your eyes are drawn to a familiar between the Fat Sow Tavern and Journeyer’s Inn . The silhouette of a voluptuous woman is painted in crimson on the sign and the words above her are inked gold. The Bawdy Maiden. It’s St. Ingbert’s only brothel and it’s where, more recently than you would care to admit, you gave your virginity to an experienced, but quite attractive whore by the name of Ella Deneva.
The raven-haired beauty with the exotic accent is, to your mind, as much a goddess as Veleda. The thought of thrusting into her steamy cunt stiffens your cock. Her creamy breasts quivered with the few thrusts you managed. Her full lips parted with a sigh as she made you into a man. Oh, to reprise that experience!
You have enough coin to pay your sister’s tuition and still enjoy a few drinks and Ella’s company. Your hard work has earned you this distraction, hasn’t it?




What do you do?
 Go to the brothel and have some fun
Go back home and save the money




Go down on Theora

Thrusting your straining cock anywhere near the angelic beauty of Theora would seem to doom you to failure at proving your endurance. She is glorious, immaculate, blushing with desire; she must be properly pleasured! Your hands slide down from her ample breasts to her toned abdomen and out to her shapely hips. You sink down before her and land heavily on your knees in the grass.
Your eagerly nuzzle your face between Theora’s toned thighs. You cling to her hips as you press your lip to her hot, furry cunt. You taste her sweet folds with your tongue and begin to lick with a submissive enthusiasm that comes to you naturally. Theora lets out a surprised moan of pleasure as you begin to lick her and rests her hands on your shoulders. Her golden hairs tickle your nose as you serve her angelic pussy and suck at her delicate cunt.
“Oh, Lucas,” she exclaims, stepping her legs wider apart. “I see you have… mmmm… learned some things.”
“Mmmmhmmhm,” you agree, looking up at her alabaster body, beyond her heaving breasts, and into those ice blue eyes. You slip your fingers around to clutch at her tensing buttocks as she thrusts her sweet peach against your face. You thrust your tongue deep into the heat of her channel. When she rocks her hips back, you flick your tongue against the bud of her clit.
One of her hands moves from your shoulder to the back of your head and she cradles you there, pulling you tightly against her warm, wet cunt. Her juicy folds glide over your lips and chin. Her hot nectar spills into your mouth as you suck at her and submit to her pleasure.
“You’ve… mmmm… you’ve been spending time with Morelle,” she moans, riding against your mouth and nearly smothering you.
“Mmmmm,” you reply, focused intently on her pleasure. It is the truth. Whenever you have a free moment, you visit the violet-haired succubus in the Crystal Sanctuary. You know she is still dangerous, you can feel it when she drinks in your life force, but you cannot stay away from her. The pleasure of sharing her bed is too great to heed that risk.
And she has taught you so much about pleasure…
You release one hand from Theora’s tone buttocks and slip it between the angel’s thighs. You squeeze her swollen folds between your fingers, sliding them up and down the length of her slit and spreading her nectar. You slip your thumb beneath her cunt and tease beyond to rub at the clenched divot of her anus. She lets out a low moan and you clamp your mouth against the cusp of her sex. You suck her clit, quite vigorously, as you rub your cum-slicked thumb against her angel asshole.
“Ohhhhhhh Lucas,” she cries, tossing back her golden locks and snapping her feathered wings wide open. She seems to burst with radiance and arches against your face as you suck her. Her thighs tighten around your head and she bucks against your mouth. You do not release the suction on her clit. As she is clenching and relaxing with the spasms of her pleasure, you slip your thumb into her clench, into her hot back passage, and Theora wails with her release.
She bucks against your face and rustles her splayed wings for several seconds, seeming to ascend and descend an invisible staircase of pleasure. Her thighs relax and her thrusting slows. You slip your thumb out of her ass and lessen the suction on her clit. You kiss her juicy folds and teasingly lick her.
“Oh, a fine skill,” she moans and shoves you away. You look up at her in surprise and see a grin spreading across her face. “A reward then, for the pleasure you have given me!”
“That is not—“
But Theora does not hear your objection. She raises a foot to your shoulder and kicks you over onto your back. You thump into the grass, your neglected cock sticking straight up and glistening with precum in the moonlight. Theora practically leaps astride your body, standing over you and squatting quickly to lower her soaking cunt onto your cock. Her hand grips you. Her hot folds tease your tip. She is still grinning, looking down into your eyes as the steamy quench of her cunt envelops your steely cock.
“Ohhhhhhh gods,” you moan, gripping her hips as she sinks down and swallows up every inch of your hardness.
“You’re so hard,” she chuckles. “I don’t think you are going to last very long.”
Any hope that you could prove your stamina is quickly dashed as Theora’s tight quim grips you in a velvet vise. She rides atop you once, twice, breasts bouncing lusciously with each motion, and by the third stroke you feel your cock surging. You cling to her firm buttocks. You thrust up and into her, whining with your submissive pleasure.
You arch, your muscles tense, and the fluttering ecstasy of your peak gives way to the hot throb of your orgasm. You fire your cum deep into Theora’s clutching cunt, moaning, “Ahhhh yes! Yesss!”
Theora times her strokes perfectly to sheath your cock in her hot quim with each pump of your seed. It almost feels as if she is feeding on your pleasure like Morelle drinking your life force. Her angelic wings flutter and she drops her weight to her knees around you. She falls against your chest, her breasts heavy and soft and her smiling lips just above your gasping mouth.
“Your skills with your tongue are remarkable for only a few days of practice,” she says, slightly out of breath and all the more beautiful for the blush in her cheeks. “Your stamina is still pitiful though Lucas.”
“M-more practice,” you say, still trying to catch your breath. “I can… I can do it again. Give me a moment.”
“No, no,” she says, sitting up again and rising from your cock. Your hardness slurps out of her creamy pussy and begins to deflate. Theora strides back to her cloak, scoops it up, and her lovely body disappears under the plain traveler’s robe. “Get dressed. We must go.”
You wonder at the suddenness of her need to depart, but you pull on your trousers and boots as quickly as you can. You can feel your wet cock squishing in your underclothes.
“Hurry up,” she says, already waiting in the mule cart. “I sense the goddess.”
The ride back to your family farm is mostly silent and intense. As you approach, you see a strange ray of moonlight shining through the clouds and seeming to illuminate a window of your house.
“Hurry,” commands Theora. “She calls you to action.”
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Fight to keep from cumming

Your cock surges with the pleasure of Theora’s tight, clutching quim. Looking down into her ample beauty, breasts shuddering with each of your thrusts, does little to help you resist the urge to cum. You feel the tide rising, your bollocks clenching, your cum aching to fire into this glorious servant of Veleda. A smile of contempt is already forming on Theora’s full lips.
No! No, you must not! You must fight this animal urge to fill her with your seed for as long as possible.
You slow your strokes and avert your gaze from the glory of Theora’s angelic body. Her legs wrap tightly around you, pulling you deep into the hot channel of her pussy. You cannot escape her, except to retreat into the depths of your mind. You focus inward, on a dark place where painful memories dwell, and you turn this over in your head as you fight to remain still and resist the urge to complete your desire.
“Good, good,” laughs Theora. “You resist me. Even as… mmmmm… your cock is as stiff as a spear! Throbbing… oooohhh… inside me.”
You slow the motion of your hips to a stop, but there is no relief from Theora, who begins to move her hips beneath you, pushing and pulling you in and out of her slick cunt. She pants with her own desire, her feathery wings shifting and her body arching. She begins to move more urgently and you sense, in the tightening grip of her velvet walls, that she approaches a climax of her own.
Focusing your mind on dreadful things, you begin to thrust into her again, driving your cock deep. Your powerful strokes meet Theora’s jerking hips, your bodies colliding with forceful smacks of flesh. She laces her arms around your neck, pulling you closer. You slam into her, barely holding back the tide of pleasure, finally looking down at her angelic beauty. Her blue eyes are rolled back, her brow knitted, and a gasp on her soft lips.
“Yesss,” she moans. “Oh, Lucas, yes. Despite… all… oohhhh… signs to the… con… contrary. You are going to… oooOoOOOHHHHH!!!”
Her backhanded compliment dissolves into heedless cries of ecstasy. She arches hard beneath you, twisting her head in the grass and pushing her shuddering body upwards. Her arched breasts thrust towards you and she pulls your face down against the softness of her jiggling mounds. Her natural angelic perfume surrounds you. Her cunt grips you in an exquisite vise that squeezes and throbs around you with every stroke.
“I can’t hold back,” you moan, her pussy seeming to suck at you with every thrust of your cock.
She pulls your face to hers. Her eyes are heavily-lidded with her pleasure. She moans, “Don’t hold back. Give it to me, Lucas! Give it all to me!”
She kisses you to preempt your cry of pleasure. You stop fighting, parting your lips to her and meeting her tongue with yours. That torrid kiss is heated by the rising pleasure that grips your cock. You stiffen and enjoy, for a few brief strokes, the exhilarating rush of your orgasm before you actually ejaculate. That welling of pleasure gives way to the powerful pulse of your first spurt of seed. You moan loudly into the kiss, your mouth vibrating against hers, your breath coming loudly through your nose as you cum deep inside Theora.
“MMmmmmm!” You cry, pumping into her, your cock twitching and spurting out again and again until you are spent. Your strokes ease, your cock milked by her inner walls, and you finally break the kiss with her. You pant against her lips.
Theora strokes your face and smiles up at you.
“Perhaps you will survive your next encounter,” she says. “I admit, I am impressed. All of your ill-advised practice with Morelle seems to have paid you some dividends.”
“I just didn’t,” you gulp air trying to catch your breath, “just didn’t want… to disappoint you.”
“Pleasantly surprised,” says Theora, pulling your weight down atop her and hugging you tightly. She pets the back of your sweaty mop of hair as if you are her child, which is a strange sensation when your cock is slowly going limp inside her. She presses her lips to your ear. “But beware your pet succubus, Lucas. She may be tamed, but her appetites are still dangerous.”
“Y-yes,” you say. “I’ll be careful.”
“Good,” she says, giving your deflated cock a squeeze with her inner muscles and finally pushing you out of her pussy. “Clean yourself up. We have a long ride ahead of us.”
Theora cleanses her body with a sparkling of magic and a wave of her hand. She dresses in her crone’s cloak as you are still trying to mop up the spunk smeared on your groin. You finally manage with a rag you were using to clean cider jugs. You pull on your trousers and boots and join Theora at the cart.
You are oddly shy around the angel once you are back on the road. The dark forest passes by and you hardly say a word to her. As you emerge from the woods, you see your farmhouse in the distance. The clouds overhead have parted and a ray of moonlight, unusually bright, is shining almost directly on your farm.
“Veleda,” murmurs Theora. “Hurry, Lucas, the goddess is calling upon you.”
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Sit down and wait your turn

Chastened by Johan Gedry, you sit back down in the chair, your hands covering your cock. He laughs at your meek acceptance.
“That’s the difference between me an’ you, farm boy,” laughs Johan, slamming his cock into Ella’s plump cuntlips. “You accept what life deals ya an’ me an’ my brothers take what we want from it. Like this… ooohhh… nice tight pussy. It’s really a peach. Be mess by the time I’m through with it.”
You look away from his cruel stare, but you can still see him moving atop Ella, making the bed creak on its legs as he pounds into her slick pussy. His body slams against hers and makes her breasts heave and splash as she sprawls on her back beneath him. She gives up fighting him and wraps her stocking-clad legs around his skinny hips.
“That’s it,” he laughs. “You feel it, doncha, love? As deep as it goes. Pressing against… mmmm… every nook and cranny.”
The bed creaks beneath their bodies. Ella’s toes curl inside her stockings and you can see the pleasure, real pleasure, on her flushed face. Knowing Johan Gedry is fucking her powerfully and driving Ella towards an orgasm fills you with shame. Worse than the shame is your hardness; if anything, you are even harder than when you were just dealing with Ella.
“Ohhhh fookin’ hell,” grunts Johan. “Hey, Lucas, this one has got a cunt like a vise. Oh, you’re in for a treat. Sloppy seconds, eh? Just more lube. Nothin’ to worry about with your little pecker.”
Your hand brushes your stiff cock and you feel a smear of precum against your palm. Without thinking, you grasp your hardness in your hand.
“Turn over, let me see that fat arse of yours,” grunts Johan. He draws his glistening red cock out of Ella’s slick cunt. She casts a glance in your direction, her face flushed and her eyes heavy with pleasure, as she turns over on the bed and flips her skirt up and over her plump bottom. Johan gives her ass a few smacks, making it jiggle and making the ample whore gasp with each impact. “Have a look at that, little Lucas. She dripping wet for me. Maybe I should put this big cock up her arse.”
“Oh, no,” says Ella, lifting her head up from the cushions and looking back fiercely over her shoulder. “You didn’t pay me for that.”
“Relax,” says Johan and he smacks her ass again making her wince with pain. “Turn your hips. Give Lucas here a good view while I fuck you senseless.”
She scoots on the bed so you can see nearly everything. You squeeze your cock and shamefully begin to wank yourself as Johan plows his hard length into Ella’s swollen folds. She wails with pleasure as he sinks every inch into her cunt.
“That’s it!” The thug laughs and begins pounding his cock into her. His lean hips smack against her plush ass and send jiggles through her soft flesh. Her dangling breasts swing with the rhythm of his strokes. You wish you could fondle her and ride your cock into her slick channel. But Johan is in the way. Johan is blocking your path to pleasure and taking it all for himself. “Go ahead, Lucas. Have a good wank! Not often you’ll have the chance to see a real cocksman at work!”
He leans his shoulders back so you can see his cock splitting her cunt open and driving deep inside her. Worse, Ella is participating fully, eagerly thrusting her ass back to meet him and skewering her wet cunt on his length.
Their cries of pleasure and exertion grow louder and louder. You match the rhythm of Johan’s strokes with your hands on your small cock. It felt so big when you were fucking Morelle and Theora. Now… it seems pitiful and small compared to Johan. How could you ever satisfy a woman like he is doing?
“Ahhhhh, yesss!” Ella cries, tossing her dark hair over her flushed face. She arches as Johan laughs triumphantly. He holds her hips and hammers deep into her pussy.
“Go on, cum for me!” He roars. “Cum while I fill you! Cum as I fill that pussy up! AAAHHHH!”
He strokes in sudden, deep thrusts into her pussy. Smears of cum appear on the piston of his shaft as he gushes deep inside her. There can be no doubt Ella is enjoying it as well. She thrusts back desperately, taking Johan’s long cock to the hilt on every stroke and cry out with warbling bliss. Their intense pleasure is nearly enough to make you spurt in your hand. The sight of Johan’s milky cum trickling from her swollen cuntlips as he finally draws his cock out almost pushes you over again.
“Go on, Lucas,” says Johan, stepping back with his cock still wet and dripping. He gives her ass a smack and spreads her pussy lips wider. Her anus clenches as she squeezes inner muscles, pushing out a milky glob of seed that drips from her folds and to the floor beside the bed. Johan laughs, “Look at that cum. More than enough for your little prick to glide in her gutter. Have a go, Lucas. Enjoy. I’m going to go have a drink.”
He tucks his cock away and thumps out of the room, leaving you staring at the mess he has made of Ella’s cunt. She lifts her flushed face from the bed and looks back at you over her shoulder. There is annoyance in her eyes.
“Well, get on with it,” she says. “I gave you the discount. This is all you get.”
You feel a pang of shame, a flash of anger at the way she is speaking to you, but your throbbing cock wins out and you step behind her. The musk of Johan’s seed assaults your nostrils and the white liquid continues to trickle from Ella’s well used folds. You thrust into her slick cunt and instantly are in a heaven of warmth and wetness. You thrust to the hilt and she lets out a soft moan. It isn’t like the crooning she was doing when Johan was taking her with his ramrod cock.
You feel her squeeze and slip around you and your hips pat against her plump bottom. Her creamy cheeks are still marked with his hand prints. You grab her ample flesh and drive in and out of her pussy, your pleasure rising quickly and desperately. Your thrusts churn Johan’s cum into a raunchy foam that coats your cockshaft. In only a few strokes you feel your ecstasy rising.
“Ahhhhhh! I’m going to… going to…”
“Cum!” Ella cries. “Cum for me, Luka!”
Even though she calls you by the wrong name, her cries are believable enough that you arch and thrust desperately into her messy cunt. Your cock stiffens with peaking pleasure. You cry out, clinging to her soft bottom as you tense and fire your cum deep into her pussy. Your cock spasms again and again, your balls emptying in a massive tide into the lewd swamp of her cunt.
You pull out, your cock covered in foam and dripping with your own seed. She looks back at you and laughs softly.
“Thanks for being quick about it,” she chuckles.
She wipes your cock clean with a cold washcloth and you tuck your wilting manhood away. You feel the shame of what you have done. Your face is hot and anger simmers inside you.
“Stop by any time,” says Ella, as you finish lacing up your boots. “I’m sure I can find another man to give it to me first while you watch if that is what you enjoy.”
“No, that’s not… no… I…”
You mutter as you stumble out of the private room. You thump down the brothel’s stairs and see Johan sitting at the bar. He salutes you with a mug of ale, a triumphant grin on his ugly face. You scurry out of the brothel and into the early evening.
Still burning with shame, you climb into your mule cart and set off for your farm. You’ve wasted money that could have gone to Genevieve to buy a nice robe or something. Your shoulders slump as your cart leaves the cobbled streets of St. Ingbert for the wide trade road that will take you home.
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Pull out and cum on her ass

You give Theora’s cunt another thrust, your hips slapping against her bottom and barely making her firm buttocks jiggle. You hold her hips with your hands, thrusting again, feeling your cum churning in your balls and the pleasure rising inside you. With each stroke, you and Theora both know you are driving towards an inevitable conclusion. Her warm channel flutters around you, squeezing and massaging your cock with every thrust.
“I… I can’t,” you moan.
“Defeated already?” She looks back at you over her shoulder, contempt in her bright blue eyes.
“It’s… it’s too good,” you moan. “Your body. Your quim. I cannot hold back.”
“Of course you can’t,” she laughs, swinging her hips and fucking back against you. Her cunt engulfs your hardness with a soft slurp and her inner walls squeeze you once more. You are on the very brink of exploding inside her. She knows it too. She gasps, “Cum inside me, Lucas. Be defeated like the weak little boy you are.”
You thrust into her, abandoning all hope of fighting off your pleasure. She laughs as she sees your surrender, but something in her eyes annoys you.
“Cum inside me,” she cries, push her ass back against you as her pussy devours your cock.
“No!” You cry, annoyed by her mockery. It is too late to stop the rush of pleasure, but you manage to pull back and slide your cock from the exquisite warmth of her pussy. You grab your slick shaft in your hand and begin to wank. It only takes a moment and your orgasm surges through you as you stare down at Theora’s shapely bottom and her blushing pussy.
“What? You dare to defy me?” She shouts with outrage, but does not move away. If anything, she seems to arch her back and offer her pussy and spread ass up for your lust.
The sight of her glistening cunt, round buttocks, and the pink divot of her anus being presented to you is too much to endure. You let out a strangled cry of pleasure as your cock surges in your grasp. You fire your first thick rope of spunk all the way up to her shoulders, spattering her immaculate wings.
“Ah! You filthy boy!” She cries, but there is laughter in her voice. She watches over her shoulder as you pump your cum in glistening jets over her lower back, her luscious buttocks, into her crack, and all over her gold-thatched quim. You pant as you wank out the last few drops and dare to smack your cock against her ass.
“Gods, you are sexy,” you moan.
She rises on her knees, her slimy decoration dripping down her back and thighs. She looks at you over her wings and says, “Of course. I am perfect. And you are a terrible lover, Lucas. But I give you credit for that trick at the end. It might save you from a monster girl someday.”
You actually feel a bit proud at the compliment. Your pride deflates as she shoves you back with a hand in your chest and adds, “But probably not. You’re mostly hopeless.”
She rises to her feet and with a wave of her hand and a sparkle of angelic magic she cleanses her body of your filthy seed. She pulls on her shapeless brown robe and her beauty disappears into the oversized anonymity of the garment.
“Come along, Lucas,” she says walking to the cart. “It is time we get you home.”
“Yes, right,” you say, sheepishly pulling on your trousers and buckling them up in a hurry to follow her. You climb into the cart beside her. You want to say something else, to justify your actions and defend your role as hero, but you don’t know what to say.
You ride down the lonely rural road in silence, unable to come up with the right words.
As you approach your home you see an intense ray of moonlight shining through the clouds onto your farm house. Theora squeezes your shoulder and points to the ray of light.
"Hurry, Lucas,” she says. “The goddess is calling upon you."
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The road home

The night is cool and fairly clear. The moon is out and shines brightly enough through the intermittent clouds for you to make your way down the road in the darkness. You are emerging from a wooded area, more than halfway to home, when you spy a stooped figure walking along the side of the road. There is a cold prickle of fear at encountering another stranger along the road.
You cluck your tongue and pull back on the reins. Old Joe and Betsy, your cart mules, bray plaintively as they slow to a walk. The wagon creaks as it draws alongside the figure. It is a woman, judging by the straw-colored hair dangling from the heavy hood, quite tall, but stooped over so she seems smaller.
“Are you alright?” You call out to her.
She slows and croaks, “I am well enough, alone at night on this road.”
You cannot leave an old woman wandering the roads at night. There are worse things than the Gedry brothers to prey on the weak on these country roads.
“Climb up,” you call to her. “I will take you to your destination.”
You offer her a hand. You are surprised when she reaches out and grabs your hand with a firm grip. Her fingers are not bony or covered in old veins. They are young and perfectly white. You catch a flash of blue eyes as the woman draws back her hood to reveal the familiar, stunningly beautiful face of Theora, your angelic mentor and nemesis.
“Hello, Lucas,” she says and yanks you over her shoulder and off the cart onto your back. She stands over you, a veritable giantess.
“H-hello, Theora,” you gasp, trying to catch the wind that was knocked out of you.
“Never stop for a lone traveler at night,” she says, stepping over top of you so she is looking straight down into your eyes. “I could have been an essence-starved demoness or a goblin queen looking for a harem slave.”
You can offer no reply. She scoffs and steps away from you. It takes a moment for you to fully recover and push yourself up on your hands and knees. By the time you manage to get to your feet, Theora has climbed up into the cart.
“Do you have any idea how long I have been waiting for you there by the side of the road?” She snaps.
You’re wary of getting in an argument with the angel, but you can’t help yourself. As you snap the reins and set off down the road, you say, “Couldn’t you just fly back to my farm?”
“I have been drinking,” she says. “I do not like to fly when I have been drinking.”
“Drinking?”
“Yes!” She snaps and shoots you and angry glared with her bright blue eyes. “I was not doing it recreationally. It was at the insistence of that besotted priest of Veleda in the village. The blind one.”
“Senior Cleric Crowley?”
“Yes,” she growls, obviously not particularly fond of Crowley. “I needed to speak with him and the old pervert plied me with whiskey and fondled my breasts. I had to knock him out. Oh, do not look at me like that, Lucas, I used magic. One of my punches would have snapped his withered old neck. He will assume he drank too much and hopefully never realize he groped an angel’s breasts.”
Theora’s magnificent mounds are covered by her shapeless brown robe, but you remember them well enough. You are fairly certain Crowley would know he was touching the flesh of heaven if he squeezed those lovely mounds.
“You smell like sex,” says Theora, casting another glance in your direction. “What sins have you been committing in the village?”
“Nothing,” you say.
“You were at the brothel, weren’t you?” She phrases it as a question, but she seems to somehow know for certain. “That succubus and your wanks from the golem weren’t enough, eh? I suppose Veleda would choose a hero with a bottomless libido.”
“I… this is all new to me,” you say. “I just wanted some companionship.”
“I am not companion enough?” She asks, raising an eyebrow.
Your cock twitches, but your mind is uncertain. Does she even mean that as an invitation? Theora has been remarkably free with her sexuality for an angel, but she also does not seem to like you very much. You decide to answer her as diplomatically as possible.
“I needed something, uh, uncomplicated,” you offer.
“Hmmmmph,” she says, apparently put off by that answer. She returns her attention to the quiet road ahead.
As you approach your home you see an intense ray of moonlight shining through the clouds onto your farm house. Theora squeezes your shoulder and points to the ray of light.
"Hurry, Lucas,” she says. “The goddess is calling upon you."
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Encounter with the slime girl

You follow the burbling sound of the slime girl’s musical voice. You see the faint, violet glow of her body before round the curve in the tunnel. You snuff your lantern and try to creep quietly. As you poke your head around the turn you do not see anything for a moment, just some rubbish on the floor with a faint violet glow. The burbling begins again, the rubbish shifts, and a human head slides out from behind the junk.
No, thankfully not a human head, but the gelatinous, human-like head of the slime girl. It is atop a slithering heap of violet slime that oozes out from behind the remains of a toppled wall. The head slowly swivels, revealing a face of surprising beauty despite its eerie translucence. Fat tendrils of slime drip from the top of the head like locks of hair, falling in jellylike globs that disappear back into the larger bulk.
Her burbling song becomes an excited exclamation.
“Hellooooo!”
She smiles with excitement. You watch, paralyzed with fear, as a gelatinous human figure begins to rise from the mound of slime. A neck pushes the head upward from the mound of goo. Shoulders take shape, followed by immense, jiggling breasts with puffy translucent nipples, a slender waist, wide hips, and a plump, heaving bottom. Her thick thighs rise like molded aspic, extruding knees, shins, ankles, and finally the last of the slime recedes into a pair of feminine feet.
She is a glistening violet goddess of fertility, with voluptuous proportions that exceed even those of Morelle the succubus. Her full lips part as if in a moan and her voice burbles out, “So good to have visitor! I suck on you for rest of your life!”
“W-what?” You say, trying to reconcile her horrifying words with her friendly tone and erotic shape.
"I am Oola. You are human boy. Awoooo! I like human boys. What your name?"
"Lucas."
She slithers forward with surprising speed, her feet moving smoothly across the stone without lifting. She curls around to your side, pressing the cool, soft mounds of her breasts against your arm. She stuffs a slimy hand down your trousers and you gasp as her slime fingers pour into your pants and wrap around your shaft. In a moment, you are fully stiff in her grasp.
“Stop that,” you say, trying to twist away from her. She pushes her tits even more tightly against your shoulder, her huge, gelatinous mounds squeezing around your bicep.
“Awoo! Do not fight! I make you feel so good!” Her slimy grasp tightens around your cock, banding your hard shaft and moving up and down your swollen length. You gasp as you realize her hand no longer consists of individual fingers, but has become a sort of sheath of slime that writhes and wriggles around your sensitive cock.
“Ohhhhhhh,” you moan as she pumps the cool jelly of her hand around your cock. The silky sensation is incredible, it squeezes you from your root to your tip, sliding almost frictionless up and down your stiff length. You look into the pretty gelatinous face of the slime girl as she coos with pleasure. Her scent is as sweet as any perfume and her massive breasts have very nearly swallowed up your arm.
“Yes, it is good,” she burbles. “It feels good. No fighting. Enjoy.”
A gentle, rhythmic suction begins within the slime covering your cock. It is as if you are being stroked by a hand and sucked by a mouth at the same time. The pleasure is strange and intense. You know you need to fend off Oola, at least to give you a moment to think, but her hand feels so amazing…




What do you do?
Don't fight the slime girl
Fight the slime girl off




Surrender

Staring at the inhuman beauty of Oola, you know what you must do. Such a beautiful creature does not deserve to be met with violence. She is innocent and sweet and she promises you strange pleasures.
“I surrender,” you say, feeling a surge of excitement as you give the word to your desire. “I will not fight you, Oola.”
“Awoooo!” She burbles joyfully. “You make me so happy, Lucas! Throw away your fighting thing! It hurts and I do not like it!”
“My sword?” You heft the sword and notice that the glow seems to have dimmed.
“Awoo! Yes!” Oola shudders with dislike.
“Right, sorry,” you say and toss the blade behind you down the hall. It lands with a clang well out of reach.
“Awoooo!” Oola’s translucent expression becomes joyous. She wiggles happily and slithers closer, her bountiful body jiggling enticingly. She creeps closer as your heart beats a wild rhythm and your cock strains in your trousers. You take in the violet glow of her body and imagine how her gelatinous curves might feel in your hands or beneath your hungry kiss.
The slime girl suddenly swings her hips, spinning around and bending over at her waist. She presents the massive mounds of her bottom, leaning even lower and causing the gelatinous violet curves of her translucent buttocks to spread wide apart and reveal an indentation between them. There is a faint wrinkle and a darkening of her inner liquid. Beneath this gelatinous anus is a plump and glistening pussy, but you watch her wrinkled slimy anus clench and flex.
“Awoooo,” she croons. “I made this just for you, Lucas. A special naughty-naughty hole for you to make you feel extra good.”
“Oh, gods,” you moan, softly.
“Come on, Lucas,” she says, her head rising unnaturally to peer over her shoulder. “Fuck me with your warm human boy cock.”
You cannot resist the luscious roundness of her ass and the perfect target of her clenching slime asshole. You furiously unbuckle your trousers, your cock already painfully stiff as you grip it at your root. Oola burbles with excitement, her enormous bottom jiggling lightly as you approach. You grab her gelatinous ass and squeeze. Her huge cheek resists the pressure of your fingers, cool and perfectly smooth beneath your touch.
You give her bum a smack and your hand collides loudly and wetly, sending wobbling jiggles up her bottom and making her cry out, “Awooooo! Oh, Lucas! I am good! You do not need to spank me!”
She looks back at you, her expression gleeful as she croons for you to fuck her wobbling, slimy ass. You have already surrendered to her, there is no point fighting such temptation any longer.
You guide the swollen mushroom cap of your cock to the parted valley of her generous buttocks. You press your tip to the wrinkled divot of her anus and moan at the cool, velvet sensation as it clenches beneath your sensitive cockhead. She burbles with wordless excitement and wiggles her hips. Her silky valley massages your cock and nearly makes you spurt your seed down her crack.
Fearing that you might explode from her eagerness, you grab hold of her slippery hips as best you can, squeezing your fingers and indenting her translucent body. She arches her back, spreading her ass even wider as her hole catches your cockhead. You thrust forward suddenly, watching in amazement as your cock slides into the tight, slippery, pleasantly cool passage of her ass and into the translucent depths of her slime. You pull back, her slimy tunnel clutching at you, and thrust in again, your hips slapping against her huge ass and making her whole body jiggle.
“Awwoooo!” Oola cries. “Your warm boy cock is so good! Fuck me in the ass, Lucas! I am so hungry for your yummy-yummy seed!”
“It feels so good,” you cry as she thrusts back, her ass splashing against your hips and deforming with the force of her movements. Her silky ass massages your cock and squeezes it as if she has hands inside her stroking you deftly. Your pleasure grows and you moan with hopeless abandon, fucking Oola’s voluptuous slime ass and making her whole body sway and jiggle like a gelatin dessert on a wobbling table.
The strangeness of pounding your cock into Oola’s gooey ass does nothing to diminish how incredible her gripping slime feels. It massages and sucks at your hardness with every thrust. You are only able to pull back with each stroke because you know you get to thrust your aching cock deep inside her again.
“Oh, Oola,” you groan, “I am going to cum inside you!”
“Yes!” She burbles excitedly. “Oh, yes, Lucas! Give me your seed! I know you want to be a good boy!”
“Yes,” you cry, fighting to maintain your strength as your pleasure rules your movement. Your body slaps loudly against the slime girl’s huge bottom and your cock stabs deep into her translucent ass. You can see it through her glistening flesh, your tip swollen and dark, ready to spurt as it rubs inside her depths.
“I am so hungry, Lucas!” She cries. “Feed me cum! Feed it deep into my body!”
Your pleasure surges to an exhilarating crescendo inside Oola’s slimy tightness. You watch your cock throbbing inside her as your cum begins to jet out of your tip. Each spurt produces a milky cloud that swirls up into her translucent abdomen before disappearing in her churning slime. As you cum, her ass seems to tighten and suck at your cock, as if it is a mouth and it is drinking your seed. The thought is disturbing, but the pleasure is inescapable. You rock back and her jiggling ass follows you, cool and squeezed against your hips, her inner depths massaging and milking every drop from your hardness.
“Oh, Oola, I think I’m spent,” you say, trying to take a step back and withdraw your sensitive cock from her slimy ass.
Of course, once you’ve cum for a monster girl, you are her slave, and Oola intends to take full advantage of her new pet.
“No, I am so hungry, Lucas! I need more!”
She trips you up on her slimy tendrils and knocks you over. You expect to land hard on the floor, but instead you fall lightly into her arms as she seems to catch you from beneath you. Your head rests against her soft breasts and she cradles you in her embrace, kissing your shoulder and neck. Her enormous ass is somehow above you, riding you down to the floor and pressing against your hips. It begins to move on its own, separate from the rest of her body like some sort of strange, gelatinous pleasure device.
“Ohhhhhh, no, please,” you cry as her slimy depths stroke around your overly-sensitive cock.
“More cum,” she burbles. “Give me all of your seed! As much as much as you want!”
Your cock does not soften inside her insidious slime. As her huge ass bounces up and down on you and she kisses and licks at your neck, you are completely at her mercy. In short order, your cock pushes through your post-orgasmic suffering and rises towards an excruciating second orgasm. You thrust your hips almost unwillingly, unable to resist the suddenly surging pleasure. You fuck her ass and turn your face to hers, kissing her on her slimy lips and tasting the cool sweetness of her tongue in your mouth.
“Cum!” She burbles, her voice seemingly unaffected by the kiss. “Cum inside!”
“Mmmmmmmm!” You cry against her lips and your cock twitches in her slippery ass. Fresh jets of milky seed swirl into her clenching hole and the jiggling lusciousness of her bottom. You are helpless to stop as she extracts every drop.
As your orgasm fades, Oola continues, kissing you even more passionately and unbuttoning your tunic so she can wrap you up in her slimy arms. You can only whimper softly against her lips as she does as she pleases with your body. Soon, her ass has become a second head, and Oola is sucking you with her mouth and flicking her slime tongue beneath your cockhead. It won’t be long before she slurps out another load of your seed.
“Veleda, help me,” you moan, but not even Veleda is ready to save you.
You have been defeated by Oola the slime girl.
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Dervish Strike

The slime girl’s reaction to your sword is enough to convince you of its power over the voluptuous violet vixen. You spin the blade in your grasp, producing a flash of holy light. You feel Veleda’s righteous fury building as you begin to whirl the blade and spin your body. In the narrow tunnel there is little room for error and the tip of your sword sparks from the surrounding stones more than once.
Despite these small mistakes, you manage to build speed as you focus on the warmth and strength growing in your muscles. You glimpse Oola, the slime girl, seemingly mesmerized by the sight of you spinning as your sword glows brighter and brighter.
“What are you doing, Lucas?” She burbles. “It looks so fun!”
You surge towards her, whirling the blade at her outstretched arm. The sword severs her limb with a hiss and Oola cries out in surprise, her entire body tensing and retreating. She tries to shield herself from your whirling attack and your glowing sword hacks through her newly-formed limbs with ease. Each blow severs more of her slime and splatters it on the floor, walls, or ceiling of the tunnel. She seems to shrink as she retreats from you.
“Please! No more!” She burbles fearfully.
Your sword is a bright blur of light that seems to chip away at her jiggling slime. She lets out a final, burbling scream and in a flash of bright light, she is gone.
Your blade sparks against the stone where she was standing and you force yourself to stop your ecstatic swinging. You gasp for breath as the exertion of the special ability hits you. The walls and ceiling are dripping with lifeless slime. The pink gem in the hilt of your sword glows for a moment and then becomes dim again.
Oola is in there, within the Crystal Sanctum with Morelle and Hina, your golem servant. She will find a home within that strange palace and soon you will be able to visit her.
You feel suddenly very lonely in this underworld beneath the ruined temple. You need to get back to the surface.
You begin your long trudge out of the tunnels.
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At the mercy of the slime girl

Your eyes slowly open. As you roll onto your side, the cool bed of slime shifts beneath you. A faint pleasure reaches you next and you blink against the bright violet glow of the slime that covers the floor and nearly every wall. Two figures are moving in the sleepy blur. It takes a moment for your vision to clear so you can see that your slime daughters with Oola are locked passionately together in a slimy embrace. Naala and Uura are as beautiful as their mother and yet strangely you see a bit of yourself in them.
Of course, being monster girls, they have no taboos and no compunction about using you in the same way that Oola does. At the moment, at least, they seem occupied with one another, their limbs melting together and their mouths locked as they passionately kiss. That is something you taught them. Kissing does not come naturally to a slime girl. Their nature makes them more focused on simply draining cocks.
“Awake?” Oola burbles beside you and you realize she is kneeling next to your head. “Hungry, Lucas?”
“Oh, um, yes, alright,” you say, feeling almost overcome with exhaustion.
“Good, you have drink,” she says and leans a huge breast against your face.
You open your mouth and her thick nipple presses against your tongue. You latch to her and suckle like a hungry tot. Cool, sweet slime girl juice bursts into your mouth. The familiar sweetness of her nectar is the only thing that sustains you. She feeds you whenever you hunger, eager to keep you going as long as possible. For a time you entertained the thought of simply refusing to drink and letting yourself waste away, but having your strange daughters here makes things different. You are father now and you must do your best to add to the family.
Feeling a moment of perverse paternalism, you suck harder, eliciting a cry of pleasure form Oola.
“Oh, Lucas, you are hungry today!” She pulls her breast from your mouth and offers you her other fat nipple. You suckle just as eagerly. She cradles you against her bosom as you drink her sweet nectar. You slurp and lick and suck, earning an occasional soft “Awoo!” from your slimy lover. Her hand strokes your cock and another reaches up from the slimy bed beneath you to fondle your stones. Despite almost constant use, your hardness swells in her silky grasp.
“I am hungry too,” she burbles and gives your cock a squeeze. “Do you have seed for me?”
“Maybe,” you groan weakly. “A little bit.”
Oola, now much larger and more powerful than when you met her, nourished by her endless draining of your cock, sprouts another version of her body. This gelatinous twin moves between your thighs, crawling seductively and leaning down to lick and kiss your cock. She begins to suck you as Oola finally draws her teat from your mouth and climbs over top of you. She knows you how are enthralled by her plump bottom and juicy cunt. The sight of them glowing faintly above you awakens your feeble ardor. You reach up and stroke her plump buttocks. You lean your head up just enough to run your tongue over the sweet furrow of her cunt lips. As you do, the two Oola’s above you begin to share your cock with their mouths. One sucks your tip and the other slurps at your bollocks. A few weeks ago, this would have driven you mad with pleasure in only a moment, but now, so drained by Oola you are afraid you might disappoint her entirely, you struggle to even stay erect.
To remedy this, not wanting to disappoint your protean bride, you hug her luscious bottom and bury your face in that welcoming softness. Your tongue drives deep into her cunt and your nose breathes her sweet scent from her crack. Of course, she does smell the exact same all over, but the raunchiness of being smothered still manages to excite you a bit.
“Mmmmm,” you moan beneath her, thrusting weakly into whichever mouth is sucking you.
“Awoooo,” she burbles with happiness. “You are so much stronger than the other boys I’ve caught. They only lasted a little while. You are strong. You are brave.”
Weak, more like it. Weak enough to succumb to a silly monster girl like a slime girl, but strong might be right. Somehow, you have kept going for weeks on end, unwilling to give in even as your seed nourishes Oola and allows her to spawn more and more daughters to send off into the world. So far, those daughters have lingered here, feeding off you like their mother. You encourage it.
Perhaps a part of you thinks that you are delaying the horror of the slime girls invading the nearby countryside, but part of you knows you enjoy it. All the attention and all of the pleasure. The sick pride of being the man of the house or, well, ruins.
The Oolas begin to share you simultaneously, their mouths approaching your cock from opposite sides and their tongues meeting and playing around your shaft and sensitive tip.
“Ohhh, that’s good,” you gasp, fucking weakly into this torrid caress.
“Yes, give me seed, Lucas,” burbles Oola. “Sweet Lucas, please, yummy seed now!”
Despite the pleasure, your search for a climax continues for several minutes. It is finally the act of thrusting your tongue into Oola’s bottom instead of her cunt that drives your pleasure to its peak. You imagine her as a human girl, your tongue plunging into her dainty back passage, the surprise she might feel. Oola burbles softly, her mouths caressing and sucking you as you reach your peak.
“Ahhhhhh!”
“Yes, give me the yummy yummy!” She giggles, sucking you hungrily with one mouth clamped over your cock and the other slurping at your balls. You tense and thrust into her throat and feel the almost painful contraction of your orgasm. Somehow, the less cum you have in your body, the more intense these pleasure become. It is almost excruciating and you cry out faintly, stuffing your tongue deep into her sweet ass to keep from losing your mind.
You catch sight of a faint milky eruption in Oola’s translucent head. It isn’t much, not much at all, but Oola burbles happily as she is able to drain a bit more of your fading essence. At the very peak of your pleasure, lost in the throes of this sick ecstasy, you feel a twinge in your chest.
Darkness follows suddenly. Warm and sweet.
And you hear a voice calling out to you…
“Lucas…”
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Ask Ella to pleasure you with her breasts

Staring at Ella’s creamy cleavage, piled to overflowing from her tight corset, you know that only those luscious breasts could give you the pleasure you desire. The thought of sliding your cock between them is so lewd and so intense that you can hardly believe it is real. Yet she sees your gaze and leans her shoulders a little lower, her wide areolas squeezing at the edges of the corset.
“You want them, don’t you?” She asks, fluttering her dark lashes at you and shaking her tits back and forth. “You’re picturing them wrapped around your cock?”
“Y-yeah,” you admit, your face beet red as you glance around to be sure no one is watching.
“Mmmmm,” she purrs, pressing her body against you and overwhelming you with her perfumed scent. “I can give you a soft valley for your throbbing steel, Lucas. Come with me. Let’s find a quiet spot.”
She takes your hand and leads you away from the bar. You feel like everyone in the Bawdy Maiden is watching you and that they all know what you are going to do with Ella. She leads you to the back of the brothel’s ground floor, where several curtained lounges are occupied with whores and their customers. You can hear grunts and groans of pleasure coming from behind the curtains. As Ella is walking you towards and open lounge, you glimpse a voluptuous dark-skinned woman, completely naked, sitting next to a small, pale young man. Her hand is in his lap and she is stroking his enormous, red-capped cock.
“See something you like?” Ella giggles. “There is a back room here for people who like to watch. It costs extra though, so unless you want to pay…”
“Sorry, no,” you say, following her to the vacant lounge.
“This way,” says Ella, pulling you towards an empty lounge. It is a tiny space walled on three sides, with a lantern and a cushioned sofa made to look fancy, but with cheap upholstery and poorly-concealed stains. Ella pulls you inside and closes off the curtain. She directs you to the sofa and says, “Make yourself comfortable, Lucas. I’ll give you what you desire.”
You sit down on the musty sofa and begin to unbuckle your trousers. As you do, Ella begins to move to the music being performed in the brothel’s bar. Her shapely body sways from side to side as her fingers work the clasps of her corset. You manage to get your belt unbuckled, but you fumble with your buttons as you watch Ella opening the corset. She exposes her enormous breasts. They have wide areolas and thick nipples that jut enticingly from her heaving mounds. She gathers her prominent titflesh in her hands, lifting and squeezing her breasts as she looks at you with her smoky eyes.
Your cock twitches in your trousers, serving as a reminder to continue unbuttoning. You work the buttons as Ella moves sensually, a smile on her face as she squeezes her breasts and plucks at her fat nipples. You finally manage to free your cock and are shocked to feel the wetness coating its tip. Ella has aroused you to the point of exploding with her erotic dance.
Ella notices your state as well, laughing, “Oh, Lucas! Look at you!”
She goes from dancing to kneeling before you with a single graceful drop. You can hardly take your gaze away from her plump breasts. She pushes your knees apart, arches her back, and swings the soft weight of her tits against your cock. Her heavy breasts collide with your upright hardness, bending it back as she leans even lower. She looks up at you, blocking the view of your cock and her breasts for a moment as her soft tits engulf your cock.
“Oohhhhhh gods,” you gasp as the incredible softness and warmth of those massive tits swallow up your cock. Only the purple tip of your cockhead is still visible protruding from her creamy mounds as she squeezes them tightly around your shaft.
“The gods made me, I expect,” she laughs. “But I think I deserve a bit of the credit.”
“Ohhh y-yeah, right,” you say, grinning stupidly at her as she squeezes her soft breasts from the sides and begins to wank your cock between them. You watch in awe as Ella moves against your lap, rocking her tits up and down your purple cock, making it disappear completely as she slides up and reappear like a medallion from her cleavage as she slides down again.
Her lips part enticingly and on a whim you hunch over and kiss Ella on her mouth. She is surprised, stiffening for a moment, but does not pull away. In fact, she recovers so quickly that her tongue thrusts into your mouth. You moan together and her lips bounce against yours as she continues to move her breasts up and down your cock.
“You want to cum?” She gasps, looking into your eyes from only a finger’s distance. “Give me your seed, Lucas. Paint my bosom with your manly milk.”
“Ohhhhh, Ella,” you groan, your cock surging with pleasure. Her tits softly pat against your thighs on the downward stroke and squeeze around your cockhead on the upward. You thrust against the soft underside of her breasts, making them bounce with each stroke between them. It becomes impossible to kiss her as you lean back and watch your cock thrusting through her tits.
“Do it,” she pants, her smoky eyes pleading. “Cum for me, Lucas.”
“Ahhhhhh! Yessss!” You cry aloud, slamming your cock into her squeezed tits, into that warm channel between her soft cushions. Your pleasure surges through you, gripping you in fluttering ecstasy until you feel your cock throb between Ella’s tits.
“Yes!” She agrees, a smile on her full lips as your cum spurts from between her mounds and splashes over and between her flushed breasts. She milks your gushing hardness with her breasts, squeezing and wanking you expertly to work out ever twitch and splash of cum. When she finally frees your spent cock from her cleavage, you see the mess you have made. Her inner valley is rubbed red and your cream decorates your cock and her mounds.
“That was… wonderful,” you pant, admiring her plentiful titflesh marked with your cum.
“Let’s clean up a bit,” she says, picking up a wet washcloth and mopping cum from her breasts and your cock. You gasp at the contact with your overly sensitive cock. “I’m glad I could take care of you tonight, Lucas. Come back any time and I will be happy to relax you again.”
She gives you a kiss on the cheek and slowly rises to her feet. She dresses with practiced efficiency; you’re still fumbling to get your trousers buckled by the time her hair is fixed and she is ready to depart. She checks to be sure you are decent before sliding open the curtain covering the entrance to the lounge.
“See you around, sweetie,” she says with a wink.
“Th-thank you,” you call, but she is already moving off into the bar and searching for her next customer.
You decide not to stick around and finish your drink. You head out of the brothel and return to your mules and your cart. Night has fallen over St. Ingbert, though it is still early and the streets are still fairly crowded. You guide the cart down the cobbled street and to the wide, dirty trade road leading out of town. It is a long journey back to your farm.
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Stop! You didn’t mean to hurt her!

Shock and guilt hit you with the force of a slap across the face. Looking down into Theora’s angry blue eyes, at the tears glistening on her cheeks, you finally comprehend the foolish mistake you have made. You jerk your cock out of her mouth and she gasps and swallows back a gag.
“Oh, Theora,” you say. “Forgive me! I did not mean to hurt you!”
“Thank you,” she croaks, rising to your feet as you take a step away. “I accept your apology. And in return…”
She grabs your tunic and slams you to the ground with enough force to knock the breath from your lungs. You flop onto your back, helpless, with your cock sticking straight up from your groin. It still glistens shamefully with Theora’s saliva. Her blue eyes glow fiercely in the night with her holy fury.
“A monster girl should receive NO mercy,” she declares. “You were weak, you took pity, and now I have YOU at my mercy.”
You try to sit up and offer an explanation. She places one bare foot on your chest and pushes you back down into the grass.
“Lie back, little Lucas,” she purrs, seeming to loom over you like a giantess. She moves her foot away and crouches down beside you. Her hand roams over your thigh and she grasps your stiff cock at its root. “I will show you what I can do with my mouth. See how long you can last.”
Any thoughts you have of escaping Theora’s holy hands are abandoned as her mouth descends over your cock. Her blue eyes flare with magic as she gazes up at you and easily deepthroats your straining hardness. She bobs three times, her slick, velvet throat squeezing around your tip, and you nearly explode down her throat. Perhaps sensing this, Theora pulls off with a gasp, saliva trailing from her soft lips.
“Oh, I am only starting with you, Lucas,” she laughs cruelly and tightly squeezes your cock at its root with her hand. You moan in despair as her angelic mouth descends on your bollocks, her hot tongue roaming all over your sweaty sack. Her lips part and she sucks one of your cum-filled eggs into her mouth. Precum trickles from your throbbing cock like wax from a melting candle, but her hand is gripping you so tightly there isn’t a chance you will cum.
Her lips pop wetly, releasing your bullock from her suction. A moment later, she draws your other tender stone into her mouth. She teases you and torments you with her hot mouth on your balls for a seeming eternity. Your cock is purple and twitching with your heartbeat, but choked off at its root and unable to explode. You moan with the despair of being trapped on the brink of release.
She pops her lips off your bollocks again and lifts her head slightly, a lock of golden hair hanging in her flushed face.
“You desire to spill your seed,” she says. “Do not pretend otherwise. If that is what you wish, I will drink of your manly fount, but… only if you beg me.”
“Yes, please,” you say. “Please, let me cum, Theora.”
“Not good enough,” she says, covering your cockhead with her other hand and giving it a good squeeze. You moan almost girlishly as you feel your cum boiling to be released. Theora runs her tongue around the ridge of your glans and over your glistening slit. She presses a kisses to the very tip of your cock, stretching out a moonlit strand of your precum from her lips to your cockhead. “I want you to pledge your soul to me, Lucas.”
“W-what?” You moan, watching in agony as her tongue teases over your cockhead once more.
“You heard me, Lucas. Pledge that your soul belongs to me and I will allow you to cum in my mouth.” She flutters the tip of her tongue at your leaking slit. “You can refuse me, of course. And we can go back to your pitiful little farm without any more pleasure. What do you say?”
The words leave your lips almost instantly.
“I pledge my soul to you, Theora,” you cry out hoarsely. “It belongs to you. All of eternity and whatever else. Just, please, let me cum!”
“Very well,” she says with a haughty laugh. She closes her eyes as if in concentration and her mouth descends once more upon your cock. As it does, she releases her grip on your root. Her warm, wet mouth engulfs your straining hardness. Your tip collides with the velvet barrier of her throat and her muscles shift and open to your cock. You let out a breathless cry of pleasure as her throat engulfs your ultra-sensitive tip.
“Ahhhhhhhh!” You cry, grabbing her golden mane with both hands and thrusting your hips, burying every inch of your hardness in her mouth. Her throat constricts around your cock and it sends you plunging over the edge of ecstasy. Your cock seems to swell to bursting for a moment and then your whole body is jerking with the force of your orgasmic pumps. Your cock jerks in Theora’s throat and you erupt your plentiful seed straight down the lovely angel’s throat.
Her throat muscles ripple and massage your spurting cock. She looks up at you, the slightest tears in her eyes as she drinks your massive load straight into her belly. She does not relent until your cock has sputtered out every drop. Her lips slide back up your shaft and her mouth leaves your cock with a wet pop.
“Of course,” she says, gasping for air, “we angels do not collect souls. They either belong to the goddess or not. But it is good to know to what pitiful lengths you would go to spill your seed.”
She flashes you a cruel grin and rises from the ground. She covers her luscious body with dismaying haste, draping her perfect curves in the formless brown garment of her robe. You lie there on the ground, drained of your strength for a moment longer. She nudges you with her toes.
“Come along, Lucas,” she says. “Let us return to your home.”
“R-right,” you say, chastened as you pull on your clothes and follow Theora back to the mule cart.
Although you feel the fool for pledging your soul to her as if she were a succubus, you cannot shake the image of her gazing up at you with watery eyes as you spurted your seed into her velvet throat. For a moment, she took you to heaven, and it was worth the price of your soul. You glance at her beside you on the cart and she gives you a stern look.
As you emerge from the last stretch of wooded road, you see an intense ray of moonlight shining through the clouds onto your farm house. Theora squeezes your shoulder and points to the ray of light.
“Veleda,” she says. "Hurry, the goddess is calling upon you."
CONTINUE >




Parley

Oola the slime girl seems friendly. Perhaps too friendly, but she is able to talk. You reckon that as long as you keep your wits and some distance, you might be able to get the best of her. After all, she doesn’t seem very smart. Then again, looking at her lovely curves jiggling towards you, maybe you should just ask her to put an end to your struggle. Veleda is going to come and rescue you and you can use the opportunity to find out more about the slime girl’s capabilities.
You imagine Theora would not approve, but she isn’t here to scold you.
“Wait, Oola!” You say, holding up your sword defensively. “Let’s talk about this.”
“Talk about this? What do you want to talk about, Lucas?” She giggles and her gelatinous body quivers with the sound. “I need your seed. Awooooo it’s so yummy-yummy!”
She slithers closer and you have to hold up your glowing blade to ward her away.
“Stop it!” You warn.
“Oh, keep that mean sword away from me!” She pouts. “Come on, Lucas, I give you so much pleasure. The good-best pleasure! Awoooo!”
“W-what sort of pleasure?” You ask, your cock twitching and your gaze taking in her bouncing breasts and jiggling hips.
“Awwooo! I’ll make you squirt in my Jelly Bust!” She burbles, squeezing her huge breasts together between her biceps and leans forward, jiggling them enticingly. “Orr my Gooey Mouth technique could drain your seed! Mmmmm! I can suck it all out!”
She blows you several full-lipped kisses and then whirls around suddenly, showing you her massive bottom with its glistening violet cheeks. She tosses the tendrils of her gooey hair and looks back at you over her shoulder, her back arched and her huge ass on display. “You like that, Lucas? You want me to use big Juicy Juicy Butt?”
Each of her offers seems more enticing than the last. Your cock is painfully stiff in your trousers and all you want to do is sink your hard cock into her cool, shapely slime. The pleasure would surely be excruciatingly wonderful.
No! You must fight such urges! Keep your wits!
“Come on, Lucas!” She burbles, whirling back around, her huge breasts swinging and bouncing wildly. She slithers towards you, her feet never leaving the floor. Her sweet scent fills your nostrils and you feel almost dizzy.
Despite your weakness, you can see Oola’s weakness as well. She is mimicking the flirtatious motions of a human woman, exaggerated by her voluptuous slime, but she seems to be acting almost on instinct. There is blankness in her translucent eyes.
Oola, for lack of a better word, is dumb. If you can look past how badly you want to leap at her and jam your cock into her slimy body, perhaps you can use her lack of intelligence to trick her into a bargain. If you banish her with your sword, she will end up in the Crystal Sanctum. You could visit her there and let her have your seed. If you can convince her that she will have an endless supply of the cum she craves, maybe she will simply let you defeat her.
Could it really be that easy?
“Lucas, please,” she burbles, slinking a little closer. “I need your warm boy seed inside me!”




What do you do?
Try to trick her into a deal
Give in to her Jelly Bust
Ask for her Gooey Mouth
Offer yourself to her Juicy Juicy Butt




Relax with Hina’s help

Looking at the beautiful, blue-haired, blue-eyed golem, it is hard not to feel your cock stiffen and recall the ways she has already demonstrated her ability to give you pleasure. Now that you have had a taste, you crave more and you actually appreciate the efficient and cheery way she offers up her pleasure.
Your cock stirs and your face goes hot as you stare at her. She blinks her oversized eyes and smiles happily.
“What is it, master?”
"I was wondering if, well, if you could take care of me," you say to Hina.
“Of course, master, let's go to your suite,” says the guide Hina. “The model in your bedchamber is better equipped to service your needs.”
You hesitate, so taken by the delicate beauty of the automaton before you that you embrace her right there. Instead, you follow her up the stairs to your massive private apartment within the palace. The enormous four poster bed is hung with gauzy fabric and silks that ripple in the soft, warm breeze through the windows of your bedchamber. The pleasure Hina stirs, half-seen through the hanging fabric as she crawls to the edge of the bed. She pokes her head through these curtains and greets you with a mischievous smile and her gleaming pink eyes.
“Master? Do you desire pleasure?” She asks happily. “I would be happy to initiate level 2 pleasure for you today.”
“L-level 2?” You say, stumbling towards the bed and away from the guide Hina. She ducks out the door to your suite, leaving you with the pleasure Hina.
“Mmmm, yes, master,” purrs the pleasure Hina. “Oral stimulation. I would very much enjoy extracting your seed with my mouth.”
“Oh, gods,” you murmur as she beckons you closer with a curled finger.
She reaches her hand through the drapes and unbuckles your belt. Her faintly glowing pink eyes are lidded with desire as she opens your trousers and slides them down your hips. Her hands are soft and slightly cool as one cradles your bollocks and the other wraps around your cock. You let out a groan of pleasure as Hina’s mouth descends upon your cock.
The warmth of her mouth is a surprise. The tightness and the suction are a little more expected, but no less leg-trembling as she begins to bob her head on your cock. She takes your hardness deep into her mouth without hesitation, sliding her wet mouth down to your root and gulping your cock into her warm, clutching throat. Her inner workings massage your shaft and your sensitive tip before she slides back up, releasing you from her throat to be stroked by her swirling tongue.
“Ohhhhh, Hina,” you moan. “This is… I can’t…”
“Mmmmmmmmm,” she replies, popping her lips free of your cockhead. Your tip is swollen almost purple and glistens with her mysterious saliva. “You may cum as many times as you like into my mouth, master. I will swallow it all.”
Before you can offer a reply, her luscious lips descend once more and she exerts deep suction on your cock, pulling you into her throat with ease with each bob of her head. You rest your hands on Hina’s bare shoulders, admiring the jiggling of her pure white breasts beneath her and her arched back widening into her shapely hips and the lovely heart-shaped mounds of her bottom. Lost in this sight and the erotic pleasure of her relentless sucking, your climax reaches you with a sudden surge.
“Ahhhh!” You cry, thrusting forward, your bollocks slapping gently against her chin. Sheathed deep in her throat, your cock thrums with pleasure and, after an excruciating moment perched upon the edge of ecstasy, you erupt down her throat.
“Hmmmhhmmm,” Hina hums around you, the vibrations stimulating your twitching cock as you pump her automaton gullet full of your seed. Spent, you try to stagger back, yet Hina does not relent. As you fall to the floor beside the bed, she slinks of the bed, her lips never relinquishing their sucking grip on your cock. Stimulated past the point of your climax, you wail in delicious torment, your cock remaining stiff in her warm wet grip.
“Hina, please,” you moan and writhe beneath her.
She does not relent. She looks up at you with a delighted glow in the glassy pink perfection of her eyes and she sucks you even more enthusiastically than before. Your toes curl in your boots and you are helpless to fend her off as she pulls you to the agonizing pleasure of a second orgasm. So quickly after the first, it has a strange, exhilarating feel to it. You are no longer in control and Hina demand your spurting seed. You can only oblige her as you pump her sucking throat full of another load of your cum.
“Please… Hina… enough,” you gasp.
She pops her mouth from your wet, twitching, and very red cock.
“But master,” she protests. “There is more seed to be extracted from you. Please. I want every drop.”
“Hina… I can’t… ohhhhhhh… stop that… ohhhhhh…”
Somehow you end up on the bed, completely at the mercy of the insatiable automaton. With her hands braced firmly on your thighs, she practically holds you down as she bobs greedily on your aching cock. Once again, she does not allow your manhood to lose its steel and her steady, steamy stimulation ensures you are soon rising towards another painful peak of pleasure. This time, you do not immediately explode into her sucking throat. As her efforts grow more prolonged, she slips her mouth off your throbbing cock and asks, “Shall I suck on your bollocks, master?”
“That would… um… oh, gods, alright,” you laugh.
She nuzzles between your thighs, pressing her face against your spit-wet sack and suckling at your tight stones. As she licks and sucks and bathes your bollocks in the warmth of her mouth, her hand pumps smoothly up and down your wet shaft.
Her talented, shameless ball-pleasuring coupled with her diligent wanking nearly has you at your limit. She rolls her tongue around your cum-laden stones and pops her lips wetly against your sack. She is noisy in her devotion to your pleasure, slurping wetly and moaning. Her hand squeezes you expertly and pumps up and down your surging cock.
“Oh, Hina,” you pant. “You are going to make me cum again.”
“Oh, master, I need it,” she moans, lifting her face from between your thighs. “Give me your seed!”
She engulfs your cock in her mouth once more and the hot, tight, sucking warmth of her throat pulls you into her depths. You jerk your hips once, twice, and you feel the delicious throbbing of your orgasm as you grab her head with both hands and thrust to the hilt in Hina’s throat.
The beautiful automaton hums with pleasure around your cock as you erupt into her throat. If she minds having her throat roughly fucked, she certainly does not communicate it. You pump in and out, feeling her velvet throat ripple around you and gulp down your cum with each jerking spasm of pleasure.
“No more,” you croak and collapse onto the bed.
Hina relinquishes her grip on your cock and moves beside you. She presses her soft breasts against your arm and caresses your shrinking cock.
“If you need a rest,” she purrs, playing her delicate fingers against your chest, “I could prepare you some food and drink before I give you more pleasure.”
“No, no,” you laugh weakly, sitting up in the bed. “It it is time for me to, um, depart. You have proven quite skilled with your, um, level 2 pleasure.”
“Thank you, master,” she giggles and lean in to give you a kiss on the lips. It is salty surprise and her tongue is so aggressive that you have to pull back and actually push her away. She looks at you with disappointment as you scramble out of the bed and begin to pull up your trousers. She does not make it easy, kissing at your arms and exposed abdomen even as she tries to pull your cock out of your trousers.
She very nearly succeeds, but you manage to stagger out of the room, holding your trousers up with one hand as you come face-to-face with… Hina.
“Hello, master,” she says cheerily as the door to your suite closes behind you. “Did you enjoy using my mouth for your pleasure?”
“Ummmmm, yes,” you say, going beet red and struggling to get your trousers buttoned. ”Yes, it was, thanks, um, nice.”
“Very good, master,” she says. “There are several guests still waiting to see you. Where would you like to go?”
She waits patiently, her head cocked to one side, and her hands folded over her apron-like costume.




Where would you like to go now?
Pay a visit to Morelle the lesser succubus
Visit Oola the slime girl
Receive more training from Theora the angel
Get back to the real world




Clean up the house

You look at the pink gemstone in the hilt of your sword, picturing that beautiful Crystal Sanctum and the pleasure you might enjoy if only you hold the sword aloft and shout the power words.
“Sanctum Serenity,” you mutter, leaning the sword against the wall of your house. You fetch two buckets from your barn and take them to your well pump. You begin to laborious process of scrubbing out your house, mopping the floor, washing your bedding, repairing the furniture, and mending your ruined garments.
Worst of all is the fact that they have torn apart your sister’s clothes, stealing some of her old underwear. They’ve even taken some of your mother’s clothing. You find graffiti that seems to be an image of your sister performing fellatio on one of the brothers carved deeply into the wall of Genevieve’s bedroom. It takes you more than an hour to grind this out of the board with one of your father’s woodworking tools.
Even though the disgusting image is gone, a lighter mark on the wall serves as a reminder of how you have twice now failed Genevieve. She will be home in a matter of days for the brief break that comes before her next semester at the magic academy and you will have nothing to show her.
Your gaze wanders to the sword leaning against the wall.
“Well, almost nothing,” you mutter. Your sister might find a trip to the Crystal Sanctum fascinating, at least until she runs into Morelle or Oola begging for your seed. You snort with laughter and shake your head. “What has become of you, Lucas?”
“You have become the Champion of Veleda.”
“Theora,” you say, rising to your feet and turning to face the smug angel. “Shouldn’t you be relaxing in the Crystal Sanctum? Or having a cup of wine with a cleric?”
“I was wondering when you were going to break down and join us in the palace,” she says, walking past you. “I suppose it hurt your pride, what those bandits did to your house?”
You smile with exasperation and meet Theora’s stern gaze.
“No, it isn’t about my pride. They stole my mules and pissed on my bed, which made me angry, but that’s not what it’s about either.”
“What is it about?” She asks, raising an eyebrow, her arms folded imperiously across her chest.
“Genevieve,” you say. You kick over the chair you just repaired. “My sister. You know this. They’ve robbed me of the money I need to pay for her tuition and board at the Academy of Wizards and Alchemists in Elzeheim.”
“So do something about it,” she says.
“What? Go hack them up with the Sword of Veleda?”
She unfolds her arm and takes hold of your sweat stained shirt. She steps closer and seems to tower over you.
“The holy sword will never be defiled with petty vengeance,” she growls. “I would rip it out of your hands before you could swing it at these ruffians.”
You gaze up at her defiantly.
“Then what are you proposing I do?”
She smirks at you, rests a hand on your shoulder, and says, “Why don’t we show them the power of Veleda?”
It is dark when you and Theora approach from the air. Her glorious white wings seem almost to glow in the moonlight. She carries you in her arms like a child and you try not to look down at the countryside as it passes beneath.
The Gedry farm is no longer much of a farm. The barn is rotten from the rain and has fallen into disrepair, the fields are overgrown with tamar bushes turning orange and red as autumn cold approaches, and the farmhouse, wrapped in creeper vines, looks like a giant mossy stone more than any human habitation. Yet, you see the windows glowing with candlelight and you can smell the smoke of the hearth.
“There it is,” you growl. “And there are my mules.”
You point to the corral where Old Joe and Betsy are penned up with the Gedry brothers’ rangy horses. The cart is propped nearby, laden with several trinkets and a ship’s chest they liberated from your house.
Theora sets you down easily on your feet. She lands softly beside you.
“Knock on their door, Lucas,” she says. You give her a doubting look and she adds, “Trust me.”
You shuffle towards their door with your heart pounding in your chest. Theora has not permitted you to bring the Sword of Veleda and you had nothing like a weapon left in your house. You approach the crooked door of the Gedry farm with your hands balled into tight fists. Light leaks out under the door and through some of the rotting planks of the walls. You hear laughing and the sound of breaking pottery.
Your first knock is soft and they do not even react. You knock again, louder, and this time they grow quiet and begin muttering. Your third knock finally booms against the door and they fling it open. You are greeted by Johan Gedry, his eyes wild with anger and his scruffy whiskers dripping with foam from a pot of your cider.
“What? What in the hells… oh…” He grins at you, his broken teeth showing as he grows excited. “Boys! Boys, look at this! It’s our gracious benefactor! Come to see that we’re having a good time with his cider and his coin!”
Johan’s two pudgy brothers crowd in next to him and they leer at you from the doorway.
“Won’t you come in, Lucas?” Johan snorts with laughter. “I’m afraid the whores have gone home for the night, but you can come wank off my brothers if you’d like.”
They all have a good laugh at that. You remain motionless, your fists at your side. When they finally quiet down, Johan sneers, “What is it you come all the way out here late at night to bother us with?”
“I’m taking my mules back,” you say. “And my cart. And you’ll hand over the coin you took from my house.”
“Hand over the coin?” Johan cackles and smacks his brothers on their shoulders. “Can you believe this one? Thinks he’s a bandit! A real cutpurse! Goin’ to steal from us our rightfully pilfered treasures! Fook off, LeBlanc, before we break your head open.”
“S-step outside,” you say, cursing your fear. “Step outside and try it.”
They lurch towards you, laughing, and you stagger back from the door, giving them room to exit and staying out of their reach.
“Last warning,” shouts Johan and he brandishes a hobnailed truncheon looped around his wrist. “Get out of here! Run! Or I’ll be buryin’ you before sun-up.”
Light blooms in the sky above and behind you and grows brighter and brighter as it settles to earth. The Gedry brothers stare in slack-jawed astonishment as Theora, in full angelic resplendence, illuminates the field and the faces of the brothers with her holy light. She lands beside you, her wings spread and that familiar superior smile on her face.
“It’s an angel,” blubbers one of the pudgy Gedry brothers.
“S-s-s-servant of the gods,” jabbers the other pudgy brother.
The awe fades from Johan’s face. He alone among the brothers seems willing to confront Theora. He marches out of the house and approaches her, his eyes taking in her shapely figure in her gauzy white gown. He looks almost as if he is going to grab her and try to fondle her breasts.
“You may be some sort of angel woman,” sneers Johan, “but I ain’t afraid of you. Still just a woman. And you’re on my property, which means—“
She thrusts out her hands and transfixes Johan in a beam of white light. He lifts off the ground and floats there, his body contorted as if in the middle of a muscle spasm. He gurgles with apparent agony.
“You will go inside your hovel,” she says. “And bring all of the money you have taken from Lucas LeBlanc.”
“W-what do you care… hnnnnn… about him?” Johan struggles to choke out every word.
“He is the chosen champion of Veleda!” Theora’s voice booms as loud as thunder. Johan Gedry lifts higher off the ground, is arms and legs bowed backwards and a look of agony on his face. “He serves the goddess to save the world and you steal his money?”
“For-give… us… please!” Johan Gedry chokes out.
She holds him a moment longer in the bright light. It shuts off like a snuffed candle and Johan drops to the ground with a thump. He pushes himself up weakly on his hands, looking from Theora to you with an expression of awe.
“I… I am sorry, Lucas,” he murmurs. “We all serve the goddess even… even scum like me an’ my brothers. Can you forgive us?”
You hold out your hand to Johan. He looks at it for a moment and then takes it and smiles. You pull him to his feet.
“Yes,” you say, grinning at him. “Now get my money.”
“Right,” he laughs, scratching his head and casting a wary glance at Theora. “Come inside. I have most of your money. Most of it left from the first time we robbed you. It’s… we spent some on booze and whores. Some more on food. I… I can… we can get it back with…”
“The money you have is enough,” you say.
“The three of you will be ready,” interjects Theora, folding her wings to follow you into Johan’s hovel. “Veleda watches your misdeeds. You will devote yourself to training and prepare to serve the hero and the goddess.”
“Huh?” One of the pudgy brothers wonders.
“What you talkin’ about, angel lady?” The other pudgy brother rubs at his chin.
“You will devote yourself to martial training,” her voice grows a bit louder. “You will prepare to fight the enemies of mankind.”
“What does—“
Johan Gedry holds up a hand to silence his less intelligent brothers.
“We will do as you command,” says Johan. “I think what my brothers are saying is how will we get by while we are training? What are the enemies of mankind?”
“Monster girls,” you offer.
“Monster… girls? I think I’ve heard of them.” Johan folds his arms across his chest. “But what about the other question.”
“You will not rob or threaten,” thunders Theora. “You will find a peaceable way to get by or you will suffer the consequences.”
“Alright, alright,” says Johan. “I get it. You is demanding an end to our activities in the area of banditry. Fair enough, angel lady and Lucas. We’ll give your way a try. Now come on in and have a drink. We have some delicious cider. Locally pressed.”
It feels strange to raise a cup in toast with the Gedry brothers. It had taken some convincing from Theora to get you to agree to her plan to conscript them to your cause. You are still unsure if Johan Gedry can be trusted. He cuts his eyes in your direction as if reading your thoughts. He smiles, but his eyes are wary. You force a smile and salute him with your cup of cider.
You try to remind yourself that for the many adventures yet to come, the many monstrous enemies you will face, it is better to have friends than enemies.
So long as those friends don’t have a knife behind their back.
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Ask Ella to pleasure you with her hand

You are put off by the idea of sharing the beautiful older whore with someone else and you would like to spend as few of your remaining zeks as possible. You look down at her delicate hands. She catches your gaze and a smile spreads across her face.
“You’d like a wank, huh?” She grasps your hand with hers. “It would be my pleasure, Lucas. Would you like my hand or a glove or something else?”
“Your, um, your hand would be fine,” you say, your face hot with embarrassment.
“Good, we can just nip into a lounge. I’ll take good care of you.” She winks and gives your hand a squeeze.
Ella leads you by your hand away from the bar and towards one of the lounges at the back of the brothel’s ground floor. Most of these are closed off by curtains, but as you draw near you can hear moans and sighs of pleasure from inside. Through the edge of one curtain you catch a glimpse of a slender, girlish whore with curly blonde hair bobbing her head on the lap of an old man. He seizes a handful of her hair and grunts with pleasure.
“This way,” says Ella, pulling you towards an empty lounge. It is a tiny space walled on three sides, with a lantern and a cushioned sofa made to look fancy, but with cheap upholstery and poorly-concealed stains. Ella pulls you inside and closes off the curtain. She directs you to the sofa and says, “We can sit together for a while and you can tell me of your desires.”
You sit down and she sits very close beside you, her soft breasts barely contained by her corset as she presses them against your arm. She toys with your shaggy mop of hair with one hand and slides her other hand into your lap, stroking around your cock, but not quite touching it. Not yet anyway.
She leans her face very close to yours and in the low light of the lounge she is especially beautiful. Her lips part and she whispers softly, “Do you have a mother, Lucas?”
“What?” It takes you a moment to comprehend what she is asking. “Um, yes, I do. I mean, I did. She disappeared after my father died.”
“Awww,” she coos, petting your head. “Poor boy, all alone in the world. Did your mother tuck you into bed when you were younger? Did she take good care of you?”
“Y-yeah?” You stammer as Ella’s hand begins to wander over the bulge of your cock in your trousers.
She presses her lips to your ear and whispers, “Well, a grow man still needs a woman to take care of him. I am going to take good care of you now. I’ll make you feel nice and relaxed. Would you like that?”
It is difficult to think with Ella so close to you, pressing against you with her big, soft breasts and her hand squeezing your cock through your trousers. You finally manage to answer, “Um, that sounds, uh, I mean…”
Then Ella’s hand is unbuckling your trousers and taking hold of your stiff cock and you can’t think of much of anything at all. You let out a long groan and look down at your lap as Ella’s soft grasp begins to expertly massage your straining cock. Her hot breath caresses your neck. She kisses you just beneath your ear as her hand pumps up and down your hardness. Her thumb presses just beneath your cockhead, massaging a spot that tightens your body with pleasure.
“Ohhhh gods,” you moan after only a few more strokes up and down your stiff cock. Your tip is turning from crimson to purple and beginning to leak precum.
“You can cum whenever you’d like,” giggles Ella, kissing your neck again. She swings a stockinged leg over your knees and presses her creamy thigh against you just beneath your cock. She continues to wank your hardness with one hand, your purpling cock contrasting darkly with the pale flesh of her leg.
“I’ve never felt anything like it,” you moan and it is the truth. Ella has some mastery of her hand and your cock that is quickly working you to the edge of your climax. You tense against her, watching her tits jiggling with each pump of her fist.
“Cum for me,” she purrs with her lips against your ear.
You both watch as your cock darkens to a deep purple in her grasp, your entire length glistening with the precum she has spread with her fingertips. You squirm against her on the sofa, her leg hold you down as you fuck your cock into her soft grip.
“Ahhhhh!” You cry as the intensity of your pleasure builds. Her hand beats up and down your rigid length. Her fast slapping softly against you as it strokes down to your root and back up against to your mushroom cap. You feel almost as if you are falling and you cannot stop. It reminds you of the first time the succubus made you cum. You twist against her, unable to escape, feeling the pleasure rise and rise until it is an almost painful ecstasy.
“That’s it,” purrs Ella. “Spill your seed upon my thigh.”
She aims your cock slightly forward and in that moment your cum explodes from your tip with powerful spasms that launch a milky rope almost straight up. It splashes against Ella’s creamy thigh, droplets decorating her stocking as she squeezes you in her hand and deftly milks your spurting member.
“Oh, my, look at all that,” she laughs with amusement as spurt after spurt bursts from your cock and coats her thigh and her hand. “You were very pent up, Lucas. You need to come and see me more often to work out all your excess seed.”
“Ohhhh,” is the only response you can manage. The tension is gone. You slump back onto the sofa as your cock gives a final twitch and begins to wilt in Ella’s grasp. She plucks a wet washcloth from somewhere on the floor and cleans off her thigh and your messy prick. You hear a clink of coins and lift your head to see her taking the correct number from your coin purse. You weakly croak, “Take another.”
“Thank you,” she says and gives you a kiss on the cheek. For a moment her warm, ample body is pressed to yours. And then she is on her feet and moving to the curtain. She casts you a glance over her shoulder and says, “Might want to tuck him away.”
You look down at your cock and hurry to stuff it into your trousers as Ella opens the curtain and returns to the brothel. No one is paying attention as you button up and get to your feet. You go to the bar and finish your drink, feeling much lighter and happier. You look for Ella to say a proper farewell, but the veteran whore is already climbing the stairs with another customer. You only glimpse him for a moment as they disappear into her private room, but he looks familiar.
Whoever it was, you hope they didn’t see you in the brothel. You drain the last of your drink and head outside. Darkness has fallen over St. Ingbert, although the shops are still open and there are quite a few people still at the market. You gather up your mules and climb into your cart. You set off for home. Soon, the cobbled road gives way to the wider dirt trade road into the countryside.
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Special Ability

Facing off against the disturbingly inhuman beauty of Oola, you know you must call upon your training and the power of Veleda and use one of your special abilities. Theora has trained you in two special abilities. Dervish Strike unleashes a spinning flurry of strikes against your enemy and Startle Eye creates a flash of light that can disorient and even blind foes.
Oola reads your hesitation as weakness and begins to press closer. You backpedal down the hall, considering your options.
“Awoooo!” The slime girl burbles excitedly. “I will make your warm boy body feel good in my cool slime! Don’t run away!”
Although Oola has formed eyes in her slime face that resemble human eyes, they are made of the same slime as the rest of her. Would a flash of light really blind a creature that does not have any normal eyes?
Your sword seems to harm her, but would wielding it with a Dervish Strike make you more vulnerable to her slime attacks?
You realize you had better decide quickly as Oola advances and backs you towards the bend in the tunnel.




Which special ability do you use?
Dervish Strike
Startle Eye




Give in to her Jelly Bust

The thought of tricking Oola flees your mind as you stare at the glistening, violet mounds of her breasts. She seems to sense your interest and she begins to fondle them, lifting and squeezing them, revealing their softness as she plucks at her fat nipples.
“Y-your Jelly Bust, um, would be…”
“You want to give your seed to my big boobs?” She burbles with delight. “Awooo! I’m happy to suck out every drop with my tits, just for you, Lucas!”
Before you have a chance to answer, Oola lunges at you and seems to drop to her knees. Her soft, slippery hands curl into your trousers and she drags them down your legs below your knees. Your hard cock springs free and Oola burbles with delight.
“So nice,” she says, wrapping a cool, slimy hand around your cock. “So warm! Awoo!”
“Ohhhh… gods,” you moan, unable to keep a grin off your face as Oola strokes your cock with one soft hand and your stones with her other. “Veleda, forgive me.”
“Awooo! My hands are nice, now let me drain you with my Jelly Bust!” She sprouts a completely new pair of arms to squeeze her breasts tightly. In a moment, she leans forward, arching her back to thrust out her jiggling breasts. Your cock is completely engulfed in the cool squeeze of her cleavage. You can see your hardness within the translucent prison of her gelatinous breasts. The sensation is incredible, pressing in on you from every side and seeming to ripple and squeeze. It is cool and quite slippery.
Oola begins to stroke you with her breasts, pumping them up and down your rigid manhood, rippling excitedly around your cock, and seeming to suck at your swallowed cockhead. She looks up at you, a smile on her translucent face as she burbles, “Lucas, your warm human boy cock feels so wonderful. Fuck my boobies with your cock, okay? I neeeeeed your seed!”
The sensation of her gelatinous cleavage cradling and massaging your straining cock is incredible and you need little encouragement to rest your hands on her translucent shoulders and begin fucking her magnificent mounds. Your cock slips and slides between those orbs that seem to swell and engorge with even more of her slimy body. Her nipples are enormous and dripping with sweet-smelling slime and her entire body undulates and ripples to move her breasts around your cock.
You begin working your hips, gasping with hopeless abandon as you pump your cock into the soft, slurping space between her mounds. Or is it between them? As you look, you realize her huge breasts have closed completely around your cock and your hardness is pushing in and out of her gelatinous body. Your twitching cock is visible inside her translucent body, buried in her gelatinous chest.
“Oh, gods,” you mutter, shocked by the sight, but unable to resist the pleasure as her inner slime swirls around your sensitive cockhead.
“Awoooo! Can feel your seed, drip-drip-drip, Lucas!” Oola burbles excitedly. “Squirt it out into my boobies, sweet warm boy. Give me all the hot seed!”
She jiggles and shudders and squeezes against you. It seems almost as if she is trying to swallow you up in her gelatinous body. Yet, you no longer care. As the pleasure rises to an exhilarating peak, all you can do is fuck mindlessly into the sweet, slimy prison of her breasts. Your hips spank against the soft jelly of her bust and your cock drives deep into her violet gelatin. The rush of your orgasm gives way with a wordlessly cry of pleasure into the first burst of your seed.
“Awwwwoooooo!” Oola sings and jiggles contentedly. “Feed me cum, Lucas!!”
You arch hard, thrusting to the hilt into her jiggling chest and watching in fascination as your spurts of cum become milky clouds that swirl inside Oola’s translucent body. You thrust again and again, nearly in tears at the pleasure, pouring your clouds of cum into her perfect pectin.
“So yummy-yummy!” The slime burbles as you slump backwards and your cock leaves her chest with a lewd slurp. You begin to topple over, completely enervated by the pleasure of being drained by the slime girl. She catches you in her soft slime, cradling you as she lowers you to the floor. She forms above you, literally radiant with her fresh power. Your sword and quest are forgotten as Oola mounts you and swallows not only your cock but your hips and thighs and lower abdomen in the cool, molten pleasure of her slime.
“Give me time,” you moan, knowing you are defeated but too exhausted to go again so soon.
“Lots of time,” she burbles. “All the time you need, Lucas. I will take good care.”
She leans over you, splattering her huge breasts into your face. She cradles your head with one hand and squeezes her mounds against you. Her sweet scent is tinged with a hint of your musk. Her breasts squirm and one of her fat nipples presses against your lips. You open your mouth to moan and the nipple pushes inside. Suddenly, your mouth is completely filled with a gush of cool, sweet nectar.
“Drink juice, Lucas, you feel so much better,” she says, stroking your head in her slimy hands and feeding you her strange juice from her fat teat. One swallow of the delicious nectar is enough to latch your lips to her breast. You suckle her like a babe and as you nurse her cunt massages and sucks at your cock. It draws your manhood back to full hardness in no time at all and Oola burbles with happiness and begins to ride atop your cock.
There is no escape, you realize, sucking wantonly at her refreshing slime juice. Oola has made you her slave and you are here for nothing but her pleasure and her… food? Is that what you are to her?
Instead of answers, you lose your thoughts in the heat of another orgasm. You thrust upwards, pushing against her silky soft thighs and driving your cock deep. Through her translucent bosom, you can see the hints of her shape and your throbbing cock within her glowing slime, twitching and spurting out shot after shot of your seed deep into the happy slime girl.
“Soooo much,” she burbles with delight. “More! More! Give it all to me, Lucas!”
Her ride atop your cock never slows as she bounces and jiggles and works to drain you of even more of your seed. You are helpless to resist her. You have been beaten by the slime girl.
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Go back to the bar

You refuse to sit down and watch Johan Gedry fucking the woman who turned you into a man. You grab your clothes and start to pull on your trousers.
“Afraid of my cock, huh?” Johan laughs and slides his length out of Ella’s glistening cunt. He turns and wags his hardness in your direction. “Maybe next time I see you on the road I’ll give you a sound buggering. Save money on whores!”
“If you try it, I’ll cut that off,” you say as you stuff your feet into your unlaced boots.
Johan’s expression hardens. You tense, afraid that he might decide to fight you and unsure how you will brawl with a man with his cock out. A smile creeps back onto Johan’s face and he shrugs dismissively.
“See you around, farm boy,” he chuckles. “Be sure to carry plenty of coins.”
Ella flashes you a sympathetic look. You turn away and pull on your shirt. A moment later the bed begins loudly creaking and the beautiful, dark-haired whore resume moaning with pleasure. You can actually hear the sound of Johan’s cock sliding in and out of her wet pussy. His body thrusts against hers with soft slaps of flesh on flesh.
Your face burns with humiliation and you hurry out of the room still buttoning up your tunic. It is a relief to be out of the sex-thick atmosphere of the private room and return to the noise of the carousing in the tavern. You consider simply leaving, but after running into Johan Gedry you decide that you need something to rinse out the taste. You sigh and drop heavily onto a stool at the bar. The barkeeper sees your dismal expression and pours you a tall cup of Talavian brandy.
The liqueur burns down your throat and warms your belly. It’s far stronger than the cider you made from the winter apples and by the second cup it has begun to melt away your anger and dismay. You polish off the second and motion the bartender for a third.
“You sure, kid?” He growls, looking you over. “You’re mighty scrawny to be downing three of these.”
“Scrawny?” You smack your hands on the bar and knocking over someone’s ale. “I’m the Hero of a Thousand Lives! I’m the chosen champion of Veleda! Some day there will be a statue of me standing in the square!”
“Gonna be a tombstone for you tomorrow if you don’t watch it,” snarls one of the other patrons at the bar, mopping up his spilled drink.
The bartender shakes his head and pours you another brandy. You make a show of downing half of it in a single gulp.
“I could use a drink,” says a husky woman’s voice from behind you.
A feminine hand reaches around and gently takes the cup from your grasp. You turn in your stool to see Ella, looking a composed as when she first met you at the bar, a knowing smile on her face. She looks into your eyes as she finishes your brandy. You resist the urge to smile at the beautiful whore. After all, you are angry with her.
“I should be on the road,” you say, starting to rise from your stool.
Ella presses a hand to your chest and holds you on your seat. She leans closer, her lips glistening with the sweet brandy. “You could be on your way. Or… you could walk back up those stairs and do what you came here to do.”
Her lovely bust, corseted once more, is as enticing as the day you met Ella Deneva. Yet, your pride is still wounded and you cannot escape the image of Johan, gloating with his cock buried in her dark-thatched cunt. The brandy is hot in your blood as you declare, “I will not plow the same field as Johan Gedry.”
Ella’s sweet smile slips for an instant. You see a cold flash of anger in her eyes. She recovers and strokes your tunic with her hands, smiling once more and tempting you with her perfumed flesh.
“You seem to have a history with him,” she murmurs. “Come upstairs and I promise you will forget all about that man.”
She tilts her chin up a bit and adds, “I won’t wait long, Lucas.”
She turns with a rustle of her skirt and ascends the staircase. Her wide hips swing enticingly and as she nears the top you have a fine glimpse under her skirt at her generous, panty-cradled bottom.
“Go after her, ya fool,” growls the man who threatened you over his spilled drink. “Go or I’ll walk upstairs and fuck that one me-self.”
You glance and the bug-eyed older man and his ugly face snaps you out of your reverie. You hasten to mount the stairs and join Ella Deneva in her bedroom. You practically batter the door down as you lurch into the tiny bedroom.
“Ah! I thought I heard you thumping up the stairs after me!” She whirls and you catch her in your arms. Before you can let doubt or inexperience get in the way, you kiss her. Your lips press against her soft, pillowy lips. You pull her body against yours, her breasts nearly surging from the top of her corset as you hold her tight. You thrust your tongue into her mouth, tasting the sweetness of the brandy lingering there.
“Mmmmhmmmm,” she laughs against your kiss, her tongue beginning to thrust against yours. You feel her hand against your trousers and your stiff cock twitches beneath her touch. She breaks the kiss and purrs, “I prefer a nice little farm boy over some rough brigand.”
She gives your cock a rough squeeze through your trousers and you moan against her lips. You can’t help but remember how long Johan Gedry’s cock was and how it gave Eva such pleasure. Then all of your inadequacies are forgotten as she drops to a crouch before you, unbuckles your belt, and pulls out your stiff cock. She looks up at you with those big, exotic, and smoky eyes as she engulfs your hard tip in her soft mouth. The warmth and wetness surrounds your straining tip. You feel nearly as if you are going to cum the first time she bobs her lips down your rigid length.
Somehow, you hold back, resting a hand in her silky, dark hair as she slurps softly on your cock. She smiles with her eyes, laughing around you and cradling your cock with her tongue as she suckles at your manhood. You feel as if your hardness is going to melt into her sucking mouth. Her saliva glistens on your shaft and begins to drip down your balls. You want to lose yourself in that warm, urgent suction and blast her mouth full of your cum.
You gaze down at her jiggling cleavage and her wide hips and you know you must have more. You gently push her head away from your cock. Her lips pop as they leave your glistening, red mushroom tip.
“You can cum in my mouth,” she pants. “I’ll swallow every drop, sweetie.”
“N-no,” you say. “I want you. I want to make love with you.”
“Love?” She giggles. “None of that, Lucas, but I’ll give you a go if that’s what you want.”
She rises to her feet once more and shares a salt-tinged kiss. She steps back to her dingy bed and frees her ample breasts from her corset. She beckons you to her and you embrace more, drunk on brandy, hands exploring her soft, warm mounds and plucking at her thick nipples. You dip your face to her chest and she cradles you there as you inhale her perfume and smother yourself in the soft pillows of her bosoms. Your kiss explores her hills and valley and your tongue finds a nipple. You draw her bud into your mouth and she moans softly as you suck at her nipple.
“That’s it,” she moans. “Suck them both. Suck them… ahhhh… yes! There! Harder!”
Your mouth pops with suction on her areola. You draw her teat against your lips and batter her bud with your tongue. Despite your eagerness to fondle, kiss, and suck Ella’s creamy mounds, your hand delves lower. As you suck at her breast, your hand presses between her shapely thighs and you peel aside the gusset of her crimson panties. She gasps and holds you tighter against her breasts as your fingers find her cunt.
“Not a trace of the other, don’t worry,” she purrs and caresses your head and shoulders.
It is enough to send you lower, to the musky place between her legs, to breathe in the dark perfume of her desire and press your face against her cunt. You part her creamy thighs wider, hands stroking over her stockings as you run your tongue over the much-used furrow of her sex. She gasps and thrusts against your face. Her juices are plentiful and sweet beneath your tongue. You bathe your lips and chin in her raunchy flow as you seek out the fat bud of her clit. You lick and suck it and she squeezes your face between her thighs, crying out in pleasure that seems genuine and bucking against your tongue.
“Ohhhh, Lucas,” she cries. “There! You’ve found the spot!”
You suck and flick at her clit with your tongue. You press two fingers into her hot, slippery channel. You imagine it is not so tight as most women, but it is a cauldron of lost and her boiling desire drives you to suck urgently at her bud and fuck her with your fingers. You feel her inner walls spasm against your thrusting digits and she nearly lifts off the bed. You look up from between her thighs and see her body arched, breasts heaving in her squeezing hands, and her pretty face contorted in ecstasy.
“Enough,” she cries, pulling you away from her juicy thatch. “I need you. I need to be fucked, Lucas!”
Her words and her lusty eyes have your cock twitching in your grasp as you climb atop her on the bed. She reaches down to help guide you to her soaking cunt. You feel the hot velvet of her folds beneath your tip. She strokes you at her entrance for a moment, meeting your gaze with her dark, smoldering eyes.
“Are you ready, Lucas?” She asks, teasing you at her slick folds.
“Yessss,” you hiss.
“You won’t cum in one stroke, will you?” She asks, raising an eyebrow.
“N-no,” you reply, shaken for a moment by the prospect. You held back when she was sucking you, but you are suddenly uncertain you can resist the urge to explode in the beautiful whore’s well-trained pussy.
She nods, arching once more so that her ample breasts slide and settle wider on her chest. Her hand guides your cock into the steamy channel of her cunt. Your tip brushes past her cuntlips and into the heated passage beyond. She bares her teeth at you and softly moans, “Do it, Lucas. Take me…”
You thrust forward and sheath the length of your cock in the molten heat of Ella’s luscious cunt. You cry out together, her breasts shifting with the force of your stroke, her face golden in the faint candlelight. You manage not to cum in that first stroke. You work your hips and lean over her, kissing her on her moaning mouth as you thrust in again. Your balls press against the divot of her asshole, slick with her juices.
“That’s it, sweetie,” she moans, closing her legs around you and squeezing you deeper. “Fuck me. Just like that! Ohhh!”
Her words are hot against you lips. You pound into her with unrestrained desire, each thrust building the pressure of your orgasm. Five strokes. Ten. You lose count as you hammer your cock into Ella’s hot pussy, your breath against hers and your lips brushing hers.
“I’m going to cum,” you pant, unable to stop the rushing ecstasy of your pleasure.
“Yes!” Ella cries. “Yes! Give it to me, Lucas! Fuck me full of your seed!”
Her lewd words plunge you over the edge. Your body tenses. Ecstasy surges up its length and into your body in a toe-curling maelstrom. You thrust to the hilt into Ella’s slick cunt, crying out in wordless pleasure as your cock begins to twitch. You fire your seed into her depths. She gasps sweetly and clings to you, pulling you against her soft breasts as you empty your pleasure into her gripping cunt.
You lie together, still atop her, for a long while. Your cock slowly wilts and you catch your breath as your seed drips from her freshly-fucked folds.
“That was wonderful,” you say with a grin.
“Good,” she says, smiling back. “I hope you stop by again.”
You feel empty as she sits up and begins to clean herself and pull on her panties. Your time with Ella is over and she is all business.
“Would you like to use the washcloth?” She asks, holding up her slime-smeared rag.
“Uh, no, I’ll make do,” you say, pulling on your trousers. She gives you a friendly hug and a kiss on the cheek, but these are unconvincing. You are back to being just another customer and her thoughts have already moved on from the experience that has made such a big impression on you. In your memory, she held you in her arms for most of an hour after that first time you had sex. This time, she gently guides you out the door of her room, her attention on the other men gathered in the bar in search of a woman.
Still feeling a bit hollow, you climb into your mule cart and set off for your farm. You’ve wasted money that could have gone to Genevieve to buy a nice robe or something. It was a fine bit of fun with Ella, but you have a succubus in a magic castle. Your shoulders slump as your cart leaves the cobbled streets of St. Ingbert for the wide trade road that will take you home.
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Wait

Though you know you must defeat Oola, you cannot bring yourself to make the first move. You decide to watch and wait, carefully searching for the right moment to strike. She begins to creep from side to side, her head leaning back and forth and her face looking particularly innocent. She emits her soft, burbling song.
Suddenly, she launches the upper half of her body onto the tunnel’s ceiling. The violet slime spreads out across the ceiling, connected by strands of luminous slime to a smaller patch still touching the floor of the tunnel. The slime on the ceiling begins to slide closer to you, spreading glistening tendrils across the stone above your head.
You raise your sword to fend off any attack and retreat. Your attention is so focused on the slime on the ceiling that you fail not notice the slime that has slithered past you on the broken tiles of the floor. Your heel collides with a patch of Oola’s slime and your foot slips out from under you. You land heavily, bum-first, on the floor of the tunnel. Before you can scramble away from the slime, it surges forward, and Oola’s violet tendrils wrap around your ankles and wrench your feet apart.
“Get off me!” You cry, trying to bring your sword around to slash at the tendrils wrapping your ankles. Heavy globs of Oola’s slime drop from the ceiling and knock the sword from your hand. Your blade is pulled away from your grasp as her tendrils on your ankles lift your feet.
You realize, too late, that you are being lifted towards the ceiling of the tunnel. No matter how hard you kick and try to swing your arms, you cannot escape Oola’s grasp. You end up hanging upside down from the ceiling, your arms dangling beneath you. Oola’s plentiful violet ooze spills down your legs like wax from a melting candle. Pressing tendrils of slime unbuckle your belt and burst the buttons of your trousers.
“Ooohhhhh, gods,” you gasp as cool slime slides over your cock. You lift your head to look up and see a feminine body taking shape against your hips. Slime wrapping your waist becomes Oola’s shapely thighs, her plump ass, and her body form from there, growing in size and proportions until her bountiful breasts are dangling nearly in your face, and her hands are clinging to your shoulders.
“What is wrong, Lucas?” She burbles. “Do I not feel good wrapped around your human boy cock?”
You look up at her as she wraps your waist and hangs from the ceiling above you and see your hard cock inside her translucent body. Her cool slime cunt massages your cock and the voluptuous slime girl begins to move her hips and bounce atop your hardness.
The pleasure is far greater than you have experienced with any human woman. Not even Morelle, with her demonically pleasurable pussy, quite matches the rhythmic massage of a hundred slime tentacles inside Oola’s perfect pectin pussy massaging your straining cock.
You look up into her translucent, vacant face, listening to her brainless burbling, and you weakly lift your hands. Not to defend yourself, not to ward her off, but to rest your hands on her shapely hips as you begin to move against her. If there is no escape to be found, you might as well embrace the pleasure.
“Yes,” burbles Oola. “Fuck me, Lucas. Fuck me with your human boy cock.”
You thrust deep into her slimy cunt, feeling that luscious, gelatinous passage squeeze and ripple around you with every stroke. Her body heaves with the force of your movements, her huge tits shuddering and rippling like jelly desserts on a shaking table. They hang inverted and almost directly in your face as she leans lower. Your abs tighten as you lean up to press your face into her sweet-smelling slime. Her cool breasts smother you and you moan against them, feeling pitiful as you thrust desperately into her silky depths.
“Oh, Lucas,” she burbles. “Can feel your seed. You want to cum in me. I want that. Cum in me, please. Put your seed into me.”
She wraps a slimy arm around you, pulling you against her squishy teats. She guides a gooey nipple to your mouth and you moan as you suck wantonly at her fat, slippery bud. Her slimy bulk still holds you trapped to the ceiling, hanging upside down, but she moves it atop you in a forceful way, fucking back against you, writhing in your helpless embrace. You feel your pleasure growing, your body tensing, and you moan with despair even as you continue to suck at her slimy breast.
“Mmmmmm!” Your cries are muffled by her gooey tits.
You thrust desperately into her depths, your pleasure peaking as your moans are smothered in those luscious breasts. You can see through her translucent body, see your cock deep within her, swelling and suddenly jerking. Your cum jets into her body, dispersing in a swirling, milky cloud from the tip of your twitching fuckmeat.
“OoooooooOoooh! Yes! Thank youuu!” Oola burbles happily, her inner walls of soft slime squeezing and milking your spurting cock. She even sucks you through her gelatinous cunt, drawing on your cock and slurping up every drop.
Your orgasm recedes and your cock is left overly sensitive. And Oola does not stop moving. She keeps squirming her generous hips and fucking her slimy sleeve around your cock. The tunnel echoes with the wet slurp of her gooey pussy sliding over your cock and forcing you past your post-orgasmic agony and straight into the race for another orgasm.
“Please, Oola, stop,” you cry, but your words are lost against her smothering breasts.
“Good boy, Lucas,” she burbles, pumping her pussy on your cock. “Give me more. I need more cum. We will make many babies.”
As you feel another orgasm already rising in your stiff cock, you know that you have been defeated. There will be no escape from the cum-craving slime girl. You have surrendered to the pleasure she demands.
You stop fighting it and explode inside her slippery channel once more, moaning with reckless pleasure as you pump your cum into her swirling slime. You are going to be here for a very long time.
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Receive more training from Theora the angel

“I had better visit Theora,” you say to Hina. “Maybe she can teach me another special ability or something.”
“Of course, master,” says Hina. “Right this way.”
She leads you upstairs to the large apartment Theora has claimed as her own quarters in the palace. You knock lightly at the door, always nervous about disturbing the beautiful angel.
“Come in, Lucas,” she calls, seemingly distracted.
You open the door of the apartment and step inside. The spacious room is bathed in natural light (or as natural as it gets here in the pink-tinted sanctum) from the doors that stand open on the balcony. Theora reclines on an enormous couch, her golden hair spilling across one arm and her nude body barely covered by a robe that hangs open and clings to her breasts. Her gold-thatched mound is full visible and one foot is raised and held in the lap of a Hina. The golem is massaging Theora’s feet and legs with glistening oil.
“Ah, hello, Lucas,” says Theora, barely lifting her head. Her indolence is an unexpected contrast to her usual fervor. She waves a hand lazily, one half of the robe falling from her breast and revealing a soft mound and a puffy pink nipple. “Sit wherever you like.”
“That’s alright, I will stand,” you say. You try not to stare at the glittering gold of her cunt or her ample breast as she idly plucks the robe back into place.
“Well, what did you want?” She asks, giving you a sleepy smile.
“I was hoping, um, I mean…” You are a champion of Veleda, a hero, and yet you always feel like a child in the presence of this domineering angel. You shrink from her heavy-lidded gaze. Theora reclining like a plump princess on the couch is somehow even more intimidating.
“Out with it,” she says, her voice taking on an edge.
“Training!” You blurt.
She laughs at your discomfort. “Oh, of course, you feel inadequate after barely beating two monster girls and you want some more help. Is that it?”
“Yes, that’s right,” you say, trying your best to sound confident. “I beat them. But I want to be better.”
“And why do you think you are struggling?” She asks, sitting up and allowing her breasts to shift and push back the robe. You struggle not to stare at her glorious, creamy mounds and puffy pink nipples jutting through the parted robe.
“Stamina,” you say. “I need better stamina.”
“Yes, partly correct,” she says. She snaps her fingers and waves Hina away from her feet. Theora swings her long, toned legs off the couch. She stands and even in bare feet she is taller than you. Her wings flick open and the robe drops completely from her naked body. She is unashamed of her nakedness. It makes her seem even more dangerous and powerful. “What you need, to become a better warrior, is confidence, little farm boy. If you have that, you will be able to face these monster girls without fear.”
“H-how do I get confidence?” You wonder, your cock twitching in your trousers as Theora saunters closer, her perfect body bathed in the pink-gold light of the sanctum’s permanent sunset.
“Stamina is part of that,” she says, circling around you. She caresses your cock through your trousers and gives it a rough squeeze. “Mmmm. Would you like to work on that?”
The thought of plunging your cock into her glorious golden pussy, or even receiving the attention of her deft hand, makes you whimper with desire.
“Yes,” she answers for you, leaning her face close to yours, her lips brushing your lips. “I think that would be perfect.”
“Yes,” you gasp in agreement.
Her hand leaves your cock and she steps away.
“Very well,” she says. “Undress completely and sit down on the couch.”
You obediently disrobe, somehow more embarrassed by the Hina idly watching you than by Theora’s appraising stare. Your cock is as stiff as a dagger and your skinny body seems tiny when compared to Theora’s statuesque body. Theora gives you her usual superior smile, although her eyelids are heavy with her apparent relaxation.
“Sit,” she says, gesturing to where she had been sprawled on the couch when you entered.
You sit down on the couch. It would be very comfortable except you are sitting nervously as Theora stands above you. Gods, she is beautiful, those prominent breasts aching to be touched, those soft lips aching to be kissed, if only you could melt her icy heart. Perhaps today is your chance to—
“Hina!” She barks. She steps back as the smiling automaton shuffles over to the couch. Hina, with her oversized blue eyes and slender-waisted-but-shapely figure is quite lovely, but clearly not human. There are seams on her face and limbs and although her breasts are lovely, this Hina’s bust seems to be sculpted from a hard material rather than the luscious softness of the pleasure Hina that waits in your bed chamber.
“W-what are you doing?” You ask, looking from the Hina to Theora with confusion.
“Hina here has limitless stamina,” says Theora. “I certainly have more than you, but I am not very patient. She is going to pleasure you until you can no longer stand it.”
“Lady Theora,” says the Hina politely, “I am not the best equipped to pleasure master. Only my hands are made for stroking a human body.”
She holds up her hands, which seem soft and lifelike.
“Right, then that’s what he shall have,” says Theora. “Use some of that massage oil. Wank him off and do not stop until I tell you to stop.”
“I must obey master,” says Hina.
“No, you will ignore master.”
The Hina’s eyes flash from blue to red. Her tone changes slightly as she says, “I will ignore master. I will listen only to Lady Theora.”
“Hey, now, hold on a second,” you cry, scrambling back from Hina on the couch. Theora walks around behind you, pulling your back against the arm of the couch and resting her strong hands on your shoulders. Her soft breasts press against the back of your neck and cushion your head. Her silky golden hair tickles your face as she leans over you.
“Just lie back, Lucas,” she commands. “Lie back and enjoy it for as long as you can. Endure the pleasure of it.”
“A-alright,” you murmur, unable to resist Theora’s will.
Hina begins by dipping her hands into the bowl of massage oil and spreading the glistening liquid between her fingers. She approaches you and kneels beside the couch. Her touch is careful, but insistent. She grips your manhood and spreads the slippery oil over your cock.
“Yes, that’s it,” murmurs Theora, looking over your head at the automaton. “Both hands, Hina. A proper hard wanking.”
“Yes, Lady Theora,” replies the golem and she begins to stroke you with both hands. She slides one from the base of your cock up to your sensitive mushroom cap and over, repeating the process with her other hand immediately. The sensation is incredible, almost too firm, but incredible, and as her gripping hands stroke up and over your cock, you lose the ability to resist almost immediately.
“Ahhhhhhh!” You cry, thrusting your hips and fucking into Hina’s grasp. Your cock explodes in a geyser of milky cum, splashing over your abdomen and thighs and dripping over Hina’s fingers.
“How disappointing,” laughs Theora. “Do not slow down Hina. Milk him continuously.”
“Yes, Lady Theora,” replies the automaton, squeezing and stroking your spent manhood.
“No! Wait! Please!” You cry. The sensation of Hina firmly wanking your overly-sensitive cock is agonizing. You wriggle and buck, but cannot escape Theora and Hina combined.
“Yes, Lady Theora,” replies the automaton, squeezing and stroking you as the spunk covering your cock grows frothy with friction. The pungent smell of your seed fills your nostrils. Theora smiles with cruel amusement as you whimper helplessly. Your cock never goes soft in the practiced, oily grip of Hina.
If anything, your second orgasm arrives even more quickly and violently than the first. You arch on the couch, trying to escape Theora’s grasp and pressing your head back into her soft breasts. You thrust into Hina’s grasp, crying out through clenched teeth as a single spurt of seed is flung against her smooth white breasts. The following spurts spill over your thighs and down your bollocks and coat her hands in your strong-smelling spunk.
“Proceed!” Theora commands and the agony resumes almost as soon as your orgasm is done.
“No more,” you plead, trying to twist out of their grasp, but unable to escape. Hina soon as your purple, twitching cock on the brink. She stares at you with her pitiless red eyes, milking your spunk-foamed cock relentlessly. You try to fight off the excruciating pleasure and only manage to hold out a few seconds longer. Your cum flows out in a milky waterfall over her fingers.
“Can’t,” you moan, each orgasmic pump painful. “Can’t go on.”
“Oh, but you must,” says Theora stroking your head. “Do you think you would receive mercy from one of those monster girls? No. Hina, continue, again and again.”
A fourth, fifth, and sixth orgasm soon follow. Each time your seed diminishes and your cock throbs painfully as it contracts with pleasure. By the seventh orgasm, you are almost in shock from the intensity of each orgasmic spasm and no seed flows out.
“Finally, you have milked him dry,” declares Theora. “That is enough, Hina. Please clean him up.”
She releases your cock and you let out a pitiful whimper. She begins to wash you with a warm wet cloth and suction from a duct concealed in the palm of her hand.
“One or two more peaks and you would have surely perished,” says Theora, stroking your head comfortingly. “Of course, the goddess would have spared you, although I think she might have been cross with me.”
Theora leans down and kisses your forehead. As her lips linger on your sweat-cold brow, you feel calm and contentment sweep over your body. Her hands caress your chest and you feel the pain of your excessive pleasure begin to ebb away. Even your cock feels much better.
Theora and Hina help you to your feet. Hina helps you dress.
“Your stamina is still pitiful, Lucas,” says Theora. “But I have restored it. As well as your pitiful reserves of seed. Feel free to visit again and I will have Hina torment you.”
“R-right,” you say, stumbling out of her bedroom. You almost bump into the guide Hina that brought you here.
“Hello, master,” she says. “Are you well? You seem surprised.”
“Not surprised,” you say, looking away from her self-consciously. “I was just… it was an unusual ordeal. And you participated.”
“I hope I gave you a great deal of pleasure,” says the Hina politely.
“Um, yeah, that was sort of the ordeal,” you say.
“Well, there are more pleasures to be found, master. Where would you like to go?”




What do you do?
Relax with Hina's help
Pay a visit to Morelle the lesser succubus
Visit Oola the slime girl
Get back to the real world





Receive the judgment of Veleda

“Lucas!” The voice above you is loud and commanding.
You open your eyes and see a radiantly beautiful woman towering above you. She is much bigger than you, like a giantess, but slender, long-limbed, and with flawless pale skin that seems to shed golden light. Fat ringlets of golden hair spill over her shoulders, breasts, and down her back. Her physique is that of a shapely woman, dressed in an immaculate white gown held at her shoulder with a golden badge of wheat. Her face is almost childlike, but it is marred with annoyance and her large, dark eyes gaze upon you harshly.
“Wake up, Lucas!” Her voice thunders and she prods you with her giant toes.
You jolt awake, looking up at her in awe and finally seeing the glorious throne room of her holy palace. This is Veleda, the goddess who has made you her champion, and she has brought you here from defeat.
“Did I… did I die this time?” You ask, struggling to remember.
“No, you never will die with Oola,” she says, the annoyance in her voice painful to hear. “She will take many months to kill you with the pleasure she offers and I do not have the patience to watch you breed an entire nest of those awful slime girls with your insatiable manhood.”
One of her toes prods your flaccid cock and it instantly stiffens from her holy touch. Her lips curl in disgust and she withdraws her foot. You want to weep with shame at disgusting the beautiful goddess with your behavior.
“Send me back,” you say, eager to make right your failure. “I will defeat her this time.”
“Do you think so?” She raises an eyebrow. “Between this slime girl and the succubus you faced before, I am not so sure you are the hero I had hoped.”
You sit up onto your knees and prostrate yourself before her, “Please, glorious Veleda! I will not fail you again!”
“I am certain you will,” she laughs. “Many times. But perhaps you will manage to defeat this slime girl at least without squandering another life.”
“How many do I have left?” You ask.
She shrugs. “Rysta, one of my envoys, is keeping track for me. I do not bother with such details, Lucas LeBlanc, but mark my words: when your thousandth life has been expended, you will not be returned to the mortal world.”
“I… I understand,” you say, bowing your head to the stone floor.
“Go then, Lucas,” she declares, waving her hand at you. “Go and become the hero I had hoped!”
You lift your head to say something to her and realize you are no longer in Veleda’s holy palace. You are standing in the tunnel beneath the temple, staring at Oola the slime girl.
“Awoo?”
Oola’s body wobbles for a moment as if confused. She steadies herself and turns her translucent face to you.
“I will not let leave, human boy,” she burbles. “You have all the yummy yummy fun juice inside. The warm milk of man. And I am hungry for it.”
She surges towards you and you know you cannot avoid this, you must confront the slime girl.




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




Offer yourself to her Juicy Juicy Butt

Never in your life have you seen such a big, beautiful, jiggly ass. It is like the bottom of a fertility goddess sculpted in aspic. A glorious altar for your cock to be sacrificed to this luscious slimy seductress.
“Awoo?” She burbles, seeming to sense your desire. “You want to give up to me? Feel how my cool slime feels around your warm human boy cock?”
“Y-yes,” you admit, your cock twitching painfully inside your trousers. “Your bottom, I mean, butt is… you called it your Juicy Juicy Butt and I…”
She swings her hips around dramatically and presents that enormous ass to you. The silky slime of her cheeks spread lewdly and you can once again see that glistening knot. It flexes as if inviting you to slide your cock inside. You are entranced by the sight and begin to unbuckle your trousers and unbutton the front. Your stiff cock is in your hand before you even fully realize what you are doing.
“That’s it, Lucas,” burbles Oola. “Stick it in my Juicy Juicy Butt. I made it just for you.”
“Ohhhhh,” you moan, shuddering with desire as you run one hand over the perfect, soft, lusciousness of one cheek and then the other. Her gooey asshole clenches lewdly and your cock throbs in response. You wank yourself slowly as you run your hand back across her bottom and over her anus. Your touch lingers at that translucent pucker and it suddenly relaxes and seems to suck your fingers inside. You cry out in surprise, “Oh!”
“Imagine how good your boy stick will feel,” she giggles as her ass massages your fingers. Her body is soft and a little slippery, but her curves feel almost human. She seems able to control that much of her anatomy, although her body and even the inside of her ass are cool to the touch. She looks back at you over her shoulder as you play with your fingers in her clenching pucker. “Come on, Lucas, feed me your cock, please!”
You cannot resist her begging. You grab her fat ass with both hands, spreading her cheeks wide and letting your cock fall between them. It thumps against her silky soft slime and you thrust gently, running your length up her crack and over her clench. Even this sensation, cool and slippery, is nearly enough to make you cum. You let her cheeks close gently against your cock and you fuck between them without penetrating her.
“You tease Ooola,” burbles the slime. “But if you want to give me cum this way, it will still be yummy.”
You thrust between her cheeks, your pleasure grown each time your cock strokes over her clenching anus and down that cool, squeezing valley of her crack. Your hands grip her ass tightly as you thrust faster, making her body jiggle and shake with the force of your thrusts. Your pleasure rises so quickly you do not even have a choice in the matter. Watching that luscious slime body quivering with each thrust, feeling that soft slime around your cock, slapping your hips against her buttocks; it is more than you can stand.
“Ahhhhh!” You cry, thrusting a finally time between her cheeks. Your cock twitches and your cum arcs out from between her buttocks and over her back. Your milky spunk splashes between her shoulders.
“Ah!” Oola cries excitedly. “So yummy! Feed it all to me, Lucas!”
“Yes,” you gasp, thrusting against that fat bottom and between her cheeks. More and more cum sprays out in fat, splattering ropes that melt into her slimy body in an instant. You fire one after another until you are dribbling your cum at the upper curve of her ass, drooling it from between her cheeks and watching it be absorbed into her body.
You are beaten, but Oola is not done with you yet. Before you have a chance to collapse to the ground, the happy slime girl rocks forward, flexing her asshole, and then pushes back again, skewering her clench on your hard cock. All thought of collapse is forgotten in that exquisite, squeezing tunnel. The pleasure of the inside of her ass makes you forget all about the pleasure of fucking between her cheeks.
“More, more!” Oola cries, slamming her huge ass back against you with wet slaps. “Feed me more of that yummy cummy, Lucas!”
“Oh… I can’t… I just…”
Oola ignores your protests, riding her ass back onto your cock hard and fast. Your hardness never fades from your manhood and somehow in seemingly only a moment her swirling, squeezing, luscious asshole has driven you the brink once more. You grab her buttocks and lean into her, recovering just enough strength to thrust into her depths and meet her hungry strokes.
“Oh, yes, it’s so good,” you gasp, pounding your cock into her clutching ass.
You surrender all over again, fucking wantonly into her tight, slimy pucker. Her inner passage massages your cock and you yearn to pump your seed into her translucent body. Your hips slap loudly against her ass and send ripples through her entire body, all the way to her head. Your cock seems to grow larger and thicker inside her translucent ass.
“Fuck meeeee!” Oola burbles, thrusting back against you, her back arching and her huge tits swinging wildly with each impact. You reach under her, fondling and roughly squeezing one of those massive tits as you roughly pound your cock into her.
“Ahhhhhh! I’m cumming!” You growl as your pleasure surges.
“Yes! Feed me the yummy!” Her ass seems to nurse and suck at your cock. The pleasure is agonizing and you nearly faint from the intensity of the rush leading up to your explosion. Finally, the ecstasy gives way the to the pneumatic throbbing of your ejaculation, and you thrust into her frantically as your cum gushes in swirling clouds into her ass.
“Awoooo!” She sings, thrusting her ass back hard and taking your swirling cum inside her. This milky swirl dissipates after only a few seconds and you slump back, your cock falling from her ass. The slime girl follows you down, impaling her ass on your cock once again. “More! I need more yummy!”
“Can’t,” you moan. “Please.”
It’s hopeless to resist her as she rearranges her body into a cowgirl position straddling you, but your cock still buried deep in her ass. She rides you with a bestial fervor, her huge tits bouncing and splashing against her with each ride up and down your cock. How are you so hard still? You can only wonder weakly as she takes what she desires from you.
As your cum begins to boil once more, you know you have been completely defeated by the slime girl.
CONTINUE >




Fight Johan Gedry

You cannot take the way Gedry is treating you as he manhandles Ella. He has robbed you of your harvest money and now he means to deprive you of your relaxation with the beautiful whore. You will not stand for it.
“Johan, you are a no good bastard,” you snarl. “And I am the Hero of a Thousand Lives, chosen by Veleda herself!”
You make your hand into a fist. He smirks at you dismissively.
“Really looking to have your head bashed, eh, LeBlanc?” Johan steps back, drawing his glistening cock out of Ella’s pussy. She scrambles back on the bed, her breasts bouncing as she relocates out of the path of conflict.
“Come on now, lads,” she says. “No fighting. Against the rules!”
It’s too late. Your mind is made up and you intend to punch Johan Gedry so hard he’ll learn to respect you. Your hand forms into a tight fist and you picture the serene beauty of Veleda greeting you in her holy throne room. You pray silently to her, Veleda, give my hand the strength to smite this man.
Your fist begins to glow, faintly at first, but brighter and brighter, as if you hold a flame within your fist. Ella stares in awe at the light emanating from your hand.
Johan, unfortunately, does not even seem to notice. As you are gathering the holy strength of Veleda, he steps forward and swings at you. His fist collides with your face just below your right eye. You see a flash of light and drop to the floor, your head thumping against the floorboards and sending you plunging into darkness. In the hazy visions of your unconsciousness, you face Johan again and again, fighting a hundred battles with fists and swords and dueling pistols. No matter how hard you fight, how skilled you think you are, Johan is always quicker or better.
At last, these repeating scenes of defeat fade into a warm darkness. You hear the soft splash of water and you realize you are not dead or asleep, but awake with your eyes closed. You slowly open your eyes but it is still dark. A wet weight drapes over your face. You reach up and touch it, taking a moment to realize that you are in a warm bath and a washcloth is draped across your face. You pull it aside and soft candlelight finally reveals a small wood-paneled room.
Ella is sitting on a stool beside the tub, her face flushed from the steamy warmth of the room and her hand reaching into the water. She smiles sympathetically at you.
“Oh, Lucas, I’m so sorry,” she says, leaning closer so that her breasts nearly burst from her corset. “I shoulda known better than to mix you and that gutter thief. All three of them Gedry boys is no good.”
You nod gently in agreement and say, “Not your fault. I had a history with him. You couldn’t have known.”
“Aw, he’s always trouble,” she says. “Punching you got him kicked right out! No joy for him and he ain’t welcome back for a few days.”
“A few days?”
“Well, his zeks spend after all,” she says with a wink. “Which reminds me… this is on him…”
Her hand moves under the soapy water and you feel her fingers tease over your flaccid cock. It stiffens at her touch.
“Oh,” you gasp.
“Yeah,” she chuckles and reaches down to open the top clasps of her corset. It is enough to free her soft, creamy breasts with their wide areolas and thick nipples. As her hand wraps around your cock under the water and she begins to wank you gently, you stare at her lightly jiggling breasts leaned over the edge of the tub. “You like ‘em?”
“Gods, yes,” you say, staring at those big, soft mounds hanging partially over the edge of the tub.
“Go on then,” she says, grabbing your head by your wet hair. “Get your face in there.”
She pulls your face down her tits, smothering you in her soft, perfumed cushions. You moan into that lovely valley and your stiff cock twitches in Ella’s grasp. She laughs and rubs her tits in your face. She pulls you to one of her thick nipples and tells you, “Have a suck.”
You kiss her nipple, lick it, and engulf her areola in your suckling mouth. You would feel like a babe at his mother’s teat if it weren’t for Ella’s hand moving beneath the water, wanking up and down your cock. You can just see her hand and your cock under the cloudy gray surface of the dirty bathwater. You suck harder at her nipple, moaning against her breast as if it might yield milk. You look up into her smoky eyes and see her smiling face. Her hand squeezes around your cock, drawing you closer and closer to an orgasm.
“Oh, Ella,” you moan as she pulls your head to her other nipple. “You’re going to make me cum.”
“Yeah?” She chuckles softly. “Give it to me. Let it all out!”
“Ohhhhhh…”
You lift your face from her breasts and stare at the churning water where her hand is pumping up and down your submerged cock. She squeezes you in her deft grasp and massages the underside of your straining cock with her thumb. Pleasure wells inside you, reaching from your balls up to your throbbing tip, and you gasp loudly as this pleasure overwhelms all other thought. You stare in amazement as your orgasm teeters on the brink and finally plunges into a throbbing, explosive eruption. It feels like a maelstrom is churning inside your body and yet it emerges as a faint milky cloud in the bathwater. Such a small thing for such a tempest of pleasure. Ella continues to milk your cock until you begin to squirm beneath her touch.
“Ah,” you cry, your cock too sensitive to be handled.
“Feeling nice and relaxed?” She asks as she withdraws her hand from the tub.
“Y-yeah,” you admit. “Thank you. That was great.”
“Good!” She kiss you on the forehead and begins clasping her corset back into place. “You take your time, have a nice soak, and come back and see me any time.”
“You’re… you’re leaving?” You ask with disappointment.
“I am, sweetie,” she says, leaning down to kiss your forehead. “The night is young and I have many customers to satisfy. But I’m glad you could be one of them. You’re adorable.”
She musses your hair and goes sashaying out of the backroom and into the brothel’s bar. You sigh, sinking back into the water for several more minutes before you decide to leave. You towel off and pull on your clothing. Your face is throbbing where Johan punched you, but the back of your head is much worse. You are going to have a sizable knot come morning.
Ella is nowhere to be found by the time you leave the backroom for the bar. The brothel is much busier and all of the women seem to be engaged with the various customers. You slip out the front and head off to get your mule cart. Your visit to the brothel was not exactly as you expected, but the pleasure came at the price of a single drink and a punched face.
You climb into your cart and set off through the early night of St. Ingbert’s still-bustling streets. The cobblestones soon give way to the wide, dart path of the trade road. It is a long ride home to your farm.
CONTINUE >




Ask Ella to pleasure you with her mouth

Watching her plump lips form into a smile, you know what you desire. Your face goes hot as you think about the pleasure Ella’s mouth could give you. She leans closer, her breast nearly overflowing her corset and pressing against your chest. Her hand roams over your lap and gives your cock a squeeze.
“What is it, sweetie?” She purrs and stroking your shaggy hair. “What would you like?”
“Your, um, your mouth,” you say and your face burns with embarrassment.
“You want your cock sucked?” She whispers into your ear.
“Yes,” you moan, your cock twitching in your trousers.
Ella gives your hardness another squeeze and steps away from you. She takes your hand. “Come on, we’ll find a private spot and I’ll take good care of you.”
You feel as if everyone in the brothel is watching you as Ella leads you to the back of the ground floor. There are several curtained lounges in the pack. The curtains are pulled shut on most of these small rooms and you hear men grunting and groaning with pleasure.
As you pass very close to one, you glimpse a pale, red-headed woman with very large breasts on her knees and stroking a man between her tits. The man, squinting and red-faced, looks as if he is about to keel over. You linger for a moment and watch him lurch towards her and thrust his purple cock between the whore’s creamy breasts. A huge wad of seed splatters up from her cleavage and splashes her in the chin and mouth. She cries out in surprise and twists her head away as the man spurts more and more of his seed out. Your cock twitches in reaction to the raunchy sight.
“Come along,” scolds Ella, tugging at your hand. “There’s a room in the back where you can watch other people having their fun if that is what you desire.”
“Oh, um, no,” you say, your face going even hotter with embarrassment.
Ella smiles forgivingly and leads you into one of the empty lounges. It is a tiny space walled on three sides, with a lantern and a cushioned sofa made to look fancy, but with cheap upholstery and poorly-concealed stains. Ella pulls you inside and closes off the curtain. She directs you to the sofa and says, “Take your trousers off, Lucas. Sit down and get comfortable. I’ll take care of you. Top on or off?”
“Wh-what?” You boggle, already fumbling with your belt. “What do you mean?”
“We’ll go with top off,” she says. “Most men would rather see them.”
Your hands freeze on your belt as Ella casually opens the clasps of her corset and frees her plump breasts from their confinement. They are huge, with wide areolas and nipples that jut thick and inviting from her creamy mounds. Her breasts sag noticeably and are marked with red lines from the inside of her corset, but this does little to diminish Ella’s beauty. She giggles softly and squeezes her breasts.
“I always love it when a young man is stunned by these,” she says and steps closer. “You can touch them a little if you’d like.”
You tentatively reach out your hands, caressing the soft mounds with your fingertips. Ella places her hands over yours and squeezes your grasp against the warm flesh of her breasts. You feel the weight of them and the poking of her nipples against your palms. Your cock shifts again in your trousers, straining at the seam as you fondle Ella’s lovely breasts.
“That’s enough now,” she says softly and pushes you back onto the sofa. “Let me take care of you, Lucas.”
She pulls a cushion off the couch and sinks down to her knees on the pillow. Your cock is twitching in your trousers. It feels nearly ready to burst. You even warn Ella, “I might explode at any moment.”
“Yes? Well, it is an occupational hazard,” she chuckles, unbuckling your belt and unbuttoning your trousers. “Feel free to let loose the moment I slide you into my mouth. I will take it as a compliment.”
“Really? I would thhhaaaahhhHH!” Your words are forgotten as Ella’s soft hand wraps around your cock and draws it out through the unbuttoned fly of your trousers. Your manhood is incredibly stiff and red and glistening with your precum.
“Oooh,” she laughs, stroking you gently with her hand. “You are ready to burst. Well… I suppose I’d better not tease you too much.”
She runs her thumb up the underside of your cock and massages with it just beneath the cap of your cockhead. Pleasure pulses up your shaft and you have to fight to keep from exploding in her hand. She giggles softly, looks up at you with her smoky eyes, and lowers her head to your lap. Her lips press against your cock. You groan in absolute ecstasy. Those soft, cradling lips part and her warm, wet mouth envelops your straining cock.
Her tongue is beneath you, her mouth sucking around you; it feels as if your entire body and every nerve with it are plunged into the sucking bath of Ella’s mouth. Your toes curl in your boots. Ella’s mouth bobs lower and back up again, to the tip, her cheeks hollowing as she sucks you hard.
“Ahhhhh… Ella… AHHHHHHH!!” You thrust against her hand, sliding deeper into her mouth, and you are gripped by the inescapable exhilaration of your orgasm. She manages one more bob of her mouth between the peak of your pleasure and the sudden throbbing of your release. Your cum fires into her mouth and she moans as she feels you spurting against her tongue and the back of her throat. She bobs slowly on your surging cock, drinking in your seed and timing her strokes to give you the utmost pleasure. For a momentary eternity, you are lost in the hot, molten pleasure of her mouth.
You sink back down onto the sofa, back to your senses, a laugh on your lips as you look down at the beautiful whore. She slides her wet lips free of your cock and looks up at you with a smile.
“Oh, gods, thank you,” you chuckle.
“Mmmmm,” she says, cupping a hand beneath her mouth. She produces a washcloth from somewhere on the floor and she spits your seed into the cloth. She runs her hands over your cock, but there is nothing but a little pearly drop on your tip to clean up. He leans forward and licks your cock clean, producing another twitch in your member. “You’re welcome, Lucas. I rather enjoyed that. Come back soon and I will be happy to take care of your needs.”
“Right, I, yeah… thank you,” you say again.
Ella nods, clearly finished with you. She plucks your money from your coin purse, you even tip her an extra zek, and she squeezes her ample breasts back into her corset. She steps to the curtain and casts you a glance over her shoulder. She says, “Might want to tuck him away.”
You look down at your cock and hurry to stuff it into your trousers as Ella opens the curtain and returns to the brothel. No one is paying attention as you button up and get to your feet. You go to the bar and finish your drink, feeling much lighter and happier. You look for Ella to say a proper farewell, but the veteran whore is already climbing the stairs with another customer. You only glimpse him for a moment as they disappear into her private room, but he looks familiar.
You feel a momentary pang of jealousy, a stirring of your cock in your trousers, and the fantasy of spending more coin to buy back Ella’s affection. Oh to have her mouth around you once more! You think better of it. She has customers. She’s a whore and you are just another one of those customers.
Whoever she was with, you hope they didn’t see you in the brothel. You drain the last of your drink and head outside. Darkness has fallen over St. Ingbert, although the shops are still open and there are quite a few people still at the market. You gather up your mules and climb into your cart. You set off for home. Soon, the cobbled road gives way to the wider dirt trade road into the countryside.
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Fuck Theora from behind

You have admired Theora’s firm and yet rather substantial bottom on more than one occasion. The thought of taking her from behind and enjoying an intimate view of her round ass is enough to make your cock twitch in your grasp. She wants you to act like a man? You’ll give it to her.
“Turn around,” you say, doing your best to sound forceful.
“Ask nicely,” she says.
“Please, turn around,” you say, hoping she isn’t going to make you get down on your knees and beg.
Her usual smile seems to spread even wider. She gives you a playful shove on your chest that almost knocks you over and she says, “I’m only teasing you, Lucas.”
She turns with deliberate slowness. Her gaze remains locked on you as her hips swing and she turns around completely, revealing the lovely roundness of her bottom. She takes two steps away from you and plants her feet wide apart. It is like watching a nude statue in motion; her skin is so pale and flawless. She leans over, low to the ground, placing her hands on a mossy fallen log. She arches her back to accentuate her toned buttocks. Her position exposes her glistening pussy and the pink divot of her anus between her firm cheeks.
You are paralyzed with the raunchy beauty of this sight for several seconds before you realize she is offering herself to you. Your cock twitches again in your grasp as you focus on the blushing pink mound of her pussy. Her juices glisten faintly on her swollen lips, like the morning dew on the petals of a delicate flower. Her small silky patch of her gleams as if it is made from golden threads.
With a toss of her golden locks, Theora looks back at you over her shoulder and asks, “Are you going to take me or not, Lucas?”
You stagger towards her, cock in hand, your other work-callused hand caressing the smooth curve of her bottom. You rub your tip against the velvet entrance of her pussy, stifling a moan at the heat that radiates from her delicate quim. You want to thrust forward and sink every inch of your cock into that heat, but you are afraid you won’t last more than a stroke. Theora seems amused by your hesitation. She begins to roll her hips and rub her hot pussy against your cock.
“Come, Lucas,” she teases. “Do you not crave the heat of my tight quim?”
Your cock catches at her slick folds. You release your grip on it and rest both hands on her firm bottom. You squeeze her ample cheeks as you thrust forward, pushing your cock past her petals and into the hot channel of her cunt. It is tight and slick and unbelievably warm. It is irresistible. You cannot stop your thrust until every inch is engulfed by her hot, squeezing walls.
“Oohhhhh, gods,” you groan, running your fingers over her ass to her lower back and feeling the edge of her soft wing feathers. You grip her slender waist and pull back your hips, sliding most of your cock back out before thrusting it inside her once again. The clutch of her cunt in this position is exquisite and her inner muscles are powerful. It is as if there is a warm, slippery hand squeezing at you with each thrust.
“There you go,” chuckles Theora. “Fuck me, Lucas. Fuck me like a man.”
Your pleasure takes over for your mind and you move instinctually, pounding your cock harder and faster into Theora’s welcoming pussy. Each thrust slaps against her bottom and barely makes her firm buttocks jiggle. The trees rustle in the moonlit night and your body collides with hers in a soft slapping and a faint, wet slurp of her cunt swallowing up your cock.
Your grip tightens on her waist. Your pleasure rises and your balls begin to churn. You want to let go and fill her glorious warmth with your human seed. It is an instinct as old as the first beasts to walk upon the land. Some deep animal part of you responds to the pleasure with inchoate fantasies of impregnating the angel. Your cock throbs in response and you realize you are on the very edge of exploding inside her.
Theora realizes this as well.
“Are you going to finish already?” She laughs over her shoulder. “Go on then, Lucas. If you can do no better. Imagine I am a monster girl and surrender your essence to the pleasure of my body.”
“No,” you cry, fighting it.
“Give it to me,” she gasps, thrusting back onto your cock. “Fill my holy cunt with your filthy human seed.”
Your brow furrows. She is moving so lewdly to encourage your pleasure and begging for your cum. How can you resist her hot, blushing cunt?




What do you do?
Pull out and cum on her ass
Cum inside her
Fight to hold back




Keep fighting her! Use her mouth!

You do not have a particularly dominant personality and you would never think of using a lover so roughly, but Theora has practically commanded you to fuck her throat. Now that she is fighting to escape your thrusting cock, you cannot back down!
“This is what you wanted,” you growl, your hands tightening in her silky blonde hair. “You wanted to be… ohhhhhh… used by a man! You wanted me to prove I could take control!”
“Grrrrkkggllrrlllrll!” She replies, tears streaming from her blue eyes and down her flushed cheeks.
The sight of her in such pain fills you with guilt, but such concerns are nothing to the hot, sloppy pleasure of her mouth and throat. You slam your cock roughly past the soft oval of her lips, forcing her tongue down and jamming your hardness into her throat. She gurgles and gags in response, more drool spilling down her chin and mucus coating your cock in slimy tendrils.
Defiling the beauty of the angel with your brutal thrusts into her helpless mouth only makes your cock swell. Your balls tighten and your seed churns. Much as you might wish to prolong such pleasure, you know you will soon explode. You slam your cock into the clutching sheath of her throat again and again. Your cruel strokes overwhelm even her gag reflex, so that the gurgling chokes stop and she stares in dead-eyed fury as you fuck her mouth. Her hands even slip off your hips and she no longer offers any resistance to your thrusts.
“Ohhhhhh, your throat is so soft and warm,” you cry. “I am going to explode. I am going to… ahhhh… I have to see it! I have to cover your pretty face, Theora!”
You slide your cock out of her dripping mouth, leaving her gasping as you grab your root and wank your spit and mucus covered cock. Your hardness is tender with the rush of your orgasm. You focus your strokes on the swollen head, aiming your tip at Theora’s tear-streaked face. To your surprise, the angel submissively tilts her head back and opens her mouth. She extends her pink tongue, offering you a generous target for your seed.
“I never imagined an angel could be such a whore for cum,” you chuckle breathlessly as you wank your cock over her defiled face.
With one hand still wrapped in Theora’s golden ringlets, you jerk yourself to the edge and take aim at her open mouth. Your pleasure reaches its peak and with a last cry of ecstasy you feel the sudden surge of your pleasure rising through your hardness. Your balls seem to clench and your cum fires in a thick stream straight into Theora’s open mouth. Your aim is less than accurate on the following spurts as you paint her beautiful, flushed face with splashes of your milky seed. Your cum covers her nose, chin, both cheeks, and one of her eyes. It drips in jiggling strands from her face as you rub the last drops against her lips. She spits your cum from her mouth and it overflows down her cheeks in strands that drop to her shoulders and breasts.
“Is that what you wanted, Theora?” You gasp, finally relaxing your grip on her hair. “A man who takes charge completely and—“
You catch a glimpse of a smile as you are suddenly struck in your bollocks and lifted into the air. The force of the blow sends you flying skyward, sailing through the night, to land in the lower branches of a nearby tree. Your back and hip are covered in scrapes, but such pains are minor compared to the deep, throbbing agony of your punched testicles. You moan pitifully and slowly roll out of the tree, thumping to the ground beneath it.
For a seeming eternity, you roll around on the ground, miserable with pain and lowing like a wounded beast. You clutch your throbbing balls in your hands. Finally, the pain recedes enough that you become aware of your surroundings again and you realize Theora, radiant and clean, is standing above you with her hands on her shapely hips.
“I am not certain what came over you, Lucas, but do not ever attempt this with me again.” Her eyes blaze with a cold, blue promise. “My mercy has its limits.”
She helps you to your feet and reaches a hand between your legs to cup your balls. You feel a warmth radiate from your touch and a faint golden glow from between your legs. The pain disappears and your cock stiffens.
“Put that away,” she says, removing her hand. “I was only being certain I had not done any permanent damage with that well-deserved punch to the bollocks.”
“R-right,” you say, chastened as you pull on your clothes and follow Theora back to the mule cart.
She dons her traveling cloak and climbs into the cart. You sit beside her and set off down the road back to your farmhouse. Although you have learned your lesson about using Theora like a whore, you cannot get the image of her cum-covered face out of your head. For a moment, you conquered the angel, and it felt incredible.
As you emerge from the last stretch of wooded road, you see an intense ray of moonlight shining through the clouds onto your farm house. Theora squeezes your shoulder and points to the ray of light.
“Veleda,” she says. "Hurry, the goddess is calling upon you."
CONTINUE >




Visit Oola the slime girl

Your encounter with Oola’s shape-shifting, gelatinous beauty has left you more than a little curious about what pleasure she might offer now that she is your ally instead of your foe. You smile as you imagine thrusting your sensitive cock into the cool silky slime of Oola. The thought is so perverse that you do not even conjure an image of any particular part of her. Perhaps that sensual slime is enough to excite your lust.
“Uh, I think I would like to say our new guest,” you tell Hina.
“Very good, master,” Hina says with a smile. “I am sure Oola will be very pleased to see you.”
The beautiful golem leads you to a staircase heading down into the darkness of the palace’s underground dungeon. Hina lifts a torch from a wall sconce and lights another to carry herself as she descends the stairs. The lovely marble and architecture give way to plain gray stone and unadorned passages. You pass through a chamber equipped with all manner of sinister torture implement, a room that gurgles with flowing water in a subterranean stream, and you finally reach a dank, cave-like chamber.
Hina holds her torch forward and you see the stones glistening with reflected light.
“There she is,” says the golem.
“What?” You step forward, squinting. “It looks like her residue, but I do not—“
“AWOOOO!!” Oola seems to leap out of the wall, transforming mid-leap from a formless violet jelly into the inhumanly voluptuous beauty you recall. She splatters into you and bowls you over into the floor, her gooey weight atop your body. “Lucas! You came back for me! Awooo!”
Her slimy hand slips into your trousers before you even have a moment to think. You gasp as her cool, gelatinous slime wraps around your cock and squeezes you from your bollocks to your sensitive cap. Your trousers burst open as more slime oozes into your pants and you can see your hardness embedded in her translucent grip.
“Ooohhh, Oola, I… hello…” You laugh and look up at Hina with helpless embarrassment.
“I will leave you to visit with our new guest,” says the golem. She bows slightly and smoothly retreats from the cave.
“Are you going to feed me, master?” Oola asks as she looks at you with her translucent eyes.
“Feed you… you mean my seed?”
“Yes, lots and lots of it!” She burbles and strokes your cock vigorously in the silky coolness of her slime. “I need so much if I am going to make friends. You want friends for me, don’t you?”
“Uh, the things is… ohhhh…” You are helpless to resist the pleasure of Oola’s slippery caress. Her hand pumps up and down on your cock as her entire body jiggles with the movement. Your cock seems to grow harder and harder in her translucent grasp and she giggles each time a little drip of precum forms at your tip and is instantly slurped away by suction within her slime.
You force yourself to sit up, watching in pleasure-wracked fascination as her eager stroking draws you quickly towards an explosion. Her slimy hands seems to meld together, completely enclosing your cock and your bollocks in a shuddering passage of slime as soft and slick as the most perfect vagina you have experienced.
“Here I come,” you pant, staring in fascination at your straining cock inside Oola’s translucent slime.
“Awooo! Yes, can taste it! Feed me, master! Feed me your warm human boy juice!”
“Ahhhhhh, yesss, her it comes!” You thrust into her grasp, making her body jiggle with each stroke. You watch in amazement, fascinated by the lewd sight of your cock inside her translucent jelly, seeming to swell and suddenly twitch. Milky spurts of your seed launch into her violet goo. Oola cries with delight and an inner turbulence swirls your cloudy cum inside her until it disappears up her wobbling arms. You fuck again and again into her grasp, spilling so much cum that it seems as if you have erupted twice inside her.
“More, master,” she burbles.
You manage to crawl out from beneath her as her slimy hands pull down your trousers. Although she gets your pants, you manage to crawl away and push yourself to your feet. Oola rises from a kneeling position to stand upright without actually moving any limbs. It’s an eerie sight, but her voluptuous body and wobbling curves are too luscious to be ignored.
“I need more,” says Oola. “You have to give me a lot of yummy-yummy seed.”
“Alright,” you say, your cock still mostly hard.”I think once more could—mmmpphhh!”
Kissing the slime girl is strangely like playing with a very eager dessert. Her slimy-sweet tongue swirls in your mouth, her soft slime pressing against your lips, and her huge slime breasts smoosh against your tunic. Her hands are on your cock again, drawing you into her grip and relentlessly stroking your manhood in her cool slime.
“Mmmm, turn around,” you say, feeling a strong urge to see her huge bottom. “I will give you what you want from behind!”
“Yes! Of course, Lucas!” She burbles with delight. “Happy boy is the yummiest! You can feed me your juice any way you like!”
She swings her hips like a brothel dancer, bouncing bust jiggling as she turns and bends over, her hands braced against the rough-hewn wall. In the low light and with her translucent body it is hard to tell her asshole from her quim, but you suppose it does not really matter when it’s all just to entice you. The sight of her round rump is enough and you grab it with both hands and thrust your cock into her soft, slimy hole.
“Awooooo,” she lows with delight.
You thrust heavily into her, pulling all the way out and driving your cock deep into whichever hole your hardness manages to find on each stroke. Your hips spank against her gelatinous ass and make her entire body wobble. Her huge tits swing and seem to splash against the wall on each thrust only to reform again by the backwards stroke.
“So good,” you moan, lost in the lewd pleasure of taking Oola from behind. You pump your cock into her with total abandon, enjoying the silky plundering of her rear as much as the cooing monster girl seems to. She can sense your impending orgasm as easily as you.
“So hungry,” she burbles. “Give me yummy seed! Give me!!”
“Yes,” you cry, your grip tightening as best you can on her ass as you lean into her. “Yes! Here it comes! Ahhhhhhhh!”
You do not watch this time, you are so lost in the sensation. Your cock bursts deep in her silky slime and her inner tendrils seem to milk and draw out your hot eruption. You savor the pleasure before finally staggering back, your cock leaving Oola’s freshly-fucked goo with a lewd slurp.
“Ohhhhh, gods,” you moan, watching as she absorbs the last traces of your milky seed into her swirling slime. She rises and turns to face you.
“More, master,” she burbles. “I am hungry. Need more yummy.”
“Can’t,” you gasp, fighting to catch your breath.
“More, please,” she pleads, her translucent face pouting. It is that pitiful face couple with her ridiculous curves that drive you to foolish excess.
“Oh… forgive me Veleda… alright,” you say, taking hold of your slimy cock and giving it a wank. “Come here then, Oola. You can suck it out of me.”
“Awooo!” She burbles with delight and drops jiggling to her gelatinous knees. Your cock is in her gooey mouth in an instant and she braces slimy hands against your thighs as she easily slurps you into her throat. Your flaccid cock stiffens in her eager mouth and before you know it you can see your cock sliding in and out of her translucent throat.
The amazing thing you have discovered about slime girl anatomy is that she forms her body to please you. Her tongue and throat only seem to exist when she needs them to either speak or pleasure your cock. You can even see the slightly darker tube of her throat squeezing around your hardness, swallowing like a real human might, but there is no further detail within her. Her body is literally lying to you and yet it does not matter. The pleasure is no less exquisite.
“Ohhhh, yes, you’re so good at that,” you moan, taking hold of the tendrils of her slimy head and fucking into her mouth. Her slimy tongue slithers out impossibly and she laps at your tightening balls as you pump in and out of her mouth. You once again find it easy to lose yourself in the pleasure, but this time you look down just as you reach your peak and watch your hardness jerk and spurt out your seed into her throat. She gulps it down, swallowing your spunk into her swirling chest where it disappears into her massive mounds of goo.
You let her drink every drop, but when she tries to keep suckling you push her head away and step back.
“No more,” you say firmly. “That is enough for today.”
“Awooooo,” she croons sadly.
“No pouting, Oola,” you scold. “I was very generous.”
“Yes, I know, Lucas, but you are so-so-so yummy!” Her surface seems to shiver. “Almost enough for a friend! Come back soon and I will have more fun!”
“Right,” you say, pulling on your trousers and buttoning up. “It was, uh, good visiting with you, Oola.”
“Awoo,” she agrees, already spreading out and disappearing against the dark stones of the cave. You scoop up your torch and head back out through the dungeon.
Hina is waiting for you, idly toying with a torture implement that looks as if it was designed to hang someone by their ankles or wrists and then spin them around.
“Oh, master,” she says. “Did you and our new guest have a pleasant visit?”
“Ah, yeah,” you say, still smelling Oola’s sweet slime on your body. “It was very nice.”
“Good,” says Hina, turning her full attention to you. “Where would you like to go now?”




What do you do?
Relax with Hina's help
Pay a visit to Morelle the lesser succubus
Receive more training from Theora the angel
Get back to the real world




Startle Eye

Attempting Dervish Strike in the narrow tunnel seems like it might be a dangerous mistake. Not to mention the violence of hacking up Oola seems a bit harsh. You decide to use Startle Eye to blind her. Once she is disoriented, you can quickly subdue her with your sword and send her to the Crystal Sanctum.
You thrust out your hand, palm up, and gaze at it as you begin to summon the holy power of Veleda. A faint spark appears in your upturned hand.
“What is that?” Oola burbles curiously. “What are you doing, Lucas?”
You answer her with a shouted prayer, “In her holy name, let there be the light of truth!”
You summon the power of Veleda and create a flash of bright white light that momentarily reveals the detail of the tunnel in sharp relief and casts a strange purple glow as the light sears through her translucent violet body. And then you are nearly blinded. You grab at your eyes, cursing as you realize you have once again managed to blind yourself with this accursed special ability.
“It never works!” You moan in despair.
It certainly does not work on Oola, who does not actually have eyes to blind.
“I smell and hear, silly,” she giggles. You certainly smell her sweet aroma as she lurches towards you and engulfs your head and shoulders in her slime. The weight of her gooey body knocks you to the ground and for a moment, blinking away the bright after-image of the tunnel, you are afraid Oola is going to kill you with her slime.
She gives you room to breathe within her sweet-smelling slime and burbles, her voice in your ear, “What a naughty boy, Lucas! Always coming up with little tricks! I have to keep you busy!”
The wall of slime engulfing you shifts and forms into the haunches, buttocks, and the quim of a shapely human woman. Oola lowers this to your face and you are helpless to move away or escape the silky slime as it presses down against you. Your nose is buried in the sweet-scented valley of her buttocks and her slimy cunt rubs against your lips and chin. Her thick thighs and knees seem to press down against your shoulders and wrap around your face.
“Taste me, Lucas!” Oola burbles, her voice somehow right against your ear. “I am sweet! I will give you pleasure while you give me pleasure!”
Blinking away the last of the Startle Eye flash, your arms and legs trapped in Oola’s slime, you are helpless to escape her plump pussy and ample bum. The more of her fruity scent your breathe and the more her slick cunt rubs against your lips, the less you are able to resist obeying her teasing words.
You are still weakly fighting the urge to lick her when you feel her begin to lick you instead. Actually, it feels like two of her licking you. Through the translucent lusciousness of her smothering bottom, you can faintly see two heads and two pairs of hands begin licking, kissing, caressing, and wanking your cock. The sensation of being pleasure in double by her slippery slime is too much and after only a few licks you cry out against her sweet-smelling cunt and spurt your seed into the air.
“Oh! Lucas! So quickly?” She giggles and you feel a cool, slimy mouth engulf your gushing cock. Oola wantonly slurps and suckles at your spurting manhood, drinking in your slime in clouds that swirl faintly through her translucent head.
“Ohhhhh mmmmmmm,” you moan in abject pleasure and begin to lick her cunt. The sweet syrup of her loins spills into your mouth and down your throat. You drink it in as you burrow your tongue into the silky channel of her pussy.
“Oh! Yes, that is good! I need more of your cum!”
All you can do is pitifully lick Oola, sucking at her slimy cuntlips and drinking her sweet nectar as it pours into your mouth. You squirm as she continues to pleasure your overly-sensitive cock. She ignores your need to recover from your orgasm and continues to stroke and suck at your manhood. She also begins to buck atop your face, her entire body jiggling and wobbling as you lick at her.
“Sooooo gooooood!” She croons and you feel a strange shuddering motion through her body. You realize that somehow you have made Oola cum and she begins to sing her song in a girlish voice, riding against your face and squeezing your tongue with her inner slime.
In scarce minutes, she has coaxed you back to the brink of another orgasm with her deft tongues and mouths. A third seems to join this impossible congregation of pleasure.
“More,” she cries. “Feed me more, Lucas!”
“Y-yes,” you whimper, beneath her, unable to disobey. Your cock erupts again in her slimy embrace and you, no longer fighting at all, begin to lick the silky valley of her ass and explore the strange pucker of her anus with your tongue.
How many times will Oola make you cum? Will she slay you with the pleasure?
Such matters are out of your control. You have been beaten by the slime girl.
CONTINUE >




Fuck Theora’s mouth

Theora wants you to prove your manhood? You feel a surge of angry courage. Her contemptuous smile fades as she sees the shift in your posture and your determined expression. You grab her by her shoulders and shove Theora down to her knees. Although the angel is bigger and stronger than you, she is so surprised by your sudden forcefulness that she hardly offers any resistance. Her wings flap open and she looks up at you with anger in her blue eyes.
“How dare you touch me this way! What do you think you are doing, Lucas?”
“I’m showing you I know what to do with a woman,” you growl, grabbing a handful of her silky golden hair. You grip the base of your hard cock in your other hand and drag Theora’s head towards your hardness.
“Don’t you dare, you little farm boy idi—MMMMPH!”
You interrupt her by thrusting your cock into her open mouth. Her eyes go wide, glistening with tears, as you ram your cock to the root into her hot mouth. The pleasure is incredible and you feel her throat against your tip, squeezing tight as she fights back a gag.
She tries to push you away, but she lacks the leverage down on her knees. You grab her golden hair in both hands and begin fucking your hardness into the hot depths of her mouth. Your cock presses her tongue down and you fuck against the opening of her throat. As you enjoy the sensation of sliding your stiff cock into the velvet heat of Theora’s mouth, the beautiful angel seems to recover some of her wits.
She brings her hands up to your hips and fights to push you away. You can hear her talking with your cock still thrusting in and out of her mouth. Her brow furrows in anger and her blue eyes flicker with fury. You would almost be scared of her if you weren’t hold her head tightly in both hands and using Theora’s mouth as your personal fucktoy.
“Mmmmhmmhmm! Mmmm!” She says, her voice vibrating up your shaft and tickling your balls. Far from making a point, Theora’s anger stimulates you and enhances your enjoyment of the heat of her mouth. Her tongue moves beneath your cock as if she is trying to form words against your shaft.
Drool begins to spill down her chin and you moan with pleasure and fuck her mouth even harder. You slap your wet balls against her face. She gives you another push, fighting to escape, and you see the anger in her blue eyes melting into a pleading expression. The gurgling noises she makes each time you thrust your cock into the soft passage of her throat suggest that she might be really helpless.
The feeling of fucking the beautiful angel’s mouth, of using her like a perverse plaything for your pleasure, is driving you towards an incredible orgasm. Despite the pleasure, doubt creeps into your thoughts. You slow your strokes. Maybe you should stop this. She said she wanted you to act like a man and take charge, but maybe this isn’t what she meant.
Looking down into Theora’s eyes, the usually domineering angel seems as if she might cry. Maybe you should stop this and apologize to her before she decides to punish you brutally for what you have done. As if sensing your moment of doubt, she pushes against your hips again and tries to pull her head away from your cock.




What do you do?
Keep fighting her! Use her mouth!
Stop! You didn't mean to hurt her!





Pay a visit to the Crystal Sanctum

To the hells with all of this! You’ve devoted your life to vanquishing monster girls and you are repaid by the fates with a ruined house and another hard-earned pile of coins stolen from you by the Gedry brothers. You are too furious and dejected to think of rallying to repair the damage done to your house. That can wait for another time.
Now you will escape the wreckage of your house and pay a visit to the delights of the Crystal Sanctum. The budding harem of monster girls you have at that magical palace will provide an ample distraction from your misery in the real world.
You lift the Sword of Veleda above your head and shout, “SANCTUM SERENITY!”
A brilliant flash of white light engulfs you and you let out a cry as you feel yourself falling through the white nothingness and into pinkness. You drop from a deadly height to a wooded path. You manage to land heavily on your knees, jarring your teeth, but leaving you otherwise unharmed. For a moment, you take in the quiet beauty of the forest ahead of you.
A pleasant female voice says, “Welcome back, Master Lucas. Please allow me to help you up.”
The beautiful golem Hina slips her hands under your armpits and easily lifts you to your feet. She brushes a lock of silky blue hair from her beautiful, but strangely unreal face. Her porcelain features are like a mask, although her mouth moves and her large blue eyes do occasionally blink. She is one of many Hina golems scattered throughout the palace. There is one for every duty, including one specially modified for sexual pleasure in your bedchamber. You have only just begun to test her abilities.
Hina brushes the dust from your clothing, only stopping when she realizes that much of the filth cannot be brushed off.
“Would you like me to launder your clothing, master?”
“What?” You look down at yourself. “No. Yes. I mean, maybe later.”
“Of course,” says Hina, bowing slightly. “It is a very good time to visit. You currently have three guests.”
“Yeah? Where are they?”
Hina leads you into the palace, across the white stones of the foyer. A pair of Hinas are polishing the luxurious floors of the palace. They stop in their labor and smile at you, blinking with their oversized eyes and greeting you with a friendly wave as you pass. The Hina leading you stops short of the double staircase and the hallways leading to other parts of the castle.
“Lady Theora is in her suite,” says Hina, gesturing to the second floor. “I believe she is enjoying my company presently.”
“You?”
“Yes, of course, master. I attend to her needs as well.” She swivels her hips slightly to face a door on the ground floor. “Morelle is currently in the garden. She has repeatedly expressed her desire for your company. I think she wishes to engage in sexual acts with you, master.”
“Ah, heh,” you chuckle as your face goes red with embarrassment. “Well, that does sound like Morelle.”
“Your new guest has taken up residence in the lower levels,” says Hina, gesturing to a heavy, iron-banded door beneath the staircases. “I attempted to offer her a proper bedchamber, but she demanded something dank and dark. I felt the dungeon was more fitting.”
“Maybe I should see how she is settling in,” you say, your cock stiffening in your shorts as you imagine what the comely slime girl might do when she sees you.
“Of course, I am also available for your pleasure, master,” says Hina. “I recommend the version of me waiting in your bedroom. I will take very good care of you and your needs, master.”
“No doubt,” you say, taking in the sexy golem’s purposefully erotic proportions. If it weren’t the strange seams of her construction running up her sides and outlining her face, she would pass for one of the most beautiful women you’ve ever seen. There is even something exciting about the inhuman aspect of her construction.
“Where would you like to go?” She says, smiling sweetly.




Where do you want to go?
Relax with Hina's help
Pay a visit to Morelle the lesser succubus
Visit Oola the slime girl
Receive more training from Theora the angel




Triumphant over the slime girl

You trudge out of the dungeon, blinking at the early morning light that greets you. Despite your exhaustion from the long trek and your strange encounter with Oola, you feel rejuvenated by your victory. You walk through the forest, a bit disoriented from being in the dark so long.
“Over here!” You hear a call from the surrounding. “Lucas, are you blind?”
Theora waves to you with both hands, finally drawing your eye to her position across a stretch of forest. She waits for you impatiently with one hand resting high on a tree trunk and reminding you that she is a fair bit taller than you. Despite her generally grumpy and domineering attitude, you are glad to see the angel of Veleda. The bemused expression on her face does not even dim your happiness.
“Beaten another one, have you?” She says and finally claps a hand on your shoulder.
“Yes, she has been sent to the sword,” you say, brandishing your blade.
“Well, don’t let it go to your head, Lucas.” She tosses you your travel back and the strength of her throw nearly bowls you over. “Slime girls are among the weakest monsters. Particularly violet slimes. I didn’t tell you that going in, because I didn’t want you to foolishly let your guard down, but they are as stupid as rocks and not even an actual danger. In fact—“
You hold up a hand, which to your surprise actually shuts her up for once.
“I’ve just spent the last few hours crawling around in a dark tunnel under and ancient ruin and battling a monster,” you say. “You can save the lectures for the next training session. Right now, I just want to get back to mmmmm!!”
Theora surprises you with a kiss. You stiffen in shock and then relax into the warmth of her embrace, her soft breasts crushed against your chest and her lips against yours. You yield to her strength and her tongue meets yours in a torrid swirl. For a few seconds you feel as if you have won some great victory, one that is much more important than defeating a monster girl.
Theora pulls back from the kiss and looks into your eyes. She smiles and you smile back.
You never see her boot coming as it slams into your chest and knocks you back to the ground.
“Never let your guard down!” She snarls. “There’s your training session. Now listen up, because I’ve got a lot to tell you about slimes!”
The session continues all the way back to your farmhouse.
“…it takes more than two days to dissolve inside a crimson slime. Of course, they say it feels incredible, but I would imagine anyone who actually felt it isn’t around to say. My advice if you’re facing a carnivorous slime would be to distract—“
“Wait,” you say, holding up your hand again. Theora gives you a cross look, but you ignore her. You see something wrong at your farmhouse in the distance. The gate is open… and the door! “Something is wrong! Look!”
Theora sees it too. She grabs you suddenly beneath your arms and lifts you into the air as she spreads her white wings. She sails through the air, over the farm, where you see numerous footprints pressed into the mud, wagon tracks, and no further sign of Old Joe or Betty. Theora drops you near the door to your house and lands beside you.
You rush inside and see your pottery is broken, your furniture smashed and overturned, and even your old portrait of your grandfather has been torn. It smells like piss and fouler things.
“They pissed on your bed,” says Theora, wrinkling her nose at the stench.
“Hina!” You shout, your eyes going wide with shock and anger. “Whoever did this has taken the Hina I left to watch over things.”
You hear a thumping from the side of the house as if in response to what you are saying. You hurry around to the side of the house and see that the cellar doors are moving, but the handles have been jammed shut with shovel handles and broomsticks. You quickly toss these away and throw open the cellar doors.
“Master Lucas,” says Hina, smiling brightly and climbing out of the cellar. “I am glad you have freed me. I have been trapped down there since late last night.
“Who did this?”
“I believe they are known as the Gedry brothers,” she says. “I was straightening up your cellar and organizing your preserves when three rowdy male humans arrived. They heard me in the cellar and assumed I was you, I believe. They taunted me, calling me Loser Lucas and they robbed you of all your money.”
Your guts tighten at the thought that you have been robbed of your sister’s tuition by the Gedry brothers again.
“Why didn’t you fight them?” You demand.
“A Hina will never attack a human unless directly ordered by her master,” says Theora.
“They said I should count myself lucky they did not set fire to the building,” says Hina, “but I am not harmed by far. It would have been a much shorter stay in the cellar for me if they had set the fire.”
You sigh and sit down on the cellar steps.
“Do not be sad, Master Lucas,” says Hina. “You still have your preserves and they are very neatly organized.”
“Thanks,” you say bitterly.
“Enjoy your moping,” says Theora. “And don’t even think about getting revenge. Veleda forbids it. You can find me in the Crystal Sanctum if you need to talk.”
She waves her hands ad there is a bright flash of light. The gemstone on your sword flashes with pink light before dulling once more.
“I will help you clean your house, master,” says Hina.
She rests a mechanical hand on your shoulder and squeezes a little too hard. You yelp and jump to your feet.
“I’ll handle it,” you say. “You go on back to the sanctum too.”
“Of course, master,” says Hina. “It has been a pleasure to serve you.”
There is another flash of white light, answered a moment later by a pulse of pink light from the crystal. You are alone. Broke. And your house is trashed. Your mules and cart have been stolen.
More than ever, you just want to disappear into that palace inside the crystal and never come out again.




What do you do?
Clean up the house
Pay a visit to the Crystal Sanctum




Accept Ella’s offer to share her cunt

You are unhappy about the idea of sharing Ella with another man. It does not deter you from remembering the way her warm, velvety pussy gripped your cock that summer evening. The way she rode atop your stiff manhood for six strokes before you began to cum inside her. The way she smiled and fell against you with her soft breasts like warm cushions against your chest, your cock still twitching inside her as she squeezed you with her slippery walls.
“Well?” She lifts your hand to her breasts and squeezes your hands beneath hers so you feel the softness of her mounds. “What’s it going to be, Lucas?”
“I have to share a bed with you, Ella,” you say, smiling sheepishly. “Even if I must share you with another man.”
“I see,” she grins sweetly. “Good. This will be fun, I promise. I can handle two fit lads at once.”
Her wide hips swing and her skirt tickles her stockinged legs as she leads you up the stairs and to one of the small bedrooms. It’s just a straw mattress on a bed frame and some cushions next to a lantern.
“Take off your trousers,” says Ella. “I’ll be back in a moment with another lad and we can have a bit of fun.”
Before you can reply, she is back out the door, leaving you in the small, dingy room to undress. You are reluctant to undress before the other man enters the room, particularly with your cock as stiff as a wooden spoon. You take off your boots and trousers and strip off your sweat-stained tunic. Your cock is still throbbing and hard and your heart is pounding excitedly in your chest.
You hear footsteps approaching the door and Ella’s familiar laugh accompanied by a man’s voice. Fearing embarrassment, you cover your cock with one hand as Ella opens the door.
“Good,” she says, smiling sweetly and stepping into the small room. “I’ve brought a friend for a bit of fun. This is—“
“Johan Gedry,” you exclaim as the lanky, shaved-headed thug with the dark eyes strides into the room behind Ella. His rat-like nose is slashed with a scar and when he smiles he reveals several broken teeth. He is the lowest of the low, the brigand who, with his brothers, robbed you of your entire summer’s harvest.
“Well if it isn’t Lucas LeBlanc,” he says, grinning at you.
“Oh, you know each other?” Ella asks.
Johan brushes past her, ignoring her words. He stands several inches taller than you, looking down at you with cruel amusement.
“Little Lucas,” he says and grabs your biceps. “Let’s see then. Are you as little as they say?”
He pulls your arms and forces your hands away from your cock. Your penis began to wilt the moment Gedry stepped into the room. He bursts out laughing at the sight of it.
“Look at that shriveled little prune!” He wraps an arm around Ella’s shoulders. “He’ll never satisfy you with that, my lovely. He can wait his turn while I show you a proper fucking.”
“That wasn’t what we agreed,” says Ella. “It was both at the same time, to get it over with quicker.”
He ignores her and roughly pulls her corset down, causing Ella’s plump breasts to burst free. Her ample, pale mounds are marked with red lines from the corset. Her thick, pink nipples are soft and puffy.
“Careful now, you’ll rip it!” She cries, pushing his hands away.
“Hey now,” you say, starting towards him. “No need to be—“
“Sit down, Lucas!” Johan shoves you into a rickety chair beside the bed. “Wank your little cock if you want. You can enjoy the show.”
He shoves Ella down onto the bed as roughly as he shoved you. He falls atop her, pushing her skirt up and exposing her silky red panties. With one hand he frees a rather long and slender cock and begins thrusting it at her quim. He pins her to the bed with one arm and begins kissing, sucking, and nibbling at her heaving breasts and fat nipples.
“Go on, love,” he grunts. “Spread it open. I’ve got a good hard cock for you. One you’ll actually feel.”
“You prick!” She moans. You glimpse her creamy thighs and there is a rip as he tears her panties. A moment later she wails as he stretches one of her nipples between his teeth. Her cry of pain is interrupted by a breathless gasp as Johan Gedry sheaths his stiff cock in her dark-thatched cunt. He slips every inch into her slippery quim and begins to roughly fuck her.
“Not so rough,” cries Ella, her tits bouncing with each of Johan’s thrusts.
“Shut up, whore,” he laughs. You begin to get up from the chair and he glares in your direction. “Sit it down, farmboy. You watch. A fine chance to admire a proper fuck for a proper whore.”




What do you do?
Fight Johan Gedry
Sit down and wait your turn
Go back to the bar




Attack

The righteous anger of Veleda seems to burn in your veins. Your grip tightens on your holy sword and the blade flares with radiant power. Oola burbles in surprise and halts her advance.
“What is this?” She croons uncertainly and holds up the wiggling tendrils of her fingers.
“It is the justice of Veleda,” you growl, your anger growing hotter. “It is revenge for the suffering you monster girls inflict upon humanity!”
You leap forward and swing your holy sword in a blazing arc. The glowing blade slices through Oola’s hand at the wrist. There is a hiss as the hot blade meets her cool slime and then the severed hand loses its shape and splatters to the floor. It only takes her a moment to grow the hand back.
“Stop fighting! I just want fun!” She burbles angrily. Her arms shoot out and she grabs you around the waist with one elongated limb. Oola’s other slime appendages winds around your forearm. You quickly switch to a one-handed grasp and swing your sword again. The blade hisses loudly as you slice through Oola’s gelatinous neck and sever her pretty head. It loses its form instantly and splashes to the floor in a glistening gob.
“Ahhh! Stop taking my body!” She cries, sprouting a new head from the stump. Although apparently unharmed, she has shrunk in stature by half a hand’s width. She extends two more limbs, one from each side of her body, and she tries to grab your sword arm with both. A fifth arm grows from her abdomen and she sends a cool, slimy hand into your trousers to grasp your cock.
You ignore the pleasurable sensation of her cool, silky hand stroking your manhood. You fend off her arms trying to immobilize your sword arm. With a fresh shout of wordless fury, you plunge your sword deep into Oola’s jiggling bust. You can see the blade driving deep inside her translucent body. Bubbles boil through her from the magic blade. For an instant, her gelatinous face is frozen in an expression of surprise.
There is a flash of light that nearly blinds you and the resistance to the pressure of your thrust is suddenly gone. You blink away the after-image and see that Oola is gone. The gem in the hilt of your sword glows with pink light for a moment.
You sag against the wall, your adrenaline turning into an unpleasant shakiness. You catch your breath as a weary smile forms on your face.
You have done it!
You have saved the humans in the nearby village of Edelbern defeated the slime girl and trapped her within the Crystal Sanctum. She will now be your ally rather than your foe and you may visit her within this strange pocket dimension.
CONTINUE >




Don’t fight the slime girl

The rhythmic pleasure of Oola’s silky hand stuffed down your trousers is enough to forget all wisdom and relax into her embrace. You sigh and her cooing grows louder.
“Yes, Lucas, it is very good,” she says in her sing-songy voice. “You do not need this silly weapon.”
Before you even realize what is happening, Oola has slipped the Sword of Veleda out of your grasp. She smoothly passes the blade to another hand that reaches from an arm growing out of her back. This momentary limb passes it to an arm that grows out of her leg, which in turn discards your blade well out of reach. The additional limbs shrink back into Oola’s voluptuous body, her buttocks wobbling with the fluid appendages settling back into her main bulk.
Literally disarmed by the slime girl, you have no hope to resist her further advances. She presses her cool lips to yours and thrusts the sweet gelatin of her tongue into your mouth. It feels almost as if it might dissolve in the warmth of your kiss, but it maintains its consistency as it swirls against your tongue.
Oola’s hands – and she grows more than one pair – begin stripping off your backpack, tunic, and taking down your trousers. Fingers come and go whenever she needs them and her hands pluck away your shirt after only a few seconds. She robs you of the necklace Theora gave you and tosses it aside without concern. Apparently slime girls are immune to the blessing of Veleda.
Once you are naked before Oola’s protean glory, she reconstitutes into a fully human shape and holds you in a passionate embrace. Her hands roam over your back and down to your buttocks as she kisses you and slips her tongue once more into your mouth. Her huge breasts squeeze against your bare chest.
“Oooh, Lucas,” she giggles, stroking your head with one of her translucent hands. “You are such the cute boy. It is very cute and I like it.”
“I l-like you too, Oola,” you say, no longer even thinking about trying to escape her gelatinous grasp.
“Mmmmm, thank you,” she burbles, which is strange since she is smothering your mouth with another kiss and thrusting her tongue against yours when she says it.
Oola cradles you in her slime, gently lowering you to the floor as she takes holds of your rigid cock with both hands. You watch as her cool, slimy grip engulfs your hardness completely and begins that rhythmic, sucking pump you felt before. Two hands become four, caressing your bollocks and tickling a finger against your asshole as she pumps her first two hands on your cock.
The pleasure only intensifies as all four of her hands join together to surround your cock, squirming into a singular gelatinous mass that becomes Oola’s head. Your stiff cock is now pumping in and out of her gelatinous mouth and you can see your tip twitching inside the violet ooze of her head. Her mouth massages you without friction, urging you deeper and allowing you to move your hips and fuck your cock deep into Oola’s throat.
Although the pleasure is incredible, you have a momentary pang of regret as you realize you are about to succumb to her gelatinous power. You try to draw your hips back and push away from her, crying, “N-no! I can’t!”
She forms new hands and arms from her shoulders and draws your hips, pulling your cock deep into her throat once more. A new body and torso rises from her back.
“Shhhhhhhh,” she burbles, face to face with you once more even though her mouth – her other mouth – is still swallowing your cock. “Enjoy, Lucas. Do not fight.”
You try to object, but she embraces you with another set of arms and pulls you tightly against her huge, gelatinous tits. You struggle to breathe in the sweet-smelling valley of her silky-soft breasts. She gently guides your face to one of her thick, gelatinous nipples and feeds the fat bud into your mouth. Her areola is a slightly darker shade of violet than the surrounding jelly of her breast. You stop struggling and draw her nipple into your mouth, suckling at her sweet, gooey teat.
“OooOOohh,” cries Oola. “Suck good, Lucas. So warm. Human boy so warm.”
Your hips move of their own volition, fucking her lower mouth as it slowly transforms into her cunt. She takes on normal human proportions, not even an extra set of arms, and you fall atop Oola, utterly abandoned to the pleasure of her rippling, squeezing pussy. You whine with helpless ecstasy against her breast, your pleasure rising quickly, your balls tightening and your cum threatening to burst deep in her gelatinous pussy.
“Can feel your seed,” burbles Oola happily. “Give me seed, Lucas! Give it to me to make more!”
“Oooohhh Oola,” you cry around her thick nipple. You press your face into her breasts, kissing and sucking at them as your pleasure reaches its peak. Your cock stiffens in the wondrous silky channel of her cunt. That slippery passage seems to squeeze around your cock in a hundred places and suddenly you are passing the point of pleasure. You know to cum inside her damns you to a fate that might be worse than death, but you cannot stop yourself.
You look down through her violet body, seeing your cock deep inside her rippling translucent flesh as it begins to witch and spurts out powerful jets of milky white. The clouds of your semen swirl inside Oola as she lets out a rapturous cry, “Yeeeeaaaahhh, Luccaasssss!”
Her inner walls of slippery slime squeeze and slurp at your cock, drawing out every drop into her liquid depths.
You fall back, cradled by her slime as she melts around you and straddles you with hips that join the slimy cushion beneath you. She smiles down at you over her huge, heaving breasts. For a moment, she is still, burbling softly without forming words. Then she begins to move atop you, stroking your spent cock, squeezing it in a rhythmic way that does not allow you to become flaccid.
“Ohhhhh, it’s too sensitive,” you cry.
“You give me more,” she burbles. “I need so much, Lucas. You will help me.”
As she moves atop you, your cock strains once again in her depth. You lift your head and you can see it, thrusting traitorously into her slimy channel. You pant, helpless to escape, helpless even to resist the pleasure that builds with each rise and fall as Oola rides atop you. Her huge breasts jiggle and flop and her translucent face is twisted into an expression of pleasure.
“Ahhhhh!” You cry, thrusting your hips and cumming suddenly and with seemingly even greater force than your first orgasm. Milky jets of your seed launch upwards into Oola’s body and she arches and cries out with pleasure of her own. Her gelatinous thighs squeeze you tightly and her shuddering slimewalls drain your pumping cockmeat.
She falls atop you, her slimy weight trapping your arms and body and forcing you to look up into her face. She speaks without breathing, her words burbling up from inside her.
“Now we make many babies, Lucas. Already, one is coming. Oooooooh!”
She shakes and jiggles atop you. She lets out an almost bovine lowing sound and you hear a loud, wet slurp. A mass of violet slime detaches from Oola, tumbling to the floor. It is only half her size, but it begins to form into the shape of a human woman. She is nude and with the same proportions as Oola, only smaller.
“I am Naala,” she burbles cheerily.
“I am Oola! This is your human father!”
“I want a human too!” Says Naala.
“You must go to the nearby village,” says Oola. “There are many boys to give you their seed.”
Naala loses her human shape and goes sliding out of the tunnel, heading towards the surface. Oola turns her attention back to you, her inner fingers stroking your cock and urging you back to hardness. She kisses your lips softly and says, “Now we make more slime.”
“I can’t,” you groan, even as your cock begins to grow hard.
“You make babies,” says Oola, her hips beginning to move, her huge, gelatinous ass beginning to bounce atop you. You have no choice in the matter. Oola is going to take it all from you.
CONTINUE >




Fight to hold back

Theora’s mocking laughter and her admonition to imagine her as a monster girl draining your essence fills you with enough shame to strengthen your resolve. You must not yield so quickly to the pleasure of the angel’s exquisite flesh! You must fight and prove to her that you are a man!
Against every instinct to roughly plunge your cock into her molten cunt, you slow your thrusts against Theora’s luscious ass. Her quim continues to grip and massage your cock, she even presses her ass back against you, but you fight off the urge to explode by picturing Morelle’s demonic tail slurping away at your cock. The succubus would gleefully drain your essence with her perverse appendage. You picture it and imagine your life depends on not cumming.
“Ohhhhh, Lucas,” moans Theora. She drops her head to the grass and cries, “It’s good. Your cock is good. I need you to fuck me now. Fuck me HARD!”
She arches her back and pushes her ass even higher. You stare down at the creamy mounds and the pink clench of her anus. Her asshole squeezes tighter and you feel her cunt’s inner walls also flex around your straining hardness. She looks up at you with one eye, her face on the grass of the clearing.
“Fuck meeeee,” she gasps, thrusting her ass back and bouncing her buttocks against your hips as her steamy cunt caresses your cock.
To hear her suddenly pleading for your manhood is enough to once more erode your restraint. You take hold of her shapely hips and begin to plunder her soaking slit with rough thrusts of your cock. Your hips loudly spank against her ass, making it jiggle tightly with each impact. Your breathing comes in louder and louder gasps as you feel your pleasure rising. Still, you fight back the urge to cum. You want to feel her cum first.
“Ohhhhhh, Lucas,” she cries, twitching her hips and fucking back against you. “It’s sooo good!”
Somehow, you fight back the urge to explode inside her perfection long enough. You feel her body tense, her wings snap open wide, and she arches almost inhumanly as she thrusts her ass back against you. With a trumpeting cry of angelic ecstasy, Theora cums around your cock. The moment you feel her first spasm, gripping you like a hundred tongues wrapping around your shaft and squeezing your cockhead, you lose all ability to resist the pleasure.
You thrust deep, grabbing her hips as tightly as you can and crying out, “Theoraaaaa!” 
Your balls seem to spasm at the root of your cock and the exhilarating pleasure explodes into powerful eruptions of your seed deep inside Theora’s holy vessel. Her cries of pleasure shudder through her with each thrust back onto your cock and your strokes take on a lewd, wet sound as your plentiful cum coats your shaft and stuffs her fluttering channel. You spend every drop of your seed deep inside her velvet depths.
“Gods, that was… amazing,” you moan, watching as she slides forward and your cock leaves her angelic pussy.
“It wasn’t bad,” she admits, posing for a moment so you can watch your seed drip from her blushing pussy. Then she turns and looks at you with those fierce blue eyes. “I am impressed, Lucas, but if I were a monster girl you would still be defeated.”
You look down at your cum-smeared cock as it begins to wilt. You know deep down that she is right, holding back for a couple minutes is no impressive feat, but in the embrace of her loveliness it was an accomplishment.
“Th-thank you,” you say. “I know I, um, still have a lot to learn.”
She rises smoothly and with a wave of her hand cleanses her body of your human filth. She dons her formless brown robe with dismaying haste as you scramble to stuff your cock back into your trousers.
“We’ll work on that,” she says, tweaking your nose. “In time, little farm boy. Now we should return to your farm.”
“Y-yeah, right,” you say, buckling your belt and climbing into the mule cart beside her. You ride down the lonely rural road in silence, though there is a faint smile on Theora’s lips.
As you approach your home you see an intense ray of moonlight shining through the clouds onto your farm house. Theora squeezes your shoulder and points to the ray of light.
"Hurry, Lucas,” she says. “The goddess is calling upon you."
CONTINUE >




Fuck Theora from a missionary position

Your natural desire for Theora, seeing her as a beautiful woman, is at war with your fear of her as a powerful angel. You hesitate for a moment, but your desire wins out and you embrace her once more. You kiss her sweet lips passionately and she moans with something that might be surprise. Your cock flexes upward as you pull her tight against you and becomes strapped between your tunic and the firm warmth of her abdomen.
She presses back, her breasts mash against your chest as your hands slip down to fondle her backside. You knead her buttocks with your fingers, gripping them tightly, pulling her against you as your tongue swirls against hers in another molten kiss. The honey sweetness of her mouth is matched by the eager dance of her tongue.
Pressed together as tight as can be, you and Theora descend to the soft grass of the clearing. You gently push her back and she sprawls, radiant and beautiful in the moonlight, her blue eyes heavily-lidded with desire.
Your motions are purely instinctual now. Your hand caresses her inner thigh and pets the hot, slippery folds of her cunt. You test her with your fingers and she lets out a sigh. You kiss her abdomen and up to her breasts as you climb atop her. Your body parts her thighs wider. Your cock brushes against the dewy folds of her delicate cunt.
“Do it, Lucas,” she whispers, seeming to conspire with you by her tone. “Take me like a man.”
You have never wanted anything more. Not even the intoxicating power of Morelle the succubus can match the cock-twitching lust you feel for Theora in the moment.
You kiss her again as you guide your hardness to the welcoming heat of her pussy. Her folds part easily and you sheath your hardness to the hilt in the tight channel of her pussy. She moans against your mouth as you give her every inch and your balls press against the divot of her anus. You cannot move for almost a full minute, experiencing the heat of a delicate squeezing of Theora’s angelic quim. To thrust again so soon would certainly unleash your orgasm.
“Fuck me,” she whispers against your lips. You kiss her again to silence her.
Somehow, you summon the strength to move atop her without your cock exploding in an instant. Her slick walls grip at you despite the wetness, massaging your length with her inner muscles as you pull back and thrust in again. You break the kiss, pushing up on your hands above her, thrusting forcefully into Theora’s hot channel and watching her large breasts sway with each stroke. Her blue eyes blaze with desire and her pussy flutters around you.
“Lucas, you feel so much larger than I remembered,” she gasps, wrapping her legs around you and pulling you deeper with every stroke.
“Oh, Theora,” you cry. “I cannot… I cannot last long. Your beauty…”
“Do not blame me for your weakness,” she laughs, rocking her hips beneath you to make it even worse. Her pussy seems to massage you and your body moves of its own volition, pounding your straining length deep into her cunt and nearly out again with every thrust. You are on the brink of exploding. She is not going to let you stop thrusting. Her legs, wrapped tightly around you, certainly will not permit you to pull out.
“I can feel it,” she laughs. “Go ahead, Lucas. Surrender to your human weakness. Fill me quickly with your pitiful seed and be done with it.”
Her words sting, but the pleasure is unimaginable. Your balls are tight and churning with your need to cum. The glistening piston of your throbbing cock pounds into her clutching cunt.




What do you do?
Don't fight it, cum inside her
Fight to keep from cumming




Cum inside her

It is impossible to resist Theora’s angelic beauty and the steamy perfection of her cunt squeezing around your cock. Her pussy is simply too good.
“I can’t… hold on,” you cry, thrusting wantonly in and out of her pussy. “It’s too good.”
“I know,” she laughs, looking back at you over her shoulder. She arches her back and slams her ass against your hips, skewering her slick cunt on your cock. “You are weak, Lucas, even for a human. You cannot hope to resist the pleasure of one of Veleda’s angels.”
“I am weak,” you gasp, slamming your cock into her as your pleasure rises to the boiling point. You pound your hardness in and out of your clutching cunt as you surrender to that exquisite vise. You hear her chuckling as you fuck her, knowing you not only surrendered to her luscious ass and squeezing pussy, but you utterly failed to satisfy her pleasure. As you plunge inexorable down the path of ruin, you cry out, “Aahhhhhhhh! I’m cumming!”
“Yes, prove your weakness!” She hisses. “Fill me with your worthless seed!”
You whimper with pleasure, thrusting against her firm bottom, feeling small and pitiful behind her statuesque form. You hilt your cock inside her steamy channel and let go of your last shred of resistance. A long moment of bliss gives way to the powerful spasms of your eruption and you spurt your seed deep into her cunt. Theora laughs as you thrust into her and your release your cum in her exquisite pussy. You strokes slow and her inner walls squeeze around you as if she is draining out every drop.
“Oh, gods,” you gasp. “I-I’m sorry, Theora. I could not resist.”
She crawls forward, your cock leaving her creamy folds with a soft slurp. You watch as your seed trickles out of her blushing cunt. She waves her hands and with a sparkle of light, your seed disappears and her body is once more immaculate. She turns to face you and rises to stand above you.
“You had best learn to resist or you will burn through your thousand lives long before you manage to save mankind.” She dons her formless robe with disappointing haste, her lovely body disappearing under the brown cloth. “You will practice. You will work on your willpower and stamina if I have to strap you to a table and have that damned golem wank your cock for days on end.”
The thought of Theora doing that makes your cock twitch with a mixture of fear and excitement. You smile at her as you rise to your feet.
“Do not smile at me,” she scolds. “I mean it. Desperate measures may be needed to teach you how to be a man instead of a weak little boy. I only have so much patience for your immaturity, but Hina could wank you for a century without pause.”
“N-no,” you say, imagining yourself crumbling to dust on some table in the Crystal Sanctum, your cock polished to the shine of a diamond by Hina’s ceaseless hand.
“No?” She pushes past you, taking her angelic scent with her. “Come along, Lucas. It is time we return to your farm. I will consider how you might be saved from your own weakness.”
You join her on the cart and set off down the lonely country road. The ride is even lonelier beside the sullen angel. You know you have failed her and you want to apologize, but you have a feeling saying anything else would only anger her further. You keep quiet and watch the road ahead.
As you approach your home you see an intense ray of moonlight shining through the clouds onto your farm house. Theora squeezes your shoulder and points to the ray of light.
"Hurry, Lucas,” she says. “The goddess is calling upon you."
CONTINUE >




Pay a visit to Morelle the lesser succubus

"I need to visit Morelle," you say, your cock already stirring at the thought of the lascivious young succubus.
“Yes, right this way,” says Hina cheerily. “She is in the garden.”
Hina leads you through a heavy wooden door on the ground level of the palace and out into a magnificent courtyard. Trees bloom with sweet-smelling flowers and ivy climbs the trellises that face the setting sun. You encounter another Hina almost straight away. She smiles happily as she uses a sharpened tool to sculpt the immaculate hedges into a perfect rectilinear wall.
“Hello, master,” calls the gardener Hina. “Would you like to see the garden?”
“I’m looking for Morelle,” you reply.
“Of course, she is just on the other side of the fountain,” says the Hina, directing you and your guide to a fountain splashing with clear water. A large sculpture atop the fountain depicts four women engaged in erotic acts. It takes you a moment to realize one of the four women is sprouting a large penis from her womanly mound.
“There she is, master,” says your guide Hina, pointing past your shoulder to a row of scarlet flowers.
Your eyes widen as you glimpse Morelle’s lusciously plump body peaking out from beneath the skirt of a diaphanous summer dress. Her shapely buttocks rise and fall and press against her heels as she bends low and digs in the flowerbed. She seems to sense she is being watched and she lifts her head, revealing her lovely violet hair and her curling horns have both been decorated with wildflowers.
“Oh, Lucas,” she cries with delight, bouncing to her feet and discarding her gardening tools. The front of her summer dress is covered by a slightly dirty apron that nevertheless fails to contain her heaving breasts. She comes jiggling and bouncing over to you and embraces you tightly in her arms. Even her serpentine tail curls around your leg as she squeezes her soft breasts against you and plants a smothering kiss on your lips.
For a moment, you luxuriate in Morelle’s demonic scent and the intoxicating pleasure of her kiss. You part your lips to her and share your tongues in a torrid tangle. Your cock is instantly hard and pressing against her shapely thigh as she squeezes tight against your body.
“It’s so good to see you,” she gasps, finally breaking the kiss. “I love whenever you come to pay me a visit.”
“You are looking particularly, um, beautiful today,” you say, admiring her curves fairly bursting from her translucent dress.
“Oh, this?” She says, playing with the hem of her skirt and wiggling her hips. “Just a little something I had Hina make for me. She can make anything!”
She unties the apron and tosses it aside so you can admire her demonically voluptuous body straining the sheer top and her hairless mound visible through the skirt.
“So sexy,” you murmur.
Your cock twitches again and Morelle giggles and grabs hold of it through your trousers.
“There are so many things we can do together.” She teases her lower lip with a fingertip and looks at you coquettishly. “So did you come to give me what I want, Lucas?”
“Could we talk first?”
“Oh, well, if we have to,” she giggles.
You walk arm-in-arm with the lovely succubus, reminded by her warmth and her scent, not to mention her voluptuous body, what a wonder it is to receive pleasure from her. Even though you yearn to give yourself to the demoness and wallow in your desire, you have another thought that seems more important.
“I was wondering,” you begin, “Do you know any powers you could teach me?”
“Oh, is that what you want?” She nudges you with her elbow. “Mmmmm. Most of my powers come from, you know, being a demon.”
“Ha ha right,” you say, scratching your head and feeling embarrassed for even asking the comely young demoness.
“Buuuuut,” she taps her finger on her luscious lips and looks at you with mischief glittering in her big, violet eyes, “there is something Lady Rachelle taught me before she left. Of course, you cannot feed on the essence of a monster girl, because you are not a succubus, but you might be able to confuse her.”
Lady Rachelle was the elder succubus that seduced Morelle in her family’s farmhouse and transformed the poor young woman into the sex-crazed demoness you were forced to defeat. Theora has warned you more than once that you are not ready to face an evil on the level of Lady Rachelle and Morelle speaks of her the way you think of Veleda. You’re reluctant to meddle with anything related to her. Still, if she gave Morellea special ability that could help you defeat more powerful monster girls…
“Confusion might be useful,” you say hopefully.
“Of course, you’ll have to trick your enemy and make her think you are submitting to her power,” she says, “because this only works if you seem submissive.”
“Submissive?”
“Mmmhmmmm,” says Morelle, pursing her lips, but unable to conceal her mischievous smile. “Lady Rachelle told me it’s called Maddening Pleasure. It means using your fingers and tongue. I can use my demonic power to make it work, but I bet you can use that tricky holy power you get from Veleda.”
Your mind can’t get past the “fingers and tongue” part of what Morelle just said.
“I use my… I lick them? And finger them?” Your face is hot and your cock is throbbing with desire. The discomfort tends to happen around Morelle.
She giggles and takes your hand, “Yes, silly. You are not afraid, are you, Lucas?”
“Afraid? N-no,” you say. “I can do that.”
“Good. Let’s practice,” she says and gives you a wink that makes your cock jerk. She takes your hand and leads you to a grassy clearing in the garden walled in almost completely by hedgerows. There are two benches and a small fountain with a statue depicting a woman spilling water from a jug. Morelle releases your hand and prances ahead of you, taunting you with her swinging hips and her ample bottom in the sheer, billowy dress.
She runs playful fingers through the spilling water and continues past the fountain to the stone bench. She rests a knee on it, pushing her bottom out and allowing her dress to ride up and over the roundness of her buttocks, revealing the lavender-tinted folds of her quim. She turns gracefully, sitting on the bench, bending her knees, and then teasing them slowly apart to show you her creamy inner thighs and another view of her pussy. Her hard nipples tent the sheer fabric of her dress and her soft breasts jiggle with each deftly licentious motion.
“Come here, Lucas,” she purrs, motioning with a curled finger. Her other hand runs over the swell of her breasts and down her slender abdomen to the mound of her cunt. She parts the dewy petals of her pussy. “Show me what you can do with that tongue and those fingers.”
You sink to your knees before the young succubus. Her scent is as intoxicating as the day you first encountered Morelle, you long to bury your face between her ample thighs and taste her nectar, but you must taste her lips first. You cage her in your arms and press your kiss to her lips, fighting back a shiver as you feel a hot pulse of magical pleasure. Violet sparks flicker around your kiss with Morelle. The succubus is sucking your essence, which sweetens the kiss and encourages you to thrust your tongue into her hot, sugary mouth.
“Mmmmmmm,” she purrs against your lips. “Delicious as always, Lucas, but not part of Maddening Pleasure.”
“Getting started,” you pant, breaking the kiss and moving lower. You caress and squeeze her soft breasts through her dress. You remember when Morelle had only a modest, perky bust. Her transformation into a lusty demoness has made her exquisitely voluptuous and you admire her breasts with your hands and your kisses through the sheer cloth. You even lightly bite her left nipple through the fabric, eliciting a squeal of giggling surprise from Morelle.
The writhing warmth of the succubus drives you mad with lust. You kiss her thighs and above her sweet-scented mound. You can feel the warmth steaming from her delicate groove. You can see the lust sprinkled like dew upon her lavender petals. Your cock jerks with need, but it is your tongue that you sheath in the hot cove of Morelle’s cunt. She thrusts herself nearly off the bench, grinding her delicious pussy against your face. You plunge your tongue deep, sampling her sweetness, licking her folds, and seeking her clit.
“Yes, yes,” she cries, “just like that. Ohhhhh… especially there, Lucas. Let me show you.”
She pets the bud atop her clit, pinching it lightly between two fingers so that you can see the tender tip beneath her delicate hood.
“Lick there. Suck there.” She commands. “As you pleasure me… ohhhhhh, yes! YES! Call upon her, Lucas. Guide her power into your deed! Serve me with her holy words upon your tongue.”
You call upon Veleda with your yearning heart and with your lashing tongue. The words you speak batter against Morelle’s clit. She squeals with pleasure, closing her thighs against your head and bucking against your face. You feel Veleda’s holy might burning brighter and brighter inside you as you furiously tongue Morelle’s throbbing bud. The young succubus begins to wail with ecstasy, grabbing your head with both hands and fucking against your tongue. Her juices coat your face and fill your mouth.
“Ahhhhh! Enough!” She cries, pushing you forcefully away. Your holy fervor is so intense that you try to force her back down and resume licking her delicious cunt. She shoves you away again, nearly tipping you over backwards. “It is working, Lucas! You have it on your first try! Unless you want me an insensate lump, you will stop.”
“I did not even use my fingers,” you say.
“Yes, well, I think that is good enough,” she giggles. “You have learned the ability. Now it is time for my taste, Lucas.”
But Morelle has underestimated your willfulness. She tries to take charge of the situation by climbing atop you and you seize that opportunity to twist out from beneath her. She cries out and falls to her hands and knees as you slip behind her. You push the small of her back, driving her soft breasts down to the grass and simultaneously burying your face between her plump and inviting buttocks.
“Aahhhhhhh!” Morelle cries, arching beneath your pressing hand and bouncing her bum into your face. You lather the sugary clench of her asshole, rimming and sucking at her demonic pucker as you thrust three fingers into the hot sleeve of her cunt. As you lap at Morelle’s clenching crinkle, you channel the power of Veleda into your tongue and fingers. Light pulses pink inside her cunt and flashes beneath your tingling tongue.
“Huhuhuhu,” cries Morelle, making a sound you have never heard from her before. She lifts her head up and you see that her tongue is hanging from her mouth and dripping with drool and her eyes are rolled almost all the way back into her head. Her entire body glows faintly with an aura of holy magic and this aura flickers with each orgasmic pulse of Morelle’s pussy and ass.
You give her crack a last lick and pull your fingers out of her pussy. She remains dazed and completely submissive and you are far too horny to pass up the chance to fuck Morelle senseless. In a moment, you have your cock in hand and you are teasing it against her cunt lips. Before you can even thrust into her pussy, Morelle arches hard and pushes her ass back, squeezing your hard cock into her tight, incredibly warm ass. Her lavender pucker gobbles up your swollen tip and she lets out a deep groan of pleasure as she thrusts back and takes your hard cock all the way to your hilt.
“Maddening Pleasure,” you say aloud, a smirk on your face as Morelle fucks back against you with brain-melted desire. Her big ass bounces loudly against your hips and her exquisite asshole slides over your cock, gripping and massaging you with every thrust. You grab hold of her shapely hips and ram hard and fast into her spit-lubed pucker, unable to resist the pure pleasure of dominating the succubus with your desire.
Plundering Morelle’s magnificent ass sends you into a gasping frenzy of thrusting and pleasure. Your grip tightens on her hips as she moans senselessly. Your cock throbs potently and you look down, watching her lavender-tinged ring stretching around your thrust cocking and gripping you with her anal muscles on the backstroke. You cannot hold back and with a last cry of, “Morelle!!” you let loose deep inside her ass. The sex is so one-sided that she is not even able to feed as you plow her soft ass full of your seed.
Your pleasure seems to linger for an eternity, but as you come down, you slowly pull your cock out of Morelle’s freshly-fucked asshole and see some of the sense return to her eyes. She is still gasping for breath after the intense anal.
“You… you did it,” she laughs. “You did it and you… you took my bottom.”
You look over her shapely bottom and at the cream dripping from her stretched asshole. She is a bit of a mess, but you can’t help giving her round ass a smack and a long squeeze on her plump peach. More asshole flexes and more of your cum trickles out over the pouting folds of her cunt.
“Oh, Lucas!” Morelle gasps with delight and shakes her ample ass.”I need more! Fuck the evil right out of me!”
Much as you would like to indulge your lust and wield your newfound power, you fear the consequences to your well-being of plundering the succubus’s perky pucker again.
“No, I have reached my limit,” you say, still fighting to catch your breath.
“But Lucas,” she purrs, turning around to confront you. Her hand reaches for your dripping cock and her tails winds around your leg. “I have not even had a taste. I’m sooooo hungry. Please, Lucas?”
You grant her the slightest morsel with a kiss on her lips. Her demonic power draws on your essence and you feel a rush of pleasure as she tries to force her tongue into your mouth. You keep your lips pursed tightly. She tries to pull you into a much deeper embrace, but you force her away.
“Thank you,” you say, “for teaching me this new ability. It could save my life.”
She pouts that you are only giving her such a small taste of your essence. You walk away, leaving here there in the garden and for once feeling as though you got the upper hand with the demoness. You are certain that feeling will not last long.
You find the guide Hina waiting patiently for you beside the large fountain. She seems to be studying the erotic imagery as you approach her. She turns smoothly and regards you with her large blue eyes.
“I hope you had a pleasant visit, master,” she chirps.
“Uh, yes, it was very nice,” you say, your face hot with embarrassment. You are certain Hina somehow knows exactly the sort of naughtiness you got up to with Morelle. The golem seems to know everything that occurs in the sanctum.
“Excellent,” says Hina, betraying no knowledge of your erotic misdeeds with Morelle. “There is much still to do here in the Crystal Sanctum. Where would you like to go?”




Where do you do?
Relax with Hina's help
Visit Oola the slime girl
Receive more training from Theora the angel
Get back to the real world




Don’t fight it, cum inside her

It’s no use! You cannot resist the pleasure of Theora’s tight, clutching cunt. You fuck her even faster and harder, a helpless laugh escaping your lips as you yield to your body’s instincts. You plunge your cock hard and deep into her golden patch. Her inner walls grip you tightly and her plump tits bounce and jiggle with every stroke. The sight of her moonlit mounds swaying with each thrust of your cock overwhelms your failing resistance.
“Gods,” you cry, “I can’t stop this. I’m… I’m going to cum!”
“You’ve scarcely lasted a minute inside me, you pitiful boy,” laughs Theora. “Go on then, give it to me, Lucas. Surrender your seed to my body.”
“Ahhhhhh!” You thrust wantonly into her rippling channel. Your pleasure rises to an inescapable rush through your cock.
“Give me all your cum! Right now!” Theora cries, wrapping her legs tightly around you. There is that contemptuous smile. Her blue eyes blaze with her annoyance.
Even as you know you have failed Theora’s test, you are surrendering to the ecstasy of that failure. You hilt your cock in her exquisite sheath, sending her breasts swaying once more as you let out a cry of pleasure. Your back arches and your balls throb. Your cock, seized by ecstasy, surges for a moment inside Theora’s clutching cunt. You pull back and push into her once more, the intense pleasure releasing into powerful orgasmic jerks. Your cum fires deep into her molten pussy. Her mocking smile seems to widen as she feels your seed gushing into her depths.
“Oh, Theora,” you whine, each stroke into her slick cunt bringing another spurt of your cream. You pour out your pleasure into her fluttering channel, smearing her walls and slicking your cock. Your seed oozes out with your diminishing strokes and trickles down your bollocks and Theora’s pink anus. You press deep into her, head dropping with dismay, breath coming in exhausted gasps.
“What a disappointment,” she says, releasing you from her silky thighs. “I expected all that time you were spending with the succubus might have taught you something. You’re as quick to the finish as ever, Lucas.”
“S-sorry,” you moan.
Your wilting cock slips from her cum-stuffed pussy. Theora reaches up, brushing your shaggy hair from your face and caressing your cheek.
“You’re really pitiful, Lucas,” she says, her tone sympathetic but her blue eyes cold. “Now take your shirt off.”
“What? Why?”
“Your shirt,” she says, snapping her fingers. You strip off your tunic and hand it to her. She pushes you away and you flop onto your back beside her in the clearing. Theora stuffs your shirt between her legs and works the toned muscles of her abdomen. She sees you watching and says, “I am not going to ride in that jostling cart with your cum dripping out of me.”
She wipes herself with your tunic and tosses it back in your face. It is musky with the scent of sex and slimy with your mingled juices. You try to brush off what you can in the grass, but Theora, quickly donning her cloak, is impatient to get going.
“You are hopeless,” she says. “You will never defeat a monster girl unless you can fearless bed her. You must work on your stamina.”
“Hina might help,” you suggest, thinking of the beautiful golem that serves you eagerly in the Crystal Sanctum. Theora stiffens and shoots you a hard-eyed glance. You remember she warned you not to become intimate with the golem. That she is dangerous.
“What did you say?” Theora snaps.
“N-nothing,” you reply, lowering your gaze.
“Hurry up,” she says, climbing into the mule cart. “I sense the goddess.”
Having failed to impress Theora, the ride back to your family farm is mostly silent and intense. As you approach, you see a strange ray of moonlight shining through the clouds and seeming to illuminate a window of your house.
“Hurry,” commands Theora. “She calls you to action.”
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Try to trick her into a deal

“Oola,” you say, trying to sound friendly, “You know, I would love to give you my seed. But I am very busy.”
“Awooo?” She burbles with disappointment. “Lucas, human boy, there is nothing better than me! I will make you feel so good!”
She squeezes her huge, jiggling breasts in her gelatinous hands and tilts her translucent hips to one side. The pose reminds you of the whores who sometimes parade outside the brothel in St. Ingbert on slow days trying to entice customers. Somehow, this slime girl has learned to adopt a similar pose to entice her human victims.
You’re not falling for it.
“I want to give you my seed, again and again,” you say. “And I have a special way we can do it.”
“Awooo? Special way?” She gives you a curious look.
“Right,” you say, brandishing your sword carefully. “With my sword I can send you to a special place, a beautiful palace called the Crystal Sanctum. It’s much nicer than this dank, dark place.”
“A palace? Awoo… I like this dank, dark place.” She reaches out her arms and you retreat out of her grasp. Her feet are joined together in a mound of slime as she slithers after you. “Come here, Lucas. I will make you want to stay.”
“No!” You say firmly. “If you like the dank and the dark, I’m sure we can find a place like that in the palace. Maybe in the dungeon or something.”
“I always wanted a dungeon,” she burbles. “They are so much fun to creep around in. And you will give me much essence? Enough to make more slime? I do not want to be alone.”
“Um, well, I can give you a lot. I can visit you all the time. And you won’t be alone. Some of my friends live there, like a succubus named Morelle and a golem named Hina.”
“Fun!” Oola claps her gelatinous hands together.  “Will you give me seed ten times a day?”
“Not that many! That would kill me!” You lean a little closer to her. “Three might be possible.”
“Awoo! Three is just a snack! Will you visit me every day?”
“Well, most days,” you say. “I might be busy sometimes.”
“Awoo! Okay, Lucas, I will go to your palace! It sounds fun!” She turns her head as if looking around the tunnel. “Where do we go?”
“Just, um, stand still,” you explain. “I have to take you there with my sword.”
She stands very still, posing with a sweetly blank smile on her face and her voluptuous jelly body on full display. She seems too innocent you almost feel guilty dispatching her in this way, but Morelle seems none the worse for wear after you struck her down. You hover the tip of your sword at the top of Oola’s cleavage.
“What is it, Lucas?” She asks. “Why are you waiting? I am ready to go to you—“
You interrupt her words by plunging your sword into her gelatinous breast. For a moment, agony flashes across her translucent face. There is a bright flash of light inside Oola that is tinted violet by her translucent body. The violet color is blasted away by the brightness of the light and the slime girl is gone. All that remains of her is a small patch of residue on the stone floor.
The pink gem in the hilt of your sword glows for a moment and then becomes dim again.
Oola is in there, within the Crystal Sanctum with Morelle and Hina, your golem servant. She will find a home within that strange palace and soon you will be able to visit her.
You feel suddenly very lonely in this underworld beneath the ruined temple. You need to get back to the surface.
You begin your long trudge out of the tunnels.
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Item

You place your faith in Veleda and reach up to the holy amulet given to you by Theora. You feel a tingling of holy strength as you run your fingers over the serpent of Veleda. Aa soft glow seems to suffuse your entire body. The warmth of the blessing of the goddess fills you with confidence and peace.
“What are you doing?” Oola burbles curiously.
“Veleda!” You cry, holding out the holy symbol. “Show me your strength, my goddess! Please, help me defeat this perverted creature.”
“Perverted… creature?” Oola looks down at her jiggling body as if just realizing she is not a human. “Oh, Lucas, these words hurt very much! I am a friend! I will make you feel good!”
You hold the symbol forward with both hands, your body glowing brightly with the blessing of Veleda. You feel the warmth of her righteous strength. You are not afraid as you raise your voice and shout, “By the great goddess of war and healing, um, I rebuke… uh…”
Your invocation of Veleda dies on your lips as Oola surges towards you. Before you can even lower the holy symbol and reach for your sword, Oola is upon you. She hits your legs as a wave of slime and catches your arms in her gooey hands. Her jiggling breasts splash against your tunic, reform, and press heavily down upon you as she smashes her silky lips to your mouth.
“Mmmmmmm!” You cry, trying to push her away and only managing to jam your hands deep into the cool gelatin of her body. You watch in muffled horror as your holy symbol is pull from your grasp and drifts harmlessly through her translucent violet body.
Your struggle ends as she bowls you over backwards and catches you on her gelatinous lower body, cradling you in her shapeless slime. Her human-shaped breasts squeeze against your tunic and hands reach out from the slime beneath you to pull at your clothing. You can’t even cry out in defiance as her slimy lips press to your and her sweet, slippery tongue thrusts into your mouth. The coolness of her slimy tendrils reach the warmth of your bare flesh as she strips away your clothes.
“MmmmmmHhhmmm!” You cry against her lips, still weakly trying to resist her, but already beginning to understand that your fate has been sealed. You relax against her slimy bosom and your tongue begins to swirl against hers. You feel her slimy hands on your ass and your back at the same time. She must be growing more than one pair to caress you. Her jiggling thighs part and she reaches a hand around you to guide your naked hardness to her silky folds. She is so soft and wet as her cool channel engulfs your cock that you nearly cum from a single stroke.
“Oooooh, Lucas,” she burbles. “You’re so warm and yummy! I want to taste all your cum juice!”
Her legs bind your body to the slimy cushion beneath you and she begins to ride your cock. Her cunt is a heaven of slippery softness, rippling and squeezing at you moment and sliding easily around you the next. Each time she rises and falls atop you, her huge breasts heave and jiggle. Thick nipples and slightly darker areolas form at the tips of her glistening violet orbs. The sight of her magnificent mounds makes your cock touch within the rippling tunnel of her cunt.
“Ohhhhh,” you moan with helpless pleasure.
“You like them, Lucas?” She asks, running a fresh pair of slimy hands over her breasts and plucking at her fat nipples. Gooey droplets of her slime form at her thick buds and dribble over her fingers.
“Y-yes,” I admit, my pleasure rising by the moment as she rides atop me and massages my cock in her silky slime. She allows me to free my hands, but I only free them to cradle her hips wide hips as she bounces up and down atop my slippery cock.
“Awooo!” She burbles with delight. “Your warm cock feels so good, Lucas. I want to feel even better! Will you suck on me?”
“S-suck on yo—MMPHH!”
She falls against you and her huge breasts smother your face. You try to speak, but that only allows Oola to feed one of her fat nipples into your mouth. It has a rubbery firmness to it and the liquid flowing out has a very sweet, juicy flavor.
“Awoooo, suck me!” She whines above you, cradling you head against her breast with another hand forming beneath you. You moan and begin to suck at her smothering slime, drawing the nipple deeper into your mouth and feeling her cool, sweet juice dribble down the back of your throat. You swallow instinctively, most of your mind on the exquisite sensation of her slimewalls squeezing your straining cock. “You can drink slime if you are thirsty. It is good for a human boy and delicious. Like your cum is for me!”
“Mmmmmm!” You moan around her breast, sucking harder as you feel your balls tightening and your cum threatening to explode. You are powerless to hold back as she bounces her huge, jiggling ass and the slippery sleeve of her pussy against you. As your pleasure reaches its exhilarating peak, you cry out loudly against her smothering breast and suck so hard you feel her cool juice pouring down your throat. In that delicious moment you arch and thrust hard into her pussy.
“Awwooooo!” Oola burbles loudly and arches her body as well, thrusting down hard and squeezing your cock tightly in her velvety inner grip. For a momentary eternity you are caught in the rush of your orgasm. Then your cock erupts deep inside her and you open your eyes to see the jets of milky cum swirling into her jelly body. Your cloudy spurts reach almost up to her chest before dissipating like smoke in her churning slime. Oola cries with delight. “So delicious! More! More! Give it all to me, Lucas!”
She moves atop you relentlessly, draining your seed and milking out every drop of your orgasm. She does not stop even as you become uncomfortably sensitive. Her body bounces against yours and she holds you down, riding atop your cock and forcing you to remain hard.
“Please,” you moan against her breast. “It’s too much!”
“More! It’s so yummy, yummy!” She burbles, pressing her breast back into your mouth and smothering your further objections with the sweet trickle of her juice from her nipple. You soon lose yourself in the pleasure of suckling from her breast and having your cock massaged by her slippery cunt.
As you begin to cum inside her a second time, you know for certain that you have been defeated by Oola the slime girl. You are powerless to resist the pleasure she has to offer.
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Get back to the real world

“I must return to the real world,” you say to Hina. “I have spent long enough relaxing in the palace. I must confront my troubles.”
“The bad men,” she says solemnly. “The smashed up your house. I am sorry I could not stop them, master.”
“I don’t blame you, Hina,” you say. “But it is time for me to go back to my farm.”
“I hope you have enjoyed your visit with us,” she says. “If you desire sustenance, comfort, pleasure, or would like to visit any of the guests in the sanctum, please return.”
You hold the control crystal above your head and shout, “SANCTUM EXITUS!”
There is an immediate flash of white light. The faintly perfumed air and pleasant warmth are replaced with the piss-stink of your vandalizes farmhouse. The bright white stones and the lovely golem with her sweet demeanor fade into your memory. You look around at your dreary defaced house and kick an overturned chair with anger.
You wish that chair was one of the Gedry brothers; preferably Johan with his smug face. You would take his head off with a shovel if given half the chance. Instead of heading out to seek your revenge, you set to work cleaning up the house.
It is well into the following day and you are exhausted nearly to the point of collapse when you hear the clatter of hooves and the creak of an approaching wagon. You step to the door of your house and are surprised to see Old Joe and Betsy, your mules, drawing your cart up the path to your house. The cart is laden with things stolen from your house, including a large trunk of what appears to be gold, silver, and copper zeks.
Atop the cart, as upright and arrogant as if she is being carried on her royal palanquin, rides Theora. She looks magnificent in her pure white gown, her breasts jutting proudly forward and her blue eyes regarding you with amusement.
“What did you do?” You ask, stepping out to greet her.
“I told the Gedry brothers that you are the chosen of Veleda and that I am her wrath,” she says. “They will not waylay you again, Lucas. In fact, I would venture a guess that they will be much more helpful in the future.”
“You did this for me?” You ask, your heart swelling with affection for the stern angel.
“I suppose you owe me an enormous favor now,” she says. “Do not fear, Lucas, I will find a way for you to repay this immense debt.”
“Thank you,” you say, embracing her despite her cold demeanor. She stiffens for a moment and then relents and embraces you with one arm, patting you on the back the way a parent might comfort an emotional child.
“Mostly, I did not want your familial obligations interfering with your duty to the goddess,” she says. “It was that duty that is my main concern.”
“Yeah, sure,” you say, smirking at her, “but you like me or you wouldn’t have done it.”
“Maybe… a tiny bit,” she admits.
You have never felt so honored.
“Now get back to work,” she barks. “Your house is a sty.”
As you toil to repair the damage to your house, you feel pride at winning some small bit of Theora’s respect and at defending Lorraine from another monster girl. Though Oola is safely in the palace, there will surely be another monster girl to defeat, and another chance to find a monster girl for your pleasure.
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Ask for her Gooey Mouth

The thought of Oola gulping your hard cock into her glistening, gooey mouth and sucking your seed is enough to make your cock twitch almost painfully in your trousers. Oola seems to sense your growing ardor and slithers closer, her luscious body jiggling and a tongue of slime running over her full lips.
“Do not fight it, Lucas,” she burbles softly. “I will give you so much pleasure, whichever way you wish to—“
“Your mouth,” you blurt. “Your, uh, Gooey Mouth.”
“Oh! Why, of course, Lucas!” She strokes your shoulders with her slimy hands and leans her face close to yours. You know that face isn’t real, it’s just a shape of slime she has made to tempt you, but as it leans closer and you breathe in her sweet smell, you cannot resist her.
Those soft lips drag against yours and her lips part. A soft, cool, sweet-tasting tongue of slime slithers over your parted lips. You press against her with a moan and kiss her passionately. Her mouth is as sweet as a pot of jam, but there is a firmness and solidity to her you had not expected. The shape of her mouth is solid and her tongue is as resilient if not quite as substantial as your own.
“Oh, Oola,” you moan, embracing her as you would a human woman and squeezing her slimy body against you. Her kiss is curious and delicious and exciting. You reach down to your trousers, unbuckling them and unbuttoning the front. Your cock practically springs into your hands and Oola pulls back from the kiss.
“Oh, my, Lucas,” she says, seeming to look down at your cock. “It is very big and hard. You want me to suck it all out with my mouth?”
“Y-yes, please,” you moan.
“Of course, Lucas, you silly human boy! I will suck it out forever and ever!”
You feel a lurch of terror at those words, but it is too late to offer up any resistance. You lean your back against the wall of the tunnel as Oola descends to her slimy knees before you. Her hands push yours away from your cock and she takes hold of you in her soft, silky grip. You watch, helpless with lust, as Oola begins to wank your cock with two slimy hands. She burbles softly and leans her head forward, running her slimy tongue around your cockhead.
“Ooh, I taste your early seed, Lucas!” Even though her tongue is swirling around your bulging tip, she speaks without impediment. She wraps her soft lips around you and engulfs your cock in her cool, soft, and incredibly slippery mouth. She continues to speak even as she takes more and more of your twitching manhood into the exquisite, sucking softness of her mouth. “So delicious and warm! I cannot wait for you to squeeze your stones and squirt out so much yummy-yummy seed!”
“Oh, gods, forgive me,” you moan, dropping a hand to her head. She begins to bob against your cock, sliding her lips and slimy tongue around you, taking your cock to the back of her throat. You cannot resist the pleasure and you jerk your hips, fucking into her mouth to meet her bobbing head. She takes your cock into the distinct squeezing channel of her throat. You let out a gasp, nearly at the brink already.
“Give me your yummy seed, Lucas,” she purrs, somehow speaking even though you can see your cock pushing in and out of her throat and down into her translucent neck. “You’re dripping inside me! Teasing me with that yummy taste! Squirt it out, Lucas!”
“Oh-okay,” you gasp, grabbing her head with both hands.
“Yes!” She burbles excitedly. “Fuck my mouth! You will not hurt me like a boring human girl!”
“Ohhhhhh!” You grab the fat tendrils of her slimy hair and squeeze her head in both hands as you roughly fuck into her mouth. She takes you happily, burbling with pleasure as you slide your cock in to the root and back out again, fucking her mouth and deep into her throat with every stroke. The pleasure builds with each thrust and you are drawn by the rush of your rising orgasm. “Ahhhhh! Here it comes!”
“Yes! Feed me your yummy-yummy seed, Lucas! I need your essence!”
You thrust with sudden force, leaning into her face. A human girl would be suffocating, but Oola massages your surging cock as if she has a hand inside her throat. You arch and thrust again, watching your cock drive down her neck and twitch. Cum spurts from your tip and becomes a cloud like milk poured into tea, swirling inside her translucent violet chest. You pump again and again, firing your seed deep into her gelatinous body. For a moment, her breasts and neck are almost opaque, but that milky swirl fades as Oola absorbs your essence into her body.
You sag against the wall, dizzy with your defeat, but Oola is not done with you. Her mouth remains latched to your cock, sucking you past the point of over-sensitivity, bobbing mercilessly on you even as you squirm and twitch.
“Oola! Wait!” You gasp, helpless to stop her as her head bobs up and down and swallows your cock to the root. Your hardness never flags inside her insidious throat.
“More!” She burbles excitedly. “So yummy and delicious, so warm, I need more! Give it to me!”
The tunnel fills with the lewd slurp of her sucking slime. Her mouth bobs up and down on you and her hand massages your dangling balls until they begin to tighten up against your root once more. It seems only a moment since you spurted down her neck into her swirling slime and here you are, on the brink once more. Your hips begin to jerk. You fuck up and into her mouth and Oola giggles happily.
“Ah! I’m going to cum again!” You cry, suddenly grabbing her head and surrendering to the pleasure.
“Yes! Feed me more!” She burbles, slurping wantonly on your cock. You arch beneath her, fucking into her throat and exploding. As your swirling seed disappears into her violet slime, you know you are utterly defeated.
Spent, you slump back to the floor, but even then Oola’s eager sucking does not stop. Her mouth continues to bob atop your cock and her hands slip under your tunic to play with your sensitive nipples. You can only moan in despair, knowing you have been totally defeated by the slime girl.
CONTINUE >




Fight the slime girl off

You cannot let this pleasure continue! Instinctively, you reach out to grab Oola’s gelatinous wrist as her hand fondles your stiff cock. Your fingers encircle her cool, slippery wrist and when you squeeze your fingers sink into her slime. She giggles and continues to pump her hand on your cock, sending a twitch of pleasure through your hardness.
“I don’t want to hurt you,” you say as you grip your sword.
“A sword?” She giggles. “A blade won’t—“
You press the edge of the blade to her wrist and there is a soft hiss like fat in a hot skillet. Her slimy hand releases your cock instantly and she recoils from the sword.
“OooOOooohh,” she moans, slithering a pace or so away from you. “That hurt me. You are a mean boy, Lucas!”
She pouts her lower lip as she rubs at the discolored spot where your sword sliced into her wrist. Her dismay only lasts for a moment. The discoloration soon fades from her wrist and she faces off against you, her feet and shins replaced with a single mound of slime, but the rest of her body a voluptuous exaggeration of humanity.
“Please no fighting,” she burbles. “But if you want to fight before fun, I will fight. I am a tough slime. And I am not letting you leave.”
“I will defeat you!” You brandish your sword.
“You have all the fun juice inside. I need it to make my babies!”
There is a strange fierceness to her simple innocence. You do not want to hurt the slime, but there is no alternative. She is a monster and you are the Champion of Veleda. If you do not defeat her, she will bring terror to the nearby village of Edelbern.
You must defeat her!




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




The message from Veleda

You pull your mule cart up to your barn and Theora leaps down before it has fully stopped. You hasten to follow her. When a goddess calls, you must answer swiftly. The bright beam of moonlight is aimed at one of the small, wood-framed windows of your farmhouse. It seems to fill your entire house with brilliant light that glows from beneath the door and between the planks.
Theora throws open the door of your house and the light inside is almost blinding in the darkness outside. Your eyes adjust as you enter and you see that the beam of light is illuminating a radiant orb of gold. As you and Theora approach, this orb levitates into the air and a large, feminine mouth forms on its surface.
“Lucas LeBlanc,” says a clarion voice that sends goose pimples up your arms. This is the voice of the goddess herself and it is so beautiful and powerful you nearly weep at the sound. “The time comes to face your next foe, Hero of One Thousand Lives. Another monster stalks these lands.”
“Where, my goddess?” Theora asks.
“In the ancient temple to Dunesef. It lies in ruins in the woods to the east. This creature gathers her strength and prepares to strike out at the humans who dwell nearby.”
“The ruined temple,” you say. “I know it! It lies in the wooded hills just north of Edelbern.”
“Yes,” thunders Veleda. “You must reach her by morning. Do not let her unleash her evil upon this town. She is protean and her appetites cannot be satiated.”
“A protean?” You ask, but the golden orb is already fading like a million motes of dust in the moonlight. It disappears and the powerful beam of light is blocked once more by the clouds. You look up at Theora questioningly.
“A slime girl,” says the angel. “Gather your wits, pack what you will need, we must leave immediately.”
You soon shoulder a pack containing a bit of food, a water skin, lantern and some rope. The terrain has no roads, so you and Theora proceed on foot. You are surprised, but actually glad, to have the angel along with you. It gives you a chance to ask her more about your quarry.
“What is so dangerous about a slime girl?” You ask.
“It depends on the type,” says Theora, her expression determined as she marches through the moonlit forest. “Blue and Violet are breeder slimes, they suck the essence of a man and use his seed to procreate and spawn more slimes. A single ejaculation can produce another slime, so they breed very rapidly.”
“There are other types?” You ask.
“Green slimes are simply curious, not very dangerous, while red slimes are carnivorous.” She spares you a serious glance. “They will literally devour you if they catch you. They will enjoy it too. They are quite sadistic.”
“Is that all of them?”
“Pink slimes capture females and control their bodies to move among society undetected,” she explains. “They will force the females to mate with males and produce more pink slimes. They are clever and difficult to root out of a human settlement. Then there are the gold slimes, queen slimes, which are truly intelligent, though thankfully rare. They are carnivorous and mate with humans to produce any of the slime types.”
The woods grow deeper and darker. The sounds of the forest become more muted. You feel a creeping sense of dread as you finally reach the ruins of the temple of Dunesef. The dwarf god once had followers among the dwarves and humans, but the dwarves are long gone and the humans abandoned his worship in favor of more present gods like Veleda.
What remains of the temple devoted to him are the crumbling lines of a mossy bailey, the collapsed stones of a well, and an inner bailey rising on an earthen motte. This stout inner structure is partially intact, though well-concealed with its covering of plants. A tree has even grown up atop the inner bailey’s roof and sent roots dangling over the walls like locks of hair.
You start to emerge from the woods and Theora stops you with a firm hand on the shoulder.
“Look there,” she says, pointing to an ancient bit of masonry that glistens in the moonlight. “Residue of the protean.”
She walks with you to the stone and you crouch down beside it. There is a faintly sweet aroma, like flowering plants. Theora runs a finger through the slime and holds it up to the moonlight as the mucus-like residue drools from fingertip. You can see through the translucent fluid and it has a distinctly purple coloring.
“Thank the gods,” you hiss. You were terrified it would be red or gold.
“Do not feel relief, Lucas,” says Theora. “A violet slime girl is just as dangerous. Their lust is insatiable. If you are caught in her clutches, she will enslave you for weeks and drain you of your essence as she uses you to reproduce. When she is done, you will be an insane husk and she will have multiplied a thousand fold.”
You crouch beside the stone, contemplating a fate that in some ways would be a perverse fantasy and in others a fate worse than death.
You are not quite certain how to pose the question that comes to mind.
“If… if the protean doesn’t kill me, will Veleda…”
“Yes, Lucas,” says Theora, giving you a reassuring squeeze on the shoulder. “She watches over your path in the mortal realm. When escape becomes hopeless, she will lift you from danger and restore you to your path.”
She adds, rather sternly, “That does not mean you should give yourself willingly to the hunger of the slime girl. Though that may be an exciting prospect for a twisted young man such as yourself.”
“I would never do such a thing,” you protest.
She grimaces, somehow seeming to know all too well the enjoyment you find in the Crystal Sanctum in the embrace of Morelle, your captured succubus. Theora points to the dark entrance of the inner bailey, partially blocked by a fallen statue of Dunesef that has turned green with lichen. 
“Go, Lucas,” she says. “Dawn approaches. She will have nearly gathered her strength to set out for the village. You must find her and defeat her.”
You begin to rise. Theora calls after you, “Do not forget your special abilities. And this…”
She throws you something that glints in the predawn light. You catch it and see the holy serpent of Veleda rendered in gold on a golden chain.
“It was why I went to see that priest,” she says. “I doubt it will help you against a slime girl, but I thought you should have it.”
You grin and hang the necklace around your neck. It seems to emanate the same holy magic as your sword. Perhaps it will help after all. It also fills your heart with happiness, because it means that Theora, for all her stern posturing, actually does care about you.
On a whim, you embrace the beautiful angel, leaning up to plant your lips on hers. She stiffens in the embrace and pulls back.
“Lucas! Now is not the time for your childish fantasies!” She shoves you away, but your smile does not fade. She growls, “Go! Before I waste one of your lives by punching your brains out of your head.”
That sets you in motion. Though you doubt she would actually punch out your brains, you do not doubt Theora’s ability to inflict such an injury.
“Do not forget the abilities I have taught you, Lucas!” She calls after you. “Make Veleda proud!”
Dervish Strike and Startle Eye have not proven useful as of yet in your adventures, but perhaps the whirling attack or the blinding flash might work against the slime girl.
As you approach the ruins of the inner bailey, you catch a whiff of the distinctive, pleasant aroma of the slime girl. You see more of her glistening residue clinging to loose stones and left in smears upon the floor. The ground level of the bailey was once timber, but these have rotted away, leaving a bare staircase descending into the darkness of the temple’s lower levels. You spark your lantern and rest your hand on the grip of the Sword of Veleda.
Each step you take seems to echo loudly in the darkness. You descend to a level well beneath the rotted out ground floor. Your lantern reflects in numerous puddles as you move slowly towards the mouth of a tunnel that seems to plunge into the bedrock. It is not a natural construction however, as ancient stone arches brace the inner tunnel.
The scent of the slime girl grows stronger the deeper you descend beneath the earth. You try to move as silently as possible, your heart hammering in your chest with every step. Each turn off the main tunnel forces you to pause and search the darkness, anticipating that the slime girl might leap out at you and attack.
You reach a dead end in the main tunnel, but it branches into two narrower tunnels. As you stand at this branch, trying to decide which path to take, a soft burbling sound reaches your ears. It sounds almost like music bubbling up from underwater. You hear a slurping sound and realize it is definitely coming from the branch on the left.
Every part of you animal brain tells you to turn around and get out of there, but your faith in Veleda and your unwillingness to disappoint Theora urges you on. You draw your sword and grip it tightly in your hand, the blade faintly glowing with holy magic.
“I’m probably about to get myself killed,” you mutter.
Despite your fear, you set off down the tunnel on the left, walking directly towards the strange, burbling music and the wet slurping sound.
CONTINUE >




Go to the brothel and have some fun

Your father had long warned you away from the Bawdy Maiden, and your mother had often cursed its presence in St. Ingbert. Your parents had only served to concentrate your attention on the naughty sign that hung above the door or the voluptuous women who sometimes paraded in the street outside, enticing men (and a few women) to enter and spend some coin.
To your knowledge, your father had always resisted the temptation. You, however, had slipped away from the market and your father’s watchful eye on a rather recent summer afternoon. You had saved enough coins over the harvest season to buy the affection of a whore for a single hour. Ella Deneva, dark-haired, shapely, and born in a faraway land, had seemed a giantess in her high-heeled boots, but her gentle hand and husky voice had put you at ease.
She had certainly not needed a full hour to satisfy your desires.
Your cock stiffens at the memory of what Ella did for you that day: no less than to make you into a man. With a few coins jangling in your pocket once more, you decide that you would like to pay her another visit.
You hear the murmur of voices, a sharp laugh, and the clank of tin cups as you approach the door to the Bawdy Maiden. A rather stout man, deeply red in his face, brushes past you and out the door into the street. A curly-haired woman nearly bursting from her corset follows after him and shouts, “Don’t try to sneak it up my arse again, Donnel, or I’ll have Bernard thump you in the bollocks!”
She turns her perfumed cleavage back towards you and her anger transforms into a solicitous smile.
“Well hello there, handsome,” she says, slipping an arm around your shoulder. “Come on inside! What’s your name?”
“Ella,” you blurt.
“Oh, is that it?” She pulls your shoulder against her soft cleavage and walks you into the bar. Men and women are drinking and carousing around the bar and in the curtained booths where men’s lusts are cheaply satisfied. You take in the lewd scene and manage to somehow come to your senses.
“I want to see Ella,” you say.
“Oh.” The curly-haired woman’s expression sours. She pushes you dismissively away. “Ask at the bar then, farm boy. I ain’t her mum.”
You stumble away as she flounces off to find another mark. A brutish, bald-headed man eyes you from behind the bar. He has just about the most unwelcoming face you’ve seen, but you remember Ella’s hand sliding into your trousers and the memory strengthens your resolve. You approach the bar feeling very out of place in this sinful environment. Speaking loudly enough to be heard over the loud conversation, you tell the barman, “I’m looking for, um, Ella Deneva.”
The barman reaches over and taps a wooden sign hanging beside the bar. Your mind is so singularly focuses on seeing the whore that it takes you a bit to decipher the writing.
“Buy a drink or get lost,” reads the sign.
“Oh, right,” you say, fumbling and nearly dropping some of your precious coins. You manage to pluck out just enough for a cheap ale. The barman slides a sloshing tin mug across the counter.
“You want me to bring out the girls?” The barman lifts a whistle he wears on a necklace. You recall from your first visit that two sharp toots on the whistle will summon all the available women to the bar to present themselves for business. You would rather not repeat that embarrassing ritual.
“Ah, no, sorry,” you stammer. “I want Ella Deneva.”
“Ella? Oh, she’s been calling herself Valeena lately.” The barman motions one of the waitresses over and leans down to speak to her. She gives you an appraising look and an amused smile and hurries off. The barman turns his attention back to you. “Ella is with a customer. She’ll be over as soon as she’s done.”
“Thank you,” you say gratefully, but the barman has already turned to chatting with one of the waitresses. He clearly has no interest in conversing with you.
You drink the flavorless ale down to its dregs and start to doubt the wisdom of stepping into the brothel. The thought of Ella with another man both stiffens your cock and makes you a bit annoyed. You are about to get up from your stool and leave when a gentle hand slides around your shoulder and soft breasts press against the back of your neck. You recognize the perfume at once. You stiffen in more ways than one as soft lips press against your ear and warm words caress you.
“I heard you were looking for me,” whispers Ella.
You turn in the stool and find yourself looking at the woman who was your first. She is less beautiful than you remember. That is your unfortunate first thought. She is a real woman instead of the erotic fantasy, with lines at the corners of her eyes and too much makeup on her face. There is a slight weariness to her shoulders. A stain on her skirt and a run in her stockings.
Then your gaze is drawn to her corseted breasts, somehow even larger and creamier than you remembered, heaving and powdered, and the way her lips quirk into a rather unique smile, and you forget your disappointment. Her dark hair is worn up in a pile of curls rather than down around her shoulders as you remembered, but you decide this new way suits Ella’s long, slender neck. Her gray eyes are less kind than those in your memories. But this is the woman you want.
“Um, yeah,” I say. “I was here last summer. You were my, I mean, um, it was my first time.”
“Ah!” She takes your hands and pulls them against her corseted body. “I remember! Lika? Lukan?”
“Lucas,” you correct.
“Of course,” she says and pulls you off the stool to look you over. “Lucas. You have more meat on your bones today.”
You are not so certain about that. Perhaps the rich food of the Crystal Sanctum has allowed you to gain back a bit of the weight you lost during the dry summer. Ella leans close, almost as if she is going to kiss you, and her hand strokes over your crotch in a practiced motion. At first you think she is grabbing at your cock and you let out a surprised moan. It takes you a moment more to realize the experienced whore is sizing up the coins in your pocket and purse.
“A fair bit of coin,” she says, raising an eyebrow. “For me?”
“Mostly for my sister,” you say and she raises that eyebrow even higher. Your face goes burning hot as you realize the implication of what you just said. “For her schooling in Elzeheim.”
“Oh,” she says, her smile slipping for a moment. “Very well, you still have coin to spend though?”
“Y-yeah,” you say. “How much, um, how much would it be for—“
She interrupts you, ticking off her answer on her fingers, “My hand is four, my mouth is five, my breasts the same as that if you fancy them, and my cunt is ten. Arse is fifteen. If you’d like a wank with my feet—“
“Um, I only have eight to spare,” you confess.
Her lips tighten, but she manages a smile. “Well, I suppose you could share my cunt with another lad.”
“How is that? Share?” You say, never having heard of such a thing.
“Yes, yes,” she says. “Just as good for you, I promise, but quicker for me. Both your cocks rubbing inside at the same time. It will feel wonderful.”
“I don’t know if that—“
She grips your arm and leans close to whisper, “Some lads even like that. Feels a bit naughtier.”
Such a thing seems sinful under the teachings of the high cleric of Veleda. Men are not to touch men and women are not to touch women in the act of pleasure.  Some do this anyway and they are barely tolerated in the village. You don’t want to be known as one of those people.
Clearly, Ella sees your doubt. She gives your arm a squeeze.
“Whatever you would like with your coins is fine by me, handsome,” she says. “But make up your mind. Almost the night rush and I’d like to have a bite to eat before then.”




What do you do?
Ask Ella to pleasure you with her hand
Ask Ella to pleasure you with her mouth
Ask Ella to pleasure you with her breasts
Accept Ella's offer to share her cunt




Go back home and save the money

Something cold to drink would be nice after all the hard work, but the thought of a cellar beer makes you a bit queasy. No, you decide, much fun as it might be to enjoy the company of the raven-haired whore that made you a man, it would be foolish to spend your hard-earned money so frivolously. Your sister could use a new school robe. Not to mention you are the champion of Veleda; hiring whores to satisfy your lust does not seem appropriate given your holy task.
You climb onto the bench of your mule cart and give the reins a snap. Old Joe and Betty bray and set off down the evening road. You soon pass from the narrow cobbled streets of the village and onto the wide dirt trade road leading into the countryside. The lights of the houses become intermittent and you are left to navigate by the light of the bright, full moon.
It is not long before you see a hooded figure standing by the roadside. Their stooped posture gives them the appearance of a crone, though you cannot see their face. It would not do for the hero of a thousand lives to leave a poor, old woman wandering the countryside at night. You cluck and pull back on the reins, guiding the cart over to the side of the road.
“Hey-o there!” You call to the crone. “Do you need a ride to some place?”
She turns slowly, her face hidden in shadow but locks of golden hair dangling from beneath her hood. She hobbles over to stand beside your cart.
“Why thank you, young man,” she says.
You hold out a hand to help her up. She takes your hand in her strong, smooth grasp. Your heart jumps in your chest as you catch a flash of ice blue eyes in the darkness of the hood.
The next thing you know, you are sprawled on the ground beside your cart and struggling to breathe. Your arm feels like it has nearly been wrenched out of its socket. The crone towers over you, no longer stooped. She throws back her hood and reveals her familiar contemptuous smile and icy blue eyes.
“Theora!” You croak, managing to sit upright.
“Never pick up a traveler at night,” she says and now you see her ample bust beneath a plain travel robe cinched tightly around her slender waist. “I might have been a demoness or a goblin queen.”
You almost snap back at her that she practically is a demon queen with how cruel she can be at times. Thankfully, you decide to keep your mouth shut. You scratch your head and admit, “Yes, you’re right. I need to be more careful.”
“Mmmhmm,” she says, folding her arms beneath her breasts and making them seem even larger. When you do not immediately get up from the ground she sighs and offers you a hand up. You take it warily, but it is no trick. Theora pulls you to your feet and even dusts off your shirt with rough pats of her hand.
“What are you doing out here?” You ask as she walks around behind you and dusts off your back and bottom.
“I had business in St. Ingbert’s as well,” she says, completing the circle to stand before you again. Some of the anger has faded from her blue eyes. “An ill wind stirs. The monster girls are on the rise, Lucas, even if we do not see them yet.”
“Another one to fight?”
“Soon, yes, I think so,” she says, squinting up at the moon. She looks back into your eyes and surprises you with a kinder smile. She rests a hand on your shoulder and gives you a squeeze. “You are doing well, Lucas. To learn two abilities so quickly is not an easy feat. I might make a hero out of you yet.”
“Really?” You give Theora a dubious look. The angel’s kindness feels unnervingly like a trap.
“Yes,” she says, her eyes looking you slowly over. “But you need to work on your stamina. Step away from the road.”
She pushes you away from the dirt trade road, through a small copse of trees, and into another clearing. With each of her shoves you have the distinct feeling that she is going to throw you down on the ground like a ragdoll. She leaves her hand on the back of your neck and runs her fingers up and into your shaggy hair.
“Here is a good place for it,” she says.
“What?” You turn slowly around. “What do you mean?”
As you turn, Theora drops her woolen cloak and reveals that she is absolutely and exquisitely naked beneath the discarded garment. Her body is a luscious blend of towering muscularity and voluptuous, angelic softness. Her golden-tufted cunt gleams in the moonlight, her creamy white flesh seems almost to glow, and her eyes sparkle. She is luminous in her holy beauty.
“I think you know what I mean, Lucas,” she says, giving you one of those contemptuous smirks. Watching her plump breasts heave with each breath she takes makes it difficult for you, or your stiff cock, to care too much about her contempt. She caresses your face with both her hands, cradling your cheeks gently. “I can help you.”
“H-how?”
“You tell me, you silly boy,” she says, stepping so close that her pink nipples tease against your tunic.
“Sex,” you whisper.
“I might work,” she says, leaning her lips close to yours. Her breath is warm and smells like flowers and sunshine. “Even if I cannot teach you stamina, it certainly will not hurt.”
Having trained with Theora in the past few days, you are not so sure, but you can offer her no rebuke as her soft, warm lips press against yours. You moan with desire and give in to her kiss without hesitation. Theora’s tongue slips into your mouth, exploring and dominating you with her angelic lust. There is sweetness to her kiss almost like honey and you lose yourself in the swirling, molten heat of that embrace. She is so strong you do not doubt she could lift you up off the ground.
“Touch me,” she moans against your lips. “Touch my body, Lucas. I know you desire me. Be a man.”
Since the moment you saw her. You return her kiss, daring to press back against her lips as you boldly explore her flawless flesh with your work-worn hands. She moans as your rough fingers press the softness of her breasts, molding and shaping the mounds, feeling her nipples against your palms. Her hand on the back of your head urges you to dip your face to those soft cushions and you begin to kiss the naturally perfumed valley of her soft breasts.
“Take off your trousers,” she says, guiding you to her nipples. “Are you a boy? A man? Show me your risen cock.”
“Mmmmmmm,” you cry as she feeds one of her pink nipples into your mouth. Your cock twitches with desire and you can feel the wetness of your precum already smearing inside your underclothes. As you kiss her and fondle her, you free a hand to unbuckle your belt and unbutton your trousers. You kick your way out of your boots, tongue swirling around Theora’s ripe nipple as you move from one breasts to the other. Your cock is so hard it feels as if it might tear through your trousers. The gorgeous, lusty angel seems aflame in the pale moonlight.
“Oh, yes,” she gasps as you finally free your cock from your trousers. She takes a step back, her nipples redder and glistening with your spit. You step out of your pants and grip your hardness at its base. Your heart hammers in your chest and you are gratified to see a rosy color to Theora’s pale cheeks. It would seem she is nearly as inflamed with desire as you.
But her contemptuous smile returns.
“Are you ready, Lucas?” She says. “Prove to me you know how to handle a woman. Prove you can endure for more than a moment in the throes of pleasure. Hold nothing back!”
Looking at the gorgeous angel, her golden ringlets spilling over her pale shoulders and onto the blushing mounds of her breasts, her shapely hips and golden-furred cunt, you are not so sure you will last much longer than a moment.
But you have to try…




What do you do?
Go down on Theora
Fuck Theora from behind
Fuck Theora from a missionary position
Fuck Theora's mouth
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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.
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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 SERENITY!”
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.
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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.
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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.
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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.
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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.
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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.
CONTINUE >




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.
CONTINUE >




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.
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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.
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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 goddess’s 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
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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.
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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.
CONTINUE >





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.
CONTINUE >




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 boots 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.
CONTINUE >




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.
CONTINUE >




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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Preparations for a Journey

You stand in the crystal sanctum’s massive throne room of alabaster columns and golden chandeliers. The perpetual sunset light of this strange place paints pink and gold across the white marble floor. You stand beside the throne, uncertain of the ornate golden chair’s significance in this castle and therefore unwilling to sit in the chair.
Theora, the beautiful, statuesque, golden-maned angel, is not so hesitant. She folds her white-feathered wings against her back and settles onto the throne, adjusting the hem of her rather sheer gown and crossing her toned legs. She leans back in the extravagant seat as if she is lounging beside the hearth in a tavern.
“I wish I could go with you this time, master,” says Morelle, the succubus, as she rubs against you like a friendly cat. Her shapely bottom drags against your groin, her back arching and her silky black loincloth dangling between her buttocks. Morelle’s dangerous tail curls around your thigh and rubs against your cock. She looks different. The former farm girl seems to be growing into her demonic nature, her horns elongating and her wings darkening as her features have steadily grown more voluptuous. Her face is even more alluring.
“I didn’t say you couldn’t,” you say, thinking back to your recent journey through the countryside with the demoness. “To be honest, I wish I could take all of you with me.”
You learned about the threat of the vampiress after capturing Gretchen, the cow girl, and your apprehension about facing such a cruel and deadly foe has only grown since. Your sister is supposed to be visiting your family farm for a short break in her schooling. You should be there to welcome her home instead of off in the Nightlands having your blood sucked out by vampires.
Which is definitely going to happen. You know how this works.
“So take me with you, master,” says Morelle, rubbing her hand over your crotch.
“She cannot go with us,” says Theora.
“Mean!” Morelle pouts, crossing her arms over her ample breasts. “You just want master all to yourself!”
“Believe me, you little horned tart,” says Theora, her tone more dismissive than angry, “I would like nothing more than to send Lucas on his way alone, but he needs me to get to the destination.”
“Awwooo?” Oola, the slime girl, slides up the steps to the throne and curls her jiggling tendrils around you. “Why not take me? I am fun! I am good!”
“No, Oola,” you say, pushing away Oola’s gelatinous violet tendrils as they form into human hands. She copies Morelle’s pretty pouting face and slithers back from you, cooing with disappointment.
“Well, I’m not going to ask to go,” says Gretchen, the most recent addition to your companions. “I am too busy in my lab.”
The busty blonde cow girl pushes Oola gently out of the way and approaches you. She thinks of herself as an alchemist working primarily in milk, both female and male, and various other ingredients provided by the castle’s magic. Her swaying teats remind you of the fun you had in defeating her. Your cock, already stiff from Morelle and Ooola, begins to throb urgently in your trousers. The busty beauty holds out her hands, offering you a stoppered vial in each hand. One vial is blue and the other pinkish in color.
“What are these?” You ask, taking the vials from her.
“Milk draughts,” she says, a proud smile on her face. “The blue one will make you very strong and masculine and will make your cock powerful. No woman, not even a monster, will be able to resist you.”
“I would take that bet,” scoffs Theora with a roll of her eyes.
“Take them,” says Gretchen, stepping back. “Use them or save them, but I want you to defeat that vampire woman. I want you to come back.”
“Thank you, Gretchen,” you say, genuinely touched by her concern.
“Your boy milk is the purest I have found,” she says. “I need to milk much more out and that would not be possible if a vampire drinks all your blood.”
“Uh, right,” you say, stuffing the potions into the pouch you wear on your hip. “I’ll keep these handy.”
Your thoughts turn to the foe you will be facing. Though you have bested a few monster girls, including a soul-sucking succubus, none has ever been like a vampiress. Vampires are creatures of ongoing legend that strike fear into the heart of everyone.
You remember your father telling you a story of Vladislov the Decapitator when you were a young boy and how you stayed awake all night, every tap of a branch on your roof that night becoming the sound of a vampire alighting from the night sky.
“Master,” says a soft and feminine voice. You snap out of your fears and see that Hina, the sanctum’s omnipresent golem girl, is standing before you and bowing her head.
“Yes, Hina?”
“I want to wish you good luck on your journey, master,” says the automaton, earning another derisive snort from Theora. “I have prepared a bento box for you.”
“A what?”
She shuffles forward, head bowed, and holds out a pink box wrapped in ribbon. You take it from her and find it surprisingly heavy. A faint savory aroma wafts from the box.
“It is a meal for you to take,” she says. “With compartments for all of the items. My magic will keep some of the food warm and some of it cool for when you are hungry.”
“Uh, right, thank you,” you say. “Very thoughtful, Hina.”
She looks up at you with her oversized eyes, her irises pink suggesting she has chosen a pleasure body to give you the gift. Yes, her face is human-like and her lips appear soft and flexible rather than the polished porcelain of her arms and legs.
“Of course, master,” she says sweetly.
“And you’ll look after the farm again while I am gone?”
“I exist to serve you, master,” she says, stepping back and bowing once more.
“Don’t let all this go to your head,” warns Theora, standing from the throne. She raises her voice and addresses the monster girls. “It is time for us to leave. No more of this fawning over the hero with a thousand lives.”
“Where are you taking him?” Morelle demands.
“Veleda will deliver us to the borders of the Nightlands,” declares Theora. A cold silence falls over the room. The Nightlands are a cursed place, a haunted landscape where the sun never fully shines and the crops struggle to grow. Theora continues, “Even the goddesses magic will not allow us to travel directly to our destination, but Ulvenblad is not far from the border. We will reach the city and begin our search for the vampiress there. The goddess senses the presence of evil in this vicinity.”
“She doesn’t know where she is,” says Morelle, a look of contempt on her beautiful face.
“Mind your tongue, succubus,” warns Theora, taking a step towards her.
“I always mind my tongue, pious bitch,” says Morelle, balling her hands into fists and flicking her tail with annoyance.
You step between them and hold your hands up to placate them both. “I’m ready,” you say. “We can go now, Theora. Morelle, you look after the palace.”
She stands up straight and salutes you, her hand against the horns that curl from her forehead. You kiss her lips and feel the tingle of her demonic power. She steals a bite of your essence, pleasure rushing through you for a moment as faint violet light plays at her lips. You pull back before she can take too much.
“Gretchen,” you say. “Keep working on your potions.”
You embrace her and she crushes you tightly against her huge breasts, some of her milk spilling through her bodice and wetting your tunic.
“Awoooo?” Oola burbles plaintively. You turn to hug her and she splatters her voluptuous body against you and swallows up your arms in her jiggling translucence. Her sweet, silky lips smack against yours and she tries to probe your mouth with her gelatinous tongue.
“Alright, alright,” you laugh, pulling your arms from inside her with a lewd slurp. The moment you step back from Oola, several Hina golems mob around you, embracing you and whining for you to return. The show of concern for your departure only deepens your worry about your destination.
“That’s enough,” growls Theora and the Hina golems back away from you. The angel puts and arm around your shoulder and commands you, “Take us out of here.”
You hold up the pink gemstone that contains the power of the palace and declare, “SANCTUM EXITUS!”
There is a bright flash of light and you and Theora appear in the woods near Gretchen’s farmhouse, the Sword of Veleda clasped in your hands. Dawn spills pale gold through the trees and a mist clings to the ground in the nearby clearing. A chill wind stirs your tunic and hair.
“The goddess is ready,” says Theora. “Take my hand, Lucas.”
“Theora,” you say softly as you take her hand. “I will not shrink from this challenge, but I am afraid to face the vampiress.”
“That is wise,” she says, gripping your hand tightly in hers. “The undead thrive in the nightlands. Her power will be great and her evil is true. You should fear her, but you will in with the help of the goddess.”
The beautiful angel turns her face and silvery-blue eyes skyward and offers a prayer to the goddess.
“Mighty Veleda, mender with a warrior’s heart, knock us to your bow and draw back the string. Loose us into the heart of your enemies, for we are righteous and burn with your fire.”
A warm golden light envelops you and Theora, growing more intense until all you can see is that golden glow. You feel as if you are moving at an incredible speed, but you also feel calm and safe in the holy light of the goddess.
The light fades to a profound gloom. Theora releases her grip on your hand as your eyes recover from the glow and permit you to take in your new surroundings.
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An intense dream of forbidden pleasures

Rianna knocks musically at your door and you rise from the bed and open it. The hallway is dark and empty.
“Rianna?” You call, your voice echoing out into the hall. It seems to stretch infinitely in either direction and you have the distinct sensation that you are looking down to endless shafts. If you stepped out, you know you would fall into that endless blackness.
“Not Rianna,” purrs a husky voice from behind you. Feminine hands with long, immaculate fingernails stroke your shoulders and turn you back towards the room.
“You!” You cry as you realize you are looking upon the succubus queen.
“Hello, Lucas,” says the demonic woman standing before.
Lady Rachelle stands more than a head taller than you, long horns curling from her forehead over silky white hair that falls past her shoulders. Her breasts are large and perfect, cupped by leather ribbed with bones. Her batlike wings are much larger than Morelle’s and her tail, though ending in a fleshy tip, is barbed along its dark shaft. Her body is exquisite, her smiling lips seeming to beckon you to kiss her. Your cock stiffens at the sight of her and it takes all of your willpower not to throw yourself to her feet and beg for her pleasures.
“You fight my power?” She lifts an eyebrow in surprise.
“I… I… you are evil,” you moan, your cock twitching in your shorts. “W-what have you done to my mother?”
Her eyes flash with violet light and her smile spreads. She flicks her wings and runs a hand over her breast and down to the mound of her cunt, drawing your gaze to her glistening, womanly folds of lavender flesh.
“You hate me, don’t you, Lucas?” She coos, stroking her cunt. “Would you strike me down with your sword?”
The Holy Sword of Veleda materializes in your grasp. You grip it tightly, watching as she parts the cups of her leathery bra and exposes her plump, creamy breasts and her hard nipples with a lavender tint.
“You… yes!” You take a step towards her, drawing back the sword to strike her.
She disappears and reappears at the doorway of your room.
“You didn’t think I would make it so easy?” She laughs. “Come along, Lucas. Come and sheath your sword in my breast.”
She dances out into the hall, her laughter echoing back into the room. You break from your paralysis and chase after her, driven by the thought of saving your mother and destroying this demonic harlot that has worked such great evil in the land. How many men have perished because of her? How many women have been corrupted and enslaved by her magic?
“I will cut you down!” You roar with anger, stepping out into the hall.
“You have to catch me first!” She laughs, disappearing around the corner of the stone hallway. You chase her through a castle, always a few steps behind, glimpsing a flick of her white hair, her barbed tail, or her lovely body as she disappears through doorways, around the corner in hallways, or up stairs. You finally reach a long hall with only one door at the end and faint, lavender light glowing from beneath it.
“Are you in there, demon?” You shout through the door.
“I’m waiiiiting for you, Lucas,” calls the succubus queen, her voice exciting you like a lover’s cries. You throw open the door, brandishing your holy blade and charging into the room. It is a bedroom decorated with plush femininity, satin cushions, a lovely powder table, and a huge four poster bed with curtains on every side. You can see a woman silhouetted behind the curtains.
“Prepare to die, demon whore!” You shout, grabbing a handful of the nearest curtain and ripping it aside.
Your sword melts from your hand and you find yourself peering into an enormous bed, almost like a realm of cushions. Presenting herself to you, nude and willing, is the golden-haired angel Theora. She sighs with desire, parting her shapely thighs and running one hand over the gold-thatched mound of her cunt.
“I’ve been waiting for you, Lucas,” she sighs. “We can finally be together.”
“What? Theora?” You are drawn to her and she pulls you into an embrace, kissing your lips. Your clothing is gone and your hard cock is pressing against the warmth of her mound. “You know this is what you want, Lucas. Not a human bride or a demoness lover. You want me to be your mate and to bear your children.”
“Y-yes,” you confess. “Yes, it is what I want.”
“Then take me, Lucas,” she moans, wrapping her powerful legs around you and pulling you towards her cunt. You thrust past her silky thatch and into the hot channel of her womanhood, sheathing every inch inside her.
“Ohhhh, yes, Lucas,” she moans, holding you against her breasts as you desperately thrust into her pussy. Your pleasure rises with immediate force, your desire to cum overwhelming all other thoughts.
“Oh, Theora,” you moan. “I love you. I love you, my angel.”
“Lucas, I love you too,” she purrs, her voice seeming to soften. “I have always loved you. Since the day you were born. I held you against my breast and fed you my sweet milk. I raised you into the man you have become today. It’s only right… that you cum inside me, my son.”
You look down in horror, realizing that you have been thrusting your cock into your fair-haired mother all along. Her soft breasts sway with the force of your thrusts. You cannot stop it. You cannot hold back the tide of your pleasure.
“Noooo!” You wail. “No, mother! I don’t… ahhhhhh!”
Your cum shoots from your cock and into your mother’s clutching cunt.
“Shhhhhh,” she says, holding you against her bosom. “Cum for your mother. Cum deep inside the vessel that once held you.”
“Nooooo!” You cry, your hips moving against your well, your strength fading with each enervating pump of your orgasm.
You look up again, barely able to lift your head from your mother’s breasts as her cunt wrings out the last of your cum. You moan in horror to see that your mother is resting with her back against Lady Rachelle. The huge demoness cradles your mother in her demonic arms and against her soft breasts.
“That’s right, Lucas,” laughs the succubus queen, turning your mother’s face. “You both belong to me now.”
Lady Rachelle kisses your mother on the laps and violet light pulses from your mother and into the succubus. Somehow, you feel yourself being drained as well, as if your cock buried inside your mother’s cunt is enough to connect your soul to your mother’s.
You try to scream, but no words come out as you feel yourself being devoured by the succubus.
“Noooooo!” You cry and sit bolt upright in bed, your body drenched with sweat and your night shorts filthy with your cum.
It takes several seconds for your panicked heart to slow. You notice the faint gray light of day coming through the curtained window and realize that it was all just a dream.
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Answer her honestly

You see no value in fighting Anja’s questions. Whatever she may learn from her interrogation will be revoked by the goddess if Veleda reverses time to rescue you. Better to avoid any torture, you reason.
“I’ll answer your questions,” you say. “I am a monster hunter, chosen by Veleda to serve her and defeat the monsters that have invaded our world. I believe a vampiress dwells in the castle – one more powerful than you – and I am to stop her with my holy sword and my special training.”
“Oh, do you now?” She smirks and reaches down to your lap. She leans forward, her breasts straining the limits of her bodice as her hand slides over your cock. She gives your manhood a squeeze. “And what about the creature with you?”
“Wh-what are you doing?” You ask, looking down from her bountiful cleavage to her pale hand in your lap. She unbuttons your trousers and reaches into your underwear, her cool, soft hand closing around your stiff cock. She draws your manhood out through the fly of your pants and begins to gently wank you.
“Answer me,” she says, her hand working the length of your shaft, her fingers rubbing over your sensitive tip. “What was the creature that Petrov saw with you at the tavern? Is she really an angel?”
“Y-yes,” you moan, watching Anja’s breasts jiggle in her bodice as her hand pumps on your cock. “Her name is Theora and… and she is an angel of Veleda. A servant of her will and… ohhhh gods… you are good at that…”
“Yes, I am,” chuckles Anja. “Used to whore myself out to the guards at the castle. These days, I don’t have to stoop to make my coin, but I still get the itch now and then.”
She stops wanking and lifts her hand from your cock. She licks her palm, covering it with her saliva before returning her grip to your cock. The feel of her wet hand on your shaft is even more intense than before. You groan and strain against the ropes binding you, thrusting you cock slightly against her palm.
“Now, what is her weakness?” She demands, wanking you a bit more vigorously. “Tell me and a I’ll let you cum.”
“W-weakness?” You moan, watching her hand pump on your increasingly red cock. “She’s an angel of the goddess… she… she is very powerful.”
“So is m’lady Izabella,” purrs Anja. “Does this Theora bleed?”
“I… I have never seen her bleed,” you moan, your pleasure rising swiftly towards your climax. “I… she makes water, she… she glistens when she is aroused... ohhhhh…”
“You naughty boy,” chuckles Anja. “Defiling an angel, were you? Well, you’ve been a helpful lad. Go on then.” She hooks a finger into her bodice and yanks it down, popping her large, soft breasts free. She dangles them scant inches above your cock, her soft flesh heaving with each pump of her hand on your manhood. “Have it off on my tits then, love. One last go.”
“Ohhhhhhhhhh gods,” you cry, straining repeatedly against the ropes, your shoulders aching, but the pain nothing compared to the pleasure surging in your cock. You groan as you reach your peak, the hot rush of pleasure rising to rapid pumps of ecstasy. Your cum gushes from your red cockhead, lashing Anja’s jiggling tits with splattering ropes of your cum. Most of it drips back down to your lap. The remainder smears the inner curves of her heaving breasts and drips from her pink nipples.
“Good boy, Lucas,” she purrs, releasing your spent cock from her soft hand. She wipes her cum-smeared fingers on your trousers. You look up into her eyes and see that they are luminous red and her fangs are bared.
“Go on then,” you pant. “Get it over with.”
“So agreeable,” she giggles and lunges forward with supernatural speed. She sinks her fangs deep into your neck, hot blood gushing out and into her sucking mouth. The initial pain of her bite gives way to intense, hypnotic pleasure. You groan almost orgasmically against her as she drinks your lifeblood. She moans against your flesh, “Mmmmmmmm.”
That sound is still vibrating through you as you sink into darkness. The warmth of her vampiric feeding gives way to an inescapable cold. The last thing you hear is the faint thumping of your heart a final time.
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Settle into your room at the inn

You sigh and survey your modest accommodations. The light is coming from four fat candles dripping their wax onto a serving tray. There is a single chair and a scuffed writing table no wider than your shoulders. Someone, perhaps Rianna, has placed a wooden bowl of water and a washcloth on the table and a fresh porcelain privy beside the bed. You splash some water on your face and wipe yourself clean with the cloth.
The bed looks barely long enough for your body and as if someone has broken its back engaging in some enthusiastic love play. The sheets are fairly clean, at least. You sit down gingerly on the musty feather mattress and the bed frame creaks in protest.
You take off your boots and undress down to your undershorts and a tunic. You lie back on the bed, your hands folded behind your head as you watch the candlelit shadows dance upon the ceiling.
You wonder if Genevieve is on her way to your family farm right now, riding through the night in a carriage with other passengers bound for St. Ingbert. She is still too inexperienced for the likes of teleportation magic, but you recall how she excitedly described such wonders after returning home for the first time from the Academy for Wizards and Alchemists in Elzeheim.
“She should be here, not me,” you mutter to yourself. Who are you? Just some farm boy that can swing a sword like he swings a hoe. She is a wizardess in training. She probably knows all sorts of magic that could defeat the likes of a vampiress. Sun charms and fire spells and a petrifaction spell that would turn any undead into stone. 
Then again, you have vanquished quite a few monster girls. Maybe Veleda spared Genevieve for some higher purpose.
You turn onto your side, trying to put your sister out of your head, which only makes you think of your mother. She’s alive. Somewhere out there, your mother is with the succubus queen. What is that monster doing to her? Why is she holding her captive?
The questions keep you from sleep. Though you know you should rest before continuing the hunt for the vampiress, that you are safe and sound within your warded room, you cannot stop your mind from turning over terrible images of your mother being tortured at the hands of the succubus queen.
“I have to talk to Theora,” you say to yourself. You know it’s a bad idea to disturb the stern angel, but you cannot sleep and you suspect she knows more than she has told you about your mother. You step over the ward and out into the dark, quiet hallway of the inn’s second floor. Somewhere down the hall you can hear a man snoring loudly. On the ground floor, faint sounds of pleasure. You creep to the door to Theora’s room, unsure whether to knock or simply open the door.
As you stand there trying to make up your mind, the door suddenly slams open and you glimpse Theora, face twisted in fury, eyes glowing with her holy power. Her hands grab your tunic and she yanks you into the room, feathered wings snapping against her back as she flings you over her shoulder and into the bed so hard that something breaks within the frame.
She is on you in an instant, driving her knees into your abdomen and grabbing you around your throat with a grip as strong as iron.
“Die, servant of the night! By the holy…” The glow fades from her eyes. The righteous fury slackens to mere irritation. “You stupid boy. I nearly tore your head off.”
Her ample breasts rise and fall in her gown with her excited breathing. She gazes down at you with judgment in her silvery-blue eyes.
“Do you not understand the danger we are in as long as we remain in the Nightlands? Anyone could be a servant of the vampiress or one of the undead.”
“Not you,” you say softly.
Her brows smooth. A faint smile plays at her lips.
“Not me,” she agrees and the last of her anger seems to evaporate. You look up at her, your body still pinned by her knees and she, dangerously close to straddling you in this position. Your cock stirs, but she does not seem to notice. Her guard is down.




What do you do?
Apologize to Theora
Kiss Theora




Ask Rianna to pleasure you with her mouth

You laugh and hold Rianna at bay for a moment, your hands on her shoulders and her tits dangling almost in your face. You look up at her, at the softness of her full, rosy lips, and you know what you need.
“You’ve got quite a mouth on you, Rianna,” you say.
“Oh, ya like me dirty mouth, do ya?”She pushes your hands away, falling against you and pushing you back onto the bed. She gives you a sloppy kiss and thrusts her tongue hungrily into your mouth. Her hand finds your cock and wiggles into your under shorts, gripping and stroking your manhood as she kisses you.
“Mmmmmmm,” she purrs against your lips. “How about I put my mouth to good use on yer prick?”
“Ohhhhh, yes,” you moan, a grin spreading across your face.
Rianna breaks her kiss and slides down your body, dragging the soft weight of her plump breasts the whole way. She pulls your cock through the flap of your night shorts and rubs her tits over and across your cock on her way down to her knees. Your legs dangle off the bed and Rianna kneels between them, her hand slowly working up and down your shaft.
“Not a bad piece o’ meat on you, love,” she murmurs, watching her hand tug at your loose skin and wank out a glistening drop of precum. She looks up at you with lust heavy eyes and runs her pink tongue from beneath your glans and over the crimson apple of your cockhead. You suck in a breath as she laps slowly around your ridge, beneath your cock and down to your balls.
“Oh, gods,” you moan, looking up at the mold-speckled ceiling of the room as Rianna sucks and tongues your bollocks and works her hand on the length of your cock. Her tongue dips lower, surprising you by slipping down to your ass and licking your tender clench. “That’s… ohh… you don’t have to…”
“What, never met a girl’d do that fer ye?” She laughs and pushes your balls up gently with her hand. “Relax, love, I’ll give it a good tonguin’.”
Have her warm tongue swirling against your ass while she massages your cock and bollocks is one of the most uncomfortable and also wonderful sensations you have ever experienced. It is exceeded moments late when she lifts her face, looks into your eyes, and takes your cock into her warm, very wet, and velvety soft mouth. She begins to slurp lewdly on your cock, hollowing her cheeks and letting her copious spit spill down your shaft and drip from your sack.
“Mmmmmmm,” she moans around your cock, bobbing her head and almost wrapping her tits around your cock as she presses against you and sucks you.
For the next minute or so, you are transported to a sort of warm, liquid heaven that you have never imagined. Then, without warning, Rianna thrusts her middle finger up your spit-softened pucker, curls it slightly inside you, and hits a spot in your body that has never been touched by anyone. Your eyes go wide as you cum volcanically into her mouth.
“Mmmmhmmhnm!” She laughs around your cock as your seed gushes in huge quantities into her sucking mouth. She does not hesitate, bobbing and milking your cock with her mouth as her finger probes inside you. The press of her fingers combined with the sucking of her mouth prolongs your ejaculation to such an extent that you are pretty sure you cum twice without stopping.
“W-what was that?” You gasp, still not believing the intensity of your ejaculation.
She lifts her mouth from your cock, trailing saliva, and leans down and to give your tip a few loud, wet sucks.
“Mmmmmm, lads just sorta have a button up there,” she says. “Makes ‘em cum for days. But that was still a lot, love. Won’t be needin’ supper tonight, ha!”
Her dirty words make your head spin. You feel slightly violated by what she just did to you without asking your permission, but you enjoyed it far too much to complain. You smile stupidly at her.
“Nobody has ever, um, done that before,” you say.
“Yeah, right, I’ve got a talent, so says me pap.” She stands and tucks her huge breasts back into her blouse. You lie on the bed watching her lace up her bodice. She smiles sweetly as she finishes. “Yer a cute one, Lucas. Round up a few more coins tomorrow and I’ll show ye some o’ my other tricks.”
She gives you a kiss on the forehead and departs from the room, leaving you in a daze. You slowly recover, tuck your cock back into your night shorts, and roll onto your side. More satisfied than you expected, you snuff out the candle and slip quickly off to sleep.
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Use the Holy Symbol of Veleda

You reach for the blessed symbol of Veleda that hangs around your neck. Izabella’s red-eyed gaze flicks to your fingers as you grasp the twisting snakes wrought in pure gold. The holy symbol is warm beneath your fingers.
“No,” murmurs Izabella. “No, it cannot be! Not here!”
You see the fear flashing in her sinister eyes and you quickly grasp the symbol and lift it from your chest. You hold it out towards the vampiress and she cringes away from you, hissing loudly and baring her fangs. The symbol begins to glow in your grasp, golden radiance seeming almost to burn Izabella as she drops to her knees.
“Please! It hurts!” She begs you, covering her face with her hands. “Please! No more, Lucas! You have bested me!”
You stand over her, swelling triumphantly as you gaze down at her and down the ample front of her white bodice. You move the holy symbol away from her face and she peeks between her fingers.
“Put it away, please,” she says. “I yield to your power.”
You slide the symbol into your shirt, but keep your other hand tightly gripped on your sword.
“There is no other way for you, Izabella,” you say, raising the sword to strike her down. “Your evil must be ended. But you will yet have a chance for redemption.”
“Wait!” She cries, just as you are about to swing. “Before you smite me, could you indulge me a last request?”
“After all that you’ve done?” You furrow your brow. Hearing her last request would be the honorable thing to do, although you suspect subterfuge. “Very well, I will hear it. But be careful, vampiress. I will strike you down if I suspect treachery.”
“Oh, no treachery,” she says. She lowers her hands from her face and cups her breasts through her bodice. “It’s just that, being a vampire, my body gets so cold.” She squeezes her tits and they nearly burst from her bodice. “One last time I long to feel the warmth of a man against my bosom.”
“Against your bosom?” You ask her, your cock twitching as she plays with her breasts through her gown.
“Oh, yes, mighty hero,” she says and suddenly tears her bodice open. Her ample breasts burst free, blue-gray with darker blue areolas and small nipples. She squeezes her breasts in her hands and sticks out her pink tongue, saliva dripping from the tip to splash into her cleavage. “Please, Lucas, let me feel your warmth between my soft breasts.”
She is trying to tempt you so that she can escape, there is little doubt in your mind. Yet, you hold your sword poised to strike her down. Even if you enjoyed a bit of fun with those lovely breasts you would surely be in no danger from her. She is on her knees and helpless.
“Fuck them, Lucas,” she pants, plucking at her nipples and rubbing her tits together. “Slide your warm cock between them one last time. Let me pleasure you.”
Your manhood throbs in your trousers at her lewd display.




What do you do?
Let her pleasure you with her breasts
Strike her down while you have the chance





Use Maddening Pleasure

You lower your guard and step towards Izabella. She raises an eyebrow in confusion, obviously wary of your approach, but confident enough in her superiority to see what you intend. With great mental effort, you subdue your fear and anger towards the vampiress, sheath your sword, and embrace her tenderly.
“What are you—mmmmphhh?” You interrupt her question with a kiss, pulling her soft, cool body against you and hold you tightly as you press your tongue past her soft lips and into her mouth. You try to forget that you are kissing a living corpse and enjoy the human contours of her body against yours and the surprising sweetness of her tongue.
She relaxes into the embrace and you stroke down her slender body to her shapely hips. Your fingers curl around to her peachy bottom and you squeeze it and pull her against you even tighter, so she can feel your cock swelling in your trousers.
“Is this a surrender?” She hisses against your lips.
“No,” you say pointedly. “This is an interlude, let’s say. I couldn’t resist your beauty, Izabella. I have to feel it. I have to… taste it.”
“Taste it?” She gasps.
You pull the laces on her bodice, freeing her soft, blue-tinted mounds and little, dark blue nipples. You squeeze her cool, pillowy breasts against the warmth of your face, kissing her and fondling her. You look up into her red eyes as you suck one of her nipples and lightly pinch the other. She hisses with pleasure, her lids dipping and her claw-like fingers curling into your hair to cradle you against her chest.
“Ohhhhhhh,” she moans. “If this is how you plan to defeat me… mmmmm… I am not complaining.”
She perches on the edge of her bed and you slide her gown up her slender legs, exposing the dark-tufted mound of her cunt and the blue folds of her cuntlips. You stroke her inner thighs and kiss her legs. Izabella coos and cradles your head, pulling you against her soft mound and slick folds. You focus your essence and your thoughts on the purity of the act of pleasuring her. You must concentrate your full attention or your ability will fail.
“Go on then, Lucas,” she moans, rolling her hips seductively and brushing her silky patch of hair against your nose. “Prove to me that you know how to… ooooohhhh!”
Bracing your hands on her thighs, you lean in and furiously begin lapping at her cunt. You taste her cool sweetness and flick your tongue against the small bud of your clit, eliciting another cry of pleasure and a jerk of Izabella’s hips. You press your tongue into her velvet channel, licking her and sucking at her bud at the same time. You fuck a finger into her cunt, curling it deep inside her. She clutches at her breasts, rolling her hips fiercely and grinding against your face.
You pull her legs over your shoulders, pushing her back with one hand and lapping greedily at her cunt and focusing your mind on the purity of the act. Her delicate folds part beneath your tongue, her juices spill into your mouth, and her inner walls clutch against your thrusting fingers.
“Ahhhhhhh! Yessss!” She cries, bucking furiously against your face and holding your head tightly in both her hands. You do not relent even as you feel her exhaust her pleasure around your thrusting fingers. You suck at her clit, drawing the bud between your lips and letting it graze against your teeth. She cums again, arching hard on the bed, her head twisting among the cushions, her dark hair spilling out around her head as she gasps.
You push her legs back further, exposing the dark blue divot of her anus. You do not hesitate to tongue her delicate asshole as you fuck her slick cunt with three thrusting fingers.
“My ass!” She moans. “You truly are devoted to pleasure!”
“Nnnnnnn!” You agree, thrusting your tongue up Izabella’s clenching pucker. You add a fourth finger to her cunt, stretching her tight folds and punishing her depths with each thrust. She wails with another orgasm, her back arching and her hands holding you tight against the soft curve of her ass.
You pleasure her again and again, tongue thrusting, lips sucking, fingers fucking, probing both her hole, and tasting her sweet nectar. She writhes and bucks against your face, she sighs with pleasure and sings your praise, but she never loses her mind. You curl her toes but you do not curdle her brain. Your fervor gives way to exhaustion. More than an hour has passed and your tongue and jaw are sore, your lips are chapped, and you are drenched in sweat.
You collapse onto the floor at the foot of the bed with a groan of exertion.
“Is that it?” Izabella laughs, sitting up to look at you as you sprawl beneath her feet. “I thought you would at least last until sundown.”
“You… you’ve cum a hundred times,” you groan, wetting your sore lips.
“Twenty-nine,” she says. “You’re quite good. I will grant you that, Lucas.”
You try to sit up and she pushes you back down with a foot on your face.
“That is why I intend to keep you around as a thrall,” she says, baring her fangs. “You will be my slave. And you will serve my every wish.”
Her red eyes glow brightly and you moan beneath her foot, helpless to escape her dominating gaze.
CONTINUE >




Just give Gretchen your milk

“I, um, think I will give you some of my milk,” you say, your cock twitching in your trousers.
“Oh, of course,” says Gretchen, plucking the vial from between her tits and setting it aside. “I’ll share some of mine with you first.”
Your eyes widen as she peels the taut cups of her bodice down and frees her milk-engorged tits and her swollen nipples. Her thick buds are red and dribble milk that trickles down over the luscious orbs of her breasts. She cradles the back of your head and pulls you against her chest. You eagerly open your mouth and latch to one of her nipples, sucking hungrily and moaning around her teat as you drink the hot cream that flows sweetly from her udder.
“That’s it,” she moans, holding you tight against her chest. “Drink my milk, little Lucas. Suck out as much as you want. Ohhhhhh… you’re a thirsty one.”
“Mmmmmphhmm,” you reply, gulping the sweet milk as it flows with each suck.
While feeding you her cream with one hand on the back of your head, Gretchen’s other hand frees your cock from your trousers. You are almost in a dreamlike state as you suck greedily from her breast. She pulls your head up and moves you to her other breast, forcing her nipple into your mouth and encouraging you to suck again. Her milk dribbles down your chin and fills your body with euphoric warmth.
“Keep sucking,” she says. “I’ll extract some of your milk.”
She releases your head and grabs an empty vial from a nearby shelf. She begins to wank you with the vial pressed against the head of your cock. She only stops stroking to lick her hand and use the saliva to lubricate her pumping grip. Entranced by her spurting milk, you lose yourself in the infantile pleasure of nursing from her huge breasts as she pumps her hand on your cock. The relaxation melts into a languid pleasure, your cum flowing out of you in a prolonged, throbbing orgasm. Your seed spurts into the vial Gretchen is holding to your cockhead.
“Yes, good boy,” murmurs Gretchen. “Fill it up.”
“Mmmmmmm,” you moan around her nipples, sucking even harder and drawing her areola into your mouth as you pump your cum into her vial.
As your orgasm subsides, she pulls the vial away and slows her hand on your cock. You lift your head from her breast and look at her with warm-bellied adoration, reminded by her sweet milk just how much you appreciate the lovely, horned cow girl.
“Very good, Lucas,” she says, holding the vial up to show you that your seed has filled it to the brim and overflowed onto her fingers. She leans in and licks up the cum that has dribbled onto her digits. She moans with delight as her tongue cleans your spunk from her fingers. “Mmmmmm. I forgot how delicious it is. I need some for myself.”
She stoppers the vial and sets it aside, turning her full attention back to your shriveling cock. You are still in the dreamy afterglow of your milk-fed orgasm and you can only smile as she drops to a crouch before you and takes hold of your cock with both hands.
Gretchen’s able tongue rouses your cock once more and she soon has your manhood stuffed into her mouth, moaning around your cock as she bobs gently around you and bathes you in her warm saliva. You rest your hands on her small horns, not so much guiding her as holding yourself up as you sway on your feet. She braces you with her strong hands on your hips, slurping eagerly on your cock as her warm spit begins to drip down your bollocks.
“Oh, Gretchen,” you moan. “Your mouth is incredible.”
“Mmmmhphhmmm,” she agrees, nursing as hungrily on your cock as you sucked from her generous teats.
Your legs shake with the intensity of your building orgasm. Accompanying your heavy breathing are the soft slurp of Gretchen’s mouth and the hum of the nearby machine. As you feel your pleasure building to a head, your cock sucked expertly by the voluptuous cow girl, you hear a strangle cry from the nearby room. The sound of the machine changes and milky liquid drains into the machine’s glassed reservoir.
“Mmmmmmm,” observe Gretchen, too intent to take your cock out of her mouth. The welling of your pleasure reaches a critical level and you thrust carefully into her mouth twice. On the third stroke over her warm, velvety tongue, your cock explodes and you fill Gretchen’s mouth with your seed. She gulps down each spurt, moaning loudly around your twitching manhood, “MMmhhhmmmmm!”
She sucks the last trembling drop from your cock, popping you from her soft lips and licking your tip clean.
“Oh, so yummy,” she says, rising to her feet and pressing a passionate kiss to your lips. You taste yourself on her lips, but you are still in the glow of her sweet milk and too happy to care. Your tongue swirls against hers for long moments before you hear another cry from the nearby room and more liquid begins to drain into the machine’s reservoir. Gretchen breaks the kiss to glance over at the slowly-filling cylinder. “I had better see to the golem. You come back any time, Lucas. I promise I will refine my potion and have something for you the next time you set off on a mission.”
You tuck your cock away and button up your trousers. Gretchen is already back to work in the other room, talking softly to the golem she has suspended from the ceiling. You head back into the hall and bump directly into the guide Hina.
“Ah! You scared me!” You call out as she smiles serenely.
“I was feeding the ducks,” she says. “They like bread. What about you, master?”
“Bread is good,” you say with a nervous chuckle.
“Yes, but I have given all my bread to the ducks.” She gestures to a small pond with several contented and very full looking ducks floating on the surface. “I meant, where would you like to go now, master?”




What do you do?
It is time to return to the real world
Visit with Izabella the Vampiress
Visit with Morelle the Novice Succubus
Visit with Oola the Slime Girl
Get more training from Theora the Angel of Veleda
Spend some time with Hina the Golem Girl




Drink the blue milk potion

You shift your sword to a one-handed guard and reach into your belt pouch for the slim vial given to you by the cow girl. The milky blue liquid within seems to give off a faint magical light. You push the stopper out with your thumb.
“A last drink to steel your nerves?” Izabella lunges at you, nearly causing you to spill the potion. You block her slashing hands with your sword. You only make contact with the flat of your blade, but the holy light flares and she hisses in anger.
Before she can strike again, you take a deep breath, hold the potion to your lips, and tilt your head back. The liquid is thick and sweet. It tastes faintly of something bitter, but that is covered by the milky sweetness of the cream from Gretchen’s teats. You gulp it down and warmth spreads quickly through your body. Your muscles tighten and bulge, your chest growing to strain the laces of your tunic. Tufts of thick dark hair grow from your chest and your face in a thick beard. Your shoulders and arms enlarge until you feel as if you could smash through a brick wall.
And you would smash through a brick wall if a woman was on the other side of it! Your lust storms within you and your cock stiffens down the leg of your trousers. Down the leg… nearly to your knee! You look down at your now massive cock, visible in lewd detail against the nearly bursting material of your trousers.
“What is this?” Izabella demands. “What magic is this?”
You have even grown taller and can now look down upon her. You smile and toss your sword aside. You don’t need it. You can teach this vampire bitch a lesson with your bare hands! Those lovely tits, that pretty face, wasted on her undead evil! You’ll put them to use!
“I will… fuck you!” Your words come out as a savage growl, like a beast barely able to speak.
You charge at her and she hisses and meets your charge with her unholy strength. Her claw-like nails rake your tunic, tearing it open and slashing bloody tracks across your chest. You ignore the burning pain and pick her up in your hands, slamming her back onto the bed and leaping atop her so heavily the bed almost folds in on itself. You tear her bodice open and her blue-gray breasts bounce free.
“You brute!” She cries, hammering blows against your massive shoulders.
“Fuck you!” You roar, intending the words as a promise rather than an epithet.
You ignore the pain of her hammering fists and tear her dress off completely, baring her tufted cunt and her firm abdomen. You smother her angry cries of protest with a kiss, thrusting your tongue into her mouth as your hand finds her cunt. You push three fingers roughly into her slick vessel, grinding the heel of your hand against her clit.
“Mmmmmmmm!” She cries against your lips, her hammering fists stopping and taking hold of your shoulders. Her tongue begins to move against yours as the beautiful vampiress seems to submit to what you have in store for her.
You tear your trousers away as if they are made from paper and your huge, veiny cock thumps against her abdomen. She gasps against your lips, “It’s too big!”
“Cunt will stretch!” You snarl in reply, gripping you huge cock at its crimson root and guiding the swollen apple-sized head of your cock to her delicate blue folds. She watches and bites her lower lip, her fangs standing out white against her blue lip. You act as if you intend to take things slowly, gently lining up your cock and rubbing it against her cool flesh. You thrust forward and hilt your cock in her tight cunt in a single stroke. Her abdomen bulges and her red eyes go wide in shock as you impale her on your manhood.
“Tooooo bigggg!” She wails.
You grab her throat and pin her to the bed, savagely fucking her, heedless of her shocked expression as you choke off any complaints. She doesn’t need to breathe, she is already dead. Your cock hammers into her lifeless womb and stretches her smooth abdomen around your mighty strokes. Her breasts bounce and flop with each thrust. The bed thumps against the wall. Somewhere behind you, something crashes to the floor.
You do not care. You are lost in the savage pleasure of your bestial rut. You hold the beautiful vampiress pinned to the bed by her throat and skewered on your massive cock. As you predicted, she stretches around you, and soon her face is contorted in pleasure. You release your choking grip on her throat to hear her give voice to such ecstasy.
“Yesssss!” She croaks. “I’m… I’m cumming! It has been ages since a man… yesssss!”
You fuck into her clenching cunt, ramming past her squeezing inner walls and battering her cervix with your dripping cockhead. Your huge cock fills her so completely that you can feel every slight twitch of her cunt muscles even as her orgasm fades. Sweat drips from your straining muscles and red face as you pound your cock into her. You pull out suddenly, flip her onto her hands and knees, and slide your cock into her from behind.
“Ohhhhh! From behind?” She cries, her head bouncing as you slam your hips against her ass and ram every inch of your huge cock into her dripping cunt.
“How I want!” You bellow, grabbing her slender waist in your huge hands and pounding your cock in and out of her stretched, velvet pussy. You push her face down into the bed and hold her hips and ass up with one hand, ramming her hard and fast until the bed gives out and thumps to the floor. You do not relent and her cries of pleasure, muffled by the mattress, give way to the rippling clench of her cunt around your thrusting cock.
You flip her over again, this time holding her slender body in your arms, leaning down to lick and suck at her heaving titflesh as you pound your cock into her cunt. She is like a ragdoll until she circles her arms around your muscular neck and holds tight. You punish her pussy, grinning with savage lust, your cock stretching her womb as brutally as her cunt.
“Breed you!” The thought of her lifeless womb fills you with anger and you fuck her even harder. Her head bounces, her hair flaps, and her tits smack and splash with every brutal ram of your cock. Your pleasure peaks and with a roar you pull your cock out of her cunt with a loud slurp. She gasps as you throw her onto her back and wank your huge cock over her. Massive ropes of cum spurt from your crimson cock, splashing over her face, her heaving breasts, her belly, her stretched pussy, and all over her thighs and the bed between them. You pump out every spurt of your cum and collapse over her slime-slathered body.
“Oh, Lucas,” she moans with exhaustion.
“Fuck good,” you grunt.
“Yes, you did,” she laughs, stroking your shoulders. “A pity I have to kill you now.”
“Wha?” You lift your head.
She lunges at you, sinking her fangs into your muscular neck. She actually has to bite you three times before she manages to pierce your artery. You seize her and try to throw her down onto the bed, but she clings to your neck like her arms are made of iron. You fall off the broken bed, kicking at her and fighting until hot pleasure overwhelms your resistance. You feel your blood gushing into her mouth. She moans as she drinks it.
“Bitch,” you croak, your mouth suddenly very dry.
Your mighty heart slows. Your strength fades completely and you slump onto your back on the floor. With a last gasp, darkness and cold closes in around you. The last sound you hear is the greedy sucking of the vampiress still latched to your muscular neck.
CONTINUE >




Roughly fuck the baroness

You are struck by the baroness’s lewd beauty and yet anger rises at the sight of her raunchy display. As you watch her finger her pink cunt, you cannot help but realize her husband is only recently dead. She writhes on the bed, begging for your cock, and you are nearly a stranger to her. This is a great offense to all honorable behavior! A woman like this baroness should stand for nobility!
“You want to be fucked?” You snarl, unbuckling your sword belt. “So be it!”
“Oh, yes, my brave—AH!” She cries out as you climb onto the bed and roughly flip her over. You swat your hands against her peachy bottom, feeling the meaty firmness of her cheeks with a rough squeeze. You take out the iron of your cock and rub it against her slick lips. She coos with lust, trying to push back and impale herself onto your cock.
“You whore,” you laugh and swat her bottom again. “You gyrate like a dancer at a brothel!”
“Oh, yes, I am but a whore! Fill me with your cock!”
You growl, put off by her wanton behavior, but driven by her writhing body to take out your lust upon her. You seize hold of her slender waist and pull her back onto your cock, burying every inch in her slick cunt until your stone are pressed against her clit. You spit onto your hand and massage three fingers into her crack, thrusting them into her delicate divot so that you can feel your cock moving in her pussy through the walls of her ass.
“Ohhhhhh, fuck me harder!” She cries as you bounce her firm ass against your muscular hips with every stroke. You slam her cunt with ferocious thrusts and roughly plunge three fingers in and out of her stretched asshole. It is a brutal, relentless fucking of the sort you have never before felt so entitled to give to a woman.
The baroness, to your great frustration, seems to love every moment of it. Her wails of pleasure fill you with such anger that you release her hip and reach around her to choke her slender neck. Not to harm her, but to quiet her. She moans against your constricting hand on her throat, her pussy seeming to grip you even tighter.
“Fuck you are a mad whore,” you groan, your hips spanking loudly against her ass and the whole bed shaking. “I am going to fill your cunt, whore! Fill it with every drop of my cum!”
“NNnnnnn yesss!” She chokes out.
Her slick cunt grips your cock as she seizes you with her ecstasy. Her stretched asshole clenches against your thrusting fingers.
You roar with pleasure and slam your cock deep inside her cunt, pumping your hot seed against her womb. You flood her tight channel with spurt after spurt of your manly seed, wondering as you cum if you are giving her the child her husband never did. With a last groan, you pull back and your cock slurps free of the baroness’s creamy cunt. You release her throat and she falls forward onto the bed.
“No!” She cries, turning over. “I need more. I need more cock.”
“That’s all you get, you shameless wh—OH!” You are shocked by her strength as she tackles you back to the bed. She grips your cock in her hand and strokes you back to full hardness with a mad look gleaming in her blue eyes.
“I need more, Lucas,” she moans. “I need it in my ass!”
She straddles you and guides your swollen cock to the divot of her anus as your cum trickles out of her pussy. You watch in disbelief as this petite noblewoman sinks her ass down onto your cock, riding down to your root.
“Please, my lady,” you gasp as she bounces atop your cock. “I cannot… you should not…”
“Oh, brave warrior,” she moans, tossing her silky blonde hair across her face. “I have never had such a big cock in my ass. Smaller cocks, a few times, yes, but yours is glorious! Ohhh it fills me so perfectly!”
She leans over you, kissing you, thrusting her tongue into your mouth, and silencing any further protest. Her thighs grip you as her ass rides up and down your cock until you are on the verge of pleasure. She breaks her kiss and presses her soft lips to your shoulder, her tongue teasing along your collarbone.
“Baroness, please,” you moan, your cock nearing another eruption.
“Shhhhhh,” she hisses against your neck. “Cum for me, Lucas. Cum in my ass.”
“Ohhhh! AHHHH!” Your moan of pleasure becomes a cry of pain as she sinks her teeth deep into your neck. Hot blood bursts from the wound and she sucks ravenously. The pain of the bite becomes hot pleasure rippling through you and joining with your rising climax.
You whimper as the beautiful baroness drinks your lifesblood and you thrust upwards, spurting your seed into the tight passage of her ass. She laughs as she drinks your blood, her ass drinking your seed just as hungrily. From the height of double pleasure, you descend into cold darkness, your orgasm reverberating to the dimming tempo of your slowing heartbeat.
A final thump gives way to the endless blackness and cold, cold void.
CONTINUE >




A new day in Ulvenblad

You rise from your creaking bed and splash lukewarm water into your face from the basin on the table. It washes away some of the film of sweat from your hard night’s sleep and serves to brace you for what promises to be a difficult day.
“Damn this place,” you say, gazing at the dreary light coming through the window.
Almost immediately, there is a loud knock at your door.
“Get up, Lucas,” says Theora in her stern tone. You open your door and the beautiful angel pushes into your room, ignoring your protest. “The sun has risen.  You must use every moment of daylight you have to locate the vampiress and destroy her.”
“Willing to bet she’s in the castle,” you point out, toweling off your face.
“And how are you going to get into the castle?” She asks.
“Uh, well, it has a gate and a door,” you say. “I was thinking I could walk up and ask to come inside and talk to the baroness.”
“Do you think she will just let you in?” Theora scoffs. She tosses your clothes at you. “Get dressed. Your cock is hanging out of your shorts.”
You look down and see she is right. You quickly clean up as best you can from the basin and pull on your traveling clothes. Theora excuses herself while you are washing up and by the time you descend the stairs to the tavern, you have a bowl of hot gruel waiting for you.
“Put currants in it for ya,” says Rianna, winking at you and bumping you with her shapely hip. “And root sugar.”
“Th-thanks,” you say, spooning the warm gruel into your mouth. It’s surprisingly good and beats back some of the miserable feeling of finding that daylight in the Nightlands is just as distressing as the darkness. Theora impatiently watches you eat.
You bolt down your meal, leave your last coin for Rianna as a tip, and venture outside into the misty morning. There is a chill in the air and you pull your traveling cloak more tightly around yourself.
It is a long climb up a cobblestone road to the castle that overlooks Ulvenblad. It seemed impressive in the darkness, a sort of shadow presence much more solid than the dark, crumbling see in the gray daylight. Moss grows on its outer walls and some of the stonework has collapsed near the gate. An elderly guard posted there does not even look up as you approach. He waves you through the creaking, wrought iron gatehouse.
“I will wait here for you, Lucas,” says Theora, stopping as you pass through the gate. “It is not my place to confront the foes of humanity.”
“Right,” you say, resting a hand on the grip of your sword. “Leave it to me. I’ll handle it.”
You start to turn towards the castle and Theora stops you with a hand on your shoulder.
“I dreamed of you, Lucas,” she says.
“What?”
“I rarely dream, but I saw you in my dreams,” she says. “We were… it was in the future and we had become lovers.”
“Why are you telling me this?” You wonder aloud.
“Because many of my dreams come true,” says Theora. “Angels of Veleda are blessed with visions of possible futures. But they are only possible, it does not mean that they will necessarily come to pass.”
“I, um, I saw you in my dream as well,” you say, careful not to mention any other details about what occurred.
“Synchronicity is important,” she says. “There is meaning to these dreams, even if they are not what they seem on the surface. Perhaps we are meant to be allies for a long time. If so… I would like that, Lucas.”
“Yeah?” You smile.
“Yes,” says Theora. “But do not let that go to your head. It is only what I feel is best for the goddess.”
“No, you have a soft spot for me,” you say. “Maybe more than that. We should—“
“You should go,” she says, blushing unexpectedly. “Good luck, Lucas LeBlanc.”
“Right, thanks,” you say, turning back to the castle’s front entrance. “I’ll just go kill a vampiress.”
You leave the beautiful, golden-haired angel standing at the gatehouse. Her radiance does not belong in these dreary surroundings. You follow the overgrown path and climb a flight of crumbling stairs to the castle’s huge double-door entrance. Gargoyles are wrought into the iron knockers on the doors of intricately-carved blackwood. An inscription above the doors reads, “Light Will Push Back the Deepest Darkness.” It strikes you as a curiously optimistic inscription for such a menacing doorway.
You briefly consider opening the door and creeping inside, but after the desultory guarding at the gatehouse, you decide that you might as well knock on the door.
You thump the heavy gargoyle knocker and a booming knock echoes inside the castle. There is no answer. You knock again. And again. Finally, as you are knocking a fourth time, the door creaks open. A slip of an old woman answers the door, looking up at you through thick spectacles.
“Yes?” She says, blinking at the daylight.
“My name is Lucas LeBlanc,” you say, drawing yourself up to look imposing. “I am here to call upon the baroness.”
“Mmm?” The woman cocks her head. “You? Well, I suppose. Come in. I’ll take you to her.”
She shuffles back from the door and lets you inside. The interior of the castle is slightly less miserable than the crumbling exterior. Tapestries hang depicting green and sunny times in Ulvenblad. You see paintings of the increasingly pale rulers of this castle, culminating in a dark-haired, pallid, but rather handsome man in one painting and a beautiful, almost elfin blonde in the painting next to him.
“Is that the baroness?” You ask, pointing at the painting of the delicate blonde woman.
“Mmmmm? Oh, yes, that is my lady,” says the old woman. “She come from far away, she did. Sun-kissed skin and those lovely blue eyes. Now she’s as pale as all of us. Hardly ever sets foot outside the castle. Glad you’re callin’ on her, to be honest. She needs a good visitor. Hope you bring good news. You do, don’t you?”
“Uh, well, a warning, but with hope?” It’s the best you can do. The old woman seems to process what you are saying and shrugs.
“The last person that came was that witch and she told my lady that the baron had died. So it can’t be as bad as all that.” The old woman pushes open a heavy door and leads you into a dark and echoing dining hall. “Just in here. I believe my lady is having her breakfast.”
The little old housemaid vanishes into the darkness of the dining hall. You follow the faint glow of a candelabrum to the end of an enormous table arrayed with platters, bowls, and tureens of food. None of it looks very appetizing. It is as if a banquet was prepared and left on the table overnight.
Baroness Lydia Carminus sits alone at the end of the table, her blonde hair pinned up in a tight bun and her blue eyes glassy and somehow more lifeless than her image in the painting. Though still slender and beautiful, her color has gone almost to paper white, with just a hint of a blush in her cheeks and on her lips. She looks up slowly from an untouched goblet of wine and bowl of fruit, blinking deliberately as she gazes at you.
“I did not realize there was a visitor,” she says, her voice soft and yet echoing in the vast emptiness of the dining hall. “No one tells me anymore. What is your name?”
“Lucas LeBlanc, my lady,” you say, bowing slightly. She leans more into the light of the candelabrum and you notice that she has two distinctive puncture marks on her neck. They do not look very fresh.
“Lucas LeBlanc,” she says, smiling mysteriously after saying your name. Despite her pallor, her smile is beguiling. She rises from her chair, revealing that she is taller than most of the townsfolk you have encountered. Whatever deficiencies in their diet have stunted their growth obviously did not afflict the baroness.
“Yes, my lady,” you say. “I am afraid that… well, I have concern for you, my lady. There is a vampiress here in Ulvenblad and I have been sent by Veleda to vanquish this evil.”
“Veleda?” She quirks her lips curiously. “The goddess? She sent you to me?”
“Well, my lady, she sent me to best the vampiress. I am here champion and I wield her holy sword.” You pat the pommel of your sword.
“Do you now?” She smiles and comes closer. Her hands are cool as they caress your hands. “I have so very few visitors, Lucas. I am all alone in this vast castle. Even my bed… is empty. No one to keep me warm.”
She breathes softly, sweetly, her hands stroking your neck. Her pale blue eyes are so bewitching.
“I, um, there is grave danger… and… um…”
“Won’t you come and warm my bed, Lucas?” She purrs, her lips very close to yours. “Keep me company for a time?”
“Danger…” You try to remind her.
“Loneliness is the real danger,” she whisper. “Come to my bedroom with me. There is something I must show you there.”
Your cock twitches in your trousers. You long to go with her, to see what she has to show you, but you cannot help but notice the puncture wounds on her neck. She has either been turned or enslaved by the vampiress. Or perhaps the baroness is the vampiress and the witch is only her slave.
“Come with me,” she whispers, brushing her lips against yours.




What do you do?
Confront the baroness about her neck
Demand to see the witch
Go with the baroness to her bedroom




Hesitate

You stand with your sword raised and ready to strike down the vampiric monster the baroness has become. You look down into her wide, pale blue eyes and at her fearful expression. You hesitate.
“Oh, please don’t hurt me,” she whimpers. She slides one hand up your leg and gives your cock a gentle squeeze through your trousers. “Brave warrior, please, spare me. I promise to pleasure you.”
“Pleasure me?” You scoff. “You are a vampire!”
“Y-yes,” she says, nodding sadly. “But I didn’t not choose this fate. Besides, there are better things than blood I can suck out.”
You groan in surprise as her hand reaches into your trousers and wraps softly around your cock. She strokes your manhood, looking up at you as she parts her lips, baring her fangs. You tense, your hand tightening on the grip of your sword, but when she leans forward instead of a sharp bite you feel the warm, gentle caress of her tongue as she licks the head of your cock.
“Ohhhhhh,” you moan as her tongue roams all over your tip. She wanks you slowly with one hand on your shaft and flicks her pink tongue beneath your cockhead.
“If I give you pleasure like this,” she says, pressing a kiss to the head of your cock. “Won’t you spare me from some awful fate?”
“I… I cannot,” you say, watching her small hand work along your reddening cockshaft. “It is my duty to the goddess to strike down all monsters that would prey upon humanity.”
“But do I look like a monster?” She asks, smiling sweetly at you as her hand continues to work your cock. “I’m just a sad widow, longing for the warmth of a man. Let me pleasure you, Lucas. I can show you that I have not lost what makes me human.”
You start to object and then her cool, wet mouth is on your cock, swallowing your swollen tip and gently grazing her fangs against it. You groan with pleasure, lost for a moment in the cool suction of the baroness’s lovely mouth. You gaze down into her pleading eyes and it takes every bit of your willpower not to grab her silky blonde hair in one hand and fuck your cock into her mouth to the hilt.




What do you do?
Let the baroness pleasure you
Ravish the baroness
She is a vampire and must be defeated!




Surrender

The undead beauty of the vampiress stirs your desire, not to ravish her, but to submit to her. You stare into her glowing red eyes and know in an instant that you cannot hope to beat Izabella. Not like this. The only choice possible is to yield to her.
You toss your sword at your feet as she approaches. It clangs loudly on the floor. Izabella hisses and looks at you uncertainly.
“I yield,” you say, holding your hands out from your side.
She flicks her gaze over you as if searching for some hidden weapon or magic trick. She runs her tongue over her lips and fangs.
“What are you doing, foolish hero?” She demands, keeping her distance. “I offer you no terms for surrender.”
“I understand,” you say, your heart racing as you contemplate the fate you will soon meet at her sharp fangs. Your cock twitches perversely in your trousers at the thought of your doom.
“You want me to feed upon you?” She laughs.
“Yes,” you moan your confession. You turn your head and offer the vampiress your neck.
She glides closer, her cold fingers stroking your throat. Your pulse throbs in your neck. She parts her lips and hisses hungrily, her fangs only inches from your jugular. You moan with submissive desire, your cock stiff at the thought of her fatal kiss.
“You naughty little boy,” she giggles. “You almost had me. Drinking you dry would give you what you desire, holy warrior. A return to your goddess.”
“What?” You look at her with fear.
“Oh, yes, I’ve heard of you, Here of a Thousand Lives,” she laughs. “Even here in the Nightlands, I would guess your goddess has the power to rescue you from death. But there are other fates that might prevent you from returning.”
“W-what?” You ask and she lashes out, seizing your throat in the iron vice of her hand. Her red eyes stare into yours, glowing and seeming to pulse with her malevolent energy.
“You will live on, remaining with me and serving me as a thrall,” she says. “A slave.”
“A s-slave?” You whisper, your voice distant as you stare deep into the swirling red pits of her eyes.
“Yes, Lucas,” she murmurs, her lips almost close enough to kiss you. When she speaks again, her voice echoes in your mind, her eyes pulsing with each syllable. “Your former desires and purpose slip away. Your meaning is a golden sphere that I hold in my hand. You want this, Lucas, and the only way you will ever have it is if you do exactly as I say. You will do that, won’t you?”
“Yes,” you moan.
“Good boy,” she says, “I am your mistress now. I am all that matters to you. My happiness is more important than your life. Repeat that.”
“You are my mistress,” you murmur in a monotone. “You are all that matters to me. Your happiness si more important than my life.”
“Very good,” she says, stroking your cheek. “You become hypnotized very easily. I am not sure how that trait would benefit you, but it certainly makes it easier for me.”
“I am here to serve your every desire,” you say, your words coming out without you giving them any thought.
“Yes, you are,” she says. “Let’s have a little taste of your blood. Perhaps I will decide you are too delicious to remain as a servant after all.”
Before you can reply, she lunges at your neck and sinks her fangs into your flesh. The pain is washed away on a hot tide of bubbling pleasure as the vampiress begins to gently suck at your wound. You feel your blood coursing into her mouth, her tongue flicking at your neck as she drinks your hot, red essence. She presses her shapely body to yours, one hand sliding down to your trousers and reaching inside to draw out your erect cock.
“Oh, goddess, forgive me,” you moan feebly as you look down at Izabella’s delicate blue-gray hand wrapping your shaft. She deftly wanks your cock as she sucks at your neck, drinking your blood and pleasuring you at the same time. You feel weak and your knees give out, but Izabella easily holds you up with one arm around your shoulders. Her lips are tight against your neck and your cock is throbbing in her grasp. The more of your blood she drinks, the more you want her to drink. You don’t care if she takes your life so long as she keeps sucking.
“Mmmmmmmm,” she moans against your neck, her lust vibrating through your flesh. Your cock surges in her grasp and you whimper as your orgasm builds. You watch your cock, surprisingly pale because of all the blood she has sucked, twitch in her ashen grasp.
“I’m cumming,” you whimper, held upright only by her strength. Your seed spurts out of your cock in powerful ropes that narrowly miss Izabella’s gown and splash upon the stones of the floor. You feel pathetic, but the pleasure surging through your cock and radiating from your neck melds into an intense orgasm the likes of which you have never experienced before. You seem to cum for a very long time and the mess you have made on the stones is extensive.
You feel your heart slowing and, certain you are about to fade into darkness, you swoon in Izabella’s embrace. She licks across your wound and stops the flow of blood from your neck. She releases you and lets you drop to your feet. You spill forward onto your hands and nearly collapse onto the mess you have made on the floor.
“You are mine now, little warrior,” she laughs. “Clean up the mess you’ve made and then return to the castle. I will call upon you when you are needed.”
She glides over to the bed, yawns, and climbs back beneath its covers.
“M-mistress,” you say, the word coming out unbidden. “Th-there is no rag to clean the floor.”
“Oh, really?” She smiles cruelly. “I am sure you will find a way.”
She licks her lower lip purposefully and sinks back onto her bed. You wet your lip and look down at the milky mess spread across the floor.
Your revulsion is overcome by your need to please the vampiress. Her happiness is all that matters to you now as you commence the humiliating task of cleaning your cum from the floor.
CONTINUE >




In the thrall of the vampiress

It is hard to say how many days and nights have passed since you learned to serve the vampiress. You are her groveling lackey, obeying her every whim and working tirelessly to aid her plan to control the entirety of the Nightlands. Ulvenblad has been mostly turned, with only a few townsfolk cowering in their homes, waiting to be drained or turned by the packs of vampire thralls that patrol the foggy streets at night.
During the day, you and the vampiress’s other human thralls descend upon the village to ensure that it is made ready. Izabella says that Ulvenblad will soon be the capital of an empire of the undead and ready to begin the conquest of the human lands in the name of the Succubus Queen.
“Lucas!” She calls from her crypt, her word reaching you as you polish the silver in the castle above her. You wipe your hands clean and hasten down into the dark underworld, the guttering candelabrum reminding you of your first descent into the vampiress’s lair.
“Lucas, you fool, where are you? Where is my velvet cloak?” She snarls and something breaks as you approach the door to her salon.
“Mistress?” You call, knocking faintly.
She throws open the door, seizes you in one hand and flings you easily across her room and onto her bed. The impact against one of the upright posts nearly breaks some of your ribs. You writhe and gasp for air as she leaps weightlessly through the air and lands atop you, her thighs like iron as she straddles your waist. Her anger twists her beautiful features and her red eyes blaze with fury.
“Where is my velvet cloak?!” She demands.
“M-mistress,” you gasp. “The blood. From that vampire huntress. I could not get it out and the fabric was ruined. I’ve asked a tailor—“
“ASKED!?!” She grabs your throat and begins to squeeze. “You have asked for a menial task? I do not ask you to do things, I demand it. Therefore you should not be humbly requesting on my behalf. It makes me seem WEAK!”
You choke for air, your face turning red.
“You are hardly fit to wash my feet with your tongue,” she laughs at one of the common tasks she gives you. “Let alone share my bed.”
She once rode you for hours every night and made you pleasure her with your tongue until you were exhausted. The past few nights she has hardly wanted you around and her temper has been very short. You fear the end approaches. She grows tired of all her playthings. Even the baroness had to flee from the castle and live in the village to avoid Izabella’s wrath. Only you remain, her most slavish and devoted servant. She squeezes your throat even tighter, her fangs bared and her eyes wild with anger.
“Killing me,” you manage to choke out as you feel yourself losing consciousness.
She snarls and releases your throat from her choking hands.
“Snapping your neck would be a waste,” she sighs.
“T-thank you, mistress,” you croak, rubbing at your bruised neck.
“Yes, I am a merciful ruler,” she says. “It is far better and more pleasant to simply drain you dry.”
“Drain me?” You ask, eyes wide and fearful.
“Yes, present yourself to me so that I might drink every drop of your blood,” she commands.
Your stomach tightens with fear. You know she does not jest about such things. A part of you wants to fight or bargain for your life, but you are the vampiress’s obedient thrall. The haze of her domination lies over your brain like the mists that cling to the hills of Ulvenblad. You get down on your knees beside the bed, tilt your head back, and present your neck and throbbing pulse to Izabella. She runs her sharp-nailed fingers over your neck.
“I can smell the crushed capillaries,” she says. “Blood oozing into your flesh, forming the bruises I caused. Your blood is less sweet every time I drink it, Lucas. The purity fading as you have remained by my side. I think tonight, finally, it will be sweet again. Sweet with fear.”
“Y-yes, mistress,” you whimper as she turns your head to the side.
She lunges at you and bites, her fangs piercing your vein and causing a hot gush of blood to soak your ragged tunic. She sucks greedily at your flowing essence and familiar pleasure suffuses your body. How many times has she fed upon you? A dozen? Two? This is different, you know at once. Her hands hold your head tightly and her lips smack against your neck as she drinks without restraint.
Accustomed to the pleasure, your cock stiffens and you begin to cum in your trousers, whimpering shamefully as her feeding triggers your orgasm. She laughs as she continues to suck, her amusement vibrating into your shoulder.
The warm pleasure succumbs to a hungry, cold darkness. It seeps into the edges of your vision until everything is black. The last sound you can hear is your heart; a final beat chasing you down the tunnel into darkness.
Your time has a thrall of the vampiress has ended. You have become her meal.
CONTINUE >




Get more training from Theora the Angel of Veleda

“I need to get better at this,” you say to Hina. “I need more training. Take me to Theora.”
“As you wish, master,” says Hina, setting off through the palace. “I believe she is in the armory.”
“We have an armory?” You say, following behind the golem.
“Whenever you need it,” says Hina sweetly. “I have every weapon ever devised by humans and several monster weapons. Also armors, magical defenses, traps, and combat golems.”
“I had no idea,” you say.
“You never asked, master,” she says, pulling open huge double doors. She leads you through a hall containing dozens of lifelike statues. Some look human and others are massive, towering into the darkness of the huge room. She opens more doors and you enter a room with rows upon rows of weapons with every design and description imaginable. You spot exotic flails, some of which that seem to be alive, sword, axes, polearms, and maces. Some weapons burn with magical fire, others drip with venom, acid, or blood.
You enter another room that seems more like a huge closet. There are gleaming suits of armor on stands, but most of the space is filled with robes, tunics, trousers, and countless other items of clothing.
“There she is,” says Hina, pointing to a familiar angel-winged figure rummaging through boxes. The golem girl steps back and you begin to weave through the tables of jewelry, hat stands, and varicolored piles of what look like rags.
“Theora,” you call out to her.
“I haven’t found the Rosary of St. Yedmara,” she says, rattling a wooden box of jewelry. “That will make her confess.”
You see that Theora is holding various trinkets, a black leather rope, and something that looks like a hinged iron pear.
“What are you doing?” You ask.
“Preparing the implements for interrogating Izabella,” she says. “Even here, where her will is restrained, you will need various tools such as these to force the truth from her.”
“I am not torturing her,” you say, placing your hand on Theora’s.
“Then you will not know the location of the Succubus Queen,” says Theora, discarding a necklace back into the box. She looks at you fiercely and adds, “Or your mother.”
“I didn’t come for that,” you say. “I came to receive training from you.”
“Training?” She drops the rope, trinkets, and the iron pear onto a nearby table. “Lucas, I thought you understood that I have trained you as much as I can. I have nothing else to teach you.”
“I… that can’t be right though,” you say. “I barely know anything.”
“The time for training has passed,” she says, her tone softening. “Do you feel it, Lucas? The dark tide rising around us? It may consume us all if we cannot hold it back in the coming days.”
“But we are winning, right?” You ask, uncertainty creeping into your voice. Almost for yourself you add, “I did beat the vampiress.”
“You captured her,” says Theora. “She is still a danger. You should not visit her, by the way. You haven’t already, have you? No matter. If you did and survived, then the danger has passed. But be wary of her, Lucas. Even here she is dangerous.”
“I still don’t want to torture her,” you say resolutely. “She is my captive. I must treat them with honor.”
“By sticking your cock in all of them?” She snaps and immediately regrets it. “I know, they crave it, you are just here to give them what they want.”
“Oola and Morelle get upset if I don’t visit them to, uh, you know,” you scratch your head and blush furiously.
“Right, I know,” sighs Theora. She rests a comforting hand on your shoulder. “We should not quarrel about such things. You did not ask to be made the Hero of a Thousand Lives just as I did not ask to be your guardian. I will handle the interrogation of the vampiress.”
“Whatever you think is right, Theora,” you say, looking into her intense, silvery-blue eyes. “But maybe I could just try asking her again first.”
She nods and gives you a weary smile. You are not sure why, but you feel a sudden welling of affection for the beautiful angel. You lean up to her, stroking her cheek as you place a chaste kiss upon her full, soft lips. It lingers. Her eyes flutter closed and her lips slowly part. Your tongue tastes the faint strawberry flavor of her mouth. You press deeper, met by the languid caress of her hot, wet tongue. She moans against your lips and pulls you against her with her strong arms.
“Mmmmmmm,” you cry, kissing her openly, passionately, and holding her just as tightly as she is holding you.
In that moment, you and Theora put aside your worries and sink down on what seems to be a giant’s black velvet robe. You caress the angel’s breasts through her gown, kiss them through the soft fabric feeling the buds of her nipples against your lips as you move lower. You push up her gown, baring her creamy thighs, her golden thatch, and the glistening pink of her furrow.
“Lucas,” she whispers, a soft and meager protest.
You descend between her creamy thighs, kissing your way to the steamy center of her womanhood. You breathe in her angelic freshness, her flower petal sweetness, lips against her cuntlips, tongue tracing the delicate softness of her entrance. She moans faintly and combs her fingers into the back of your hair. She pulls you against her cusp and your tongue finds the bead of her clit. You lap at her bud, tongue pressing hard enough to flatten out against her button.
“Ohhhhhhh, yes,” she hisses, tossing her golden hair across her face and behind her knees. You slip two fingers into the hot channel of her cunt, feeling her tense as you begin to fuck them in and out, your lesser knuckles bumping against her anus as you suck finger her and suck her clit.
Her cries of ecstasy are muted by the racks of clothing around you, but there is no mistaking the sweet flow of her cum into your mouth and the tension rippling around your fingers. She jerks her hips and fucks against your face and fingers, riding hard enough that each bump against your nose hurts a little. You don’t care, you pleasure her until her orgasm subsides.
“I need it,” she pants, pulling your head from between her thighs. “I need your strong sword inside me, Lucas. Take me. Take me as a man.”
She leans back again, spreading her legs wide and using the fingers of one hand to part her folds. You guide your straining cock to her hot entrance and thrust into her tight cove. You cry out in mutual pleasure, a moan that rises and falls as you begin to stroke in and out of her pussy. You bend over her and kiss her lips, trying to maintain a passionate liplock as you pound your cock with desperate desire.
You hold out as long as possible in the clutching furnace of her cunt. The pleasure is exquisite and Theora seems no nearer to another climax. Finally, she gasps, “Stop fighting it. Cum for me, Lucas. Cum inside me.”
“Ohhhhh, yes,” you cry, your thrusts slowing and yet becoming more forceful. You sink every increment of your manhood into her clutching cunt and explode deep within her.
“Yes, yes,” she cries, happiness in her voice. “Cum inside me. Fill me with your seed!”
You spurt again and again into her exquisite tightness, marveling at her beauty, desperately kissing her as you spend your seed in a last few ragged strokes. You lie atop her, gasping, trembling with your orgasm. You slowly slide your length out of her and hear the faint, raunchy sound of your seed bubbling out of her freshly-fucked cunt.
“Thank you, Lucas,” she whispers, looking up with a dreamy expression on her face.
“Thank you?”
“For clarifying things for me,” she says. “For reminding me what is at stake and why we must not relent. You humans can be annoying, but you have your finger qualities worth preserving.”
Coming from Theora, it’s a very heartfelt compliment. You smile down at her and stroke a lock of golden hair from her face.
You depart the maze of jewelry boxes and armor racks and find the guide Hina waiting for you.
“Did you have a pleasant visit with Lady Theora?” The golem asks.
“For once,” you say, grinning, “Yes. Very pleasant.”
“Where would you like to go now, master?” The automaton asks, cocking her head to one side and staring at you expectantly.




What do you do?
It is time to return to the real world
Visit with Izabella the Vampiress
Visit with Morelle the Novice Succubus
Visit with Oola the Slime Girl
Visit with Gretchen the Cow Girl
Spend some time with Hina the Golem Girl




Returned from the (almost) undead

Your body takes shape from the motes of dust in the air, swirling and gathering in the white marble palace of the Veleda. You perceive the light around you and the glow of the beautiful goddess as she stands like a colossal statue above you. Her smile is sad and her eyes glow beneath a furrowed brow.
“I forgive your failures, Lucas,” she says as your flesh congeals and the last of the dust blows away. “But your deeds are hard to overlook. You became a vampire and fed upon the blood of the living. You killed for her.”
“Please forgive me, goddess,” you moan, groveling before her and realizing you have been restored to your masculine body.
She crouches down, bringing her huge face close to you, her eyes as big as windows on a house, golden and full of emotion. Her immaculate blonde hair tickles against your naked back and you tremble at Veleda’s touch.
“I forgive you,” she says, her words causing you to cry out with ecstasy. “The vampiress dominated you and cursed you with her sickness. Theora had to send hunters to end your slavery and free you from the Nightlands.”
“They killed me,” you say, remembering the stake plunging into your breast.
“Yes, or a version of you,” she says. “A bit softer and more lovely. Killing you was an unfortunate necessity.”
“I understand,” you say, thinking back at the moment of splashing blood and screams as you fed upon helpless men, women, and children. “You can put things back?”
“Yes,” she says softly. “You must face her again, Lucas. Do not fail me.”
She lifts you up in her hands and seems to gently toss you into the air. A warm golden light surrounds you and you are falling, plunging from the heavens through the clouds and down into the crypts beneath the castle.
You stand facing the vampiress, your body masculine and clad in your old tunic and trousers. You hold the Holy Sword of Veleda in your hands and stare with determination at the savage beauty of Izabella. Your guts twist in fear. She was your mistress for so long… but she doesn’t know it. Time has turned back and you have another chance to defeat her.
“What are you waiting for, Lucas?” She sneers, her red eyes flashing.
“The right opportunity to strike you down, blood-sucking harlot!” You shout, swiping your sword to keep her at bay. “Your evil ends now.”
“I doubt that, little warrior,” she laughs, baring her fangs as she glides towards you. “But if you are lucky, maybe I will decide to keep you around as a pet.”




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





Visit with Oola the slime girl

After the darkness of the Nightlands you could use a little light. To your surprise, the first thing that comes to mind is the perpetually excited and happy slime girl, Oola. She is always glad to see you and too simple-minded to have complaints beyond not seeing you enough. A visit with her might be just the thing you need to cheer up. Not to mention, the thought of her voluptuous, gelatinous body makes your cock stiffen and twitch with anticipation.
“Take me to Oola,” you say to Hina. “I would like to see what she is doing.”
“She is being bad, master,” says Hina. “She became so hungry without you around that she decided to eat things in the kitchen. We are trying to control her, but she is devouring all the desserts we have prepared for you.”
“I didn’t know she even ate food,” you say, following Hina as she sets off through the palace.
As you approach the vast kitchens, you hear multiple Hina’s shouting and crying out in dismay, plates smashing, and loud giggling from the slime girl. You throw open the door and are stunned to see violet slime spread across half the kitchen. Oola’s face is laughing from several lumps of slime, all connected by tendrils of ooze as she extends new parts of her body to envelop pastries, puddings, and even bowls of sugar. A moment after she absorbs one into her body, its shape softens inside her and begins to disintegrate.
“She can melt things?” You mutter to yourself. “How many times have you been the dessert inside her? Could she have melted you so easily?”
“Do not be afraid,” says the guide Hina. “Violet slimes almost never eat meat. They do have a hunger for sweets when they are deprived of their favorite food.”
“My essence,” you murmur, remembering the hungry way the slime girl slurped over your straining cock the last time you visited with her. You raise your voice and call out, “Oola! You’re making a mess!”
“Master?” Her disparate faces suddenly slide together into a single mass of violet gelatin. Her buxom body rises from the jelly, absorbing it all into her singular slimy form. She cries with delight, “Oh, master! You come to see Oola!”
She glides quickly across the ransacked kitchen, knocking aside a kitchen Hina trying to clean up and launching the weight of her jiggling slime at you with an excited cry of, “Awooooo!”
The weight of the slime girl splashes into you, her gelatinous voluptuousness deforming and swallowing up your arms as she pushes you back onto the floor and begins noisily kissing you. You try to kiss her back, even opening your mouth for a moment, but it’s a mistake as her sweet slime pours into your mouth and forms two slippery tongues at once. She bursts through your tunic and slides into your trousers, dispensing with both garments by sucking them off your body, swallowing them into her slime, and ejecting them out of her back.
“Awoo! Miss master so much!” She speaks clearly even though her lips are pressed to yours and she is kissing you forcefully.
“Mmmmhmmmmhththmm,” you reply, your tongue squirming against her swirling slime tongues.
“Oh! Master, you give me boy milk? Please! Thank you! Soooo hungry for warm master milk!” She slurps and reforms, her breasts growing larger and her body atop yours, huge tits swaying. “Squeeze you between jelly! Mmmmmm, yummy!”
Oola’s slimy lower body covers your legs like a gooey blanket on the floor, but her upper body rises above your groin as she takes hold of her slimy breasts and squeezes her cool jelly mounds around the upright post of your crimson cock. Her violet body surrounds your manhood in her cool, slippery squeeze.
“Oh, Ooola,” you laugh at the intense sensation. “That’s very nice.”
“Awooo!” She burbles happily and begins to bounce her breast up and down your straining length. You can see your hard cock through her jiggling tits. She tilts her head, tucks her chin, and begins sucking your tip as it pushes up between her breasts with each wank. You move your hips, fucking into her massive cleavage and pushing your cock deeper into her mouth. She speaks as if your cock isn’t pumping into her mouth, “Awooo! Master, you make cum? Give me essence, please! I like it! So yummy!”
“Ohhh, I know you like it,” you moan, resting a hand on her gelatinous head. “A little more… ohhhh… almost there…”
She wobbles and jiggles atop you as you hold her slimy arms and thrust between her breasts. Her slime is tight and rubbing all around you, massaging your straining cock in her cool goo. You moan as you reach your peak of pleasure, your cockhead buried in her mouth and visible through her translucent violet head.
“Mmmmm master! Almost taste it!” Oola burbles with excitement.
Pleasure bursts from your cock, each throb of orgasm sending a spurt of cum jetting into Oola’s mouth. A white cloud swirls into her head and dissipates just as quickly with each pump as the slime girl gobbles up your essence.
“Awooooooo!” She burbles happily, slurping out every drop you have to offer her. She lifts her slimy mouth from your cock, but keeps you squeezed between her gently wanking tits. “Give more, master. Pllllllease!”
“I don’t know,” you gasp, watching as she wanks your cock through your refractory period. The sensation is almost too intense, but the weight of Oola’s slime atop your legs keeps you from easily dislodging her.
“Make new hole for master,” she says and suddenly releases your cock. Oola’s weight slithers off your leg and her body reconfigures until she seems to be on her hands and knees, offering up her thick, juicy violet ass. Her plump cheeks spread as she tilts her hips and shows you the gelatinous knot of a translucent anus. “You put here, master. You like very much. Extra tight!”
You see a swirl inside her slime as if she is creating a tighter passage beyond her gooey anus. The thought of stuffing your still-hard cock into that slimy sheath gives you a surprising thrill. You rise to your knees behind her and before you’ve even given it much though, you steady yourself with one hand on one of Oola’s jiggling cheeks. Your other hand grips your cock and you guide your manhood to her pectin pucker.
“Awwooooo!” She cries, arching her back and thrusting her ass onto your cock. You sink every inch of your manhood into Oola’s wobbling ass and begin to properly fuck the hungry slime girl. Your cock slurps in and out of her naughty hole and you watch it throb inside her. There is a denser and more substantial feeling to her back passage. It squeezes around you and each thrust imparts more of your warmth to her otherwise cool body. The impact of your hips against her gelatinous posterior makes Oola’s huge tits swing and her entire body wobble and jiggle like a dessert.
“Oooohhhhhh!” You cry, abandoning all restraint as you wildly fuck your cock into the slime girl’s ass. You thrust faster and faster, so hard that her gelatinous breasts are swinging from beneath her and flopping around to her side. You laugh at the ridiculous sight, enjoying the rising pleasure and the slime girls cries as you reach your peak. “Yessssss!”
You explode inside her, your cum shooting halfway up her back in milky jets visible through her wobbling body. You pump again and again, spilling even more seed than the first time into her swirling depths. You gasp, falling back on your haunches as Oola fucks back against your spent cock, keeping you on the edge. You watch, moaning, as she milks a third orgasm from your cock in only a few seconds.
“Awooo! More milky!” She burbles merrily, gobbling up your diminishing spurts in her hungry ass.
She lets your cock slide out of her ass and you flop back on the floor, gasping and exhausted. Oola reforms beside you, cushioning your head against her gooey breasts.
“Thank you, master,” she says.
“Satisfied?” You gasp, smiling up at her translucent face.
“Yes, master,” she says.
“And you won’t ransack the kitchen again?” You scold.
“Promise, master,” she says.
“Good,” you laugh, looking at the kitchen Hinas still sweeping and scrubbing to clean up the mess that Oola made. You stay with your head resting against Oola’s soft mounds until you catch your breath. You finally get up, collecting your clothes and cleaning off the worst of her slime.
“You visit soon, master?” She burbles.
“Yes, Oola, I will see you soon,” you say, blowing her a kiss. Ripples spread through her body as if your kiss collided with her like a pebble in a pond.
You stagger out of the kitchen and into the hall beyond, still smelling like Oola’s sweet jelly. Hina is waiting for you with a smile.
“Did you enjoy your visit with Oola?” She asks cheerily.
“Yeah,” you chuckle. “That should calm her down for a while.”
“Thank you, master,” she says. “She was quite messy. Where would you like to go now?”




What do you do?
It is time to return to the real world
Visit with Izabella the Vampiress
Visit with Morelle the Novice Succubus
Visit with Gretchen the Cow Girl
Get more training from Theora the Angel of Veleda
Spend some time with Hina the Golem Girl





Call upon Veleda for strength

Your cock stiffens at the sight of the beautiful baroness and her lewd behavior. You know you must resist such temptation. The baroness could be the vampiress or one of the vampiress’s thralls. To succumb to your lust could mean your life.
You make the sign of Veleda with your fingers and call upon the goddess with a prayer. Your fingers glow faintly. The baroness hisses and back to the headboard.
“What magic is this?” She cries, clinging to the carved wood, her bare breasts heaving fearfully.
“It is the blessing of the goddess,” you reply, climbing onto the bed. You feel peace and warmth suffuse your body. You realize that you do not need the sword to dispatch the curse upon the beautiful baroness. The goddess is with you despite the curse of the Nightlands. She will turn you into her weapon against evil.
“Stay back,” moans the baroness, cringing as you approach.
She can only retreat from you so far as you crawl towards her. You gently cradle her chin and turn her face towards your. She hisses and bares white fangs, her pale blue eyes momentarily flashing red. You ignore these signs of her vampirism and gently lean down to kiss her on her lips. The moment your lips press against hers, a great light bursts from inside you and consumes the baroness, you, and the entire bed in a white flame that warms rather than burns. You see the evil melt away from her and the color return to her cheeks.
The flash dies away to a golden glow. You pull back from the kiss and the baroness slowly smiles up at you.
“I am free,” she whispers.
“The goddess has blessed you with her mercy,” you say.
She covers her heart with both hands and sadness overwhelms her smile.
“I have… done such evil things. I have fed upon the blood of my servants and helped to seduce others to her cause.” Tears roll slowly down her cheeks. “Izabella made me… I had no choice. You… you understand, right?”
“Yes,” you say, taking her hands. “It will be alright, baroness. The goddess has already forgiven you. Where is she?
“The crypt beneath the castle,” she says. She leaps from the bed, pulls on a night gown, and scoops up a candelabrum. “Come, Lucas! I will take you to her lair.”
She leads you down a spiral staircase and into the cool, dank air of what is clearly a dungeon. Shackles hang from the stone walls and the doors of several cells stand open. There are tables, chairs, bucks, and rows of weapons and helms as if this also served as a barracks for the castle guard. There are no prisoners and no guards down here. You feel a tremor of fear as you wonder what happened to both groups.
“She usually is not awake so early in the day,” says the baroness, her gown sweeping softly over the stone floor as she leads you into the deeper darkness of the crypt. “She knows so much about what goes on in the castle. I fear she will expect you.”
“It doesn’t matter,” you say. “I must face her.”
Your footsteps echo behind her as you descend more staircases into a world of darkness and the faint smell of death.
“Twenty generations of my husband’s family are buried in the crypts,” says the baroness. “Including my husband.”
She holds the light out to a huge stone sarcophagus marked with recent inscriptions.
“I thought the witch could save him when he fell ill,” she says, tracing the carved face on the sarcophagus. “I fear her dark magic only hastened his death. She took him from me.”
You rest your hand over hers and gently squeeze.
“I will avenge him, baroness. I will strike her down for the sake of Ulvenblad.”
“Thank you, Lucas,” she said, nodding slightly. “It isn’t much farther. Just down the stairs and through the door to her private chamber.”
“Remain here,” you say firmly. “I will deal with her.”
You light a candle from a nearby sconce and descend alone into the older crypts. You reach a simple door of oiled blackwood set into the hallway. Tracks in the dust on the floor suggest it has been opened and closed recently.
There is no other way forward. The ancient crypts must continue through this door, housing past generations of the baron’s family.
CONTINUE >




Veleda saves your life from the baroness

You awaken in a white palace lit by golden light slanting down between columns that seem to reach up to the sky. Veleda, far larger than a human, stands over you, a compassionate look on her beautiful face, her blonde hair falling down over her white gown. You want to cry out to her, to beg for her mercy and her forgiveness. You cannot move your withered limbs.
Her eyes glow with holy light as she slowly crouches down beside you and scoops you into her huge hands. Your legs dangle over her palm as she lifts you up to her face and presses a kiss to your face. You feel your strength returning, your limbs moving again and your heart beginning to beat in your chest.
“My goddess, thank you,” you cry, rolling onto your knees and bowing before her.
“The baroness has bested you,” she says. “I knew she might prove a challenge, but she is not the true evil you must face.”
“Izabella?” You ask, unable to look up at Veleda’s magnificent face.
“Yes, the witch is the heart of darkness in Ulvenblad,” says Veleda. “Vestiges of the baroness’s humanity remain. Face your real foe in the crypt beneath the castle. Defeat the vampiress and the baroness, along with Izabella’s other thralls, will have their humanity restored.”
“I will do it,” you say resolutely, daring a glance up at Veleda. She smiles down upon you and drops you from her hand. You fall into a blinding glow, descending through the holy radiance, the ether, and back to the human realm of blood and soil.
You are standing before the baroness, a light fading from your eyes. She looks at you with confusion, her flush returning to her cheeks. She looks at her hands and then at you. Tears begin to spill from her eyes.
“I killed them,” she moans. “I drank their blood! I brought her into my home and helped her enslave my people!”
“Shhhhh,” you embrace her and hug her against you. “You were not yourself, baroness. You were also a slave of the power of the vampiress.”
“Izabella,” she hisses, shaking with grief and rage. “She must be stopped!”
“Yes,” you agree, your resolve strengthened by the goddess’s intervention, “she must be stopped and I will stop her. Take me to her.”
The baroness wipes her tears and nods with determination, scooping up a candelabrum. She leads you down a spiral staircase and into the cool, dank air of what is clearly a dungeon. Shackles hang from the stone walls and the doors of several cells stand open. There are tables, chairs, bucks, and rows of weapons and helms as if this also served as a barracks for the castle guard. There are no prisoners and no guards down here. You feel a tremor of fear as you wonder what happened to both groups.
“She usually is not awake so early in the day,” says the baroness, her gown sweeping softly over the stone floor as she leads you into the deeper darkness of the crypt. “She knows so much about what goes on in the castle. I fear she will expect you.”
“It doesn’t matter,” you say. “I must face her.”
Your footsteps echo behind her as you descend more staircases into a world of darkness and the faint smell of death.
“Twenty generations of my husband’s family are buried in the crypts,” says the baroness. “Including my husband.”
She holds the light out to a huge stone sarcophagus marked with recent inscriptions.
“I thought the witch could save him when he fell ill,” she says, tracing the carved face on the sarcophagus. “I fear her dark magic only hastened his death. She took him from me.”
You rest your hand over hers and gently squeeze.
“I will avenge him, baroness. I will strike her down for the sake of Ulvenblad.”
“Thank you, Lucas,” she said, nodding slightly. “It isn’t much farther. Just down the stairs and through the door to her private chamber.”
“Remain here,” you say firmly. “I will deal with her.”
You light a candle from a nearby sconce and descend alone into the older crypts. You reach a simple door of oiled blackwood set into the hallway. Tracks in the dust on the floor suggest it has been opened and closed recently.
There is no other way forward. The ancient crypts must continue through this door, housing past generations of the baron’s family.
CONTINUE >




Wait

You need to stall and look for an opening. You switch your guard low and then high, one hand and then two, circling her and protecting yourself from her claw-like hands. She lashes out with an angry hiss and you swat her hands away with the flat of your sword. You backpedal, widening the circle, but now needing to be mindful of the luxurious furniture in your path.
“You waste my time,” she hisses. “Why not give up and let me take your cock? I’ll make you enjoy your last moments alive.”
“Never,” you say, watching for an opportunity. “You are a corrupt leech.”
“Call me names if you like, I’ll even let you fuck my ass,” she says, turning and pulling her gown tight to reveal the roundness of her bottom. You almost strike, but she seems to sense your posture and turns back around quickly to face you. “Or does your little prick not work, Lucas?”
“It works,” you growl. “You’ll find out when you’re trapped in my sword.”
“That sword?” She laughs. “You’ll never touch me with your blade. I will be feasting on your blood.”
Your guts knot with fear at her threat and you can see by the brighter blaze in her red eyes that her patience is wearing out. She crouches as she circles you, her arms apart, but her hands so fast your probing thrusts are easily batted aside.
She swats one strike away and you see your opening in the moment afterwards. She is overextended, exposing her flank to you.
“Die!” You shout, driving your blade at her side with all of your strength. The sword slices through her gown and scorches the white fabric at its edges, revealing the pale blue of her skin beneath. Your attack has missed and you have terribly overextended. You see the smile on her face and the bright flash in her eyes and you know you have doomed yourself. She grabs your wrists and twists them, breaking one and making you drop your sword. As you recoil in pain, she leaps at you, driving you down to the ground and burying her face against your neck.
Her sharp fangs slice into your flesh and cause a gout of blood to explode from your torn vein. She latches her mouth to your wound and begins to suck. You moan helplessly, your strength sapped almost immediately and strange pleasure radiating from your neck and through your body. Her sucking is so pleasurable that it feels almost orgasmic. The rippling pleasure and euphoria recedes into darkness and icy cold.
The last sound you hear is the final faint thump of your heart as you perish, nothing more than a meal for the vampiress.
CONTINUE >




Attack

Accused of being afraid by the vampiress, you snarl and lash out at her, swinging your sword and nearly cleaving off her hand. The blazing sword misses her wrist by a finger’s width as she dodges out of the way. She smiles, baring her fangs.
“You will have to try a bit harder than that to slice me up with your little toy, Lucas,” she says. “Go on, take another swing!”
“Bloodsucking bitch!” You roar, swinging your sword in a wide arc and following up with a jab of the tip of your blazing blade. Izabella steps out of your reach both times, her smile never slipping and her red eyes glittering with amusement.
Your frustration boils into desperation as you swing at her again and again, driving her back, but never landing a blow. You manage to back her into a corner of the room. Roaring triumphantly at last, you swing your sword at Izabella’s head and—
THWACK!
She claps her hands on the blazing blade of your sword, catching it just as it is about to strike her in the forehead. Her hands are wreathed in flames. You grit your teeth and try to force your burning blade downward. She closes her fingers around your blade and yanks the sword out of your grasp. With a vicious snarl, she tosses the blade across the room. Its holy light dies as it clangs to the floor.
“That hurt a bit,” she says, flexing seared fingers. You watch as the wounds disappear. “Of course, a bit of blood is all it takes to heal myself. But now, my dear Lucas, I am very hungry. Time for a… bite!”
She grabs you by your throat with one hand and lifts you off the ground. You try to cry out, but her hands strangle the words from your throat as she floats into the air and presses you up against the ceiling of her chamber. She grabs hold of your trousers and tears them open. You kick at her and try to punch her arm loose, but her entire body feels as if it is made from iron. All you manage to do is bruise your own arms and legs as you desperately fight against her.
“Your continued struggle is amusing,” she says. “Without your sword, you haven’t a chance to defeat me. Now… stop fighting, Lucas… and enjoy your last moments of life.”
Her menacing words are accompanied by her hand firmly gripping your flaccid cock. She shocks you with a cool, wet kiss on your lips, thrusting her tongue into your mouth. Your fear ebbs, but does not go away completely, as her tongue swirls into your mouth and her hand deftly wanks your cock. She holds you pinned to the ceiling by your throat, unable to cry out and just barely able to breathe.
Despite your predicament, you stiffen quickly in her expert grasp and she swings her floating body upwards, trapping your hips against the ceiling and between her knees. Her hair hangs down as she slides her cool, slick, very tight pussy onto your forcibly stiffened cock.
“Aaahhhhghhhg,” you choke out as Izabella’s pussy envelops your manhood.
“Oh, that’s right,” she laughs. “Even though you know your death is coming, your stupid male body cannot resist a final bit of pleasure.”
She begins her inverted ride beneath you, her hips working and her pussy gliding up and down your rigid shaft. Her knees stay locked against the ceiling, but her ass bounces steadily and you can see it all, because her gown is hanging upside down to her waist. Her blue thighs clench tight around you and the walls of her silky cunt grip at your surging cock.
“Yesssss,” she hisses, baring her fangs. “Give in to the pleasure, Lucas. Cum for me and I will drink you dry.”
“Nnnnnhhhkggggkk,” you reply, fighting back your rising orgasm.
You cannot look away from her dark blue folds stretched tight around your cock, sliding over your crimson shaft and leaving her glistening nectar behind.
“Ohhhhh,” she moans, her breasts heaving and nearly falling upwards out of her bodice. “I can feel your stones tight against your root. Your cum boiling. Give it to me, Lucas. .One last flare of pleasure. Fill my hungry cunt!”
“Ahhhhnnnnnnhggggkkkk!” You cry, tears welling in your eyes as you know your death approaches.
You cannot fight it any longer. You grab her hips and thrust downward into her cunt, sheathing every inch as your pleasure surges.
“Yes! Oh, yes, Lucas! Cum for me!” She laughs triumphantly.
You bury your cock in her again and again until the pressure it too great and the tension explodes into a rushing orgasm. Your cum blasts downward into her cunt and in that moment you feel her lips against your neck and the sting of her fangs. She begins to suck at the wound as your hot blood gushes into her mouth and your cum gushes into her pussy. The warm pleasure of her feeding meets the hot pumping ecstasy of your orgasm and the two seem to intertwine. Both pleasures rise to their peak and recede quickly into darkness.
The warmth fades to an endless cold. Your cock twitches one last time inside her as she drains the last of your blood with a slurp.
You have become a meal for the vampiress.
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Ravish the baroness

You growl with frustration, sheathing your sword and shoving the baroness to the floor. Her hand slips free of your cock and she falls at your feet, hissing and baring her white fangs. You set upon her, grabbing hold of her white gown and tearing it from her pale flesh. Her small, pert breasts jiggle as you tear away her gown. You thrust a hand between her legs and push two fingers into the down-thatched groove of her cunt.
“Ohhhhh! You impudent cad!” She cries, squirming beneath you and gasping with apparent pleasure as you pump your fingers into her honeypot.
“Shut up, vampire whore,” you laugh. “You want a man to wrap around your finger and drink dry? How about a man who pins you to the floor and gives you the proper fucking you deserve?!”
She cries out as you thrust her legs apart and push your hardness against her slippery folds. She hisses, baring her fangs again, but you ignore her.
“Mmmmmm!” She cries in protest as you line your cockhead against her slick folds and gently press her tender opening wider with your cock. You sink deep into her cunt, marveling at her near virginal tightness and the strange, slippery coolness of her flesh. She cries, “Ahhhhh!”
“This is what you wanted,” you remind her. “What you were asking for!”
You hold her pinned to the floor with one hand on her shoulder, your cock slamming in and out of her delicate cunt as you roughly fondle her breasts with your other hand. Her hiss of anger becomes a moan of pleasure, her lips parting to bare her gleaming white fangs. The predatory sight of them makes your cock twitch in her cunt. You lean over her and kiss her lips, running your tongue over the sharp hardness of her fangs. She sucks at your tongue and swirls her tongue against yours, moaning into the kiss.
“Vampire whore,” you pant against her lips, your pleasure rising with each stroke.
“Yes, I’m your vampire whore,” she cries, raking her nails so hard up your back that they tear your tunic. “Fuck me, Lucas. Fuck me with your holy cock!”
Your flesh slaps against hers. You push yourself up, your weight balanced on one arm as your thrusts make her small breasts bounce with the force of your lust. You roughly pinch her right nipple and twist it, eliciting a wail of shock and a slutty smile from the baroness.
“Yes, I can feel it,” she cries. “Cum for me, Lucas! Cum inside me, my little peasant warrior! Fill my noble quim with your seed!”
Unable to resist her lewd words nor the sensual rolling of her hips, you yield to the building pleasure, thrusting deep into her as you cry out. Your cock explodes in the depths of her tight cunt. Her slick inner walls grip at your surging shaft and milk your cum from your hard cock. As your cum is pumping into her pussy, the baroness suddenly leans up and kisses your neck. A sharp pain follows and a hot gush of blood spurting from your open artery.
“Ahhhhh!” You cry, still spurting your cum into her pussy as a wave of hot pleasure radiates from your wound. She slurps at your flowing blood, drinking your essence as you pump the last of your load into her fluttering cunt. You try to push away from her, but the baroness locks her legs tightly around you and holds your shoulders and back in an iron grip.
You slump atop her, gasping as she sucks noisily at your neck. Darkness closes in around you. The pleasure and warmth begins to recede into an endless, pitiless cold. The last sound you hear is a single, final thumping of your heart.
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Make love to the baroness

Your cock twitches in your trousers at the sight of the lovely Baroness Lydia Carminus presenting herself. Clearly the woman has been through great tragedy and it has left her needing human companionship. She has gone nearly mad in this empty castle and it is up to you to bring her back from the brink by showing her the attentions of a man.
“I need you, my brave hero,” she moans, gyrating her hips and fucking her blushing cunt with two fingers.
“It would be cruel to deny you my aid,” you say, unbuckling your sword belt and allowing it to thump to the floor. “I will give you what you need, my lady.”
Her lips curl into a smile and her pale blue eyes twinkle as she watches you shed your clothing and climb onto the bed with your hard cock jutting from your hips.
“Comfort me with your sword,” she moans as you climb atop her. “Oh, Lucas, please bury your manly weapon inside me.”
“Gently, my lady,” you promise as you kiss her lips and drive your hardness into the cove of her cunt. Though she is slick with desire, there is something off about the feeling of her womanhood and is grips your cock. She sighs with pleasure against your lips and you stroke your manhood into her cove again, realizing that it is the lack of warmth. She is not cold, not room temperature, but she is cooler than a woman should be.
Your concerns are alleviated by the tight squeeze of her cunt around your shaft. She wraps her legs around you, drawing you deeper as she kisses you and moans into that kiss.
“Oh, my brave warrior, fuck me,” she gasps. “I yearn for the warmth of your seed.”
“My lady, ohhhh, you grip like a glove of silk,” you moan, thrusting into her very tight pussy. Her small breasts quiver with the force of each stroke and her lips part in a long, soft sigh against your kiss. She lightly rakes her nails down your back and cradles your buttocks, squeezing them and pulling you deeper into her clutching cunt.
“Your steel,” she moans. “It plunges into me, to my very heart! Claim me, my brave hero! Claim me with your seed as… ohhhhhh… Lucas!”
She bucks beneath you, jerking her hips and sliding her slick cunt against your cock. Despite her slickness, friction has warmed her depths and you power your cock into her, shaking the bed and forcing soft cries of pleasure from her lips with every stroke. Your hardness swells inside her slick walls. Your stones tighten as your seed churns within them.
“Baroness,” you groan. “I will fill you with my seed if that is what you wish.”
“Yess!” She cries, clinging to your muscular shoulders. “Pour your seed into me! Give it to me, my brave warrior!”
“Ahhhhh!” You hold her tightly as your cock erupts into her slick channel. As your cock begins to pulse and your seed begins to fill the baroness, you feel her kiss upon your neck followed by a sharp pain. You try to lift your head, but her arms are like iron bars holding you against her. Your cock continues to throb inside her as the pain of her fangs gives way to a warm, pulsing pleasure. She loudly sucks your hot blood as the flower of her cunt drinks the hot flow of your cum.
Your pleasure ebbs and darkness closes in around you. The warmth of your ecstasy gives way to a pitiless cold the stretches in darkness in every direction. The last sound you hear is the faint, trembling thump of your final heartbeat.
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Go to sleep for the night

Alone in your room at the inn, exhausted from a very long and intense day, you slip quickly off to sleep. The ominous darkness of the Nightlands seems to creep into your slumber and help to shape the place of your dreams into a warped vision of reality. Furniture seems too large, doors are at odd angles, and sounds echo strangely through the enormous version of the inn.
Your bed is a four poster as big as any in the Crystal Sanctum and strange birds flit past the moonlight window. You hear footsteps approaching you in your bed, but you cannot move. The door swings open and Theora seems to glide into the room, hovering on her spread wings. Her gown ripples over her perfect body on unseen currents of air.
“Lucas,” she moans, her voice seemingly far away. “I need you inside me, Lucas.”
She lifts her gown and bares her cunt. Her skin is so pale, the golden hair over her mound silver instead of gold. She rises above you, her gown melting away to reveal the alabaster perfection of her body. Her silvery blue eyes are sad as she straddles you and rubs her soft cunt against your painfully erect cock.
“Is this for me?” She whispers, her golden hair on her head turning silver as it swirls about her face as if she is under water.
“Y-yes,” you whisper in reply, stroking her legs up to her hips. “Yes, it’s all for you, my goddess.”
“Ohhhhhh,” she moans as she sinks down onto your cock. Her tight pussy swallows up every inch of your manhood and Theora begins to ride atop you, faster and faster, the bed shaking as her glorious cunt squeezes around your cock. Her hair swirls around her head, sometimes completely obscuring her face as it seems to twist and flow in powerful currents. She rides atop you, her perfect breasts bouncing, her face is mostly obscured by her hair, but her eyes shine out through locks that wrap her nose and mouth. The silvery blue of her eyes becomes pulsing violet.
“What is happening?” You moan.
“I can give you what you really want, Lucas,” moans Theora, her voice become huskier and even more arousing. “You want your mother back, don’t you?”
“Y-yes,” you moan, your pleasure rising with your fear as Theora works her hips faster and faster and bounces her luscious ass atop you.
“What would you do to have her back?” This new voice asks, a cruel lilt making your body tremble.
“A-anything,” you moan, your balls tightening and your cock surging with pleasure. You can’t hold back. The pleasure is too intense. You squeeze Theora’s hips as your orgasm rises with volcanic force.
“Then have her!” The voice cries and there is a sudden blast of force that knocks Theora’s hair from her face and makes her spread her arms to her sides. She is Theora no more! It is your mother, beautiful and lust-eyed atop you. She moves her hips the same way as Theora, her breasts even larger and slightly more pendulous, areolas wider, hips more womanly, her lips fuller and her nose resembling your own.
“M-mother?” You gasp.
“Fuck meeeeee,” she moans, bouncing her slick pussy around your cock.
Your orgasm surges violently through your body. You try to deny it, to refuse such a sin, but you cannot. You grab her plush ass in both hands and thrust upwards into the welcoming cunt of your own mother. Tears drop from your eyes as you thrust into her steamy pussy without control. Spurt after spurt of your seed, flooding the hot vessel that once gave you life, the joy at being reunited with your mother mingling with the despair of committing such an atrocity.
She leans down, whispering softly, “I love you, Lucas.”
“Mother,” you whimper as she kisses you and thrusts her tongue into your mouth. You feel a second wave of pleasure and sense spark of violet light playing around her lips and yours. You cannot break the kiss as ecstasy floods your body, more and more, flowing out through your mouth and your cock, still buried in her sucking cunt. She’s draining you of your life force. Your own mother. Sucking out every drop.
She breaks the kiss and you know she has taken it all. She has devoured your essence as she rides atop your with her creamy pussy. She looks down at you, her eyes glowing violet, her hair white, and horns now curling from the top of her head.
“I give you everything you wanted, Lucas,” she purrs, her voice a mixture of your mother’s and that husky voice from before. “Now your soul is mine.”
“Noooooo!” You cry and sit bolt upright in bed, your body drenched with sweat and your night shorts filthy with your cum.
It takes several seconds for your panicked heart to slow. You notice the faint gray light of day coming through the curtained window and realize that it was all just a dream.
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Ask Rianna to pleasure you with her bust

You cannot get enough of Rianna’s plush breasts. You kiss them and lick them and suck her fat nipples back and forth, until her teats are reddened and glistening with your saliva.
“Ohhh, yer goin’ after ‘em, aren’tcha?” Rianna moans, cradling your head and pushing her breasts into your face. She smacks the weight of them against you, pressing from the sides to massage your whole face in that warm valley. You fondle and squeeze them and guide a nipple back to your mouth to suck even more. She gives your cock another squeeze, reminding you of the whole point of paying her.
“Your tits,” you moan against her breasts. “Wank me with your tits.”
“Aw, my specialty,” she giggles. She sits upright, depriving you of her lovely breasts for a moment. She begins to slide off your lap and off the bed, dragging the weight of her luscious mounds down your body, squishing the soft cushions against your abdomen and down to your straining cock.
Your legs overhang the bed and Rianna drops to her knees between them, her tits in your lap and her arms resting atop them as she wanks you with her hand. Precum trickles out of the reddened apple of your cockhead, smearing her fingers with your slick juice.
“Gotcha goin’ already, ain’t I? Well, that’ll be nice and smooth.” You watch her hand massaging your cock with a practiced stroke. She’s not wanking you between her breasts, but you get to watch those lovely mounds with their wide areolas and thick nipples jiggling as she pumps her fist on your cock.
“Oh, gods, you’re good with your hands,” you moan, watching her plump breasts jiggle with each stroke. Precum continues to ooze out of your cockslit until your entire shaft and Rianna’s fingers are coated in your warm, lubricating liquid.
“Most prefer a good suck,” she says. “But I’ll give a knee-shaker under the table for a few silvers. Now then… let’s get this nice cock o’ yours where it belongs.”
You watch with straining desire as Rianna parts her very large breasts and catches the upright, red pillar of your cock in the silky squeeze of her cleavage. She massages up and down your length, spreading your precum between her mounds thoroughly before the proper wanking begins. You lift your head to watch as she squeezes your straining manhood in the slippery valley between her tits and begins to pump them up and down. Her tits are huge, quite pendulous, and very soft. It feels as if your cock is crushed between warm pillows as her silky flesh rides up and down around your hard cock.
“Gods, that’s good,” you moan and begin to thrust your hips and fuck into her cleavage.
“Thattaboy,” she pants, slapping her tits down around your cock with every stroke. “Fuck ‘em, love. Go on, fuck me tits. Oh, there’s a big strong lad. Nice hard cock. Fuck ‘em.”
Her coarse dirty talk encourages you and you watch your purpling cockhead pop through her cleavage with every stroke. She squeezes you tightly, rubbing around your shaft as you pump your manhood up through her soft breasts and rub the tip against her throat. Your cock leaves smears of precum against her reddened neck.
The bed creaks with the motion of your hips and she slaps her tits against your cock, up and down, meeting your strokes and squeezing you tightly in her pillowy crush. Your orgasm rises swiftly as you watch her work her tits against you.
“Ahhhhh, I’m going to cum!” You cry, feeling the pressure building inexorably.
“That’s it,” she moans. “Give it to me, love! Squirt all yer juice out on me tits.”
“Ohhhhhhh! Yesss!” You thrust so hard between her breasts that your ass lifts off the bed with each stroke. Your cock nearly pokes the underside of her chin as the tension of your welling pleasure gives way to the hot, rapid pulsing of your cock and the spurting of your creamy seed against her neck.
“Ohhhhh, yeah, give it to me,” she laughs.”That’s it, warm me up with yer jam.”
Your thick load of cum paints her neck, her breasts and spills down between her tits. A reservoir of milky white fills the top of her cleavage and swamps the purple plum of your cockhead. She slowly releases the pressure of her breasts and all that cum spill down between them and over your shaft.
“Quite a mess, love,” she says, looking down at all the spunk on her breasts. She gathers some up on a finger. She looks up at you and gives it a taste. “Mmmm, not bad. Healthy. I can taste that much.”
You shudder at the sight of her licking up some of your cum, but are disgusted by the thought of her tasting enough sickly cum to know the difference. She smiles sweetly and fetches the wash basin from the nearby table and a fresh wash cloth. She dips the cloth into the water, wrings it out, and begins to wipe herself off. You watch her from the bed as she bathes her huge breasts, taking special care to clean her pink nipples and wide areolas.
When she is done with herself, she kneels down beside you, bathing your cock with the cool washcloth. She wanks you a bit and you start to go stiff again in her hand.
“Aw, sorry love,” she says, stopping short of getting you fully hard. “Unless ye got more coin, I’m not givin’ you a wank.”
“That’s alright,” you say. “I’m tired. I need my sleep.”
“Right, ‘course ya do,” she says and pats your head. She tucks your clean cock back into your night shorts and laces her breasts back into her bodice. “G’night then, Lucas. Maybe you can scrape up some more coins tomorrow and give me a proper fuck.”
“Y-yeah,” you say, your cock twitching at the thought. “Right, I’ll try to, um, try to find some more coins.”
Rianna wiggles her fingers farewell and departs from your room. You rise from the bed to latch the door and then return to your pillow. A deep, contented weariness settles over you and in moments you feel sleep closing in around you.
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Take Theora passionately

You lift your face from Theora’s breasts and kiss her again, your ardor swelling as you hold her atop you and stroke your hands over her soft feathered wings.
“I cannot stay away from you,” you whisper hotly between kisses. “The others do not distract me from you, Theora, and not even the goddess’s beauty compares.”
“That sounds rather like blasphemy,” she scolds, but there is a smile on her lips. You kiss it and thrust your tongue against hers. Her wings lift just enough for you to work your hands beneath them, stroking the smooth muscles of her back and shoulders. She slides lower, straddling you, the heat of her bare cunt against the hardness tenting your night shorts.
You work a hand beneath her body and between her thighs, stroking the hot furrow of her cunt as you kiss her. She moans against your lips and you plunge a finger into her silky channel, feeling her wetness and the clutch of her tight walls. You fuck her with two fingers and she jerks her hips, riding against your hand as her breasts heave and her moaning pleasure vibrates into your hungry kiss.
Her pussy clutches at your thrusting fingers, but you draw your fingers out, earning a soft cry of disappointment. Before she can pull away from your embrace and ask you why you have denied her, you smear her slickness from your fingers onto your cock and guide your hardness to her velvet folds. Theora knows what you are doing at once and you her lips curl into a smile against your lips.
“How bold,” she gasps against you and pushes her hips downward to impale her hot cunt onto your surging hardness. You moan together with the intimate union, her tight, slick channel gripping your hardness as it jerks with need. Her delicate hair tickles against you as she grinds her pussy down and takes your manhood to the hilt.
“Ohhhhhh,” you moan against her lips, before pressing another hungry kiss to her. You slip your hands lower, taking a firm hold on her shapely ass and thrusting up and into her pussy. She rides atop your cock, hips rolling, her lips parted in hot sighs of pleasure.
You fight to hold back your welling lust, struggling to both savor and resist the warm, wet pleasure gliding up and down your cock. Her breasts heave and the muscles of her haunches work as she rides your cock. She takes you to the very edge, your muscles tight and your breath heavy against her lips.
“Stop,” you command and push her hips back, preventing her from riding your cock. Even holding her still, her inner muscles flutter around you and nearly make you explode.
“Something wrong, Lucas?” She whispers, kissing your lips, then your cheek, and then pressing her lips against your ear. “Don’t you want to cum inside me?”
“Of course,” you laugh, but lift her up and off your cock, your steel-hard manhood smacking against your abdomen as it slips free of her pussy. You slide up and pull her with you, falling together atop the inn’s creaking bed. You roll her beside you, onto her back, and rise to your knees above her.
“Oh, you will take me like a proper man?” She asks, smiling and parting her creamy thighs to offer you her blushing cunt.
“No,” you say. “I’ll take you like a proper woman!”
You practically fall atop her, pushing her legs wide and using only your hips to position your cock at her glistening entrance. She arches, her soft breasts shifting, her pink nipples jutting upwards.
“Fuck meee,” she moans and you do not hesitate, thrusting your hips and skewering her steamy cunt on your hardness. The hot, slippery silk of her cunt clutches around you as you sheath every inch of your manhood inside her and press your tight balls against the tender divot of her anus.
You hold her hips, leaning over her and pounding your cock forcefully into the slick passage of her pussy. Your balls slap against her and each of your strokes makes Theora’s luscious breasts sway with the motion of your body. You drive her down into the bedding, the frame protesting and thumping against the wall. She tosses her head with pleasure, golden hair sweeping across her face, lips parted as she moans in ecstasy.
“Oh, yes, Lucas,” she gasps. “You’ve learned how to properly fuck.”
The angel’s lewd words serve as a mighty encouragement. You growl with lust, feeling her walls tighten around your thrusting cock. She squeezes you between her legs, her heels on your lower back as she pulls you even deeper into the depths of her cunt.
“Cum for me,” you groan as sweat pours down your face. You have learned to control your orgasms enough to hold out and your stamina from working long days on your farm serves you well. You fuck her relentlessly, not slowing until she is wailing your name again and again.
“Lucas! Ohhhh, Lucas!” She screams, raking your back with her nails as she cums around your pistoning fuckmeat. Her tender cunt tenses and releases and tenses again, over and over, as she is wracked with the ecstasy of her prolonged orgasm.
You pull your cock from between her silky lips as her pleasure seems to recede. You tease her entrance and wank your cock, thumping the fat head against her clit and making Theora jerk with pleasure.
She suddenly sits up, hands on your shoulders, kissing you and pressing you off the bed.
“Like this,” she says. “I’ve never done it like this.”
She has you stand and she puts one foot high up on the table with the wash basin. The water sloshes over her foot. She strokes her blushing cunt.
“Come here,” she says. “Standing up, like this. Put it back inside me and cum.”
Her words are compelling; her pleasure-flushed body and glistening cunt even more so. You stand before her, stroking your cock and teasing it at her upright cunt. She laces her arms around your shoulders, both of you watching as you slowly spread her folds with the head of your cock. You push inside her a bit, feel your pleasure rising towards an explosion, and pull quickly out again, pinching your purpling cock at its root.
“Sssstop teasing,” she hisses.
“Not teasing,” you object. “I just didn’t want to cum on the first stroke.”
“Oh!” She laughs and takes your face in her hand. “If one stroke is enough then it is enough. I want your cum inside me.”
She kisses you and slips her tongue into your mouth. You cannot resist the hot lure of her cunt and you thrust your hips and bury your cock inside her clutching channel.
“Mmmmmmm!” You cry against her lips, your tongue swirling against hers. You thrust with abandon, letting the rush of pleasure overtake your last resistance. One stroke, two, and three. Your ecstasy rises beyond control as you pound your cock into her. In a few more rapid strokes you plunge over the edge, your cock jerking inside her as your orgasm arrives in a hot flood.
“Mmmmmm, yes, give me your cum,” she moans, squeezing you with inner muscles as you pump your seed into Theora’s holy cunt. Her walls milk you for every drop.
Even after you have spent your last drop inside her luscious folds, you remain locked together in an embrace, kissing and holding tight together. When she separates, your cock leaves her hot depths for the cool air and you hear the faint drip of your cum out of her pussy, splattering onto the floor.
“Go now, Lucas,” she says, looking away from you. “Any more and we will be locked together for the night. You face your deadliest ever foe tomorrow. You must rest.”
You step back, but hesitate at the door. She glances at you over her bare shoulder.
“Go! Don’t argue, please,” she says, her wings twitching with frustration.
“Goodnight,” you say, stepping onto into the darkened hallway.
You slip back into your warded room at the inn and fall heavily onto your bed. You know Theora is right, but how can you so easily go to sleep with her on your mind? You never even talked to her about your mother. Theora does that to you, robbing you of the ability to think of anything other than Theora.
Though your mind is racing, your body is exhausted. You need to sleep.
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You are invincible! Her ass cannot defeat you!

Anja’s ample ass thumping back against your lap and swallowing up your twitching cock is torture, at least when she crushes your balls in her hand each time you are about to cum. But what Anja fails to realize is you have been trained thoroughly by Theora, not to mention your other monster girl companions, to resist this sort of torture. You could hold out for hours, you tell yourself.
“Ohhhh,” moans Anja, bouncing back against your cock and jerking her hips. “You have a nice cock.”
“You like it?” You gasp through gritted teeth. “You like the way it feels in your ass?”
“Yes,” she admits. “Always had… mmmm… a thing for young guys with nice cocks. Loved to put them up my bum.”
“That’s good,” you fight the urge. “Nothing stopping you from enjoying it. Not like I’m going anywhere.”
“Right,” she laughs. “You’re doomed, so why not have a bit of fun?”
You don’t like the way she laughed and then said that you were doomed, but her willingness to be convinced gives you a sliver of hope. She begins to move atop you with relish, tossing her long hair across her back and working her hips. Anja’s pleasure seems to build. You can feel it in the twitching of her ass around your straining cock. You want to cum inside her, but you know this would spoil the moment and likely encourage her to find new ways to torture you.
Her ass slaps loudly against your lap, her plump cheeks jiggling. She sighs with pleasure and arches her back, her big tits swinging with her lusty movements. Your cock twitches inside her, aching for release as you watch her stretched hole gripping at your shaft. You resist the urge. You fight through the pleasure and picture the consequences if you fail. Not just this vampiress probably drinking your blood, but Theora dead and your mother dead.
“Nnnnn,” you whimper through clenched teeth.
“Ohhhhh, yes, your cock is so warm,” she gasps. “I almost forgot how it feels to fuck a man like this. Ohhhhh!”
Her cries of pleasure seem especially loud in the dark confines of the cellar where you are being kept. Her ass begins to rhythmically clench around your cock, massaging your root almost to your tip as Anja rides her big ass up and down your cock. She cries with pleasure again and again, reaching between her thick thighs to strum her clit as she fucks her ass with your throbbing manhood.
As her orgasm begins to retreat, you hear a loud thump nearby. It is follow by a creak of a cellar door opening and moonlight filters into the basement. Before Anja can even dismount from your cock, Theora bursts into the room, her eyes glowing with holy fury.
“Vampire spawn!” She roars, her wings snapping wide open and the feathers brushing against the rafters of the cellar.
“Bitch!” Anja cries, her face becoming savage and her fingers held like claws. She leaps at Theora and the much taller angel backhands the plump vampiress across the cellar. She smashes into the wall with a backbreaking crack. Theora tears your ropes away easily. She gives your red, straining cock a reproachful glance before hauling you to your feet. She presses your sword and holy symbol of Veleda into your hand.
“Finish her off,” she says.
You pull necklace over your neck and draw your holy blade from its sheath. The blade glows in your grasp as you turn to face Anja. The vampiress rises from a crumpled heap on the floor, her neck snapping back into an upright position.
“I’m not afraid of some angel bitch!” She laughs, her eyes glowing red.
“I will not be the one freeing you of your curse,” says Theora.
You step forward, cock still lewdly jutting from your hips as you brandish your sword.
“Him?” Anja scoffs. “He hasn’t even pulled up his—“
You swing with the fury of a man confronting his torturer. Your holy blade whistles as it slices the air and connects with Anja’s neck. Her eyes widen in surprise for a moment, her arms lifting defensively, too late. The flash of light that swallows her up seems especially bright in the cramped cellar. Anja’s body is knocked to the floor.
“She didn’t go into the sword,” you say, blinking away the after-image.
“Because she is not a full monster girl,” says Theora, standing beside you and looking down at the crumpled woman on the floor. “She is a vampire spawn. A half-undead servant of a vampire. More dangerous than a human thrall, but still a slave.”
Anja is alive. In fact, she appears much healthier, her pallor mostly gone and her eyes returning to a more normal color as she stares up in surprise.
“W-what happened?” She asks. “Who are you?”
“What is the last thing you remember?” You ask, crouching down beside her.
“I was working at the castle,” she said. “The baroness called me to her quarters and… that is all. I can remember nothing else.”
You look at Theora with concern. You realize Anja is staring at your cock and you quickly shove it into your trousers and button them up.
“I must have had a lot to drink,” says Anja, forcing a smile. “I’m seeing an angel.”
“Go upstairs and get some sleep,” suggests Theora.
“Right, good idea,” says Anja, struggling to her feet.
“And stay away from the castle,” you suggest. “At least for a couple days.”
You and Theora return to the inn, where the angel has finished preparing your rooms with chalk wards against the undead. The rooms are small, windowless, and musty. Theora is about to leave you in yours when she seems to notice something. She closes the door behind her, crowding you into your room.
“What is it?” You ask as she pushes you back to the small bed.
“Your lust is still raging,” says Theora, gripping your hard cock through your trousers and giving it a good squeeze. “I can only imagine what that vampire whore did to you. Let me give you some relief.”
“That would be… that… oohhhhhhh,” your ability to speak is forgotten as Theora pulls your cock out of your trousers and begins to wank it. Her hand is soft, but her grip his forceful. She strokes up and down your length, her large breasts bouncing in her sheer gown with the movement of her hand. Your encounter with Anja had left you on the brink and it is not long before Theora’s hand and the sight of her loveliness has brought you back.
“I am close,” you warn.
“Already?” She chuckles, a hint of scorn in her tone. “Very well. I will make it clean.”
“What do you mean?” You gasp, feeling your pleasure rising quickly.
Theora answers you by bending over you, her mouth suddenly engulfing your cock and her wings flexing on her back. Her golden hair spills against your lap as she sucks your cock down to the root. That warm sucking is all it takes to send you over the edge. You cum straight down her silky throat and she moans around you, urging you with her curling tongue to spend every spurt of your seed into the hot depths of her throat. She swallows around your gushing cock, coaxing out spurt after spurt and draining you dry.
You feel almost as if Morelle just sucked some of your life force out of your cock. You collapse back on the bed, breathing heavily, as the beautiful angel slips your cock out of her mouth. She gently pushes it aside to rest wet and glistening against your thigh.
“Sleep well, Lucas,” she says, rising from your bedside. “I will wake you in the morning.”
You watch her leave, admiring her beauty and how it seems to glow even after she has snuffed the candles. You do not even move from the spot or pull up your trousers. Your eyes close heavily and you are fast asleep in moments.
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Yes, you need to cum

Although Theora’s stern demeanor is terrifying, you cannot pass the opportunity to experience the sometimes aggressive pleasures she has to offer.
“Yes,” you admit. “Okay? Yes, I need to cum.”
“As I thought,” she says, her lips quirking into a contemptuous smile as she looks down at you.
She draws her hands slowly down over her body, her fingers following the contours of her breasts down to her hips and causing her gown to dissolve into smoke. Her gorgeous, naked body emerges like a magnificent ship clearing a fogbank on silent seas, the pink prows of her nipples first followed by the luscious hulls of her soft breasts. Her shapely hips and gold-thatched mound are revealed next and she towers above you, gloriously wrought in alabaster, shamelessly naked.
You reach out for her, fingers trembling. Theora slaps your hand away.
“You will not touch me,” she says. “You may look upon my body and pleasure yourself, if you recall such things in your indolence.”
“Y-yes,” you moan, fumbling in your night shorts for the stiff length of your cock. Theora puts a foot on the edge of her bed and her cunt is scant inches from your face. You breathe the rich, pure scent of her womanhood and gaze upon her golden thatch and the pink petals of her flower peeking from beneath her silky hair.
“Look upon the sweetness of my cunt,” she says, her voice hot and almost angry with desire. She reaches a hand between her toned thighs as you stroke your cock and she parts her golden forest and bares the glistening inner pink of her pussy. “Imagine the honey-delight of my burying your tongue inside me. Imagine, as you choke the life from your little cock, what it might be like if I pushed you back upon that bed and mounted your pitiful staff.”
“Ohhhh gods,” you moan, beating your cock faster and feeling precum slicking your fingers.
Theora favors you with a cruel laugh.
“Yes, that’s it,” she croons, twitching her hips in time to your stroking hand. “A lonely man’s love. Wank your little cock for me, Lucas, for tonight you may only imagine what it would be like to feel the velvety heaven of my cunt around you. To kiss my clit… mmmm… just there… to have your cock stuffed into my soft bosom. Or…” She swings her hips and turns around, showing you her shapely ass. She reaches back and spreads her cheeks to reveal the immaculate pink pucker of her anus. “Or perhaps you might ram that pitiful plug of a cock up my bottom. Would you like that, Lucas?”
“Ohhhhhh, yes,” you cry, pounding your fist on your cock. You stare at Theora’s lewd display as your balls begin to tighten and your cum threatens to explode. You do as she says, imaging her luscious ass against you and her delicate pink hole stretched around your cock.
You find yourself reaching for her lovely ass with your free hand. She catches you and slaps your hand away again hard enough to leave a red mark and make you yelp with pain.
“No touching,” she snaps. She swings back around and puts her foot back on the bed beside you. “But I will permit you to soil my body with your seed.”
Her breasts! Her lovely face! Her luscious ass!
“My foot,” she pronounces, wiggling her toes against the bed. “Kneel beside it, Lucas, and I will permit you to spill your seed across my foot. Would you like that?”
“Y-yes,” you cry, climbing onto your knees on the bed. You wank your crimson cock over her dainty foot, your precum beginning to drip from your cockhead and spatter on her toes.
“Aren’t you fortunate to be given this honor?” She laughs.
“Yes, th-thank you,” you cry as your pleasure rises inexorably. It reaches you in an incredible rush. You stare at her foot, so feminine, admiring her delicate toes and her perfect arch as your pleasure surges. “Ahhhhhhhh!”
Cum blasts from your throbbing cock, spurting over her foot in an arc and spattering against the bedding. You groan, adjusting your aim to paint your ribbons of creamy seed across Theora’s delicate foot. You pump your cum over her toes and splash her upper foot. Your seed drips down in streams and dangles from the tip of her big toe in a jiggling strand.
“Ohhhh,” you moan, ashamed of what you have done immediately.
“Look at the mess you’ve made,” she laughs, lifting her foot towards your face. You cringe away from the musky smell of your seed decorating her beautiful foot. “I should make you clean it up with your tongue, but your punishment has its limits.”
She stretches over to the wash basin on the nearby table and tosses you the wet washcloth.
“Clean my foot,” she commands. “Nicely. Take your time and do a thorough job.”
You bathe her foot with the cloth as your cock goes flaccid. You massage the cum from her dainty toes and wash it from her arch. By the time you are done, her foot is once more immaculate.
“Good,” she says, turning her ankle to inspect her heel. “You have cleaned up your mess. Now put that drooping cock away and go get some sleep. You have a vampiress to hunt in the morning.”
She escorts you back to your room and unceremoniously shoves you inside. You flop back onto the bed, confused about your feelings for Theora and more than a little ashamed of how easily she can get you to do the most humiliating things.
You sigh and lie back on your bed.
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Pleasure her without concern for yourself

You moan with desire, burying your face forcefully against the ample mounds of Theora’s breasts, kissing and sucking at them lustily and smothering yourself in their warmth. She cries out, cradling your head against her soft tits, hissing with pleasure each time you lash her plump nipples with your tongue or capture one in your lips and suck at it eagerly. Her pink nipples glisten with your saliva as you move ravenously back and forth between them.
“Lucas, ohhh, you really shouldn’t be, mmmmmm!” She pinches her lips together and seems to struggle not to cry out as you suck at her soft breast, your tongue flicking her nipple and your lips popping with suction around her areola. You hold her by her shapely ass, urging her to move atop you and grind the warmth of her womanhood against your cock straining in your night shorts. “Please… now is not the time for this…”
You pop your lips free of her nipple and slip a hand between her ample thighs. You run a delicate touch over the hot, silk-thatched furrow of her cunt.
“A better time for this?” You ask, looking up at her. “Let me taste you, Theora.”
She cannot resist such an offer. She shifts onto the bed, bending her knees and pulling her legs up to expose the glistening pink of her inner folds and the dainty flower of her anus. You fall upon the bed, smacking your hands on the backs of her thighs and pressing kisses to the steamy groove of her pussy. Your hard cock grinds against the bed beneath you as you lap at Theora’s sweet fruit, tasting the flow of her honey and slipping your tongue into the hot, clutching channel of her cunt.
“Ohhhh, Lucas,” she moans, combing fingers into your hair.
You explore the depth of her cunt with your tongue, pressing your nose into her silky tuft and kissing her cuntlips with relish. She writhes against you and you slide your tongue up to her throbbing bud, lashing it again and again with your tongue. Your hands press her legs back until her knees are nearly against her breasts.
Her honey trickles out of her blushing pussy, down her crack, and over the puckering divot of her asshole. You follow that slow trickle and bathe her pink clench with slow, rimming rolls of your tongue. As you lick her naughtiest spot, thumb working her clit, Theora whines with pleasure and pulls you against her thighs and ass.
“You… you’ve learned so much,” moans Theora. “I have taught you welllllLLLL OHHHHHH!”
Her velvet flower clenches tight beneath your tongue and the flow of her nectar down her crack increases as Theora cums. You can feel the tension in her thighs and the flexing of her anus. She wails with her ecstasy, surely awakening half the town with her unrestrained pleasure. In that moment, you pull your tongue from her crack and dive on her clit, sucking it with your mouth and making her scream even louder. You drive a finger up her well-lubed bottom and make her cum for what seems like minutes.
“Ohhh, Lucas,” she moans, weakly pushing your head away from her. “That’s enough. By the goddess, you do know a thing or two.”
You grin as you sit up beside her, wiping her juices from your lips and chin. You are about to say something about having an inspiring teacher, but Theora cuts you short.
“You may leaven now,” she says, waving dismissively. “Go to bed.”
“What?” You blurt, astonished at her selfishness.
“Yes, you made me cum, thank you, now return to your room,” she said, rising from the bed and showing you her folded wings and creamy bottom as she strides over to the table with the wash basin and begins to clean between her thighs with the washcloth. She stops and looks at you over her shoulder. “What are you waiting for? Go.”
Angry, but wise enough not to challenge the beautiful angel, you rise from the bed. Your hard cock rubs painfully against the inside of your night shorts. You head for the door, opening it into the dark hallway.
Theora waits until you take a step out of the door before calling out, “Lucas, come back here.”
You return to the room and she shakes her head with a smile on her full lips. “You really are a bit of a whimp, aren’t you? A real man would have growled and bent me over for being so selfish.”
“I was a bit annoyed,” you laugh.
She closes the door behind you and presses your back to it. Her breath is hot, her lips tantalizingly close to kissing you.
“Even I am not so cruel as that,” she says and her soft hand squeezes your cock through your night shorts. “Is this for me?”
“Y-yes,” you moan.
“Mmmmmm, I suppose it’s only fair if I return the favor,” she says, sinking down to her knees before you. A grin spreads across your face and you rest your hands on her shoulders, your fingers touching her soft wing feathers as you feel the warmth of her mouth engulf your cock.
Theora’s mouth is as heavenly as her beauty would suggest. Her lips glide over your cockhead and shaft, her tongue flicks at your glans and traces the sensitive ridge of your bulb. You twitch in her mouth and she purrs like a contented kitten, gazing up at you with those beautiful, silvery blue eyes, a lock of her golden hair spilling over her cheek. You savor the warmth of her sliding mouth, the urgent suction, and admire her kneeling beauty, breasts heaving with the motion of her head and her round ass perched atop her heels.
“Oh, gods,” you moan, your hands moving to her head and cradling her.
“Mmmmmmmhmmm,” she replies, the words vibrating up your shaft. One of her hands is upon your stones, gently squeezing and massaging them as she bobs her mouth on your cock.
Days ago, nearly a virgin, you would have exploded instantly into Theora’s mouth. Even with your experience, y do not last long, but long enough to savor it.
“Yes, yes,” you murmur. “Oh, Theora, I am going to spill my seed into your mouth.”
“Mmmmhmmphmm,” she replies, clearly desiring exactly that. Her cheeks hollow around you and her head bobs a bit faster. The warmth of her saliva spills over your shaft and down your balls. Your grip tightens in her blonde hair. Your body tenses, your cock on the edge. She looks up at you, straight into your eyes, one hand stroking your abdomen and the other on your tight stones.
“Ahhhhh!” Your cock races with pleasure and explodes into Theora’s mouth. She blinks once as the first shot of your seed spurts across her tongue. Her bobbing head slows, her eyes close in concentration, and she carefully sucks out every drop of your seed. She swallows it all down before lifting her warm mouth from your cock.
“Quite a buildup of your essence,” she says, amusement quirking her lips. She rises to her feet and pulls you into a kiss salted with the remains of your seed. Her hand cradles your head and you cannot avoid her warm, swirling tongue. Tasting yourself on her lips is little deterrence from the pleasure of her embrace.
She pushes you away at last, opening the door and shoving you out into the hall.
“It’s been fun, my sweet champion, but the time has come for you to retire.” Theora slides a hand over her body and seems to paint her gown into existence upon her naked flesh. “To bed, Lucas, and do not come and visit me again. You have a vampiress to defeat.”
“Y-yes, right,” you say, smiling sheepishly and tucking your cock into your shorts. “Goodnight, Theora.”
“Goodnight,” she says and closes her door in your face.
You sigh at the closed door and shuffle down the dark hallway to your room. Once you are securely inside, you flop down on your bed and stare up at the moldy ceiling. After the pleasure of Theora’s mouth, you can tell that sleep will come easily.
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Politely refuse her company

Much as you would like to learn the extent of Rianna’s talents as a naughty wench, you are concerned that Theora will react unfavorably to you paying a whore. Veleda is not a particularly judgmental goddess when it comes to sex, but Theora is nothing but judgmental and she has a rather mean right hook.
“I, um, my companion,” you say, glancing towards the stairs up to the inn. “She probably would not appreciate me, um, you know…”
“I got it, lad,” chuckles Rianna. “No harm turnin’ me down. Why pay for some freckled tavern girl when ya got that winged beauty in yer bed, eh?”
“What? No! No, not in my bed. Well, I mean, there was… but no, not in my bed.” You shake your head vehemently as Rianna giggles at your embarrassment. “She’s my traveling companion, we’re not, you know…”
“Oh, I know, believe me,” laughs Rianna. She takes her feet out of your lap and picks up her shoes. “Well, you an’ your ‘traveling companion’ have a good night together. I’m sure me pap would be happy to keep me warm.”
She winks lewdly at you, her last words leaving you speechless as she departs to the back room of the tavern. Not a moment later, Theora descends the stairs. Seeing you sitting alone in the mostly empty seems to make her angry.
“The rooms are warded and ready for occupation,” she says, looming over you. “Have you managed to gain any useful information or have you mucked that up?”
“Have I ever told you how charming you are, Theora?” You say, leaning back in your chair and folding your hands behind your head. The statuesque angel kicks your chair and tips it over backwards, sending you sprawling onto the floor with a loud thump.
“Did you accomplish anything or spend all your time flirting with that barmaid?” She demands, hands on her hips and silvery blue eyes aflame with anger.
You relate everything you managed to learn from Theora about Baroness Lydia and the witch called Izabella. Theora grudgingly admits that you did a better job than she expected. You don’t add the fact that all of your information came from Rianna.
“Then the castle is our destination in the morning,” says Theora. “Tonight, we rest and gather our strength. You will need it to face down a vampiress, even in the daytime. She will be weakened, but here in the Nightlands she will not be in a deep sleep like the undead elsewhere. Come, let us retire to our rooms.”
You offer no objection and follow Theora up the stairs. You cannot help but admire her ample bottom in her gauzy gown, her wide hips swinging side to side as you climb the stairs behind her. She escorts you to your room and shows you inside past the wards chalked on the floor and walls. There is a tiny table, a ramshackle chair, and a bed that slumps as if it has been broken repeatedly and poorly mended.
“A small bed,” you note.
“Your room,” she says sternly. “Mine is next door. Do not leave this room. We do not know what blood-hungry creatures might be stalking the halls of this inn late at night.”
“There’s a comforting thought,” you say.
“Goodnight, Lucas,” she says, backing out of the room. “Sleep well.”
She pulls the door closed behind her. You sigh and sit down on the edge of the bed.
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Strike her down while you have the chance

Izabella is a sinister beauty, her heaving breasts an inviting target for your lust, but you are no fool. This is a trap, certainly, and once your cock is between those luscious tits you will be the one in the vulnerable position.
“Please, Lucas,” she moans, tugging on her nipples and squishing her soft breasts together. “Fuck my tits with your big, warm cock.”
“The only warmth you will feel is the burning justice if Veleda!” You shout and swing your sword downward in a blazing arc of light. She has just enough time to lift her arms to try to shield her face from your sword.
Just as the holy sword is about to cleave the beautiful vampiress’s head, there is a bright flash of light that burns through your eyelids. You are staggered back a step by the force of the explosive light. You hear a scream from the vampiress, but it seems to fade into nothingness as if she is falling down a deep hole.
You open your eyes and see that the gem in the hilt of your sword is glowing pink. There is no sign of the vampiress.
“I’ve done it,” you say softly, turning your sword over in your grasp. It feels colder. All of your fears of this powerful monster girl have been alleviated in the flash that trapped the vampiress in your Crystal Sanctum.
You sheath your sword and pick up the candelabrum. You give a last look around the well-furnished chamber of the vampiress and depart. On the castle’s ground floor you encounter the baroness.
“Did you… did she…?” She looks at you, tears quivering in her pale blue eyes.
“Yes,” you say. “She is beaten. She will not trouble you or your lands again, my lady.”
“Oh, thank you, Lucas!” She cries, throwing her arms around your shoulders and kissing your cheek.
“It was my duty,” you say, feeling bigger and more powerful than you have ever felt with the slender baroness in your arms.
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Triumphant over the vampiress

“I must go,” you say, gently releasing the slender baroness from your embrace. You see that she has tears spilling down her cheeks. “Oh, don’t cry, please!”
“I know I have much for which to atone,” she says, wiping away her tears. “So many lives were lost and so many people were enslaved by her evil. I will change things in Ulvenblad. I will protect my people from the darkness that encroaches on their lives.”
“You have a good heart, baroness,” you say. “I wish I could remain her to aid you, but—“
“No, you will stay here for a feast!” She takes your hands and leads you towards the dusty dining hall. “I insist. The pantry is stuffed and I am not guilty of killing all of the cooks. You deserve a proper meal.”
The baroness sits you down at the head of the table and turns to leave the room. You take hold of her hand and pull her back.
“My friend,” I say. “Theora. I would like her to join me.”
“Oh,” she says, her happiness fading. “I did not know you had an, um, companion…”
“She is my guardian angel,” you say. “Literally. She is an angel of Veleda. She is waiting for word that I have defeated the vampiress. If I could go and fetch her—“
You begin to rise from the chair and the baroness pushes you back down. Her modest bust is in your face as she urges you down into the chair.
“I will send a runner for her,” she says. You begin to protest, but the baroness gives you a hard look. You close your mouth and remain silent. “Good boy. You sit down. A servant will be out soon with the most delicious Agavarian apple wine.”
True to her word, a middle-aged mouse of a woman soon bustles over with a tray. She pours you a cup of the sweet, crisp wine and departs again. Roasted vegetables, cheese, yesterday’s bread, and a pat of slightly curdled butter are served next. You are gulping down wine to make it through another hard crust of bread when the door at the far end of the hall opens and a guard in a tattered tunic ushers in Theora. She relaxes as she spots you seated on the opposite end of the table.
“Theora, she insisted,” you say, motioning her closer.
“The vampiress?”
“No, I killed her,” you say, holding your sword up so she can see the pink flash of light catching a facet of the gem in the hilt. “It wasn’t easy. Then the baroness started crying and insisted we stay for a feast. I couldn’t refuse her.”
“Obviously,” said Theora with a roll of her silvery-blue eyes. “We may stay for a bit, Lucas, but there is little time to spare. We must interrogate the vampiress about the location and intentions of the so-called Lady Rachelle.”
“Right,” you say as the doors open and servants bring out steaming potato mash, baked ham, and tureens of sugar-glazed apples and pears. Theora sighs, spreads a cloth napkin in her lap and begins to pick at the food. You watch her daintily eating as you gorge yourself on the delicious food. Half the servants might be dead, but the ones still alive are quite good at preparing a feast.
The baroness joins you for the main course. She has changed into a blue gown that is tight at her waist to reveal her slender hips. She has a sweet smile and looks at you adoringly. As the roasted goose is placed upon the table, she sits at your right hand, across the table from Theora at your left.
“A pleasure to meet you,” she says to the angel. “Lucas here says you are his guardian angel. I can’t imagine a man such as him needing protection.”
“You would be surprised,” says Theora. “However, I am his teacher, not his protector. Beyond the skills he has learned, it is the will of the goddess whether he should live or die.”
“He faced the vampiress and lived,” says the baroness lightly. “So you have taught him well.”
Theora casts her gaze in your direction and grudgingly says, “Perhaps.”
After a pleasant meal, punctuated by compliments and grateful looks from the baroness and eye-rolls from Theora, the baroness presents you with a substantial sack of gold coins.
“It is not much,” she says. “Under the domination of that witch I neglected my duties, but the taxes continued to flow into the coffers.”
“This is more money than I have ever had,” you say, looking down into the sack.
“And we will not be accepting it,” says Theora, taking the bag from your hand and passing it forcefully back to the baroness. “Your kingdom is in need of hired guards and alms for the poor. Do not open your coffers to Lucas LeBlanc. He lives in a magical palace and eats feasts whenever he desires.”
“Is this true?” The baroness asks, looking at you starry-eyed.
“Um, yes, it is,” you say.
“So you are of a noble bloodline?” She asks and bites her lower lip.
“He most certainly is not!” Theora pulls you away from the baroness. “He was chosen by the goddess for reasons unknown to me and he will lose his palace when he completes his duty to Veleda.”
“Oh,” says the baroness, obviously confused by what Theora is saying. “Well, Lucas, you are welcome to visit any time. The Nightlands are not so bad when you have friends, I promise you.”
“Oh, right, I, um, I might visit,” you say.
“We require a room for the night,” says Theora. “Any room will do. It does not even need a bed.”
“Um, yes, of course,” says the baroness. “There is a suite on the second floor. You are welcome to stay as long as you like.”
“Not long,” promises Theora.
The baroness takes you up to the room. It is dusty and darkly furnished. Theora lights the candles and lanterns around the room with a snap of her fingers. The baroness departs with a last flutter of her lashes at you.
“We must go,” says Theora, locking her arm with yours. “Draw the sword and take us to the Sanctum.”
You draw your sword and hold it above your head.
“Sanctum Serenity!” You shout and in a flash of pink light you and Theora are transported to the gates of the Crystal Sanctum. A stone path leads through the gate and up to the palace of white stone. The beauty of a permanent sunset glows in the sky.
One of the many Hina golems is waiting to greet you. These beautiful, blue-haired automatons seem to be made from porcelain and has large, glassy blue eyes. They maintain the palace and serve the guests. You are not sure if they are individuals or if each Hina is simply a different face of the same consciousness. If they are not then they have some way to communicate with each other that you cannot comprehend.
“Master, Lady Theora,” says Hina, bowing to you each. “How may I serve you?”
“I will be in my quarters,” says Theora, brushing past the Hina and heading towards the palace. “Making preparations to interrogate the vampiress.”
“Oh, you know her?” Hina asks, watching Theora go. Her hips swivel unnaturally and her head rotates back to face you. “We have a new guest, master. She is in the crypts beneath the palace.”
“I was not aware there were crypts,” you say.
“Near the dungeon, master,” she says.
“Of course, where the slime girl resides,” you say, starting towards the palace. Hina falls in beside you, walking with supernatural smoothness.
“All of our guests are very eager to see you, master. That includes me. My pleasure crystals have been upgraded and I am ready to use new techniques.” She suggests, flashing her blue eyes momentarily rosy pink. “Would you like to test them out?”
She runs her cold, porcelain hands over your shoulders hand up to your neck.
“Ahhh, um….”
You can’t forget that Theora warned you about Hina. The golem means well, but she is much stronger than a human and can get a bit carried away under the best circumstances.
“Where would you like to go, master?” She asks cheerily.




What do you do?
Visit with Izabella the Vampiress
Visit with Morelle the Novice Succubus
Visit with Oola the Slime Girl
Visit with Gretchen the Cow Girl
Get more training from Theora the Angel of Veleda
Spend some time with Hina the Golem Girl




Wait for Theora to return

You would rather not run off chasing this sleazy local and his promises of a housemaid from the castle. He is probably a robber waiting to thump you over the head and steal your necklace of Veleda.
“I think I will finish drying out by the fire,” you say to Petrov. “Thank you for the offer though.”
He shrugs and goes back to his drink. You saunter back over to your table by the fire and enjoy a fresh mug of burr cider from Rianna’s tray. She is too busy with other customers and apparently has decided that you are not interested in her. A pit, you think, as you enjoy watching her bustle from table to table and flirt with the other men.
The tavern grows quieter as some patrons disappear into the night and others thump upstairs to their lodging. Theora returns from the inn’s upstairs, her fingertips powdery with chalk. She sees you and approaches your table.
“I have prepared the rooms with wards against the undead,” she says, her silvery-blue eyes We won’t be bothered by any vampires or their thralls tonight. What have you managed to learn, other than how many mugs of that swill it takes to make you drunk?”
“I’m not drunk,” you object, although now that you think about it you are a bit drunk.
“So you’ve learned nothing?”
“I’ve managed to pick up a few things,” you say and you tell Theora about the baroness, her husband, and the witch that has taken up residence at the castle. “There was also a guy here, I guess he left, but he said he knows a housemaid that works in the castle. He tried to get me to go with him. I figured I’d rather sit here by the fire.”
“Your incurable laziness has likely spared you,” says Theora. “He was either a bandit or a thrall.”
“A what?”
“A human agent seduced or otherwise controlled by a vampire,” explains Theora. “They are like a slave, only they do not know they are a slave because they love the vampire that has dominated their mind. This is the way vampires spread their influence through the community. Her thralls could be anywhere.”
“Really?” You look around the tavern at the last patrons remaining. A rather pale man with a patchy beard strikes you as the sort who might be enslaved by a vampire.
“Not him,” says Theora, apparently following your gaze. “A vampire master would have cured his lung infection.”
The man begins hacking and coughing, doubling over and drooling onto the tabletop. He wipes it away with his sleeve and looks over at you and Theora. His eyes narrow and he mutters and looks away.
“A vampire will not desire a sickly servant,” she explains, wrinkling her nose in disgust. “She would have fed upon him and destroyed him.”
“She doesn’t sound very nice,” you say.
“Mmmmm. Let us get some rest. It will be safer hunting for you in the daylight tomorrow. Vampires are able to be awake in the Nightlands even during the day, but they will be weakened.”
“A lovely place,” you say, leaving a coin as a tip for Rianna and following Theora up the stairs. Two doors stand open in the upstairs hallway. Chalk markings and sanctified salt form a supernatural barrier inside the doorway of each of the rooms. You look at Theora dubiously. “That scribbling will keep the undead out of our room?”
“Rooms. Plural.” Her eyes flash with irritation. “I could not rely upon the power of Veleda to protect us here, so I had to rely upon the primitive magic of the humans. These wards will hold any vampires or ghouls at bay. They might not be effective against ghosts.”
You glance at Theora with her radiant mane of golden hair and her proud beauty. Her ample breasts, visible beneath the sheerness of her gown, would be finer pillows than some flea-bitten old sack of feathers.
“Maybe we would be safer if we bunked together,” you suggest hopefully.
“We will be safer if you focus on your holy mission,” she says in a scolding tone. “The time for amusement has passed.”
She gives you a push into the nearest room.
“Goodnight, Lucas,” she says firmly. “Attempt not to think about the ravenous blood drinkers that inhabit the Nightlands.”
She closes the door before you can offer any rejoinder.
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Evade her questions

You’ve been thumped over the head by her greasy accomplice and tied to the chair by the buxom lesser vampiress Anyja. You are not about to repay such treachery with the truth.
“I will not answer you, blood-sucking harlot,” you snarl.
“Oh, so defiant for such a handsome young lad,” she laughs. She runs her hands from your shoulder down your chest. She straddles your lap and pulls her skirt tight as she sits her plump bottom on your lap. The softness of her bum presses against your manhood. Your cock stirs traitorously beneath her. “Mmmmm, don’t you like me, Lucas?”
“No, you are a parasite,” you say. “My father read me stories about your kind.”
“What, a woman? A whore?” She scoffs. “Your father must not’ve seen tits like these!”
She squeezes her bust in both hands, nearly pushing her creamy mounds out of her tight bodice. You groan at the sight, your cock twitching against the press of her bum.
“Mmmmmm, still not going to talk, eh?” She slides off your lap, down to her knees before you. Her hands stroke your lap and squeeze your stiff cock through your trousers. “You had better talk, Lucas.”
“Never,” you growl. “You can have my blood, but I’ll not tell you a single word of the truth.”
“Ah, but your cock speaks truth for you,” she laughs. “You’ll be pleading with me to cum soon enough. Then maybe you’ll answer my questions.”
“Pleading with you to… ohhhhh…” Your words fade as she pops your hard cock through the fly of your trousers and begins to suck you. Her mouth is wet and surprisingly cool, but her soft lips and deft suction more than compensate for her cold body. She looks up at you with reddish brown eyes as she bobs on your cock, pushing an errant strand of mud-brown hair from her pale face.
“Mmmmmm,” she moans around your manhood, her devilish tongue flicking at your leaking slit and her lips popping wetly around the swollen cap of your cock. She pulls her mouth free, her fangs menacing as she teases them against your cockhead. “Ohhhhh, Lucas, answer my questions. Who was that woman with you at the tavern? Why are you here?”
“I won’t tell you… anything… I… ohhhhh…”
Your words trail off into another groan of pleasure as she resumes sucking you. Anja is as talented with her mouth as Morelle, the succubus. She clearly has experience pleasuring men and you feel your orgasm tightening in your balls and thrumming inside your hard cock. You jerk against the ropes binding you, trying to fuck deeper into her wet mouth.
“Mmmmm, not yet,” she says, pulling her mouth from your cock again. She grips your shaft at the root and teases your cockhead with the tip of her tongue. “Answer my questions and you can fill my mouth with your hot cum, Lucas.”
“Ohhhhhh,” you groan, your mind reeling from the pleasure. What would it hurt? If she kills you then Veleda will rescue you anyway.




What do you do?
Surrender to the pleasure and tell her
Keep evading her questions





Command her to get on her knees and take her from behind

You push Rianna and her smothering tits away and slide from beneath her to sit face-to-face. She looks at you curiously, cupping her breasts and idly playing with her nipples.
“Somethin’ wrong?” She asks.
“Not wrong,” you say. “Just making up my mind about what I want.”
“Aw, well I can help ya decide on that, love,” she purrs, reaching for your cock. You push her hand away.
“I’m going to fuck you from behind,” you say with a harsh gleam in your eyes. “Get on your knees and bend over. Show me that big, juicy bar wench ass.”
Her eyes widen with surprise at your unexpected dominance. Despite your change in demeanor, she reacts quite favorably, smiling and obeying your command with haste. She kneels on the bed, her face down in the lumpy mattress and her round ass lifted high behind her. She reaches back to pull her skirt up her back and bare her shin socks and her plain white underwear cinched into the creamy expanse of her ample bottom.
“Go on then, love,” she says encouragingly and wiggles her ass. “Give me that cock. Right in me little pussy.”
She pulls her panties aside to show you her fleshy furrow, glistening pink and shorn hairless. You growl, hooking your fingers into the waist of her underwear and stripping them down her jiggling buttocks and the backs of her thick thighs. Your lust surges and you free your cock from your shorts and guide it to Rianna’s pouting cunt. No teasing or play; you steady her with one hand on her shapely hip and thrust forward, sheathing every inch of your hard cock in the hot, slick depths of Rianna’s pussy.
“Ohhhhhh! Ya got a good one, love! That’s it! Fuck me!”
“I don’t need to be told,” you snap, taking hold of her hips with both hands and plundering her hot pussy with every stroke. Your hips slap loudly against her soft ass, making her cheeks shudder and pressing her face down even harder into the mattress. Your bollocks thump against her clit with every stroke and Rianna, evidently surprised by your forceful fucking, cries out loudly each time you bury your cock in her cove.
You reach down and grab a handful of Rianna’s scarlet hair and yank her head up off the bed. She pushes up onto her hands and you pull her head up, using her hair as leverage as you plow the hot furrow of her cunt. You slam into her clutching channel, sending her dangling tits swinging with each smacking impact of your hips against her ass. She moans and you don’t care; all that matters is the explosive pleasure building in your cock.
She’s not tight like Theora or Morelle, but her pussy is hot and squeezing around you, and her big ass is a lovely target for each thrust. Watching it jiggle with each thrust, you smack her ass and spread her cheeks, getting a good look at her fat asshole. You spit on it noisily and she whimpers as your bubbly saliva splatters into her crack. You grab the meat of her ass with one hand and begin to roughly rub her spit-swamped asshole.
“W-what are you doing?” Moans Rianna, her words coming out between each slam of your hips.
“Whatever I please,” you chuckle, feeling her asshole tense beneath your thumb. Your words are not really an answer, more of an affirmation. You stroke her tensed pucker with your thumb and slam your cock into Rianna’s wet cunt. As the pressure of your orgasm builds, you growl savagely and consider how you want to finish your fun with the naughty bar wench.




What are you going to do?
Finish in Rianna's pussy
Fuck Rianna's ass




Strike her down!

Her beauty and act of vulnerability do little to calm your righteous fervor. Whatever the baroness was like as a young woman, you do not know, but this thing that kneels before you and coos like a pitiful beggar is not Baroness Lydia Carminus. It is a vampire and it must be destroyed!
“You are tainted with evil!” You cry and raise your sword above your head with both hands. The blade ignites and blazes with holy flame.
“No, please,” cries the baroness. “You cannot! I am unarmed! I will give you pleasure with my body if you spare me!”
“You must face the judgment of Veleda!” You roar. “Be quiet and take it with dignity!”
“You will never defeat her!” The baroness screeches, her face suddenly twisting into a gruesome mask of anger. “She is more powerful than your false goddess!”
You swing your sword in an incandescent arc. The blow is aimed to sever the baroness’s head from her slender shoulders. Instead, when the blow lands upon her neck, there is a feeling as if you have struck iron. This impact is accompanied by a blinding flash of light. You are thrown backwards, landing in a sprawl on the floor of the castle and losing your grip on your sword. It lands with a clang.
The afterimage of the flash fades from your eyesight and you realize that the baroness is still there, head still attached to her body as she weakly stirs. She looks at you with blue eyes reddened from crying. Her face is deeply flushed.
“I’m… I’m alive again,” she says. “I did such terrible things! Oh, gods, I killed my servants. I helped her enslave the town! Ohhhhh!”
The baroness pulls her knees against her chest, holding them tightly and rocking back and forth as she softly recounts each victim she has either fed upon or helped Izabella, the witch, to feed upon. You climb to your feet and stagger over to her, resting a comforting hand upon her trembling shoulder.
“It’s alright,” you say, when she has finished. “You were not yourself.”
“Don’t you see?” She looks up at you with tears streaming down her face. “I brought Izabella here. I invited her into my lands – into my home – and her evil too so many lives!”
“Your vampirism has been cured,” you say. “The goddess has given you mercy. She has forgiven you, baroness. You must forgive yourself.”
She begins to speak and then seems to recall something that startles her.
“The witch is still here! Down in the crypts!” She rises to her feet with purpose and wipes away her tears. “You must stop her, Lucas. That sword, that holy blessing; you have the strength to defeat her!”
She snatches up a candelabrum and shouts, “Come, Lucas! I will take you to her lair.”
She leads you down a spiral staircase and into the cool, dank air of what is clearly a dungeon. Shackles hang from the stone walls and the doors of several cells stand open. There are tables, chairs, bucks, and rows of weapons and helms as if this also served as a barracks for the castle guard. There are no prisoners and no guards down here. You feel a tremor of fear as you wonder what happened to both groups.
“She usually is not awake so early in the day,” says the baroness, her gown sweeping softly over the stone floor as she leads you into the deeper darkness of the crypt. “She knows so much about what goes on in the castle. I fear she will expect you.”
“It doesn’t matter,” you say. “I must face her.”
Your footsteps echo behind her as you descend more staircases into a world of darkness and the faint smell of death.
“Twenty generations of my husband’s family are buried in the crypts,” says the baroness. “Including my husband.”
She holds the light out to a huge stone sarcophagus marked with recent inscriptions.
“I thought the witch could save him when he fell ill,” she says, tracing the carved face on the sarcophagus. “I fear her dark magic only hastened his death. She took him from me.”
You rest your hand over hers and gently squeeze.
“I will avenge him, baroness. I will strike her down for the sake of Ulvenblad.”
“Thank you, Lucas,” she said, nodding slightly. “It isn’t much farther. Just down the stairs and through the door to her private chamber.”
“Remain here,” you say firmly. “I will deal with her.”
You light a candle from a nearby sconce and descend alone into the older crypts. You reach a simple door of oiled blackwood set into the hallway. Tracks in the dust on the floor suggest it has been opened and closed recently.
There is no other way forward. The ancient crypts must continue through this door, housing past generations of the baron’s family.
CONTINUE >




Use Startle Eye

You swing your sword and just barely catch Izabella’s raking claw before it slashes open your chest. You deflect her attack with a grunt of effort and raise your guard again. You have to act and, inspired by the gloom of her lair in the crypt, you decide to conjure the holy power of Veleda’s light.
“Give it up, Lucas,” sneers Izabella. “You are not fast enough or strong enough to best me. I can tear out your heart or I can end you with pleasure. The choice is yours.”
“You’re right,” you say, sheathing your sword. You extend a hand to her as if offering it in consolation. You gaze into her glowing red eyes and sub-vocalize a prayer to Veleda to bathe you in her holy light. You repeat it again and again, your lips moving silently as you mouth the words.
“I knew you were a coward,” chuckles Izabella. “Very well, I will drain you dry. Present your neck to me.”
You turn your head as if offering her your neck. You close your eyes and hear footsteps drawing nearer. You continue to mouth the prayer, “Holy Veleda, bathe me in your light. Blind my foes and protect me from their evil.”
“What is that you’re saying? Your goddess cannot help you now, Lucas.” She places a cool hand on your arm.
The flash of from Startle Eye is so bright that you see as if your eyes are not even closed. An intense, white flare bursts from your outstretched hands and even with your eyes closed tightly you can see Izabella recoil violently. She screeches in agony, grabbing at her face and covering her eyes. She hits the floor and flails her arms and legs, striking a chair and smashing it to bits.
“It’s worked!” You cry as she screams and kicks and flips over a nearby chaise.
You draw your sword from its sheath and charge at the flailing vampiress. As you stand over her, just out reach of her flailing limbs, you see that her eyes have been burned to cinders by Startle Eye. The smoking pits are healing though and in a few seconds her unholy magic will restore her sight. You hesitate no longer, holding your sword in both hands and plunging it straight down into Izabella’s breast.
Just as the holy sword is about to plunge into the beautiful vampiress’s ample breast, there is a flash of light that burns through your eyelids nearly as bright as Startle Eye. You are staggered back a step by the force of the explosive light. You hear a scream from the vampiress, but it seems to fade into nothingness as if she is falling down a deep hole.
You open your eyes and see that the gem in the hilt of your sword is glowing pink. There is no sign of the vampiress.
“Gone,” you moan softly, sagging against the nearby bedpost. Your sword feels colder in your grasp, as if vampiress has added her sinister character to the metal of its blade. Whether it is your imagination or not, the vampiress is defeated and now certainly resides within the crystal with the other monster girls.
You sheath your sword and pick up the candelabrum. You give a last look around the well-furnished chamber of the vampiress and depart. On the castle’s ground floor you encounter the baroness.
“Did you… did she…?” She looks at you, tears quivering in her pale blue eyes.
“Yes,” you say. “She is beaten. She will not trouble you or your lands again, my lady.”
“Oh, thank you, Lucas!” She cries, throwing her arms around your shoulders and kissing your cheek.
“It was my duty,” you say, feeling bigger and more powerful than you have ever felt with the slender baroness in your arms.
CONTINUE >




Visit with Gretchen the cow girl

“I would like to visit with Gretchen,” you say to Hina.
“Ah, yes, of course, master,” says Hina, setting off through the palace. “She has been very busy, but I am certain she will want to visit with you.”
Hina leads you out of the palace and over the rolling green meadow that she evidently created just to satisfy the comfort of cow girl. You pass a bubbling creek and a small field of wildflowers and arrive at a lovely red barn with white trim.
“I wish my barn was this nice back at the farm,” you mutter.
“Here we are,” says Hina, gesturing to the smaller door into the barn.
You step forward, open the door, and enter the scent of hay, grain, and the faint mustiness of farm animals. This familiar environment is disrupted by the rattle, whir, and pneumatic pop of some sort of machine rigged up next tone one of the stalls. Steam gusts from one side and a glass cylinder suddenly gushes full of a thin, milky-like liquid.
“Um, Gretchen?” You call.
The cow girl pokes her horned head out of the stall beside the machine.
“Oh, Lucas! Just in time!” She motions you over. “I am growing a bit tired of the golem. Come and have a look!”
You walk around the entrance of the stall and nearly cry out in shock when you peer inside. You see a Hina hanging above the floor, her body pink in places and resembling the pleasure Hina that sometimes greets you in your bedchamber. A web of leather straps hold her parallel with the floor, which is strange, but not nearly as strange as the glass cylinder attached to the Hina’s enormous penis. The cock flexes inside the cylinder to the rhythmic pumping of the machine.
“W-what is that?” You say, pointing at the cock.
“Hello, master,” says the Hina cheerily. “I am helping.”
“Oh, I asked her if there was anywhere I could get a cock and she volunteered,” says Gretchen, smacking the Hina on her bare bottom. “The little girl is a lot of fun, but I’m afraid she has her limits.”
“Oh, um, Miss Gretchen?” The Hina interjects. “I am about to expel more fluid.”
“Right, go on then,” says Gretchen, stroking the Hina’s firm bottom.
“Ah!” The golem gives a short cry of pleasure and you watch as her huge cock throbs in the cylinder. Cum pumps out in a large quantity, collecting in the tip of the cylinder and just as quickly sucked away down a hose and into the machine. The orgasm lasts for several seconds before the Hina seems to relax in the web of straps.
“I can get as many as I need out of her,” says Gretchen, walking over, wide hips swaying, and shutting off her machine. “The problem is, it’s just not very good.”
She unscrews the top of her machine and reaches a hand into the larger reservoir. She pulls out fingers coated in glistening white liquid. She sniffs it, tastes it with the tip of her tongue, and holds the rest out to you.
“It smells like cum,” you say, flinching away.
“Yeah, it is, I guess,” she says. She licks her fingers clean. “It tastes good enough. But it just doesn’t have that oomph I am looking for. You know?”
“No, I do not know,” you say.
Gretchen seals the machine back up and turns it on again. The Hina groans with pleasure in the nearby stall.
“I’ll just try my formula with ten times the amount,” she says. “Oh, Lucas, were you here to help out? I could always use some help from you.”
She brazenly grabs hold of your cock through your trousers and gives it a squeeze. You are already quite hard from watching the Hina being milked. Gretchen’s lingerie-like costume worn over her jiggling and very shapely body is only making things worse.
“W-what did you need help with?” You ask as she massages your cock.
“Mmmmm, I could always use some of your milk, Lucas,” she says, kneading your cock.
“F-for a new potion?” You ask.
“Yeah, a potion, right,” she giggles. She suddenly releases your cock and walks over to a work bench behind the machine. “Which reminds me, I have been working on another one. I’m not sure you will like it.”
She holds up the a vial of bright pink liquid with a glowing, metallic blue swirl through it. The potion seems to pulse with magical energy as if beating with the tempo of a heart. She thrusts the vial between her breasts, resting it in her cleavage. She puts her hands on her wide hips and looks at you. “Want to help me test it out?”
“Well, um, what does it do?”
“Not sure exactly,” she says with a shrug that squeezes her tits around the vial. “But we can find out together. I’ll let you try it while I… observe… the results.”
You’re not so sure you want to be Gretchen’s potion-taster. There is powerful magic in her alchemical concoctions and you’re not sure what the pink and blue liquid swirling in that vial would do to your body.
Then again, you are reasonably safe here in the Crystal Sanctum. It might be better to find out what the potion does here and now rather than find out when facing down with a monster girl.
“Well, what’s it going to be?” She says, sauntering back up to you and massaging your cock through your trousers. “Are you going to give me that yummy milk? Or test this?”
She squeezes her tits tightly around the vial crammed in her cleavage and the stopper almost pops off.




What do you do?
Just give Gretchen your milk
Help her test her new potion





Spend some time with Hina the Golem Girl

You are always struck by the precise beauty of Hina, the porcelain-bodied golem girl. You know that a fleshier and equally lovely version awaits your whim in your private chambers. You also know that the golem can be a bit over-enthusiastic. And you sort of like that.
“Um, Hina,” you say, your face going how with embarrassment even though the golem never seems to judge you, “I think I would like to visit with you.”
“Oh, master, that would be wonderful,” she says happily. She takes your hand in her cold, hard grip and begins to lead you through the palace. “I have prepared an advanced pleasure scenario for you today in the hopes that you would request my attention.”
“Advanced pleasure… scenario?” You croak, struggling to keep up with the eager pace of the golem. “How advanced?”
“Level seven,” she says as if you should understand. “Times two.”
“Level fourteen?” You ask.
“No, silly, there is no level fourteen. It stops at eleven. But I have doubled the level seven pleasure scenario.” Her heels beat like a drum as she climbs the stairs in such a rush that you are gasping for breath by the time you reach the top. “I promise you, master, you will not be disappointed.”
“Uh… alright… I just… a normal scenario would be fine, Hina, you don’t have do anything special,” you say, struggling to keep up.
She finally reaches your suite and throws the doors open. The golden-red sunlight slants through the windows, forming rectangles of pink on the white tiles of the floor. The curtains are pulled on the huge four-poster bed that dominates the bedroom. The guide Hina steps back, smiling proudly as you step warily towards the bed.
You catch your breath before slowly parting the curtains and revealing what is waiting for you on your bed. The shapely pink-haired Hina is there as usual, her bare breasts visible through a sheer babydoll that clings to her jutting pink nipples. Her eyes glow a rosy hue as she looks lustily up at you, stroking her shapely hip.
“Hello, master,” she says.
A second Hina rises beside her, rosy-eyed, but blue-haired. She seems made from the same softer material as the pleasure Hina, only her nipples, areolas, and the delicate folds of her pussy are also blue beneath her sheer babydoll.
“We’re so glad to see you,” she adds.
The two golems pull you onto the bed between them and begin showering you with kisses as they undress you. Their lips are warm, their fingers precise as they open your buttons and remove your trousers. You groan with pleasure as they begin to kiss your chest, your abdomen, and move together down to your stiffening cock.
“Oh, gods,” you moan, lifting your head from the pillow to look at them. Two pairs of hands massage your balls, your hard cock, your thighs, and your toned abdomen. The Hinas gaze up at you with matching rose-tinted eyes as they begin to coo and lap at your cock with warm tongues. You groan, thrusting at their mouths as they kiss your cock, each other, and run their tongues all you’re your hardness.
“Oh, master,” coos the pink-haired Hina. “You’re so full of cum. We’ll need to suck a lot out of you.”
“Mmmmmmm!” The blue-haired Hina can’t reply with both of your balls stuffed into her warm, wet mouth.
“N-not too much,” you moan.
“Just enough,” agrees the pink-haired Hina and she begins sucking your cock vigorously. Her technique is incredible, sliding down until you are buried in her silky throat and curling her tongue like a tentacle around your shaft. You tremble and moan as the rising and fall suction draws you towards an orgasm. Your balls would be tight against your root but they are caught in the blue-haired Hina’s mouth as she lovingly washes them with her nimble tongue.
“Ahhhhhh! Oh, gods, here it commmmess!” You cry, exploding volcanically straight down the pink-haired Hina’s throat. She gulps your load without hesitation, draining every drop of your spurting cum and continuing to suck you.
“H-hey,” you moan, trying to lift her head away. “Hey… that’s enough… that’s HEY!”
Suddenly the blue-haired Hina is climbing atop you, mounting your face with her peachy white ass and her blue-petaled pussy in your face. Before you can say another word she drops both against you, smothering your nose in her warm crack and covering your mouth with her slick, sweet cuntlips. You feel the other Hina shifting, there is a moment of freedom where your hard cock is not being sucked, and then you feel her even warmer cunt sliding down onto your manhood.
“Mmmmhphhmmm,” you protest against the Hina on your face.
“Lick me, master, pleaaaase,” begs the blue-haired Hina.
Despite your fears, you reach up and grab hold of her firm ass and begin to lick her cunt. You thrust your tongue deep into her sugary folds, slurping and tasting whatever fluid the golem produces to lubricate her quim. She grinds atop you, riding your face for a pleasure you had not imagined that a golem could truly feel. Her wails of ecstasy and the spasms of her hot cunt seem to be as real as the squeezing pussy riding atop your cock.
You are so distracted by the Hina atop your face that you explode inside the other Hina without much awareness of what is happening. One moment her warm, slick pussy is gliding on your cock and then next your manhood is twitching inside her and filling her with your seed. She rides even harder, laughing and apparently kissing the other Hina, although you cannot be sure as your view is mostly blocked.
One pleasure blends into another and you lick and suck at the sweet pussy and firm ass atop your face. If you’re not tonguing a slick cunt, you are rimming the blue-tinted wrinkle of the Hina’s asshole, moaning as you cum again into the pink-haired Hina’s sucking cunt. Again and again you are driven over the edge, your orgasms becoming painful, your body drenched in sweat, and your arms weak.
You feel a cold twitch of horror as you realize they are not going to stop, they are caught in some pleasure loop making you cum again and again. You begin to struggle, trying to lift the Hina from your face, but by then it is far too late.
Darkness closes in around you, but you can still faintly hear.
“I think we broke master,” says one Hina.
“We had better fetch him a potion,” replies the other.
You are distantly aware of their weight lifting from your body as you slip off into complete unconsciousness. You awaken with your head cradled in the lap of the blue-haired Hina as the pink-haired Hina looks down at you and strokes your chest. She holds and empty bottle in her hand. A strong medicinal taste burns in your mouth and down your throat.
“Master, you’re awake,” says the pink-haired Hina.
“I feel much better,” you say. It’s true. As you push yourself into a sitting position you do feel mostly fine other than a little soreness in your jaw.
“We’re sorry, master,” says the blue-haired Hina as she helps you to your feet. “We enjoyed pleasuring you so much that we lost all track of your limits as a human. We are sorry.”
“Yes, we are sorry,” agrees the pink-haired Hina.
“It’s, um, fine,” you say, taking your neatly folded clothes and pulling on your trousers. They help you dress and see you to the door. You step out into the hallway, relieved to be away from the cock-hungry golems. You are immediately confronted by the sight of another blue-haired Hina.
“Hello, master,” says the guide Hina. “Where would you like to go now?”
She looks at you expectantly, her eyes glowing faintly and a cheery smile on her face as if her sisters didn’t just almost kill you.




What do you do?
It is time to return to the real world
Visit with Izabella the Vampiress
Visit with Morelle the Novice Succubus
Visit with Oola the Slime Girl
Visit with Gretchen the Cow Girl
Get more training from Theora the Angel of Veleda




Use Dervish Strike

You deflect another slashing attack from Izabella as she tries to wear down your defenses with her claws. Gripping your sword more tightly with both hands, you roar a prayer to Veleda and feel her holy fury burn in your muscles. The glow of your sword spreads to your entire body.
“What are you doing now, little Lucas?” Izabella shouts, her tone mocking, but her red eyes betraying a flash of concern.
“You are an abomination of evil!” You shout. “By the goddess and in her name, I will carve you into ribbons!”
You unleash a whirling frenzy of attacks, your sword swinging so fast it becomes a blazing blur. To your shock, Izabella draws a sturdy dagger from her hip and meets your blade blow-for-blow. Your sword rings from her blocking dagger again and again as you smash through furniture and cleave one of the posters on her bed.
“Did you think me unarmed?” She laughs as she catches your sword on her dagger again and again. “Burn yourself out like a candle, little warrior. I am only getting started with you.”
You scream with rage, swinging your sword even faster, but your fury is expended uselessly against the vampiress. She is too fast to be overwhelmed by your frenzied attack and you are left exhausted and barely able to lift your sword to protect yourself.
“Bitch,” you gasp, your arms aching and your body drenched in sweat. “You won’t win in the end.”
“Ah, maybe not with your holy tricks,” she sneers, easily batting aside your feeble attack. “But you have lost this time!”
She slams her shoulder into your chest and drives you to your knees. You try to bring up your sword and she smashes it from your hands with a blow from your dagger. Breathless, exhausted, you look up at her with hatred blazing in your eyes. You see only contempt in reply.
She backhands you across the face and sends you sprawling on the floor. With a leap, she is atop you, tearing open your trousers and gripping your cock tightly in her hand. You are too weak to fight her off as she strokes you to hardness in a moment and impales her cool, slick pussy onto your manhood.
“Blood always tastes better when it burns with passion,” she explains, riding atop you at a fevered pace, her ample breasts heaving within her tight bodice. Despite your hatred, the pleasure of her slick cunt riding atop you and gripping your cock is undeniable. You moan weakly, resting your hands on her hips, your body and hers hidden beneath her white gown. She laughs and says, “You feel it, don’t you? Rising and inescapable. Just before you cum I will taste your blood.”
“Choke on it,” you moan, her pussy fluttering around your cock.
It only takes a few more twitches of her shapely hips and slippery slides up and down your cock before you feel your pleasure rising. You look up into her glowing red eyes, at her fanged smile, and you know your fate is sealed. As your ecstasy surges and your cum bursts into her cold womb, she lunges down and sinks her fangs into your neck. There is a moment of agony and a hot gush fo your blood, following by a thumping pleasure that unites with the throbbing of your cock.
You moan softly as she drinks your lifeblood and milks your manhood with her squeezing pussy. You slip into darkness and the heat of her feeding gives way to an endless void of cold.
The vampiress has made you into a meal.
CONTINUE >




Open the door to the deeper crypts

The door blocking your way seems heavy and ancient, but opens easily on well-oiled hinges. You descend a narrow staircase into a chamber stacked with ancient bones, rows of skulls, and the polished remains of long-forgotten servants, soldiers, and scions of the Carminus family. The air is cold and inert, the smell of old death heavy with each breath. A thin mist clings to the floor.
You reach a moth-eaten curtain of red velvet. Pushing it aside, you enter a chamber that was once an ossuary. The bones have been mostly excavated, with only a few skulls remaining on the shelves cut into the stone. The chamber has instead been furnished like a plush salon, with glowing lanterns, couches of red velvet, a dresser, and a large bed. A figure stirs on the bed, revealing white lace and lifeless blue flesh.
Izabella rises from the bed, rubbing the sleep from her eyes. She stands in her white lace dress, her bodice clinging to her breasts, her long legs hidden beneath her skirt, and you cannot deny her beauty. Her dark hair is pulled back from her face in a lovely braid. Her gray-blue skin and red eyes betray her vampiric nature.  She stares at you and smiles, revealing her long white fangs. There is a confidence to the way she stands that strikes fear into your heart. You are in her lair and she has every advantage.
“What is this?” She asks, looking at your faintly glowing sword. “A magic sword? It will not save you. I expected you would come.”
“I will destroy you, vampiress,” you say.
“I smell your fear, Lucas,” she chuckles. “It’s alright. Humans are always afraid. Always. You are ruled by your animal urges, none more powerful than you fear.”
She teases a finger over the back of the couch beside her.
“I suppose you want to know about the succubus queen and her plans?” She smiles sweetly.
You do, but you know it’s a trap. If the vampiress can be defeated like any other monster girl then you will have ample time to interrogate her in the Crystal Sanctum. You set the candelabrum aside and grip your sword with both hands.
“I came to defeat you!” You snarl. “Prepare to meet your fate.”
“Oh?” She giggles and glides towards you, simultaneously entrancing and terrifying. “Your bravado is false. I can taste your fear, Lucas. It will sweeten your blood when I drink you dry.”
You grimace as you confront your most dangerous foe yet.




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





Not even her tits can make you talk!

Your balls ache with the need to spill your seed between Anja’s luscious breasts, but you are resolute. You cannot give up any information to this cruel vampiress. She may only be a minion of some darker power.
“I will tell you,” you gasp and she sits forward, a dark eyebrow raised expectantly. You continue, “Nothing.”
To your surprise, Anja smiles.
“I hoped you would say that,” she laughs, releasing her painfully tight grip on the root of your cock. She rises, your throbbing manhood escaping the prison of her creamy titflesh. “Now I get to finish you off my very favorite way. No man can resist my ass.”
Anja turns, her tattered skirt swishing about her wide hips. She lifts it up, revealing her thick thighs and the creamy expanse of her ass. Her bottom has the same pallor as her face and breasts, but it is no less enticing for it. She pushes her chunky bottom back against your cock, slotting your manhood into the soft valley between her cheeks. This cleavage is much tighter and she begins to rock back rhythmically, gripping your shaft against her ass and pushing back again and again.
“Stop that,” you moan, desperately. “Or… or let me cum.”
“Oh, your suffering has only just begun,” laughs Anja, looking back at you over her shoulder as she bounces her fat ass against your cock. She reaches back to keep you trapped against her ass and uses her other hands to squeeze your balls painfully each time your orgasm begins to rise. You whimper the third time she does it.
“Still not talking?” She crackles with irritation. “Maybe if I put you in my ass…”
Your eyes go wide as she rises up, gripping your cock by its root, and guides your hardness to the cool divot of her bluish pink anus. She presses down against your cockhead and her back passage yields to your rigid manhood. You groan loudly as her cool, silky passage engulfs your throbbing cock. She rides you down to the hilt, squeezing your prick with her muscular ring before sliding back up to your tip and teasing you with soft clenches of her pucker.
“I bet that feels really good,” she giggles. “So tell me, Lucas, who was that woman with you in the tavern? What are you doing here in Ulvenblad? How can you hope to win? Don’t bother resisting, just answer me so you can cum in my perfect ass.”
You’re not sure you would call it perfect, but your urge to cum is almost stronger than your need to protect Theora and the rest of your mission. You watch Anja bouncing her big, jiggling ass on your hard cock and you want nothing more than to pump her full of cum from your throbbing bollocks.
“Oh, yes,” she gasps, riding faster, her brow furrowed with pleasure. “Your cock feels so good up my bottom, Lucas. Don’t you want to fill it with your cum?”




What do you do?
You are invincible! Her ass cannot defeat you!
Her ass triumphs over your willpower




Offer Rianna a seat on your face

You lift your face from Rianna’s soft, smothering breasts and look up at her. You know exactly what you want and it’s not the sort of thing most men probably desire.
“I want you to take a seat on my face,” you say.
“What? How’s that again?” She laughs.
You’re already red-faced from being smothered by her breasts and your face darkens a bit more with embarrassment from her laughter.
“Your big lovely ass and your quim,” you say, almost angrily. “I want you to sit them on my face so that I can pleasure you.”
“Oh!” She claps her hands with delight. “You wanna give me a proper lickin’? Well, not every day a handsome boy comes by and pays me good coin to ride ‘is tongue, but ain’t gonna complain.”
She rises from atop you and quickly unties her skirt. The work-stained garment drops down Rianna’s shapely legs, revealing her shin-socks and the tight fit of her underwear. They are plain white and might not have been very fetching, but Rianna’s shapely hips and ample backside wear the modest garment like a silken sleeve, the white conforming to the mounds of her buttocks perfectly.
She turns her back to you and bends over, her creamy skin quickly revealed as she works her underwear down and bares the full expanse of her ample ass. She’s not fat, not a bit, but her weight has settled in her shapely rear, her thighs, hips, and breasts in a most appealing way. She is substantial and womanly, despite her youth.
“Lie back then, love,” she says, looking at you over her shoulder. She smacks her jiggling ass and adds, “Gimme a proper place to put this.”
“Right, yes,” you say, stretching out eagerly on the bed, your cock so hard that it pokes up through the flap of your under shorts. Rianna does not waste time. She crawls onto the bed, her pale body atop yours as she turns her ass towards you, straddles your body, and backs towards your face. You can see her cunt, fleshy and pink, shorn hairless and glistening. Her ass spreads and you glimpse the fat knot of her anus, pink between her smooth cheeks. Then her smothering weight is atop you, her soft ass crushing down against you, her crack swallowing up your nose and her cunt pressing down against your lips.
“Ooooh, there’s a good spot,” she laughs, squirming her hips and grinding her ass down against your face.
You breathe in her mingling scents. Her arousal, her sweat, and the acrid hint of her anus smother you in her raunchy mélange of intimate aromas. This scent arouses you further and you hear the muffled sound of her laughter as she watches your cock twitching through your shorts.
“Ooh, you’re all warm down there,” she moans. “Go on then, love, have a taste.”
You rest your hands on her plump buttocks, pushing up and lifting her just enough to give you some freedom to move your face. You inhale her rich scent as you slide your tongue over the damp velvet lips of her cunt, tasting her nectar and a faint tang of her last piss. You thrust your tongue into her hot cove, tasting her more deeply, licking out the flowing nectar of her sweet folds.
“Yeah, get me clit as well,” she moans.
You prowl her folds with your tongue until you find the thick bud of her clit. You lash her button again and again, making her gasp with pleasure above you and jostle her weight against your hands and face. Far from being uncomfortable beneath Rianna, you pull her down more heavily onto your face, which makes it difficult to breathe, but excitingly raunchy.
“Oooh!” She cries with delight, thighs tensing. “You know jus’ the spot, love!”
“Mmmmnnnnnnnn!” You agree, lashing her clit as she grinds down against your tongue. Her orgasm crushes down atop you and floods your mouth in her sweet nectar. Rianna’s juices spill down your chin and she suddenly flops her body across yours, grabbing your cock and stroking it as she gyrates atop your face.
Your pleasure begins to take precedent as she works her hand on your cock. You jerk as her tongue swirls hotly on your tip and your tongue slides from her pussy to the hot meat of her ass. You lick her bitter pucker as she licks your cock and takes you into the warmth of her mouth. You rim her tender clench as she sucks you over the edge, whining with your ecstasy, pushing your tongue against her pink divot as you tense and explode into her mouth.
“MMmmmmmm!” You hear Rianna moaning around you, that sound vibrating up your jerking length as you fill her mouth with your cum. She sucks you until every twitch of pleasure has worked through your cock, then gently lifts her mouth, strokes you a few times with her hands, and gives you a final lick around your tip.
“Oh, Lucas,” she moans, dismounting from your sweaty, cum-smeared face. “Ain’t often I cum with a payin’ customer.”
“Yeah?” You sit up and she tosses you a wet washcloth.
“Yeah, you’re a fine one, you are,” she says, beginning to pull on her underwear. “I’d saddle up on yer face any time, if ya got the coin to spare.”
“None at the moment,” you say, “but perhaps I’ll come across some more.”
“Well,” she kneels down beside you on the bed, half-dressed, and gives you a kiss. “Your coin will always spend with me, love.”
The kiss is all too fleeting. She finishes dressing quickly, blows you a last kiss from the door, and departs into the quiet darkness of the hall. You latch the door behind her and return to your bed. You snuff out the candle on the nearby table and stare up into the faint moonlight. Though exhausted, you have a contented smile on your face. Sleep comes quickly.
CONTINUE >




Confront the baroness about her neck

“My lady,” you say, holding her back with your hands on her slender shoulders. “I am here on serious business.”
“What could be more serious than keeping the lady of the castle company?” She demands, running her hand down your chest towards your trousers. You grab her wrist and stop her from fondling you through your pants.
“You bear the mark of a vampire,” you say to her seriously. “On your neck there. You have been bitten, my lady, but it is not too late for you to be saved.”
She pulls her hand away from you and reaches up to her neck, running her fingers over the wounds as if just realizing they are on her neck.
“Saved?” Something changes in her expression and her posture becomes more hunched forward. Her pale blue eyes turn to red and she smiles, baring elongated fangs that gleam white in the candlelight. “It is too late for that, champion of Veleda. I have tasted the blood of my servants. Why do you think there are so few?”
You step back, you heart pounding wildly in your chest as you draw your sword. It glows, although its glow seems greatly dimmed here in the Nightlands.
“Stay back!” You warn.
The baroness, to your surprise, quails at the sight of your sword. Her red eyes turn back to blue and she drops to her knees before you. Her expression, twisted with anger only a moment before, becomes one of fearful submission.
“Please, no,” she whimpers. “She made me do these things.”
“The witch?” You demand.
“Y-yes, the witch,” moans the baroness. “Please don’t strike me down with your sword, mighty champion.”
She grabs at your trousers, clinging to them as she looks up with fear in her blue eyes.
“I am a victim as much as anyone,” she pleads. “Spare me.”




What do you do?
Hesitate
Strike her down!





Get on your knees and pleasure the vampiress

You cannot lie to yourself and pretend that it is not Izabella’s beauty that drives you. Her lewd display of her dark-thatched cunt draws your eyes, her dark blue cuntlips glistening with the dew of her desire.
“Yes, alright,” you say, sheathing your sword. “I will pleasure you if you tell me.”
“As I knew you would,” she laughs. “Come here then, boy. Have a taste.”
“R-right,” you say, your cock twitching in your trousers as you fall to your knees before the beautiful vampiress. You brace your hands on her hips and duck your head between her shapely thighs, surprised by the coolness of her supple flesh and inhaling a scent that is both vital and musty at the same time. Not like the hot thatch of a living woman. You kiss her inner thighs and give her folds a tentative lick.
“Yessssss,” she hisses cradling the back of your head. “Please me and spare no effort if you wish to loosen my tongue.”
You press your kiss against the cusp of her womanhood and brush your lips against her delicate bud. You tongue it gently, eliciting another moan from Izabella. You press your kiss more tightly and lick her clit more intently, earning a jerk of her hips and a louder cry of pleasure. You slip one finger and then two into her cool, slick channel as you lick her clit again and again, flicking it with your tongue.
“Lady Rachelle builds an army that will topple empires,” moans the vampiress, grinding against your tongue. “My thralls in the Nightlands are just one small part of her plan to finally dominate human men with the women they have subjected to servitude. By allying female wisdom with monstrous power, she will triumph.”
“Mmmmm,” you lift your tongue from her clit. “But you feed on human women. You kill them.”
“Some,” she says, grinning down at you with her fangs gleaming. “Those who are foolish enough to stand in our way. I will do the same to your winged bitch once I’ve dealt with you. Now keep licking…”
She pushes your head back down and grinds her velvety cunt against your lip. You resume licking her, tasting her plentiful nectar before returning your tongue to the bud of her clit.
“Nnnnn, that’s it,” she moans, tightening her fingers painfully in your hair. “Of course, you’ll want to go after her, won’t you? You’ll never… mmmmm… suck it. Suck my clit! That’s it!”
She seems to lose track of what she was saying as you clamp your lips over her clit and suck her rhythmically while flicking her bud with the tip of your tongue. Her heaving breasts shudder and you feel the tension in her thighs as she cums from your ministrations. You suck Izabella’s sweet cunt until her juices are dripping from your chin. Her rolling hips slow and the pressure on the back of your head relaxes.
You lift your face from between her thighs and, gasping for breath, demand, “Where is she, Izabella? What has she done with my mother?”
“Mmmmmm,” Izabella combs her fingers into your hair, grabbing the hair on the top of your head and yanking your head back. She runs the fingers of her other hand over your face. “You’re fairly good with your tongue. Perhaps you can convince me to continue if...”
“If what?” You growl.
She turns around, rubbing her peachy blue bottom against your face. She keeps her fingers locked in your hair as she pulls you to her crack.
“If you lick my ass,” she commands. “Do it well, worship my ass, and I might even be convinced to spare your miserable little life.”
She arches her back, thrusting her bottom back against your face and smothering you in the supple flesh of her ass. You brace your hands on the roundness of her lovely cheeks to keep her from smothering you completely.
“Go on, put your tongue to work, little Lucas, and I will tell you the truth,” she says.




What do you do?
Lick her ass to get the truth
Refuse that humiliating task




Let the baroness pleasure you

You know this beautiful woman on her knees before you is a dangerous vampire, but you cannot deny the lust surging in your cock as she strokes your manhood with both hands.
“Please, Lucas,” she murmurs, giving a slow lick to the head of your cock. “Let me satisfy your urges. Let me drink the hot essence from your loins.”
“Y-yes,” you moan, your hand relaxing on your sword. “Alright, but, oohhhhh… but…”
Whatever you were trying to say is forgotten as her mouth engulfs your cock and she begins to urgently suck on your straining tip. Her hands continue to massage the length of your cock as she bobs deliberately on your cockhead, her cool tongue swirling around the ridges of your glans.
“Mmmmmm,” she moans around you and pops her lips free. “Your cock is so delicious, my brave warrior. It is my honor to kneel before you and serve you with my mouth.”
“Gods,” you hiss as her sucking mouth returns to your cock. Her beauty is bewitching and her single minded focus on your cock is exciting. Your breathing rows louder and louder and you rest your hands on her slender shoulders.
She slips her mouth off your cock again, cradling your tip with her pink tongue and looking up at you, her mouth whorishly open.
“I can feel your heartbeat in your cock,” she moans. “Louder and louder as your pleasure builds. Do not hold back, Lucas. I want to taste your peasant cum. Please, feed me your sweet seed.”
“Ahhhhh,” you gasp as she wanks you against her tongue. Your knees go weak with your pleasure, your balls tightening against your root as your cum threatens to burst from your cock. You squeeze her shoulders as she takes you back into her mouth, bobbing quickly and taking you to the back of her silky throat. She moans around you, her lust stirring more pleasure in your cock.
Your sword is forgotten, the danger of her a secondary concern; all that matters in that moment is your surging ecstasy. Your tension builds. She looks up at you with lust-lidded eyes and seems to smile around your cock as she slides her lips over your tip.
“Yes!” You cry, your ecstasy exploding into her mouth. She opens up and strokes you into her open mouth and you watch, enthralled, as white ropes of your seed gush across her tongue, splash her gleaming white fangs, and pour into her throat. She gulps each spurt without hesitation, actually laughing against you as she milks out your cum into her mouth. She wraps her lips around you and finishes you with a strong suck.
“Mmmmm, let me clean you up,” she says, licking and slurping up the pearly drops of your spunk clinging to your cock, your balls, and your inner thigh.
“That’s enough,” you say, pushing her away.
Only, you can’t push her away, she is clinging to your legs and nuzzling against your thigh. You feel a sudden, sharp jolt of pain followed by a hot trickle of blood coursing from your thigh down your leg. The pain gives way to intense pleasure, rolling through your body and nearly making you feel like you are cumming again. You know she is feeding on your blood, but you cannot stop her. As you grow weaker, the baroness grows stronger, riding you down to the ground as you tumble onto your back. She clings to your legs, slurping noisily as you stare up at the ceiling.
Darkness closes in around you, the warm waves of pleasure fading into darkness and an endless, terrifying cold. The last sound you hear is the weak final thump of your heartbeat.
CONTINUE >





Go with Petrov to question the maid

“Take me to her,” you say.
Petrov flashes his rotten smile once more and rises from the table. You follow him out of the tavern and into the rain-washed night. Water still gurgles in gutters and you step around puddles in the crumbling cobblestones of the street.
“It isn’t far,” promises Petrov. He takes you down an alley between two wooden buildings. A turn in the alley and the space between buildings grows unpleasantly narrow. Wet shingles brush against your arms. Petrov moves quickly, as if he has passed this way a thousand times. You stumble over a lump of debris that squishes underfoot like a rotten melon or maybe a dead rat.
“Almost there,” says Petrov and he disappears around another turn in the alley. You follow him around the corner and… he is gone. The alleyway leads to a single windowless door with a heavy iron lock.
“Petrov?” You call. “Are you still there?”
You are answered only the gurgling of the drains. You lean down to inspect the door’s locking mechanism. A shadow falls across you, blocking out the scant moonlight. As you attempt to stand up you are thumped on the back of the head by a blunt object.
“Ah?” You manage, before being thumped again.
Darkness closes in on you as you feel your body falling.
You awaken in a sitting position, your arms bound behind you, with a pronounced headache and two throbbing lumps on the back of your head. At first you think the room is in total darkness and then you feel the edge of a blindfold tight over your eyes and the bridge of your nose.
“Go to the castle,” says the coarse voice of a woman. “She’ll have a reward for you.”
“Yes, Anja,” replies a soft male voice that must be Petrov. You hear his footsteps move away across floorboards. The woman, Anja, calls him back.
“Come here and take his amulet off before you go,” she commands. “It is unpleasant.”
“Bastard,” you growl and strain against the rope binding you as Petrov reaches into the collar of your tunic and tears off your amulet of Veleda. You hear it clink as he drops it somewhere nearby.
“Have fun, outsider,” mocks Petrov before departing for good.
“Who is there?” You ask. “What do you want? I do not have much in the way of coin. I am a servant of the goddess—“
“Mind your tongue,” says the coarse voice. She loosens your blindfold and drops it down your face to hang around your neck. You blink at the brightness of the candelabrum the woman is holding near your face. She is a brown-haired woman of ample curves and middle age. Though attractive, and certainly plentiful, she has a hard face and an unhealthy pallor. She wears a peasant dress with a low-cut bodice that reveals much of her cleavage. Her loose skirts are tattered and stained. You notice puncture wounds on her pale neck.
“A vampire,” you say grimly.
“Something like that,” says the woman, setting her candelabrum on a table beside you. She runs her hands over your shoulders and neck. When her soft fingers reach your face you try to twist away from her. “Oh, little man, you are tied to a chair. I will drink you dry whenever I please.”
Her words send a cold spike of fear through your body. Sweat prickles at your neck and forehead. Her brown eyes take on a faintly reddish tint and her smile reveals small white fangs.
“Do it then,” you say, trying to sound unafraid.
“Oh, I will, in time,” she says, stroking your face. “First you are going to answer my questions.”
“To hell with your questions,” you say, staring at her fiercely.
“Why were you asking around about the baroness?” She asks, squeezing your cheeks with her fingers. “Who was that woman with you? Are you here about Izabella?”
Her smile tightens cruelly.
“Answer my questions or you will suffer.”




What do you do?
Answer her honestly
Evade her questions





Finish in Rianna’s pussy

The sensation of sheathing your cock in Rianna’s velvety soft and steamy-hot cunt is too wonderful to relinquish. You plug your thumb into the clenching hole of her anus, eliciting a gasp from the scarlet-haired wench and feeling her walls tense around your cock. The pleasure only makes you pound her shorn cunt all the harder.
“Ohhhh, Lucas,” she cries as each blow of your hips against her ass sends her creamy haunches shuddering and makes her fat tits swing beneath her.
You slide your thumb in and out of her naughty passage as you work your hips furiously and pound your cock into her slick depths. She begins to make mewling sounds and you can feel her body tensing around you, gripping at your cock. You yank her head back by her scarlet hair and growl, “Cum for me, Rianna. Cum on my cock.”
“Yessss!” She cries, her lips parted as you wildly pound her tender pussy and roughly hook your thumb into her ass. Her wails of pleasure are so loud that you release her hair to wrap your hand around her mouth and cover it. Her hot cries are muffled by your palm. You feel her spasm again and again around the furious piston of your cock.
As her pleasure recedes, you grab her throat instead of her mouth, squeezing just enough to let her know who is in charge. You spank her ass with your slamming hips as your cock lewdly pounds in and out of her juicy pussy.
“Fuck!” You cry, thinking of all the violence you have suffered and inflicted. You picture the shock of all those monster girls you have defeated as you buried your sword in them. The white flash of their destruction so like the white starbursts in your eyes as you reach your peak inside Rianna.
She’s saying something to you, her words vibrating in her throat beneath your hand, but you can’t hear her. You let loose your pleasure, pumping your scalding spunk deep into her slippery channel. Your cum seems to pour out in a desperate rush, as if escaping your body like steam from a superheated vessel. Your cock twitches again and again inside her until you have spent every drop of your seed.
“Can’t breathe,” you finally hear her choke out desperately.
You release your grip on her throat and she slides forward onto the bed, your cock leaving her creamy cunt with a lewd slurp. Rianna rolls slowly onto her back, looking up at you with wide, watery eyes. She holds her throat, which bears a red mark from your hand.
“Almost… killed me…” She gasps.
“Wasn’t meant that way,” you say apologetically. “I got carried away.”
“You’re a brute is what you are,” she says sliding away from you on the bed. She feels between her legs and looks at her spunk covered fingers. “Bad time ta be doin’ that too. Just my luck, ya put a babby in me.”
You reel from her suggestion. You never wanted to knock her up, nor hurt her, you just became lost in the bestial side of your lust. Was it the evil of the Nightlands? Or is this in you?
“S-sorry,” you mutter. “I wasn’t trying to hurt you.”
“Thought you was a gentleman,” she says, pulling on her clothes. “Well, you go on then. Keep your coins. I won’t be sharin’ a bed with ya again.”
She leaves your room in a huff. You sink back onto the bed, wondering what came over you and if you can learn to control it. Despite your unease, you are exhausted and slip quickly off to sleep.
CONTINUE >




She is a vampire and must be defeated!

Gazing down at the beautiful baroness, you feel her soft hands stroking your hard manhood and the cool, wet lash of her tongue against your sensitive cockhead. It would be so easy to give her permission to pleasure you or to toss her slender body down upon the stones and take your pleasure by force. But you are not a weak man, at least not this time around. You straighten up and take a step back, your cock sliding out of her grasp.
“What’s wrong, Lucas?” She says, looking up at you sweetly.
“You are a blood-sucking monster!” You snarl, your anger surging as you grip your sword more tightly in your hands. “It is my duty as a champion of the goddess to smite you! I will banish your evil from this land!”
“Nooooo!” She screeches, shielding her face with her arms as you swing your sword downward in a blazing arc. The Holy Sword of Veleda strikes her and there is an impact as if you are hitting a statue forged from iron. There is a bright flash of light and you are thrown across the room. The afterimage fades from your vision and you see that the baroness is still kneeling where she was. Some color has returned to her face and she is looking at her hands with disbelief. She lifts her gaze to you as you push yourself up from the floor.
“I killed them,” she whispered. “I fed upon their blood and made them do terrible things.”
The Sword of Veleda must have purged the vampirism from the baroness. Veleda has shown her mercy, but now she must confront the deeds she committed while under the thrall of the witch.
“Izabella,” you say, offering the baroness a hand up. She takes it and rises to her feet.
“I… I was going to… going to kill you,” she says, looking down at the bulge in your trousers. “Seduce you and drink your blood. I’m… I’m sorry.”
“I accept your apology, baroness,” you say, steadying her with a hand on her shoulder. “Now, you must tell me how to find the witch. She is the true source of evil here.”
“Yes, Izabella,” she says, seeming to snap out of her daze. She snatches up a candelabrum and shouts, “Come, Lucas! I will take you to her lair.”
She leads you down a spiral staircase and into the cool, dank air of what is clearly a dungeon. Shackles hang from the stone walls and the doors of several cells stand open. There are tables, chairs, bucks, and rows of weapons and helms as if this also served as a barracks for the castle guard. There are no prisoners and no guards down here. You feel a tremor of fear as you wonder what happened to both groups.
“She usually is not awake so early in the day,” says the baroness, her gown sweeping softly over the stone floor as she leads you into the deeper darkness of the crypt. “She knows so much about what goes on in the castle. I fear she will expect you.”
“It doesn’t matter,” you say. “I must face her.”
Your footsteps echo behind her as you descend more staircases into a world of darkness and the faint smell of death.
“Twenty generations of my husband’s family are buried in the crypts,” says the baroness. “Including my husband.”
She holds the light out to a huge stone sarcophagus marked with recent inscriptions.
“I thought the witch could save him when he fell ill,” she says, tracing the carved face on the sarcophagus. “I fear her dark magic only hastened his death. She took him from me.”
You rest your hand over hers and gently squeeze.
“I will avenge him, baroness. I will strike her down for the sake of Ulvenblad.”
“Thank you, Lucas,” she said, nodding slightly. “It isn’t much farther. Just down the stairs and through the door to her private chamber.”
“Remain here,” you say firmly. “I will deal with her.”
You light a candle from a nearby sconce and descend alone into the older crypts. You reach a simple door of oiled blackwood set into the hallway. Tracks in the dust on the floor suggest it has been opened and closed recently.
There is no other way forward. The ancient crypts must continue through this door, housing past generations of the baron’s family.
CONTINUE >




Apologize to Theora

“I-I’m sorry for bothering you,” you say, your voice cracking slightly. “I didn’t mean to, um, disturb you. It was just, I couldn’t sleep, and I was thinking about my mother and sister, and the trouble we’re in, and, um, well, I didn’t… didn’t want to be alone. But, I guess, um…”
Your words trail off into a long, uncomfortable silence. Your heavy breathing is the only sound in the room as the furious angel stares down at you pinned beneath her knees. The last of her anger abates, replaced by a cold mask of contempt.
“You’re so weak,” says Theora, shaking her head. “Skulking around in the hallways, too afraid to say what’s on your mind even now.”
“I said I was sorry,” you protest.
“Yes, you always seem to be saying that to me.” Theora rises smoothly to her feet and stands over you, backlit by the glow of her bedside candle, the shape of her naked body visible through her gauzy gown. “It is times like these, with you whimpering and groveling, that I wonder why Veleda every chose you to be her champion. What does she see in you, Lucas?”
“I don’t know,” you confess sadly.
“Mmmm.” She sighs. “Well, I am not surprised you could not sleep. You are accustomed to being pampered by Hina and having your cock milked by that awful bovine bimbo. Not to mention the succubus slithering around trying to drain your seed.”
“N-no, it’s not that,” you protest.
“You probably have a buildup of your essence,” she says. “The sort you males usually have the initiative to handle yourselves, but for some reason you have grown so lazy and spoiled you can no longer manage.”
You sputter, “I just… I just…”
“Do you need to cum?” She asks sternly, her hands on her shapely hips as she gazes down at you with contempt. “Is that what your need to get some sleep?”
You are taken aback by the forwardness of Theora’s question. You get the sense from her tone and her demeanor that if you say “yes” then your pleasure will come at a price. Perhaps it would be better to just go to your room and force yourself to sleep.




Do you need to cum?
Yes, you need to cum
No, you need to go to bed




Drink the Pink Milk Potion

You shift your sword to a one-handed guard and reach into your belt pouch for the slim vial given to you by the cow girl. The milky pink liquid within seems to give off a faint magical light. You push the stopper out with your thumb.
“A last drink to steel your nerves?” Izabella lunges at you, nearly causing you to spill the potion. You block her slashing hands with your sword. You only make contact with the flat of your blade, but the holy light flares and she hisses in anger.
Before she can strike again, you take a deep breath, hold the potion to your lips, and tilt your head back. The liquid is thick and sweet. It tastes like strawberries mingling with the milky sweetness of the cream from Gretchen’s teats. You gulp it down and warmth spreads quickly through your body.
A moment later, your chest begins to expand and soften. Your nipples grow larger as they jut against your taut tunic. The laces stretch, revealing a deep cleavage between your new… breasts!? They continue to swell, bursting open your tunic and exposing the creamy mounds more than a match for the vampiress’s blue-hued bosom. You feel your abdomen softening slightly and your hips growing wider. It feels as if invisible fingers are pressing at your cock as it splits and reforms along the seam of your cunt. Your sensitive cockhead retreats and concentrates in a tiny bud atop your new, delicate, womanly folds.
“What is happening to me?” You ask in a voice that sounds like your own but higher and smoother. Shocked, you give a girlish hiccup.
“Was that not what you expected?” Izabella laughs. “It looks as if you’ve become a woman! What mad magic is this?”
“Th-the potion,” you say softly, kicking at the discarded vial.
Even your bottom has changed, softening and growing rounder. You feel so different and not at all prepared to face off against the vampiress. Why would Gretchen give you this potion?
“My poor little heroine,” purrs the vampiress, striding closer. “A pity about the hair. Still boyish. Although you look quite fetching with the short hair.”
She strokes your cheek with one hand and easily plucks the sword from your other hand, tossing it away. You tremble fearfully as she presses her cool body against yours, her lacy gown squeezing against your exposed breasts and bending your thick nipples. You let out a cry at the unexpected intensity of the sensation.
“Oh, my, you’re shaking like a leaf,” laughs the vampiress, her lips very close to yours. “Don’t be afraid, Lucas… or shall I call you Luciana? I will not hurt such a tender flower as you.”
Her kiss overwhelms your fear, her tongue exciting and dexterous as it pushes past your lips and rolls against your tongue. Her hand slips into your trousers and her fingers finds the newly-formed furrow of your cunt. You arch in her embrace at the shocking sensation of her fingers against your clit. She strokes it and you cry out, breaking the kiss, burying your face against her slender shoulder and clinging to Izabella as you cum suddenly. The contractions of your orgasm are less intense and yet more satisfying, they go on longer and never quite reach the spurting peak of your male orgasm.
“Your first one?” She asks, her red eyes gazing into your eyes.
“Like that,” you say, still shocked by the sound of your voice.
“Well, there are many other ways to pleasure a woman,” she chuckles. “Let’s try a few out, what do you say?”
Her red eyes flash and you find you have no will to offer her any resistance. She takes your hand and leads you to the bed. She undresses you carefully, freeing your large breasts completely and sliding your trousers down from your round backside and your dripping cunt. Your legs seem more slender, less muscular, particularly your lower legs. Your feet are certainly daintier.
“What a lovely woman you make, Luciana,” she says and takes a step back. She motions for you to turn as she examines your newly feminine body. By the time you have turned all the way around, Izabella has finished undressing. Her breasts are pert despite their size and her dark blue areolas and the buds of her nipples are smaller than your own. A dark tuft of hair partially covers her delicate cunt. She strokes her hands slowly over your naked flesh, causing you to tremble. “Even more beautiful than the baroness. Certainly bustier. Come and join me on the bed, my girl. Let us discover the pleasures of your new flesh.”
She pulls you into her arms and kisses you again. Her lips might be cold, but her naked body against yours stokes the fire in your loins. Her fingers massage your cunt and remind you of the pleasure to be found in your clit. She lowers you onto the bed, climbing atop you, dragging the soft weight of her breasts down your body as her kiss leaves your lips. Her fingers begin to fuck into your slippery cunt, reminding you that you now have a tender hole there instead of your cock.
Her kiss arrives at your breasts and you gasp in shock as she runs her pink tongue around your thick, sensitive nipples. She looks up at you, red eyes glowing as she sucks a fat bud into her mouth and her lips pop wetly around your areola.
“Ohhhhhh, gods,” you cry, arching beneath her and grinding your pussy against her thrusting fingers. “It’s so good! How do you women stand it?”
“We don’t,” she laughs, tweaking your other nipple with her fingers. “We enjoy it.”
She squeezes your soft mounds against her face, moving back and forth and sucking on your nipples until they are both raw and glistening. Her sharp fangs poke against your soft breasts, causing little nips of pain, but never drawing blood. You cum against her fingers once again as Izabella sucks greedily at your tender teats. You scissor your supple thighs against her hand, your inner walls clutching at her thrusting fingers.
As you come down from your orgasm, you lie there panting and looking up at her with astonishment.
“I felt my like my nipples were climaxing,” you say, looking down at your reddish tips, still damp with her saliva.
“Oh, my,” giggles Izabella. “Perhaps you are a bit of a slut? Wait until you feel my tongue on your cunt!”
“That’s… ohhh, gods,” you moan as she moves between your parted legs and begins kissing your inner thighs. You cradle her silky, dark hair as she plants delicate kisses against your mound and you newly-formed folds. You hiss with hot pleasure as her kiss finds the sensitive bud of your clit. The pleasure is as if she is kissing your cock, only somehow concentrated to a tiny little pebble of pleasure that amplifies the sensation several times over.
Izabella begins to lick your clit and it is all you can do to even remember to breathe as a storm of pleasure bursts through your body from your pulsing clit. She hums with lust, sucking your clit into her mouth and teasing your slick folds with her fingers. You thrust your cunt against her pretty face, cumming twice more in short order as she lashes your clit again and again with her tongue. As you cum against her mouth, you pinch your own nipples, torturing them between your fingers and heightening your ecstasy.
“Yes,” she says, lifting her cum-smeared face from between your thighs. “You’ll do nicely. I have a need for a new thrall. Someone to hunt down interlopers for me.”
“What? No!” You cry, trying to push away from her. She is on you in an instant, leaping atop your naked body and pressing hers down to keep you pinned on the bed. She hisses as she opens her mouth wide and sinks her fangs into your neck.
Izabella takes only a taste of your blood, the hot ripple of pleasure as she sucks at your newly slender neck, and then her wrist is pressed to your lips. You cannot resist! You drink the sweet blood flowing out and feel it knot in your belly.
“You are mine now,” she purrs, pulling her wrist from your bloodstained lips. “You are a vampire thrall, balanced between life and death, vampire and human mixed. You will never be as powerful as a true vampire, but you will be far stronger than mortals. The hunger will be upon you soon and you will need to drink hot, living blood.”
“Y-yes, mistress,” you say, unable to keep the words from your mouth. You belong to Izabella!
CONTINUE >




Help her test her new potion

“This won’t hurt me, will it?” You ask, staring intently at the vial thrust into Gretchen’s ample cleavage.
“Hurt? It might hurt a little,” she says, plucking it out from between her breasts. She hands it to you and you feel the warmth of her body on the glass. “It will wear off eventually though.”
You take a deep breath, pop the stopper from the vial, and tilt the glass back to your lips. The warm liquid spills into your mouth. It is thick and both bitter and surprisingly sweet. The unusual flavor swirls over your tongue and down your throat. You swallow hard three times to clear the flavor.
“Hopefully Hina’s milk will work,” she says, giving you a jolt of surprise.
“What’s that?” You demand, but before she can answer you cry out and grab at your chest. Pain shoots through your body and your chest begins to quickly expand. Your tunic stretches over your swelling breasts and a button pops loose. You quickly tears it open completely, freeing your new, huge breasts and thick pink nipples. “Oh, gods! What is happening to me?”
You look down at your chest, squeezing your breasts in your hands. Your nipples are extremely sensitive and you cry out with pleasure as you squeeze both breasts, pressing your palms into your nipples and your fingers into the soft expanse of new titflesh.
Your trousers suddenly hurt as well and you yank them open, freeing a massively engorged cock that seems to be nearly three times the length and thickness of your normal manhood. It is crimson with engorgement and throbbing with need, precum trickling visibly from the fat apple of your new cockhead.
“Exactly as I had suspected,” says Gretchen. She reaches beneath your huge cock and cradles your massively enlarged testicles. “At least four times the size. Your milk capacity must be incredible.”
“W-what? Why did I grow tits?” You demand, shaking your mounds from side to side and watching them swing and heave.
“Quiet,” snaps Gretchen.
Even your hips and backside have changed, becoming rounder and softer, a sure sign of femininity despite your newly enormous cock. Gretchen runs her hands over your breasts, bending your thick nipples with her fingers and eliciting a hot intake of breath from you. She grasps both of your nipples at once, moving her fingers from your sensitive tips to your wider, redder areolas. She pushes against your tender mounds and you moan as milk dribbles out of your breasts.
“Why is milk coming out? What did you do to me?”
“Shhhhh,” says Gretchen furrowing her brow. She leans down, closing her eyes as if concentrating, and takes one of your fat nipples into her mouth. The warmth makes you groan with pleasure and cry out softly as you feel your milk spurting into her mouth. Your cock twitches against her leg and you know the pleasure she must feel every time her huge breasts are milked.
Gretchen pulls her lips free from your teat and smiles at you sincerely.
“The formulation works perfectly,” she says. “Your milk is sweet and perfect for my potions. I’m sure your cock is just as perfect. I have transformed you into my ultimate milk cow!”
“How long is this going to… ahhhhh!” She cuts off your words by dragging her hand over her huge erection. Your manhood throbs in her grasp and dribbles out precum that drips onto the floor.
“Wait here,” she says and hurries out of the room, leaving you to fondle your sensitive nipples and run your hand over your massive cock. By the time Gretchen returns with her modified Hina in tow, you have nearly made yourself cum from idly touching your swollen manhood. She catches you rubbing beneath your glans, precum dripping from you in a steady flow, and she snaps, “Don’t you dare waste it! Come on! It’s time for your milking!”
“You are so pretty, master,” says Hina, looking at your feminine facial features. “You make a very good girl.”
“Th-thanks,” you say as the golem and the cow girl lead you into the milking room and help you into the harness straps. Gretchen adjusts the leather straps to frame your dangling tits rather than crush them against your chest. The straps similarly snake to either side of your huge bollocks without pinching them or mashing them against your body. Your breasts, dangling through the webbing, nipples pointed almost straight down to the ground, begin to leak steadily.
“Quickly,” snaps Gretchen, “bring me the milk cups.”
Hina fetches translucent gum rubber cups with hoses at the tip of each. Gretchen switches on a second machine and air begins to whistle through the hoses attached to the cups. She lifts them up to your dangling breasts and your tender nipples are sucked towards the hoses. Droplets of milk flick out of you and spatter in the cup before she has even pressed them against your tits.
“This will be quite intense,” warns Gretchen. “But pleasurable. Try not to cum until Hina gets the milker on your cock.”
You feel Hina shifting alongside you and hear the rush of air form the glass cylinder. Gretchen seems to count down and she and Hina press the cups to your breasts and massive cock simultaneously. The suction on your breasts domes your wide areolas and draws your thick nipples so deep they touch the hose at the top of the cup. Milk begins to flow steadily out of your teats in a shocking rush of pleasure. In the same instant, you feel the rhythmic suction grab your cock and draw it into the glass cylinder. It is a tight fit, your cock stuffed into the container and the fat head of your manhood mashed against the bottom.
“AHhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhhh!” You cry, jerking in the restraints as cum bursts out of you. It flows in such a rush that it melts upwards into the cylinder, tracking any open space between ridges and in hidden valleys and filling it with milky white. Your purple cockflesh looks veined with cream as your manhood pulses again and again, firing a second time almost as soon as your first orgasm has exploded from your cock.
“Now we leave him here,” says Gretchen.
“Wait! Leave me?” You lift your head, struggling to talk but suddenly overcome with a third orgasm. You whimper as pleasure throbs through you, milk draining from your giant cock and your huge breasts in an almost equal flow.
“Yes, the potion should last about one hour,” says Gretchen. “I’ll be back with something for you to drink and eat. You’ll be quite dehydrated by the time it’s done.”
“Wait, I didn’t… OoOHhhhhhhhh!” Your eyes roll back as another orgasm interrupts your objections. Gretchen laughs and saunters out of the room, her hips swaying. Hina follows behind her. The golem’s flaccid cock dangles obscenely from her slender hips.
You are abandoned to the agonizing pleasure of the machines. Each time you are certain you cannot cum again you begin a rapid escalation to another intense orgasm. The flow of milk from your breasts diminishes gradually over time, but your cock is inconsistent. Some orgasms produce massive gushes of your seed and others, usually those immediately after a bigger orgasm, produce modest spurts that dwindle quickly.
Gretchen and Hina finally return. Gretchen carries your clothes and Hina bears a tray with cups and a pile of baked treats. You are sweating, sore from the spasms, moaning with exhausted pleasure, and nearly delirious. Gretchen lifts your head and looks into your eyes.
“You actually overflowed the reservoir for the milk of your loins, Lucas,” she says. “You should see the mess you’ve made in the other room.”
“P-please,” you croak. “Let me down.”
She switches off the machines and the cups fall from your breasts with a wet patter of spilled milk. She has to pull the cylinder from your cock. You already feel your breasts and manhood beginning to shrink. Gretchen helps you down into a chair and Hina brings over the refreshments. You drink the sweet, creamy liquid as fast as you can, quenching your intense thirst before turning on the unusual soft cookies.
“Made with my milk,” says Gretchen. “Don’t look at me like that. They have healing properties.”
It is true, as your body returns to its masculine normal, you also feel your vigor being restored. Even the red lines from where the glass cylinder bit into your cock are disappearing quickly.
“You are a good helper, Lucas,” she says. “I should have my new formula perfected by the time you go on your next adventure.”
“R-right,” you say as the big cow girl helps you to your feet. “Thanks? I guess?”
“You are welcome,” she says, handing you over to her modified Hina. The Hina leads you out of the barn where you are met by the guide Hina. The two golems exchange a smile and a slight nod. You stumble out into the daylight.
“Did you have a pleasant visit with Gretchen?” The guide Hina asks.
“It was, uh, draining,” you say.
“Your fluid levels seem acceptable,” she says. “Where would you like to go now, master?”




What do you do?
It is time to return to the real world
Visit with Izabella the Vampiress
Visit with Morelle the Novice Succubus
Visit with Oola the Slime Girl
Get more training from Theora the Angel of Veleda
Spend some time with Hina the Golem Girl




Her ass triumphs over your willpower

The sight alone of Anja’s plump rear devouring your cock is nearly enough to make you spill your seed, but it is the silky clench of her arse as it swallows your throbbing manhood with every stroke that finally pushes you to the edge. Rather than feel the agony of her hand squeezing your stones again, you cry out, “Yes, I’ll tell you! Please!”
“Mmmmmmm, I knew you would not be able to resist this arse,” she laughs, wiggling her hips. She sheaths every inch of your maleness in her plump posterior and gives your root a squeeze with her ring of muscles. Her back arched and her weight against your lap, Anja gazes at you over her shoulder, her eyes glowing red. “Now then, Lucas, tell me all about your friend at the tavern.”
It all comes out in a rush of desperation, “Theora, an angel of Veleda! And I’m a hero chosen by Veleda to fight monsters! We’ve come to defeat the vampiress!”
“What about her weaknesses?” Anja asks sweetly, her bottom sliding up your cock and back down again.
“She… Veleda’s magic is weak here in the Nightlands,” you stammer, watching Anja’s pinkish blue asshole stretch and flex around your cock. “Maybe Theora is weak as well.”
“Mmmmm, good boy, I knew you’d coma around,” laughs Anja. “We’ll deal with her in time. For now… let’s finish what we started.”
Her hips work vigorously, her plump ass bouncing in your lap and slapping against your thighs. Her puckered hole massages your cock with the deftness of a woman who has had a fair few men buried up her bum. You try not to think about that or consider how you just sold Theora for an orgasm. Instead, you let yourself go with the pleasure, her ass stroking atop you and drawing you towards the edge of your release.
“No point holding back down,” purrs Anja, brushing a lock of hair from her face. “Go on then, love. Have a good one up my arse. I’ll squeeze you dry.”
“Ohhhhhh, yes,” you cry, trying to thrust but restrained by the ropes. “Ohhhh, gods, I’m close.”
“That’s it,” she laughs, “just focus on those jiggling cheeks, love. Give it to me. Give me allllll that hot, sticky spunk.”
You can do little other than obey her. Your pleasure rises volcanically to your swelling cock. She laughs as she feels it, pounding her fat ass back against your cock so roughly that the chair creaks with every impact. You let out a whimpering cry as your pleasure surges. The rush of ecstasy as she rides her ass back onto your cock gives way to the hot throbbing explosion as your cum spurts deep into Anja’s silky depths. Her stretched pucker squeezes as if she is milking your cock and your shaft becomes coated with foamy white seed.
“Ohhhh, Lucas, what a good boy you are,” she says, gently riding her ass to the tip of your cock and letting your cockhead pop free. You watch a trickle of your cum drip from her sphincter as it clenches shut. She turns, a cruel smile on her face. “Now then, it is time to finish up with you.”
“Wait,” you say, “please, I can give you more information, I know—“
She ignores you, bares her fangs, and lunges for your neck. The sharp pain of her teeth piercing your flesh is accompanied by the hot gush of your blood into her mouth. It trickles down your chest, staining your shirt. The pain gives way to pleasurable warmth as Anja sucks and slurps loudly at your neck. You moan incoherently as she drinks your lifeblood. Darkness swiftly closes in around you until all you can hear is the distant sound of her sucking out the last of your blood and the final, feeble thumping of your heart.
Then all is darkness and cold.
CONTINUE >




Take Theora roughly

You lift Theora’s weight from atop you without hesitation, your farm boy muscles rippling beneath your tunic and your strength seemingly enhanced by your raging lust. Theora cries out in surprise, her feathered wings snapping open and nearly knocking the basin of water off the nearby table. You rise to your feet and flip her shapely body in your arms, slamming her roughly down on her back on the bed.
“Lucas! What has come over you?!” She cries out in surprise..
You laugh that she would toss you across the room without a second thought, but you throw her onto the bed and it is shocking to her. You fall upon her, your full weight driving her down onto the bed as she tries to sit up. You kiss her once more, but this time you are dominantly atop her, pinning her wrists to the bed and smothering her lips with a kiss. You plunge your tongue into her hot, sweet mouth. Her tongue meets yours in a torrid duel and she cries out in shock and pleasure. She squirms beneath you, twisting her hips and pushing back against your hands as if she means to escape.
“You’re not fooling me,” you laugh between kisses. “You’re stronger than me. You could toss me aside if you wanted.”
“How dare you pin me to this shabby bed!” She cries, apparently ignoring the truth of your accusation.
“Oh, you’d rather be pinned to a princess’s bed?”
You bend your head to her breasts, running your tongue over her fat nipples and engulfing the areola of her right breast in your mouth. You look into her silvery blue eyes as you suck at her soft mound.  She suddenly twists her hips, popping her nipple from your mouth, turning aside to escape your hands. She rolls onto her stomach, her breasts out of reach, but her ample ass and gold-thatched pussy now completely at your mercy from behind.
“Ah-ha! Looking to be punished?” You laugh and swat her ass with both hands.
“No!” Theora cries, wiggling her hips and her ample ass. “How dare you?!”
You spank her repeatedly with your sword hand. The smacks of your palm against her soft bottom crack loudly in the room and send gratifying ripples through her plush cheeks. She whimpers and whines as your hand prints mark her creamy bottom. You spread her ass, exposing the pink clench of her anus, and you spit into her crack and smear the saliva over her pucker with your fingers.
You slip the fingers of one hand into the hot sleeve of her cunt and more gently probe two fingers of the other into the tight squeeze of her anus. She cries out into the bedding, raising her hips even more to offer her holes to your fingers. You plunge your digits up Theora’s hot ass and into the silky squeeze of her pussy, fucking her with fingers from both hands simultaneously.
“Brute!” She cries as you pump your fingers in and out of both holes. “You naughty little bandit!”
“Sneaking in at night to stuff my fingers in your wet cunt?” You growl. “Up your self-righteous ass? Oh, but you love it, Theora! I can see that!”
“Mmmmmm!” She pinches her lips together to keep from making more noise, pushing back against your thrusting fingers.
“How about three for each?” You tease, pushing a third finger into her cunt and working a third into her ass. It is a tight fit and she howls as you force the third up her backside. Theora’s complaints turn to whimpers of pleasure once those three fingers are stretching her little pucker and fucking in and out. She kicks her legs and you can her toes curl with pleasure.
“MMMmmmmmm!” She buries her face deep into the bed and wails her ecstasy. There is no mistaking her orgasm, as she bucks her hips and her plundered holes ripple with the contractions of her climax. You pull your fingers out at the seeming peak of her pleasure and she cries out in dismay.
Before Theora can do much more than that, you grab her hips and slam your twitching cock deep into her pussy. You sheath every inch of your sword in her fluttering fucktunnel and pin her down into the bed with the weight of your body. Her stretched asshole gapes for a moment before squeezing closed. You fuck her pussy hard, feeling those contractions rippling along your length. Her velvety sweet pussy feels incredible and she pushes back on your cock, riding it eagerly.
“You cockslut!” You laugh and lean over her to grab hold of her wings.
“Impudent farm boy!” She cries, looking back at you as you use her wings for leverage.
“Squeeze my cock with that tight cunt,” you growl, slamming your hips against her ample ass. She pushes up onto her hands and knees and her plump tits swing with every slapping impact of your body against hers.
“Goddess! I’m cumming again!” She wails, tossing her golden hair as you ram your cock deep into her clutching cunt. Her tender cunt squeezes around you, drawing you towards the brink as she pants with pleasure and her big, soft breasts bounce with every savage stroke.
“I am going to fill you up with cream!” You shout, making the bed groan and thump with the force of your rutting. “Beg for it!”
“Yes! Please, cum inside me!” She cries, her usual stoicism submitting to the pleasure you are pounding into her pussy.
“How can I deny your wish?” You laugh, feeling your cock surge in her glorious gutter. You flood it with a roar of pleasure, fingers sinking into her soft assflesh and your seed painting her inner walls in mighty pumps. You slow your strokes, savoring the hot slickness of her cum-basted channel. Pulling out slowly, you smack your cream-smeared cock on her ass and tease it up her crack, leaving milky smudges on her pink knot.
“Oh, Lucas,” she whimpers.
“That should let me get some sleep,” you say, smacking her ass. “Goodnight, angel slut.”
You rise from the bed, pulling up your trousers and stuffing her cock inside. You take one last look at her, still on her hands and knees, ass still raised submissively. You momentarily consider fucking her again. How long before she comes to her senses? Better to be back in the safety of your room rather than tossed out a second floor window by the raging angel.
The darkened hallway beckons. You return to your room and sink down onto your bed, an exhausted grin on your face.
CONTINUE >




Flirt with Rianna the bar wench

You glance around at the various patrons of The Warm Crust. A bunch of poor farmers and ale-addled old men hardly seem like pleasant company for the evening. Rianna, on the other hand, catches your eye with each flourish of her peasant skirt, each bounce of her ample bust, and each sweet smile. She makes eye contact with you and winks as she serves a tray of ciders to a nearby table.
Better to ask her a few questions and maybe make a friend, you decide. You enjoy the sight of her flirting with the men and even being groped by one of them before she swats his hand out from under her skirt. She is a skilled bar wench, quick with the drinks, and not taking anything too personally. Her smile seems enough to ward off any anger from the men she refuses.
You do notice a curious, whispered exchange between Rianna and a fat lout near the back of the tavern. It seems to go poorly and he grabs for her and tries to pull her into his lap. She pokes him hard under his arm with her finger. He yelps, winces in pain, and lets her go.
“She can handle herself,” you murmur appreciatively.
She catches you watching her and comes over to your table, hips swinging and bust bouncing enticingly. She brushes a lock of crimson hair from her freckled face and leans over, giving you a good look down her bodice.
“Well then, dear, what can I get fer ya now? More cider? Somethin’ else?” She bites her plump lower lip as if offering something not chalked on the tavern’s menu.
“Ah, well, I was hoping a bit of conversation,” you say. “Share a drink with me? I am new to Ulvenblad and could use some information.”
“Well, a bit o’ chatter, sure,” she says, sitting sideways on the chair next to you.
Trying not to look too intently at her cleavage, you ask her, “What can you tell me about that big castle?”
“Hmmm?” She seems unhappy with your question. “Well, the baroness lives up there, don’t she?”
“Baroness?”
“Yeah, right,” she says. She affects a royal air and says, “The Baroness Lydia Carminus. Some fancy tart from far away. Nice enough, I reckon, came to marry the baron. He got sick and died. Not even that witch she brought here could help him.”
“The witch?” You ask.
“Izabella. Yeah, awful woman, you ask me. Pretty as a harvest maid, mind you, but not a good side to her.” She leans towards you, her breasts so close to bursting from her bodice that you can see the edge of her pink areolas. She lowers her voice, “Shacked up in the castle with the baroness. Some says, not me mind, but some, that she is the real ruler up in that castle.”
“Are you afraid of her?” You ask, your voice lowered to match hers.
“Well, naw, not afraid,” she says. “Jus’ don’t want to go missin’ like some girls or come back, you know, a bit different.”
“Different? How do you mean?”
“Like the only thing matters to ‘em is that witch, Izabella. And they’d bed down with ‘bout anybody.” She smiles at you and rests her hands over yours. “Not like me. I’m very particular about who I bed down with.”
“The, uh, are you?” You ask, your face going hot.
“Well, I’m not a modest girl,” she says, leaning closer and nearly pressing her lips to your ear. “A kind words and the right coin will by my company for the evenin’. That somethin’ you’d like?”
Your cock stiffens at the thought of a roll in a bed with Rianna. You’re certainly not above spending coin for a woman’s company. You have done it before.
“I’m certainly, uh, interested,” you say, looking her over and feeling your face grow hotter. “What sort of services do you offer?”
“Oh, all sorts,” she says, stroking your arm with one hand and moving her other hand to your knee. “I assure ya, it’ll be a night to remember. Handsome boy like you. I’ll wear ya out.”
You swallow hard. Judging by the way she is looking at you, Rianna is probably a skilled whore. That would explain her failed negotiation with the fat man earlier.
“Right, how much?” You inquire.
“Let’s say eight silvers,” she says.
“Most of what I have,” you note. “After the rooms and the ciders.”
“But ya have that much,” she says, eyeing your coinpurse. You look up and notice Terrance, the burly innkeeper, glancing your way.
“Does, um, your father know you engage in such activity?” You ask, nodding towards the innkeeper behind the bar.
“Terrance?” She laughs. “He takes a cut o’ me earnins, dear. And if tweren’t any, well, pap might take it out in trade.”
Your eyes bulge. “Your own father?”
“Well, ma is in the ground, eh? Not as if he put a tot in me. He always pulls it out or more often gives me  drink.” She shakes her head. “Don’t go down easy, mind. Have to have a sip o’ the strong stuff after that.”
You shake your head. Of course, you have heard tell of such things, of lonely fathers bedding their daughters or widowed mothers their sons, but to admit to this so brazenly is shocking. Rianna smiles at you as if nothing at all is amiss. Perhaps in this dark place, within the cursed borders of the Nightlands, such perversion is not so unusual at all.
“Clearin’ out for the night,” observes Rianna, glancing around at the other tables. “I’ll take last orders. You make up yer mind on how you’ll be spendin’ the rest o’ your evenin’.”
She strokes her hand over your lap, giving your bulging cock a squeeze before rising from your table to attend to the other patrons. Your gaze flicks from her swinging hips over to the bar. Terrance is staring right at you as he wipes a bowl clean with a rag. He smiles slightly as if he knows exactly what you were saying to his daughter.
It isn’t long before the last customers clear out and Rianna returns, untying her apron and hanging it over the back of the chair across from you.
“Ah, me feet is killin’ me,” she groans, sitting down at the table. “Mind givin’ them a rub?”
“Uh, okay,” you say as she kicks off her shoes. The balls of her feet are red and her heels callused from a hard life of being on her feet. You massage her arches and her toes and she groans with relief.
“Ooh, that’s good,” she groans. “So, ye made up yer mind? Want some company?”
You look from her feet in your lap up her creamy white legs. She leans forward a bit, her bust straining at her bodice, a naughty smile playing at her full lips. She sweeps a lock of scarlet hair from her flushed face and her eyes sparkle. Your cock twitches in your trousers.




What do you do?
Politely refuse her company
Pay Rianna to warm your bed tonight





Veleda rescues you from death by vampire

Warmth returns to you in an all-encompassing ray of golden light. You feel yourself falling upwards and settling onto a cool stone floor. Your eyes slowly open to the beautiful grand hall of Veleda’s heavenly temple. The goddess emerges from an endless colonnade, her wings spread wide as she floats several feet above the ground. She is more beautiful even than Theora, her eyes glowing with golden power and her golden hair draping her breasts. Her flimsy gown reminds you of the garment Theora usually chooses to wear.
“Goddess,” you try to say, but your mouth is too dry to form words. Your limbs are shriveled and your lips are cracked. Your heart does not beat in your chest.
She floats down until her feet brush against the endless white tiles and she towers above you like a colossus. She folds her wings slowly against her back.
“Lucas LeBlanc,” she says. Your name on her lips sends crackling ecstasy through the pathways of your mind. You would writhe and moan with pleasure if you could move at all. “You should not be here yet, Lucas. You have fallen to a foe that was not even powerful enough for me to notice.”
I’m sorry, you think and wish desperately to wail in your endless shame.
“I know you are, child,” she says and scoops you up in her huge hands. She lifts your withered body to her face and your head lolls uselessly on your lifeless neck. “The servant of the vampiress has taken your essence and your mortal humors. I must give you the kiss of life.”
Her mouth is nearly big enough to swallow your head, but she kisses you gently on your lips and you feel her holy magic flowing into your desiccated flesh. Your limbs return to youthful vigor, your eyes are damp again, and saliva flows into your mouth. You shudder with the pleasure of her kiss and ejaculate into the palm of the goddess’s gentle hand.
“Oh, Lucas,” she says, looking down at the mess you’ve made.
“I’m sorry,” you moan weakly.
“You are only a human,” she says. “Your desires rule your bodies.”
She sets you back onto the floor and you crawl to your knees, bowing your head low to her in subservience.
“I will place you in your bed, Lucas,” she says. “Time will pass. A new day will arrive. You will avoid the danger that ensnared you before. Do you understand?”
“Yes, thank you, my goddess,” you moan, unable to look upon her beauty.
“Good,” says the goddess, reaching a huge hand out and covering the top of your head. “Defeat the darkness for me, Lucas. Restore my light to the lands.”
“Y-yes,” you say, tears beginning to well in your eyes. “Thank you, Veleda. I… I…”
“Shhhhh,” she hisses. Her eyes glow brightly and that glow seems to wash over your body. Everything is white and warm and incandescent. You have a momentary sensation as if you are falling.
“Ahhhhh!” You cry and sit bolt upright in bed. You are back in your bed at the inn. A wan gray light streams through the window. This is what passes for daylight in the Nightlands.
You are alive! For the time being…
CONTINUE >




Serving the vampiress as a vampire thrall

You hear the carriage approaching down the misty road and you shift your cloak to reveal a bit more of your creamy décolletage. Your knee high boots and your long legs are revealed beneath your split-sided gown. The carriage emerges, its lantern light painting shadows and gold across your voluptuous body. For a moment you think they are going to pass you by and then you make eye contact with the mustached merchant riding within the carriage. He calls out for the driver to stop and the horses stop their clattering, the carriage creaking to a halt behind them.
“Everythin’ awright, miss?” The carriage driver calls down from the running boards. You notice the powder gun that rests across his lap.
“Oh, yes, now that you’ve stopped,” you call out. “I don’t suppose you are heading to Ulvenblad? I desperately need a ride. My father warned me there are dangerous men and beasts on the roads at night.”
“’Tis true,” calls the merchant from the window. “Please, miss, join me in my carriage. We are on our way through the Nightlands, but we can surely make a stop in Ulvenblad to see you there safely.”
“Oh, thank you, sir,” you cry with delight.
The carriage door opens and the rather portly merchant helps you inside, his eyes practically bulging out of his head as he takes in your curves peeking out from beneath your carefully arranged cloak. You take your seat across from him, casually uncrossing your legs so he can see the taut gusset of your panties. He seems entranced by what he sees. You catch him staring up your creamy thighs and you smile at him seductively.
“T-to Ulvenblad,” he stammers, thumping a walking cane on the roof of the carriage. The horses begin to move and the carriage sways into motion behind them. The merchant looks at you, “Allow me to introduce myself. My name is Timov. I hail from Elzeheim and trade manufactured goods to the spice sellers of Prinzent. I take the spice back to Lorraine and trade for more manufactured goods.”
“Oh, very clever,” you say, feigning delight. “You must be a very wealthy and very powerful man. Do you travel elsewhere?”
“Oh, yes,” he says with a grand gesture. “Wherever profit takes me. I travel the world. You know, I could use a traveling companion. A beautiful young woman such as yourself might be just the sort of, um, company I would like to keep.”
“Mmmmm, really?” You ask, biting your plump lower lip.
“Yes, my girl,” he chuckles. “What is your name?”
“Luciana,” you say.
“Come and sit with me, Luciana,” he says, gesturing towards his lap.
You smile sweetly as you climb across the moving carriage and settle your shapely bottom into his lap. He begins kissing you and fondling your breasts roughly almost immediately. You giggle with delight as he slips a hand under your cloak and begins fumbling between your thighs. All the while, your gaze is focused on the steady, rhythmic throbbing of his jugular in his neck. You can smell the blood within him.
As his fingers press into your slick cunt, you begin to kiss his neck.
Not more than an hour later, you slip into the castle by a servant’s door and descend to the crypt. Your belly is full of blood and the carriage is now resting in the courtyard.
“You have returned,” notes Izabella, rising from a writing desk. “I was just composing my list of demands for the Count of Enzelvanya.”
“Do you think he will fight us?” You ask.
“Did you get the shipment of powder guns?” Izabella asks.
“Yes, mistress,” you say and kneel before her beauty. “I’m afraid my hunger got the best of me and I devoured the merchant. I was able to enthrall his driver though and I believe he will be able to return with another shipment.”
“Good, good,” says the vampiress, stroking your short, boyish hair. Since becoming a vampire, your body does not change. You are forever stuck as a voluptuous woman, beautiful, but with short hair. “Anything else for me?”
“Yes, mistress,” you say, reaching into a pouch on your belt and taking out the velvet-covered box. “The merchant intended to propose to a woman in Prinzet. The daughter of a spice merchant. This was the bloodstone ring he intended for her.”
You open the box and show her the ring, faintly glowing with natural magic. It is an extremely valuable piece of jewelry.
“Oh, yes, how lovely,” says Izabella, sliding the ring onto her finger. She turns her attention back to you and motions you to your feet. “Well, you have equipped my human thralls with powder guns and given me a lovely ring as a gift. I suppose you deserve some sort of reward?”
“Serving you is reward enough,” you say.
“Oh, is it?” She softly murmurs, sliding the cloak from your shoulders and revealing your plump breasts straining the low-cut bodice. “I cannot interest you with, mmmm, a bit of reciprocation?”
Before you can answer, Izabella presses a passionate kiss to your lips and gently cups one of your breasts. Your mouth yields to her in an instant as her tongue thrusts hungrily over your tongue. She fondles your soft breast, plucking at your stiffening nipple through your bodice.
“Mmmmmm,” you moan against her lips, submitting to her lust and feeling your own desire begin to burn within your cold body. With a yank, she tears your gown open, freeing your breasts. She mauls your plush mounds in both her hands and kisses her way down your neck to your plump nipples. She sucks and licks them, eliciting a cry of pleasure as she teases them with her fangs. You hiss and bare your own fangs.
Izabella’s hand presses between your thighs, her fingers so much more delicate and lovely than that fumbling merchant in the carriage.
“You still grow warm when you feel desire,” she chuckles, lashing your tender tits with her tongue. “The blush of life is still upon your face.”
“It is all the blood,” you say, embarrassed not to be completely cold and perfect like your mistress. Your shame is forgotten as she tosses you into the bed and tears your gown away completely. She descends upon your trembling mound and begins to lick your cunt. Only a few short weeks ago you could not have imagined such a thing, with your disgusting maleness, but now as a female you know the true pleasure of a woman’s touch.
“Nnnnnnnnhhnn,” she murmurs, vibrating into your cunt, her tongue flicking your bud. Her fangs graze your tender folds and you yelp with anticipation. She does not bite, however. She clamps her mouth over your clit and begins to suck as she fucks three fingers into your tight channel. You wail with pleasure, arching on the bed, squeezing your shapely thighs around her head.
Lost at the height of your pleasure, you barely hear the door open into the salon. The four men rush into the salon and before you have a chance to even scream they are upon you, driving a sharpened stake into your breast as another man attacks Izabella with a sword.
“We are sent by the Theora and in the name of Veleda! Die, fiends!” One man bellows as you feel your life force draining. “You must be eradicated!”
You smile dimly as Izabella tears the head off one man, showering your naked, withering body in blood. It is too late for you, but Izabella’s killing has only just begun.
You gasp a final time as your body begins to crumble into dust.
CONTINUE >




Saved from your demise at the fangs of the vampiress

A warm glow surrounds you. A soft voice, almost musical, reaches out to your ears and sends a tremor through your warming body.
“Lucas,” the softly musical woman’s voice seems to sing. “Luuuuucas.”
You open your eyes slowly and realize you are resting upon a field of green grass. The cloudless sky is blue and although you are at the feet of a giantess, you are not in her shadow for she radiates light. Her smile fills you with love and her kind eyes glow with golden purity.
“Veleda,” you croak.
“Yes, Lucas,” she says, running a massive hand gently over your body. You feel your strength being restored at her touch and you moan in holy ecstasy. She picks you up to your feet and you are wearing your clothing from before you succumbed to Izabella.
“I-I failed you!” You cry out in desperation, your voice hoarse and your face burning with shame.
“Yes,” she says, her smile never fading. “But the vampiress was a powerful foe. Even with all that Theora has taught you, all the power I can lend you, this was a difficult battle. You may have failed, but I know you will learn and grow and succeed.”
You look around you and realize you are standing on upon a rolling green landscape dotted with wildflowers here and there. Numerous angelic figures walk along the hills, some leading other mortals and some alone or in pairs with one another. They all seem happy and the humans with them seem happy.
“C-could I stay here?” You ask, feeling the draw of the other humans. You envy their blissful state.
“Not yet, Lucas,” she says. “Someday, if you serve goodness, I will lift you up to live among all my children.”
You realize you are weeping and you wipe the tears from your eyes. The goddess gives you a sympathetic frown and lifts you into her arms. She squeezes your body against her massive breasts, the warmth of her body soothing you through her silky gown. You are ashamed that her loveliness stiffens your manhood.
“Oh, I think you are enjoying this a bit too much,” she giggles and your face burns with fresh shame. “Farewell, Lucas. May you be strong in the face of evil.”
She lets you slip from her embrace. You cry out, falling from the height of her bosom, plummeting towards the grass ground. It parts beneath you and you fall through clouds and light, plunging through gloom and down into the darkness of the crypts beneath Castle Ulvenblad.
You stand facing the vampiress, holding the Holy Sword of Veleda in your hands as you stare with determination at the savage beauty of Izabella. Your guts twist in fear. She stole your life with her hateful hunger… but she doesn’t know it. Time has turned back and you have another chance to defeat her.
“What are you waiting for, Lucas?” She sneers, her red eyes flashing.
“The right opportunity to strike you down, blood-sucking harlot!” You shout, swiping your sword to keep her at bay. “Your evil ends now.”
“I doubt that, little warrior,” she laughs, baring her fangs as she glides towards you. “But if you are lucky, maybe I will decide to keep you around as a pet.”




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





Ask her to ride atop your hard cock

You don’t want to be parted from the smothering softness of Rianna’s lovely tits, but your cock is twitching with need. You give her closest nipple a kiss and then pull your head back from the barmaid’s lovely chest.
“What is it, love?” She asks, looking down at you over her gently heaving mounds. “Made up yer mind?”
“Y-yes,” you say, running your hands over her soft breasts. “I want you to ride my cock.”
“Oh, is that it? Make me do all the work?” She winks at you to let you know she is joking. “I know how it is with you lads. You get one feel of my girls and you can’t imagine life without ‘em. Alright, then, love. Let’s see here…”
She grips your cock in one hand, stroking it through the flap of your night shorts as she lifts her weight and carefully settles herself astride your hips. You feel a soft brush of her panties and then she drags those aside and lowers her hairless cunt onto your cock.
“Ooh, that’s a nice one,” she says, rubbing her bare pussy against your hard tip. You feel her juices slick your manhood, dripping down your shaft as she plays her velvety folds against your cock.
Your hands squeeze into the softness of her breasts, her creamy flesh pressing between your fingers and her fat nipples against your palms.
She sweeps a lock of scarlet hair from her face, looking down at you as she asks, “Ya ready, love?”
“Mmmm please,” you moan, playing with her thick nipples.
“Here we… ooohhhhhh… are!” She moans as she sinks down onto your cock. Her slippery, soft pussy swallows you up as she rides down to the root of your cock and grinds her shorn cunt against your groin. You squeeze her breasts tighter as the slippery pleasure rides around your cock, hot and wet and sliding back up and back down again. Her weight bounces atop you, her soft ass slapping down as she begins to ride you in earnest.
“Oh my gods,” you moan, looking up at her loveliness as her breasts heave and her hips work. Her velvet cunt squeezes around your straining shaft. Her depth press soft as silk against the head of your cock.
“Ohhh, ya like that? Let me put a bit o’ twist on it,” she says, shaking her hips and rolling them with practiced ease.
Rianna is not particularly tight and her weight is heavy against your hips, but she moves with the lightness and skill of a true whore. She even reaches a hand down beneath her bouncing ass and massages your bollocks as she works atop your cock. Her bouncing breasts and flushed face are beautiful, her nipples drawing you to sit up and lash them with your tongue.
“Ohhhhh suck ‘em if you like,” she moans, cradling you against her chest as she ride her pussy up and down your cock. You lose yourself in the smothering sweetness of her tits, your pleasure rising in your cock as you kiss, lick, and even suck at her fat nipples. You latch to her right breast and fondle her left as your tension builds.
“Mmmmmm!” You cry against her breasts.
“That’s it, love,” she says. “Let it all out. Let it out for me.”
“Mmmhmmm!” You reply, sucking hard at her nipple as you feel your balls go tight and your cock surge inside her.
She lifts off you suddenly and grabs hold of your wet cock. She wanks you forcefully against her bare mound and belly. You explode in her grasp, leaning into her tits and crying out loudly as your cum spurts against her cuntlips and over her mound. She milks you deftly with her hand, squeezing out every drop and grinding her pussy against your balls.
“Aw, now that’s a proper mess,” she laughs, looking down at your cum webbing her fingers and smearing all over her belly and cunt. She rises from you carefully, fetching a washcloth to wipe herself and her skirt and panties clean and then washing your cock and balls. You jerk from the over-sensitivity of your cock. She coos, “Oh, sorry, love, I’ll be gentle.”
“Why did you, I mean, pull it out at the end there?”
“Bad timing for me, love,” she says, tucking your deflated cock back into your night shorts. “Let you cum inside and I’d be likely to have a baby. Can’t go gettin’ knocked up.”
“Oh, right,” you say, used to having sex with monster girls without apparent consequence. Other than occasionally dying.
“Well, if you have enough coins,” she says. “Maybe tomorrow I’d be willin’ to let you cum inside. But it’ll be twice as much.”
“Um, I don’t know if…”
“Think about it,” she says, lacing up her bodice. She gives you a kiss on the lips, short and sweet, before departing from your room into the darkened hallway.
Alone in the room, you sigh and snuff out the bedside candle. You sink back onto the bed, satisfied and exhausted, and sleep comes quickly.
CONTINUE >




Let her pleasure you with her breasts

Izabella offering up her luscious blue-gray breasts is an enticement you cannot refuse. Your cock twitches and you shift it in your straining trousers. Her red-eyed gaze flicks to the movement and she wets her lips.
“Do not fight it, Lucas,” she purrs. “Let me atone for my sins. Thrust your cock between my breasts.”
“Goddess preserve me,” you murmur, sheathing your sword to unbuckle your belt and unbutton your trousers. Your hard cock bounces free from your under shorts and Izabella looks on with delight. She grasps your fleshy sword without hesitation, her hand cool and soft as she squeezes you tightly.
“Thank you for granting me my one wish,” she says, dripping more saliva from her tongue all over the head of your cock. You groan with pleasure as she leans forward, wrapping your cock in her soft breasts and squeezing you tightly. Your manhood is just long enough to protrude through her cleavage as she begins to wank your crimson cockmeat. The sensation of her breasts, cool like silken pillows crushing your cock, is nearly enough to make you cum.
“Oh, goddess,” you moan, bracing yourself with one hand on a post of her bed.
“Fuck them,” she says, lashing your cockhead with her nimble tongue. “I know you want to.”
“Y-yes,” you moan, thrusting your hips and sliding your cock between her squeezing, spit-lubed cleavage. She licks you each time your crimson cockhead pops from between her breasts, the redness of your manhood a sharp contrast to the pale blue of her mounds.
“Ohhhh, that’s it,” she says, leaning her shoulders back to make it easier for you to thrust between her tits. “The heat builds with every stroke. Like a fire inside you.”
“Those breasts… they’re going to make me cum,” you groan, thrusting faster and make her squeezed tits shudder with each stroke.
“Yessssss,” hisses the vampiress. “Spill your seed for me, Lucas. Coat me with your warmth.”
You stop thinking about the danger she represents or even what she is doing and focus intently on your cock sliding between her plush mounds. You fuck her tits faster and faster, holding her head and tucking her chin against her chest, forcing your cock to collide with her lips and lashing tongue with every stroke. The pressure of your orgasm builds. You breathe heavily, single-mindedly on the purpose of your pleasure, slamming your cock into her breasts.
“Ahhhhhhh!” You roar with pleasure, your hips squeezing against her breasts and your cock pushing into her mouth as you begin to cum. She sucks you hungrily, slurping around your cock as you pulse your load over her tongue and down her throat. She moans around you and drains your cock, leaving you woozy and weak-kneed.
“You came in my mouth, Lucas,” she giggles. “I thought you were going to warm my breasts, not my belly. But now that I’ve had a taste… I want more.”
“More?” You gasp, still catching your breath.
She licks her way down your cock to your balls and begins licking and sucking them as her hand gently massages your cock. You barely lose your hardness under her expert ministrations. Her tongue roams from your bollocks to your thigh. She plants a cool, wet kiss there. You feel her fangs tease against you.
“What are you… AHHHH!” You cry out in pain as her fangs sink into your inner thigh. You try to push her away but she is clamped tightly to you, her arms wrapped like iron bands around your back. The hot gush of blood into her mouth is accompanied by a rush of pleasure. You moan as she slurps at the blood, drinking you greedily as your legs give out and you sink to the floor. She follows you down, latched to your thigh, drinking you until your heart is straining weakly.
“N-no,” you gasp. “I beat you…”
“Mmmmmmmm,” she murmurs against your thigh.
Darkness and cold closes in around you as the vampiress finishes her meal.
CONTINUE >




Visit with Izabella the vampiress

“I would like to see our new guest,” you say.
“Very well, master,” says Hina, bowing slightly and setting off through the palace for the crypts. You are familiar with the dungeon area of the castle, but a heavy iron door opens to a colder, mustier area that stretches onto an even lower level. A miasma of fog clings to the floor and ancient, moldering bones cover the ossuary shelves.
“Who are all these dead people?” You wonder.
Hina walks over to a nearby skeleton and lifts the skull. A few scraps of dusty hair cling to the skull.
“This is Penotra Belan-Kreuz,” says the golem. “She was the 19th Hero of a Thousand Lives and battled back the horde of Agomongus the king of the orcs. She mated with six hundred goblins.”
“Yikes,” you say.
“She was incredible,” says Hina, returning the skull to the shelf. “She was mistress of this castle for six years during her struggle against Agomongus.”
“So, um, you’re saying my bones are going to end up here?” You say, following Hina deeper into the crypt.
“You are welcome to remain here when you are dead,” says Hina. “It would be my pleasure to care for your skeleton, master.”
“Uh… thanks?” You follow the cheery golem down another flight of stairs, into a chamber illuminated only by the blue glow of her eyes. She steps to a red door and then stands aside.
“Through this door, master,” says Hina.
“Uh, any idea what mood she is in?” You ask, feeling nervous about facing Izabella now that you have beaten her.
“She was very insistent that the room was in a particular order,” says Hina. “She is a woman that knows what she wants.”
That sounds like Izabella. You knock weakly on the door and it creaks open. You are surprised to be greeted by another Hina on the other side. This one is different, with glassy red eyes, red hair, and a black gown over her porcelain body.
“Hello, master,” she says. “Welcome to Mistress Izabella’s quarters.”
She holds the door open for you as you wander into the gothic grandeur of Izabella’s lair. The ceilings are arched, sconces brass, and furniture upholstered in red velvet. It takes the style of her room in the crypt beneath Castle Ulvenblad. Your boots thump against the mosaic tiles on the floor that depict some occult blood-letting ceremony with a bound man as the victim of a coven of witches and the knife-wielding high priestess bears an uncanny resemblance to Izabella.
“That’s me,” you realize, looking down at the mosaic image of the man tied to the altar with his heart cut out.
“Yes, it is,” says Izabella from across the room. She floats out from her huge bed like a ghost, her billowing red gown fluttering around her blue flesh. “A little dream I have to one day repay you for your… generosity.”
“Um, I only did what I had to do,” you say, taking a step back and walking into the red-eyed Hina. She steadies you with a hand on each of your shoulders. Those hands also seem to be holding you in place as the vampiress glides closer.
If anything, Izabella’s beauty has increased since being banished to the Crystal Sanctum. Her silky black hair is loose against her bare shoulders, stirred by unseen currents as she glides to within reach of you. Her slender arms are completely bare and her red gown shifts and billows around her body, revealing her voluptuous contours one moment and hiding her body’s shape the next. You cannot avoid looking from her ample cleavage up to her glowing red eyes.
“Um, hello,” you say, smiling nervously as she presses her hands against your chest and glides so close that her lips are almost touching yours.
“So, have you come to gloat over me?” She purrs, letting her breasts mash against your chest. “Come to punish me for all the baaaaad things I did?”
“You murdered people,” you say.
“For centuries,” she says. “And then you imprisoned me in your sword. You have no idea how angry that makes me. How much I want to… mmmmmmm… tear your cock off. Or claws out your eyes.”
“Oh, gods,” you moan as Izabella’s hand grasps your manhood through your trousers.
“But I can’t do those things,” she says. “In fact, I feel some unwanted attraction to you. Like you are my… master?”
“N-no, I’m not your master,” you say, nervous with the idea of being her master.
“He is our master,” say the red-eyed Hina.
“No avoiding it now, Lucas,” she says, unbuttoning your trousers and reaching inside. “I am your responsibility from here on out.”
“Gods,” you moan, looking down and watching as her pale blue hand wraps around your stiffening cock. Her soft mounds jiggle with each pump of her hand over your rigid shaft, her soft, cool fingers stroking your sensitive tip.
“Do you like that, master?” She ask, her voice oozing with venomous sensuality. Her hand squeezes around you more tightly, pumping even more vigorously as your cock begins to leak precum.
“N-not… ohhhh… not your master,” you moan.
“But you’re such a big, strong warrior,” she purrs, rubbing her body against you as she wanks your cock in her silky hand. “You might throw me on the bed and ravish me!”
She pulls you into her arms and falls backwards onto the bed, pulling you atop the cool softness of her body. Her breasts heave, her thick nipples poking up visibly through the red gown. She kisses you and draws your tongue into her mouth and her sharp fangs prick at your lips in the heat of the moment. You gasp, trying to pull back, but Izabella folds her long legs around you and your cock slides against the tufted furrow of her cool cunt. She turns her hips, pulling you tight with her heels against your back.
Your hard cock, throbbing with desire, slides smoothly into Izabella’s tight, slick, and cold cunt. You groan at the sensation, every measure of your hardness buried in her clutching tunnel.
“Ravish me, Lucas,” she gasps against your lips. “My flower is at your mercy!”
The pleasure of her cunt squeezing around you is too intense to resist. You begin to move atop her, trapped by her legs, hips working as you thrust your length in and out of the delicate folds of her undead pussy. The faster and harder you thrust into her pussy, the more passionately she kisses you and the warmer her pussy becomes.
“I can feel your heartbeat,” she gasps, squeezing tightly around your cock. “Every pump of blood through your veins in that swollen cock. Give it to me, master. Give me your cock!”
“Yesss!” You growl, kissing her savagely and withholding nothing from your powerful, eager thrusts. You slam your cock into her pussy, hilting with every stroke, your reluctance left far behind.
“Fuck her, master,” chirps the red-eyed Hina, watching intently from the bedside.
“Yes, fuck meeee,” moans Izabella, her cry of pleasure sounding more like a command. You obey it eagerly, thrusting so hard into her that the bed shakes beneath you and her breasts nearly burst from her gown. She wails with a pleasure that cannot be feigned, writhing beneath you as you slam her into the bed with every thrust. She arches and calls your name as she cums in fluttering waves around your cock.
She muffles her pleasure against your neck and you cum inside her, pleasure surging and exploding in hot spurts into the depths of her slick cunt. You fill her clutching channel with your seed and overflow her cunt, wetting your throbbing stones and the bed beneath her as your seed trickles out.
“Gods,” you cry.
“Oh, master, your warmth fills me,” moans Izabella, squeezing every drop from your cock. “I need more. I need it in my belly.”
Pain pierces your neck as Izabella sinks her fangs deep into your flesh. The pain is gone a moment later as she latches to your body and begins to drink your flowing life force.
“Ohhhhh… Izabella…”
You moan, unable to resist her or fight off the sense of plunging ecstasy as she slurps nosily at your neck.
“Mistress,” says the red-eyed Hina. “It is time to stop.”
“Mmmmphhhmmm,” moans Izabella, clutching you tighter and greedily slurping out your blood.
There is a sudden jolt of electricity that causes a spasm in every muscle in your body. The force of the jolt must be much stronger for Izabella, who is forced to release you and convulses wildly on the bed, her face and gown stained with your blood. The red-eyed Hina stands over her, the golem’s fingertips glowing blue-white and crackling with electricity.
“I apologize, mistress,” says the red-eyed Hina. “I cannot permit you to kill Master Lucas in my presence.”
“Awful… doll… bitch,” gasps Izabella, rubbing at a scorch mark on her shoulder.
You scramble off the bed and pull on your trousers. Izabella is calling out for you as you stumble out of the door of her private suite and bump into the Hina guide.
“Master,” she says, her blue eyes glowing softly. “Are you injured?”
“She bit me,” you say, woozily feeling your neck. Although there is blood on your neck and shoulder, the wound has already closed. “I think I’m alright.”
“I have a new tunic for you, master,” says Hina, handing you a folded shirt. You change shirts as she watches you. When you are finished she hands you a small silver cup of blue liquid. You sniff it and detect a faint, fruity aroma. Hina explains, “It is caloberry juice. It will restore your vital fluids.”
You drink the contents of the cup and feel much better almost immediately. The slight dizziness fades and your weakness has been dispelled.
“There are many guests that want to see more of you, master,” says Hina. “Where would you like to go?”
She cocks her head and looks at you expectantly, her eyes shining their light on you in the darkness of the crypt.




What do you do?
It is time to return to the real world
Visit with Morelle the Novice Succubus
Visit with Oola the Slime Girl
Visit with Gretchen the Cow Girl
Get more training from Theora the Angel of Veleda
Spend some time with Hina the Golem Girl




Question the locals about the baroness

You give Rianna a last look and then sigh. Flirting with the buxom bar wench will have to wait. You rise to your feet with a groan, pick up your burr cider, and wander over to the nearest table. The occupants, a pair of grizzled men puffing thick clouds from their long-stemmed pipes, look up at you curiously.
“Mind if I sit?” You ask.
“Cain’t say to care one way or to the other,” says one of the men in a scratchy voice. The other man, gray-bearded and gaunt, puffs out a ring of purple smoke as his answer.
You sit down next to them and offer a salute with your mug of cider.
"I'm Percel," says the man with the scratchy voice. "That there is Tomask."
"Lucas," you say.
"Heard you talkin' to that fine blonde with the big, eh, wings," continues Percel. "If you want us to answer any questions then you'll buy us some o' that burr cider."
"Fair enough," you say and wave Rianna over to fill up their mugs with the strong drink. Percel sips at his frothy mug and Tomask, still wordless, gulps his cider almost as quickly as Theora.
"Well, then," says Percel. "What is it you want to know, lad?"
Even though you already know the answer, you decide to ask, "Who is it that lives in that big castle overlooking the town?"
"Ah, Baroness Lydia Carminus," says Percel and he shakes his head. "'Tis a sad story, hers. Came from the high country, where the air is clean and the skies are bright. Fair-haired and innocent, she came to the Nightlands to marry the Baron."
Tomask mumbles something unintelligible.
"That's right, Tomask," says Percel. "Wed to the Baron Xavier Carmine, our local despot. A hard man, though not cruel, she made him happy and brought joy back to our village. But the baron soon fell gravely ill and the baroness sent for healers and bloodletters. None could cure his malady. In desperation, she sought out a witch trained in the old ways."
Tomask mutters again.
"Yes, Izabella," says Percel. "A beautiful woman, but cold and strange. She sequestered the baroness in the castle. Little has been heard from either since the baron's funeral."
"He died?" You ask, surprised by the turn.
"Two days after Izabella arrived," says Percel. "Some says it was her that struck him dead, but I think he was a goner before she ever darkened our village. They joy has left us in Ulvenblad, my friend. And... my cider is empty."
"You've been helpful, Percel," you say, rising from the table. "Thank you too, Tomask."
You visit with a few other locals, but none can offer much more than Percel, other than Izabella is definitely still in the castle with the baroness. A few seem wary to talk with an outsider, although you put this down to the usual distrust of strangers in small towns.
You are about to give up when you notice that you are being watched by a rather unsavory-looking fellow in the corner of the tavern. Far from the hearth, he sits in a long duster coat and a drooping hat, sipping sherry from a glass. His eyes are sunken but gleaming black and his face has an unhealthy cast. His oily hair hangs past his shoulders.
You approach him and sit down when he does not object.
"The name is Lucas," you say.
"Petrov," he answers, his voice high and soft. "I do not have any gossip for you."
"Sorry," you say and begin to rise.
He catches your wrist and leans across the table, revealing rotting teeth and a pocked face.
"But I know someone, Anja, who works in the castle. She is a housemaid, part time. I can take you to her for a few silvers."
You glance over your shoulder. Most of the patrons have cleared out at this late hour. Theora is still occupied doing whatever she is doing to protect the rooms from the undead.
"it's not far," adds Petrov. "Two silvers."




What do you do?
Go with Petrov to question the maid
Wait for Theora to return




Surrender to the pleasure of her breasts and tell her

The pain of being denied orgasm again and again is too great. You need to cum and you are willing to sell your soul for that relief. Anja squeezes the root of your cock, denying you your orgasm, but teases the weight of her tits against the sensitive cockhead.
“I’ll… I’ll tell you,” you gasp. “Please. I’ll tell you, just let me cum.”
“Of course, lad,” she giggles and plays the tip of her pink tongue against your leaking cockslit. “Just answer my questions and I’ll give you what you want.”
“I’m… I’m the chosen hero of the goddess Veleda,” you gasp, which earns your cock a squeeze between Anja’s pillowy tits. “I fight… ohhhhh… fight monsters to protect mankind.”
“You?” She laughs, but begins to squeeze you and wank your cock in the press of her cool titflesh.
“It’s true!” You cry, thrusting desperately into her cleavage, but denied much movement by the ropes tying you to the chair.
“Alright, Lucas, I believe you,” she laughs, pressing her tits more tightly and wanking you more vigorously. “Now tell me about your friend. Tell me everything, her strengths and weaknesses, and I’ll let you cum.”
“Theora,” you moan, watching your red cockhead disappear and reappear between Anja’s ample mounds. “She’s an angel of Veleda. She… ohhhhh…. She is my mentor and a powerful warrior. She can fly and she is really strong.”
“Weaknesses?” Anja demands, slowing her tit-wanking as if she might stop.
“None!” You cry. “I mean, Veleda’s magic is weak in the Nightlands… so maybe… oh, please… maybe Theora’s is as well…”
“Good enough,” purrs Anja. “You may spill your seed all over these lovely tits.”
She resumes bouncing her bountiful breasts around your cock. It only takes a few more strokes for your need to reach a crescendo. You strain against the ropes, cry out hoarsely, and orgasm into the velvet vice of her cleavage. Long ropes of your cum fire from between her tits, splashing her chin, her throat, and covering her pale mounds in your milky seed.
“Oh, Lucas!” She laughs, slowing her tit-wanking but squeezing out every drop of your cum. She looks down at her cream-slathered mounds. “What a mess you’ve made!”
She releases your cock from the prison of her breasts and rises to kiss you, squeezing her cum-smeared tits against your tunic. Her lips meet your and you whimper against her kiss as her tongue thrusts into your mouth. She kisses your cheek and your neck. You moan fearfully. Her tongue teases your neck and your cock twitches as it begins to deflate.
Sharp pain pierces your neck as Anja bites deep. You feel the agony and the hot rush of your blood into her mouth. This is followed immediately by a dizzying wave of pleasure. You lean back weakly into the chair as she sucks noisily at your hot, spurting blood. Darkness closes in around you and the warmth of the pleasure gives way to cold.
Endless cold.
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Lick her ass to get the truth

Obeying her raunchy command is instinctual. You squeeze and spread her firm cheeks, baring the blue knot of her anus and admiring her glistening cunt from behind. You run your tongue up her crack and she lets out a hiss of pleasure, her divot tensing beneath your first lick.
“Oooh, eager boy,” she chuckles. “Go on then, Lucas, earn the truth.”
“Nnnn!” You reply, pressing your face against her cheeks and slipping your tongue into her crack. You lap at the cool wrinkle of her anus, rolling your tongue around her tight rim and enjoying the way it flexes and relaxes with each lick. Burying your face against the vampiress’s lovely bottom was not exactly how you imagined defeating her, but if it can get you closer to the truth it will be worth it.
“Lady Rachelle,” moans Izabella, holding the back of your head and rubbing her crack over your tongue. “She dwells in the mountains that burn beneath the earth. They mark no mortal map… ohhhhh… put your tongue in. Don’t be shy, boy. Ohhhh that’s it. Fuck me with your tongue. And put your fingers to use.”
“Nnnnhnnn,” you reply, stuffing your tongue in her cool wrinkle and up the passage of her ass.
“Those mountains are in the folds between the underworld and your world. The only way to enter them is through… ohhhhh yes… oh, perhaps the goddess has blessed you. That tongue is incredible! Do not spare it from my crack, my obedient little human!”
“Nnnnnnn!” You moan as she bounces her ass against your face, skewering her delicate clench as you rub her clit with your fingers.
You want to know the truth, but you are lost in the act of pleasuring her. You feel the precum leaking inside your trousers as you fervently pleasure the vampiress, worshipping her ass with your tongue.
“That awful jungle!” She cries, throwing back her head. “Oh, yes! Through that jungle is the only way… no human could make it. Don’t bother! Too deadly! And hidden from your… your goddess… oohhhhhhh! Yessss! Making me cum with your tongue up my ass, Lucas! Yesss!”
She writhes against your face, smothering you in her firm ass, grinding her hips and fucking her dripping cunt against your fingers. You nearly suffocate beneath her smothering flesh and you love it. You tongue deep inside her bitter hole, feeling it clench around your tongue as she cums hard. You nearly spill your seed in your trousers just from pleasuring her.
“Oh, my,” she laughs, finally pushing you away and slowly turning around. She lifts you up by the collar of your tunic. “What an obedient little slave you are. Perhaps I will keep you around for a while to serve me better than these locals.”
“W-what?” You say, dazed from what you have just done and unable to look away from her glowing red eyes.
She answers you by pulling open your trousers and taking hold of your precum-slicked cock. She giggles as she begins to stroke it, gazing into your eyes and seeming to make your pleasure build quickly by the force of her will.
“Cum, now,” she says softly and you whimper as your cock jerks in her grasp. Hot lashes of your spunk splatter her thighs and drip down her leg to the floor. She takes her hand away and commands you, “Keep cumming until it hurts.”
“Ohh! What are... what are you! AHHHH!” You watch in shock as your cock bounces and jerks without being touched, diminishing spurts of seed landing on the vampiress and dribbling out of your tip to the floor. Your cock keeps throbbing, one orgasm stretching for more than a minute, leaving you barely able to breathe or think. Pain creeps into the spasms and finally it is stop. Breathless, shocked, you demand to know, “What did you do to me?”
“I am in your mind, Lucas,” she says, stroking your face. “You belong to me now. I think I’ll have a little taste before I make you clean this up.”
“A taste? AHH!” You cry out as she lunges at you and sinks her fangs into your neck. The pain of her initial bite becomes a hot rush of pleasure as she sucks your blood. It is almost as wonderful as the beginning of your orgasm. You moan as she drinks, unwilling or unable to resist her.
As you swoon in her arms, you know that she is right; you belong to the vampiress.
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Parley

“Wait! Stop this!” You keep your sword in one hand, but raise your other hand as if to calm her down. “We can talk about this. We need not fight, we are not beasts.”
“Mortal humans are beasts,” she scoffs. “I thought you were done talking and more interested in carving me up with your little toy sword. Now you wish to speak?”
“Maybe I prefer to speak rather than to fight,” you offer as you continue to circle her.
“Many a supposedly brave man has,” she laughs. “This land belongs to me, human. The baroness is mine. Ulvenblad is mine. Soon the whole of the Nightlands will be mine. My thralls will form a vanguard for the Succubus Queen’s plan.”
“Sounds impressive,” you say. “What is her plan?”
“Oh, you have time for that now?” She laughs at you and finally stops circling. “I suppose I could tell you, Lucas… if you sheath your sword and get down on your knees.”
“I will not surrender to you,” you say, allowing an edge of anger to creep into your voice.
“You will lose eventually, but I do not ask for your surrender.” She steps closer, within reach of your sword, but seemingly at ease. “I command you to get down on your knees. Please me, as any mere human should be eager to do, and I will reward you with the knowledge you desire.”
You watch as she gathers the train of her loose gown in her hands and slides her skirt up her shapely blue-tinted legs. Her cunt is tufted with dark hair, the dark blue folds visible beneath them, faintly glistening with her arousal.
“On your knees,” she says. “Serve my pleasure. You will have you answers about Lady Rachelle’s plans.”
You wet your lips unconsciously, imagining the soft folds of her quim parting as you lick her. Your cock shifts in your trousers. Sweat beads your forehead despite the cool air of the crypt. Your heart beats faster as you look into her glowing red eyes and look quickly way again.




What do you do?
Get on your knees and pleasure the vampiress
Refuse her and strike her down with your sword




Demand to see the witch

You push the baroness back by her slender shoulders. She looks at you with confusion, as if she cannot imagine a man would ever reject her sudden advances.
“I’m sorry, my lady,” you say. “I must see the witch called Izabellas. I believe she is at the root of the evil that afflicts Ulvenblad.”
“Oh,” says the baroness, pouting for a moment. “Oh, I see. Well then, I suppose you must be right, Lucas LeBlanc. I will take you down to where she makes her lair.”
“Her lair?” You ask, raising an eyebrow.
“Yes,” says the baroness, scooping up the candelabrum. “She prefers the darkness. She dwells in the crypts beneath the castle. This way, holy warrior. I’m sure we can find her.”
She leads you down a spiral staircase and into the cool, dank air of what is clearly a dungeon. Shackles hang from the stone walls and the doors of several cells stand open. There are tables, chairs, bucks, and rows of weapons and helms as if this also served as a barracks for the castle guard. There are no prisoners and no guards down here. You feel a tremor of fear as you wonder what happened to both groups.
“She usually is not awake so early in the day,” says the baroness, her gown sweeping softly over the stone floor as she leads you into the deeper darkness of the crypt. “But I am sure she can be roused.”
Your footsteps echo behind her as you descend more staircase into a world of darkness and the faint smell of death.
“Twenty generations of my husband’s family are buried in the crypts,” says the baroness. “Including my husband.”
She holds the light out to a huge stone sarcophagus marked with recent inscriptions. Tears well in her eyes, but she does not cry. She sweeps the candelabra aside and continues into the dark crypt. She rounds a corner ahead of you as you start to ask her how much deeper you need to go to reach the witch. You turn the corner behind her and the baroness is gone. The candelabrum she was carrying is sitting on the stone floor, the flames of the candles gently stirring in the subterranean currents of air.
“Where has she gone?” You mutter, searching for some hidden passage or concealed tunnel. Finding nothing, you pick up the candelabrum and continue forward, one hand resting on the pommel of your holy sword. You reach a simple door of oiled blackwood set into the hallway. Tracks in the dust on the floor suggest it has been opened and closed recently.
There is no other way forward. The ancient crypts must continue through this door, housing past generations of the baron’s family.
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Surrender to the pleasure and tell her

“I… I’m a monster hunter,” you cry as Anja runs her pink tongue over the head of your cock. “I am the chosen her of Veleda and I carry her holy sword.”
“Mmmmmhhmmmm,” says Anja, slurping your cock into the cool, wet cove of her mouth. She bobs several times on your straining manhood, nearly sucking you over the edge, but stopping short and lift her mouth from your cock. Saliva trails from her pillowy lips to your crimson cockhead. She runs her tongue over her fangs. “What about the blonde? Who is she, Lucas?”
“Her name is, Th-TheoraaaaaHH!” You answer as she resumes sucking your cock, taking you all the way into the silky clutches of her throat. “She is an angel of Veleda and my mentor.”
“Mmmmm!” She lifts her mouth from your cock for only a moment to ask, “Weaknesses?”
“She’s… she’s very strong and she can f-fly… and… ohhhhh… maybe a vampire can… ohhhhh… Veleda’s magic didn’t reach into the… the Nightlands… soooooooOOHHHH!”
You drop your head back onto the wooden chair, your toes curling in your boots as you feel the intense surge of your orgasm. Anja bobs, slurps, and moans around your cock with the wanton lust of a whore who enjoys her job. Her spit spills coolly down your shaft and drips from your bollocks into your trousers. The rising pleasure of your climax reaches its peak and your manhood throbs and releases intense spurts of your seed into the pale woman’s slurping mouth.
“Mmmmmmm,” she moans around your spunking cock, the sound vibrating up your shaft and tickling your tensing balls. She sucks and swallows your cum, pump by pump, without hesitation or complaint. She finally lifts her mouth from your cock, lashing your twitching tip with her pink tongue a few times before looking up at you with red eyes. Her smile reveals her fangs once more. “Thank you, Lucas, you have been very helpful.”
She licks her way down your cock to run her tongue over your spit-soaked balls. It is a momentary pleasure before her kiss reaches your inner thigh. She sinks her teeth into your inner thigh, causing a sudden stab of pain that makes you cry out.
“Ah, bitch!” Before you can fully articulate your anger, the pain gives way to a hot rush of pleasure. Your cock actually twitches as Anja sucks lewdly at your thigh. You can feel hot blood gushing into her mouth and pouring down her chin. She moans with pleasure of her own and feeds on your spurting blood.
The pain of her initial bite recedes completely into the strange and pleasurable warmth of the plump vampiress sucking your blood. She grips your thigh tightly with her hands and latches her sucking mouth to the wound her teeth have created. You feel your lifeblood flowing into her mouth with each suck. Your vision begins to darken and you seem to be falling into a cold and limitless darkness.
The last sound you hear before the darkness claims you completely is your heart giving a faint and final thump.
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It is time to return to the real world

“I am ready to go back to the real world,” you say to Hina, already feeling guilty about spending so much time in the eerie paradise of the Crystal Sanctum.
“Of course, master,” says Hina. “I am always sad to see you go, but—“
“Wait!” Theora appears around a corner and grabs you by your upper arm. “We have to question the vampiress. I have everything we need.”
Her other arm is overloaded with ropes, chains, iron spikes, vials of some sort of liquid, and several wooden stakes all balances against her bosom.
“I am not torturing her,” you say emphatically.
“I will handle everything,” says Theora. “But I need you present. Your will controls her in this place. Hina, bring the vampiress to the central courtyard. Place her in the restraints.”
“Yes, Lady Theora,” says the Hina, bowing slightly and setting off to fetch the vampiress.
“I don’t like this,” you say as you follow Theora through the palace to the courtyard. The eternal sunset of the sanctum bathes the courtyard in its russet glow. At the center of the perfectly-manicured hedges, at the foot of the statue of Jolmarion, the first Hero of a Thousand Lives, stands the vampiress. Izabella has been placed in an iron cage, her arms through the curved bars and shackled. Her legs are in irons that link her to the cage.
“Ah, now I see why I have this honor,” says Izabella, her red eyes glowing as she stares at Theora. “But all of this is necessary.”
“Quiet,” snaps Theora. “You will only speak when answering one of my questions.”
She sets her implements out on a small table beside the cage. She selects a silver needle the length of your index finger and a small hammer.
“Wait,” you say, stepping between the cage and Theora.
“Stand side, Lucas,” demands Theora. “You are soft, I understand, but this must be done. It is the only way to know the truth.”
“The truth? By torturing her?” You shake your head. “Theora, if you put needles in me and burned me and broke my bones I would tell you anything. The truth would be indistinguishable from all of the desperate lies I would speak. Anything to get it to stop. This is not the way.”
“The boy is right,” says Izabella. “I will tell you whatever you wish to know. I have no fondness for Lady Rachelle and my plans to rule the Nightlands have been spoiled. What would be the point in deceiving you now?”
Theora sneers in disgust.
“She dissembles, Lucas,” warns the angel.
You turn to face the beautiful, red-eyed vampiress.
“Tell me, then,” you say. “Hold nothing back.”
“The city she rules is called Chthona and it is hidden beneath the earth, between the world and the underworld. The mountains burn and the fires of the earth bake the streets of Chthona. I have been there only once and it is a terrible place. I cannot take you there again because it has only one entrance from the surface."
“Where?” You demand.
“The entrance changes,” says Izabella. “Deep in the deadliest jungle of Saturana, there are a thousand doors, but only one opens to Chthona at any given time.”
“She speaks in riddles,” says Theora. “Speak plainly, abomination!”
“Saturana is the most dangerous place of your world,” she warns. “The beasts of the jungle and even the plants are hungry for your essence. You would spend days searching and hardly have a chance of finding the entrance.”
“How did you find it?” You ask.
Izabella looks at Theora, her eyes flashing red.
“There is one who knows the way,” she says. “The serpent. The ancient, desert snake.”
“No,” says Theora. “She is neutral to all our conflicts. She will not help.”
“Ah, but I convinced her to show me the way,” says Izabella. “All you have to do is give her something she truly desires.”
“Who are you two talking about?” You ask, looking from Theora to Izabella and back again.
“Yasmeen,” says Izabella.
“The lamia,” says Theora. “She is not to be disturbed. It is against our conventions.”
“But she grows so bored in the desert,” says Izabella. “She will enjoy a new plaything. Send Lucas. He is a smart boy. He will find a way to make her talk.”
“I should torture her now,” growls Theora. “She is still hiding something from us.”
“She gave us our answer,” you say, hoping very much that you are right. “I have to go to the lamia.”
Theora tosses the silver needle away in disgust.
“So be it, Lucas,” she says. “Yasmeen will probably make a meal of you.”
Theora storms off to the castle, leaving you and Hina to unlock Izabella from her cage. As the vampiress steps free, she caresses your face, her red eyes flashing.
“Beware of Theora,” she says. “You think you know her, but she is an ancient, powerful creature. She has killed heroes and heroines before. And when Theora kills them, they stay dead.”
“I don’t believe you,” you say, glowering at her. She shrugs and tosses her silky black hair, heading off towards the castle.
You depart from the Crystal Sanctum in flash of light and return to Castle Ulvenblad. In the morning, Theora is sullen as you breakfast with the baroness. Although Theora refuses more offers of money, she does allow the baroness to provide you with a carriage out of the Nightlands and to pack it full of food and other minor gifts.
The carriage ride is undertaken in almost total silence. The driver occasionally calls questions about the route down to you, but Theora seems unwilling to converse.
Finally, as you approach the sunlit border with the world outside the Nightlands, you say, “I did not choose her over you, Theora.”
“But you listened to her advice over mine,” says the angel, her silvery-blue eyes flashing. “I have built you into a man, Lucas. A warrior. I have given you so much, even my…”
She turns away suddenly.
“What?” You ask. “Your what?”
“Nothing,” she mutters, staring out the window of the carriage as you pass through the lightening forest.
“Please, Theora,” you say, placing your hand on her shoulder. What did you give me?”
“What do you think I gave you, you stupid boy?” She asks, tears glistening in her silvery-blue eyes.
You feel horrified at the pain you have caused her. You never imagined you possessed the power to hurt the taciturn angel. To only discover you wield such power by actually hurting her is an unpleasant shock.
“Theora, I meant nothing by… it just seemed…”
“She is right,” says Theora. “You will have to go to Yasmeen. But I did not want that.”
“Why?” You ask.
“Because if you fall to her, you cannot return,” she says. “Do you understand? Her realm is hers alone. Far more isolated than even the Nightlands. If you perish in the city of Kazadar, by Yasmeen’s coils, not even Veleda can save your life.”
You are speechless at the discovery. You have faced true horrors and pain, but now you face actual death at the hands of the lamia.
The carriage halts at the edge of the Nightlands and you and Theora get out, shouldering packs laden with gifts from the baroness. As you set foot in Lorraine, you feel the warmth of Veleda shining down upon you and a certain dread lifts from your spirit.
“Where do we go now?” You ask Theora.
“Now? We return to your home. Your sister is there.”
“What? How do you know?”
“Hina told me,” says Theora with a shrug. “She quite likes your sister.”
“Genevieve,” you say with a grin. The thought of your sassy older sister returning to your family farm buoys your spirit. “Gods, I had forgotten. It will be good to see her.”
“Say your goodbyes,” says Theora. “You may never see her again.”
On that grim note, you prepare to be transported by the magic of the goddess.
THE END
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Refuse that humiliating task

“Lick me,” commands Izabella, grinding her firm bottom against your face. “Lick my ass, you naughty little boy.”
The vampiress’s demeaning demands fill you with hot anger. You grab her ass and push her roughly away, nearly fall over backwards in the process. You scramble to your feet, saying angrily, “I amyou’re your pet! I will not lap at your ass like some dog!”
She faces you, her eyes glowing red and her smile revealing her fangs.
“You are right, Lucas,” she says. “You are no pet. A pet would be obedient. A pet would deserve to sleep at the foot of my bed. You… you are just another lost soul that has wandered into my lands. Not obedient enough to be worth keeping around.”
“I will—“ You reach for your sword, but before you can draw it from its sheath, Izabella is upon you.
She seizes hold of you by the front of your tunic and lifts you easily off the ground and into the air. She leaps upwards, slamming your back and head against the ceiling and dazing you. It takes you a moment to realize you are still against the ceiling and that she is holding you up in the air and floating beneath you.
“Let us put your reputation as the Hero of a Thousand Lives to the test,” she says. “Will your goddess save you here?”
She sinks her fangs into your neck and you yelp with the sharp pain as her teeth pierce your jugular. The hot gush of blood into her mouth and her hungry sucking brings a wave of pleasure so intense, it feels as if you are cumming. You moan pitifully and you feel her hand squeezing your cock through your trousers. Your manhood throbs and jerks and you feel cum spurting into your under shorts and soaking into your trousers.
“Mmmhmmhhm,” she laughs against your neck, sucking hungrily at your flowing blood as you cum pitifully in your pants.
The hot pleasure of her feeding recedes into darkness and an endless, inescapable cold. The last sound you hear is the final, faint thumping of your heart.
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Pleasure the baroness

The baroness is a delicate beauty, her noble features like an elf’s and her pale blue eyes to match her creamy white skin. The faintest flush on her cheeks and upon her quim stir your desire. You must serve such a beauty. You must give her the pleasure her lonely heart desires.
“My lady,” you say, unbuckling your sword belt and climbing onto the bed. “I must repay your hospitality with my humble service.”
“Oh, brave Lucas, yessss,” she hisses, parting her pink folds and beckoning you closer.
You cannot resist the temptation of her innocent beauty. You kneel upon the bed, kissing her dainty feet and sucking upon her wriggling toes. She gasps as you squirm your tongue between them and caress up her long, supple legs to the smoothness of her thighs. Your kiss follows your hands until you have reached the delicate flower of her lust. Her fingers stroke her tiny bud and spread her outer petals to show you the honey-slicked passage of her womanhood.
“Taste me, my hero,” she moans, stroking her fingers through the back of your hair. “Taste the nectar of my desire.”
She holds out two fingers and you run your tongue over them, tasting the sweetness of the baroness’s delicate cunt. Once you have sampled her nectar, you cannot resist seeking more, leaning down to lap at her folds and the tiny bead of her clit. She sucks in a breath as you lick her womanhood, cradling your head against her sex and tilting her hips to rub her folds against your tongue. Her flesh is barely warm at all, though it is not quite cold, as if she has just stepped out of a very cold bath.
“Yes, my sweet hero, lick me there,” she moans, and her hands against your head hold you down against her quim with surprising strength.
Not that you are resisting her. You eagerly suck at her dewy folds and thrust your tongue deep into the clenching tunnel of her sex. You lap at her juices and moan with lust of your own as she grinds her slick sex against your lips and chin.
“Yessssss!” The baroness wails, bucking her hips and smearing her juices against your face. “Oh, yes, my hero! My tongue-lashing savior!”
She squeezes your head between her thighs and holds your face against her quim as her body muscles tighten and her hips buck. You dutifully lick her and suck at her clit until her movements slow and her thighs relax their crushing grip. But she is not done.
“More,” she moans. “More. I want to ride your face, my hero.”
“Yes, my lady,” you moan, the idea making your cock twitch in your trousers.
You lie back on the bed and the beautiful baroness mounts your face with her peachy bottom above you and her knees on either side of your head. You caress her firm bum and kiss the smooth curve of her cheeks. She smothers you beneath her admittedly light weight, her cunt against your eager tongue and lips and your nose nearly buried between her cheeks. You moan and squeeze her ass with both hands as you feel her stretch out atop you.
“Oh, that’s good, Lucas,” she moans. “But what is this?”
Her hand massages your hardness tenting your trousers. She frees your cock urgently and before you realize what is happening your straining manhood is in her delicate mouth. She moans around your cock, sucking and licking at your tip as her gentle hand massages your bollocks. You moan your own pleasure into her cunt, burying your tongue deep as she begins to bob her soft lips around your straining hardness.
Her sucking and your licking become a swallowing serpent of pleasure. The more she sucks you towards your climax, the more enthusiastically you fondle her peachy bottom and tongue her dripping cunt. She moans with her building pleasure around your cock until the moans are a steady, tickling vibration. You feel your own pleasure rise to meet hers until you crescendo in unison, your hips jerking and your cock pumping your seed into her mouth as she spills her nectar from her clutching cunt. You drink her sweet elixir as she sucks down your cum without hesitation, her bobbing lips coaxing you to a draining pleasure in her mouth.
You are still licking her from behind and softly moaning as she lifts her mouth from your cock and kisses your thigh. She moves lower, along your inner thigh, almost as if she intends to lick or suck your bollocks.
Suddenly, her mouth clamps to your thigh and you feel a sharp jolt of pain followed almost immediately by a wave of warmth and pleasure.
“W-what are… what are you…?” Your head drops back on the pillows as you feel all strength fading from your limbs. Her grip is like iron as she lewdly slurps at the blood pouring from your vein and wiggles her lovely bottom in your face.
You feel the sucking of the baroness and the hot trickle of your blood as your life force begins to ebb. Looking up at her lovely, tufted cunt and the flawless mounds of her buttocks, you have to admit you can think of worse ways to meet your end.
Darkness closes in around you and the warmth of the pleasure you are experiencing gives way to an endless cold. The last sound you hear is the final, faint thump of your heart.
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Fuck Rianna’s ass

Rianna’s cunt is a slippery delight for your straining cock, but it’s the plump onion of her bottom and that tight pink pucker that you crave. You gently pop your thumb out of her clenching arse and slide your glistening cock out of her wet pussy.
“Ohhh, Lucas,” she moans, trying to look at you over her shoulder, but unable to look back at you because of the tight grip you have on her scarlet hair. “W-what are you doing?”
“Going to give you what you really want,” you say, spitting into her spread crack and splashing another wad of saliva over her pink flower. She tenses as you slap the weight of your cock into her crack and let her feel the size of your cockhead against her tender hole.
“Please, I ain’t done much o’ that,” she says. “I’ll let ya, but be gentle ‘bout it. Please.”
A part of you wants to slam your cock into the mewling wench’s arsehole, skewer it good and make her howl. That voice in your head surprises you. Where did it come from? Is this bestial need within you? Is this the evil of the Nightlands infecting you with cruel desires?
You shake it off. You will take her lovely fat ass, but you will not be cruel about it. That is not your way.
“Alright,” you say, releasing your tight hold on her hair. You rub your cockhead against her wet pucker, pushing against that tight squeeze. She tenses tighter and you push harder, forcing your cockhead past her tension and bracing yourself with one hand against her plush cheeks. Your hard tip eases past her flower and the tight ring of her clench and you thrust into her hot passage.
“Ohhhhh, Lucas,” she moans as you slide into her ass. “It’s bleedin’ huge.”
You ease your cock deeper into her hot tunnel, watching her stretching pink hole swallow up your throbbing shaft. Coated thoroughly in her pussy juices, you are well-lubricated and begin to work your cock back out before plunging it in again.
“Oh, that’s it,” she moans. “Give it to me, love.”
You allow a growl to pass your lips as you take hold of her plump ass with both hands and begin to fuck her tight hole. You restrain your darkest urges, but let loose enough to properly fuck her in her naughty ass. Your hips pat against her cheeks and she reaches between her thick thighs to massage her own cunt. You can feel her fingers beneath your swinging balls.
“That’s good, that’s good,” she moans, her fingers twisting into the sheets. “Awwwwww fucken hell, love, that’s good!”
The sensation of her ass is twice as exquisite as her velvety cunt; much warmer and even smoother inside. You do have to pop your cock out at one point to spit on it and make sure it’s fully lubed as you slide it back into her slowly closing gape. Her ass grips you in a warm vice and you know you cannot last but a few more strokes.
“I’m close, love,” pants Rianna. “Give it to me good now, would ya?”
“If you can handle it,” you growl, fighting back your orgasm to prove you can fuck her ass hard. You grab her hips tightly and slam your cock into her hole. You let just enough of that snarling beast out to satisfy her needs. She howls with delight, arching her back and thrusting her jiggling ass back against you. Her orgasm clenches around your cock and finally proves too much.
“Cumming!” You roar, your pleasure strangling any further words as you pour your seed deep into Rianna’s hot depths. Her ass drinks your cum with ease and she moans as if she feels you squirting inside her.
She collapses forward onto the bed and you ease your cock out of her freshly-fucked hole. She lies there, face down in the bedding and her flushed ass raised. Your cum trickles from her fucked hole, curling around her swollen vulva.
“Turn around,” you gasp, still out of breath and red-faced. “Clean me up. With your mouth.”
“Oh, yes,” she says, a note of submissive delight in her voice. “Of course. Got to give ya a good cleanin’.”
She bends low, looking up at you, locks of hair plastered with sweat to her flushed face as she stuffs your cock into her mouth. She bathes you with her tongue and her warm saliva. If she minds the taste of her ass on your cock, she certainly isn’t complaining. Her gently swirling tongue laps up every drop of your cream and leaves your cock glistening.
“Well done,” you say and push her away. “You can go.”
“Jus’ like that?” She rises from the bed, picking up her clothes. “You men are all the same. Once ya spill yer seed ya want the woman gone.”
“I’m tired,” you say, rolling onto your back as she hurriedly dresses. “I have important… mmmm… business tomorrow.”
“Well, if your business earns you more coin, I’d let ya spend it with me,” she says.
“Of course you would,” you yawn, a contented smile spreading on your face. She departs and you snuff the candle on the table beside the bed. You’re not sure what has come over you here in the Nightlands, but maybe it’s not all bad.
You’re too exhausted to think about it for long. Sleep is quick to claim you.
CONTINUE >




Visit with Morelle the Novice Succubus

“I would like to visit with Morelle,” you say to Hina.
“Very good, master,” says Hina, leading you through the castle to Morelle’s lovely bedroom. As you travel through sunlit upper floors, Hina warns, “She has been in a foul mood since the vampiress arrived. I do not think that she likes Izabella.”
“Have they met?” You ask, furrowing your brow with concern.
“They have seen one another,” says Hina. “They have been in close proximity. I cannot confirm whether they have spoken.”
You had been so worried about dealing with Izabella that you never stopped to worry about what trapping her in the sanctum might do to your other companions. You follow Hina to Morelle’s door, which is decorated with flowers and a curlicue inscription of Morelle’s name. You rap your knuckles on the door.
“Morelle,” you call out. “Are you in there?”
“Go away!” She shouts through the door.
“No, I’m not going away,” you say, knocking again. When she does not answer, Hina steps forward presses her hand to the door. The lock disengages and the door swings slightly open. You storm into the room and find furniture overturned, clothes and blankets tossed about, and smashed bottles of wine dripping from a nearby windowsill.
Morelle is sitting on the edge of the dirty bed, her back to you and her wings folded tight against her shoulders. A feather from one of the down pillows clings to Morelle’s lavender-tinted hair. You sit down on the head beside her and pluck the feather away.
“I don’t want to talk to you,” she says, refusing to look you in the eye. “You brought her to the castle.”
“Izabella?” You try to put a comforting hand on Morelle’s bare shoulder and she shrugs your hand away.
“Is that the bitch’s name?” She says, her violet eyes flashing with anger.
“Why do you hate her so much?” You ask, doing your best to conceal your amusement at Morelle’s anger.
“She is vulgar,” says Morelle, which was far down the list of possible reasons you thought the succubus might have for hating the vampiress. “I drink pure essence and she sucks up blood like a leech. It is disgusting. Can you imagine all that blood in your mouth? Yuck!”
You stroke her shoulder, running your fingers over the bones of her wing and rubbing the back of her neck in a comforting manner.
“She is nowhere near as beautiful as you, Morelle,” you say.
“Of course she isn’t!” The succubus tosses her hair and looks at you with annoyance. “She’s cold! A dead body! I’m nice and warm. I’m sure my tail feels much better than being chomped on by her fangs!”
You shudder in surprise as her tail slithers into your lap and tries to worm its way into your trousers. You grip it just beneath the fleshy petals of its “mouth” and prevent it from entering your pants.
“Let it go,” purrs Morelle. “Come on, let me show you how much better it can feel with a succubus.”
“Will that calm you down?” You chuckle, watching her tail twist against your grasp. The glistening lips of her tail’s slit flex open and closed.
“I don’t know about calllllmm,” she says, her demeanor changing in an instant as she looks at you adoringly. “It would make me feel a lot happier.”
“Well, believe it or not, Morelle,” you say, I want you to be happy. You reach down to your trousers and open the buttons. Morelle’s yes widen and she grins as you fish your semi-erect cock out from your under shorts. You guide her flesh tail to your tip and her tail sucks your manhood into its slick and steamy passage. You break out into a smile of your own, leaning your head back as the tail sucks your cock fully inside it and begins to pulse with rhythmic enthusiasm.
“Ohhhh, that Is nice,” you say.
Morelle squirms closer, pressing her warm and lovely body against you as her tail begins to eagerly suck at your hard cock. She leans against your shoulder, your bicep squeezed between her luscious breasts as she nibbles at your earlobe. It is impossible to invest much of your attention on what she is doing to your ear with her tail noisily slurping on your cock and gliding up and down your rigid length. The insistent sucking draws you closer to your limit by the moment and, if anything, her enthusiasm seems to be building.
“Yes, that’s it,” she gasps against your ear. “So hungry, Lucas. Feed me your essence.”
“Ahhhhh, Morelle,” you moan, your cock throbbing on the brink. So much precum is flowing into the hot, sucking vortex of her tail that your cock feels like a pat of butter melting in a pan.
“My tail feels so much better than a mean bite on your neck, doesn’t it?” She moans against you, rubbing your nipple through your tunic as her tail slurps your cock.
“Y-yes,” you moan. “Oh, Morelle, I’m going to… going to…”
“Yes!” She laughs. “Feed me your essence!”
“Ahhhhhhhh!” You throw back your head as her tail sucks you over the edge. Your cock erupts into the merciless suction. You feel the intense pressure of her feeding as you cum into her tail, violet light glowing brightly in Morelle’s eyes as her slurping tail raunchily drinks your cum and your life force. Your orgasm reaches its peak and sputters out and still her tail sucks relentlessly. You squirm with over-sensitivity and try to push her away.
“I need more,” she moans. “Why don’t you let me drink up all your essence, master?”
“W-what?! No! You—AAHHHH!”
Your hips jerk of their own volition as a second orgasm surges through your cock. You whimper with pleasure, Morelle clinging to you and her tail sucking loudly as it drinks another load of your cum. Her strength seems to grow as yours fades. You fall back onto the bed and she cradles your head against her soft breasts. Her tail is relentless, sucking you from your second orgasm to a third. Before you have time to catch your breath, a fourth orgasm, almost painfully intense, is rocking your body. Your balls feel as if they are going to burst.
“N-no,” you whimper softly.
You feel a fifth orgasm building, knowing it will be your last and that the succubus will finally have your soul. Her breasts are so warm. Her arms so strong. You smile despite your fear as you begin to cum inside her tail again. Darkness closes in around you as you feel her drinking the last of your essence.
Distantly, you hear the sound of something breaking. You hear the shrill voice of an angry Hina shouting, “Miss Morelle, you are being very bady!”
You feel something pull at you, but it’s too late to fight off the darkness. You close your eyes, smiling faintly as you disappear into the void.
You awaken on the floor in the hallway. Your lips are wet and your mouth burning with the taste of a potent healing potion. A Hina dressed in the white robes of a healer kneels beside you. The guide Hina stands over you, smiling sweetly. You groan and sit up and she helps you to your feet.
“Did you just…?” You croak.
“I rescued you from death, master,” says Hina. “I also am in the process of punishing, Miss Morelle.”
“Punishing?” You ask.
You hear a loud smack and a cry of pleasure from the other side of the door behind you. Morelle croons, “More! Harder!”
“Yes, Miss Morelle,” replaces the voice of a Hina and another, louder smacking sound follows.
“Where would you like to go now, master?” The guide Morelle asks sweetly.




What do you do?
It is time to return to the real world
Visit with Izabella the Vampiress
Visit with Oola the Slime Girl
Visit with Gretchen the Cow Girl
Get more training from Theora the Angel of Veleda
Spend some time with Hina the Golem Girl




Refuse her and strike her down with your sword

Though your cock throbs at the thought of submitting to Izabella’s demand, you are not so foolish that you would kneel before this deadly monster and submit to pleasuring her. She is treacherous and would likely kill you either the moment you were vulnerable or after she had her fill of your tongue upon her glistening cunt.
As she stands there with her skirt in her hands and her white gown held up around her waist, you sense a moment of opportunity. You have a chance to strike her down now, but only one chance.
“Alright,” you say. “I will give you what you want if you tell me the truth of Lady Rachelle’s plans.”
“Good boy,” she says. “Put away that weapon and come here. Have a taste of my cunt and let’s see if you truly know how to wag that tongue.”
You sheath your sword loosely and keep your hand on the grip. You take a step towards her, arms apart, a smile spreading on your face as if you are looking forward to stuffing your tongue into her delicate quim. She looks from you to her mound, spreading her cuntlips to entice you. Her slight distraction gives you your opening and with a motion intended to look as if you are falling to your knees, you lurch forward, springing upright again and drawing your blade in a fluid motion.
It is perhaps the best swordsmanship you have ever managed and your attack catches the vampiress by surprise.
“You!” She manages as your blade slashes at her throat.
Just as the holy sword is about to part the beautiful vampiress’s head from her shoulders, there is a bright flash of light that burns through your eyelids. You are staggered back a step by the force of the explosive light. You hear a scream from the vampiress, but it seems to fade into nothingness as if she is falling down a deep hole.
You open your eyes and see that the gem in the hilt of your sword is glowing pink. There is no sign of the vampiress.
“I’ve done it,” you say softly, turning your sword over in your grasp. It feels colder. The secrets she tempted you with are now locked inside the Crystal Sanctum. She will be interrogated at your leisure and with the help of Theora.
You sheath your sword and pick up the candelabrum. You give a last look around the well-furnished chamber of the vampiress and depart. On the castle’s ground floor you encounter the baroness.
“Did you… did she…?” She looks at you, tears quivering in her pale blue eyes.
“Yes,” you say. “She is beaten. She will not trouble you or your lands again, my lady.”
“Oh, thank you, Lucas!” She cries, throwing her arms around your shoulders and kissing your cheek.
“It was my duty,” you say, feeling bigger and more powerful than you have ever felt with the slender baroness in your arms.
CONTINUE >




Special Ability

You keep your guard up as you circle with the menacing vampiress. The pulsating glow of your sword casts her mocking smile in sinister shadow.
“What are you waiting for, Lucas?” She laughs. “Strike me down if you are so brave!”
Despite her feminine charms, the vampiress is surely much stronger than you. Attacking her normally would be foolhardy. You decide to rely on one of the special skills you have learned from your monster girl companions.
Theora has taught you Dervish Strike, which allows you to call upon Veleda to unleash a whirling, furious assault with your sword. The first skill Theora taught you was Startle Eye, which conjures a blinding flash of light in the palm of your hand. Izabella, being a creature of the night, might be particularly vulnerable to the bright light.
Morelle has taught you a technique called Maddening pleasure which utilizes supernatural focus and intense sexual pleasuring to force a foe to experience powerful orgasms. While in the throes of pleasure, they will hopefully be defenseless.
Izabella hisses and lashes out at you with a claw-like hand. You manage to deflect the attack with your sword, but not before she has raked her nails over your forearm, drawing blood.
“Almost had you!” The beautiful vampiress cackles with delight. “You’re distracted and I will prevail!”
You must act before she wears you down.




What do you do?
Use Startle Eye
Use Dervish Strike
Use Maddening Pleasure




Item

Izabella the vampiress glides to yours you as if floating an inch above the stones, her red eyes seeming to glow and her white fangs gleaming in her open-mouthed smile.
“What’s the matter, Lucas?” She mocks. “Not so brave after all?”
You try not to stare into her glowing eyes. You have heard of the mesmerizing powers of vampires. They can dominate you with their gaze and enslave you with their bite. You have to avoid all of her abilities, not just those deadly fangs.
Perhaps an item will help. For the first time you have more than one to aid you in your battle.
The Holy Symbol of Veleda provides a focus of strength and inspiration, allowing you to call upon the power of the goddess. The undead are said to be vulnerable to holy magic and yet the goddess’s power is diminished within the Nightlands. You are not sure it will be enough to overcome a powerful vampiress like Izabella.
You also have the two potions given to you by Gretchen the cow girl.
The Blue Milk Potion is said to enhance your masculine attributes, from your musculature to your manhood, temporarily lending you strength and vigor. Perhaps it will be enough to overcome the unholy strength of a vampiress.
The Pink Milk Potion is unknown to you. It looks similar to the other potion, but you are not certain what it will do when you drink it. Facing off against a deadly foe like a vampiress might not be the best time to experiment with Gretchen’s potion.
You circle Izabella, keeping your guard up and your sword raised as you consider your choice carefully.




Which item do you use?
Use the Holy Symbol of Veleda
Drink the Blue Milk Potion
Drink the Pink Milk Potion




Go with the baroness to her bedroom

You tell yourself that it is your sense of honor and propriety that makes you agree to follow the baroness to her bedroom. You try to convince yourself that your throbbing cock in your trousers has nothing to do with your desire to accompany her.
“This way,” she purrs, climbing a dusty staircase to the second floor of the castle.
You follow the lovely baroness through the empty halls, past more portraits and to a bedroom on the castle’s third floor. The chamber overlooks the castle’s neglected courtyard. The windows rattle against the cold mountain wind and the unlit fireplace is cold and damp from the night’s rain. Above the massive bed with its ornate headboard hangs a detailed portrait of the baron. He stares at you with large, dark eyes that seem to accuse you.
“Here we are,” says the baroness, setting her candle aside. She walks to the foot of the bed, turning and shedding her gown from her slender shoulders. You suck in a breath as the falling gown catches on her erect nipples for a moment. It drops free, revealing her youthful body, her perk breasts and pale pink nipples the size of tiny pebbles. Her hips are slender and her mound, tufted in pale golden hair, seems so delicate it looks almost virginal. “My husband is dead and I am so alone in this big castle. I need a man to warm my body. To fill me… mmmmm… with the pleasure I crave.”
You stare in astonishment as the pale and lovely baroness walks back to you, running her hands over your chest and up to your face. She leans in to try to kiss you and you push her away. Your gaze flicks from her pale blue eyes to the portrait of her husband on the wall.
“Mmmm? What is it?” She wonders. “Do I not arouse you?”
“This is not right,” you say, pushing her gently away.
She whirls away from you and climbs onto her bed, her firm, peachy bottom pale and her quim a delicate pink between her toned thighs. She turns over onto her back, propping her back against the headboard as she parts her thighs and strokes her fuzzy quim. She spreads the pink folds of her cunt to reveal her glistening inner pink. Your cock twitches at the sight of such a lewd display.
“Make love to me, Lucas,” she moans, rubbing her clit and arching her back. “I have been cooped up alone in this castle. It has been weeks since my husband died and I haven’t had a proper man since. I need you to show me what a man you are.”
You know it is wrong, but your cock is painfully erect at the sight of the baroness’s behavior.




What do you do?
Pleasure the baroness
Make love to the baroness
Roughly fuck the baroness
Call upon Veleda for strength




Pay Rianna to warm your bed tonight

You glance around the mostly-empty tavern to be sure Theora has not returned. Once you feel sure that the angel is not watching, you grin at the busty barmaid and pluck your coin purse from your belt. You slide them across the table to Rianna and they disappear into a pouch of her apron in an instant. In a swirl of skirt and a toss of her scarlet hair, Rianna rises from her seat.
“Go about yer business, lad,” she says. “I’ll be by your room later.”
“Later?” You say.
“Got dishes to do,” she says. “Got to cook pap his supper. Then I’ll come an’ we’ll have a roll in yer bed, awright?”
“Yeah, um, yeah, that sounds nice,” you laugh, your face flushed.
“Bet it does!” She says with a wink. She swings her hips as she saunters off to the backroom of the tavern.
Scarcely a moment after Rianna leaves, Theora descends the stairs from the rooms on the inn’s upper floor, bringing with her that air of superiority that is both alluring and absolutely stifling. She sees you sitting alone at the table and looms over you.
“The rooms are warded and ready for occupation,” she says, looming over you. “Have you managed to gain any useful information or have you mucked that up?”
“Actually, yeah, I learned quite a bit,” You say, rising to your feet.
Theora raises a golden eyebrow and looks at you dubiously. “I rather thought you would spend all your time flirting with that plump barmaid.”
“Oh, there was a bit of that,” you say. “But…”
You relate everything you managed to learn from Theora about Baroness Lydia and the witch called Izabella. Theora grudgingly admits that you did a better job than she expected. You don’t add the fact that all of your information came from Rianna.
“Then the castle is our destination in the morning,” says Theora. “Tonight, we rest and gather our strength. You will need it to face down a vampiress, even in the daytime. She will be weakened, but here in the Nightlands she will not be in a deep sleep like the undead elsewhere. Come, let us retire to our rooms.”
You offer no objection and follow Theora up the stairs. You cannot help but admire her ample bottom in her gauzy gown, her wide hips swinging side to side as you climb the stairs behind her. It makes you think of Rianna’s plump rear swishing about in her skirt and how you are going to manhandle that scarlet-haired tease.
Theora escorts you to your room and shows you inside past the wards chalked on the floor and walls. There is a tiny table, a ramshackle chair, and a bed that slumps as if it has been broken repeatedly and poorly mended.
“A small bed,” you note.
“Your room,” she says sternly. “Mine is next door. Do not leave this room. We do not know what blood-hungry creatures might be stalking the halls of this inn late at night.”
“There’s a comforting thought,” you say.
“Goodnight, Lucas,” she says, backing out of the room. “Sleep well.”
She pulls the door closed behind her. You strip down to your tunic and under shorts and sit down on the edge of your bed. Your cock twitches at the thought of Rianna’s lovely cleavage and her bawdy manner.
You do not have long to wait before you hear a soft, musical knock at your door.
“Lucas?” She calls out through the door.
Your heart beats a little faster as you open the door and greet the comely barmaid. She has washed and powdered her face and let her hair silky scarlet hair down past her pale shoulders. Her full lips curl into a sweet smile and there is just enough candlelight that you can make out the freckles visible beneath the powder on her face.
“Rianna,” you murmur, taking her hand. “Come in, please.”
She laughs as she embraces you, pushing you back into the room with her body and smacking a sloppy kiss against your lips.
“You’re so formal,” she giggles. “Let’s get this door locked, love, and then we’ll get to it!”
She turns with a swing of her hips and a whirl of her skirt and she bolts the door. When she turns back, her eyes are burning with lust.
“Bein’ honest,” she says breathlessly, pushing you back into the room, “I had a hope you’d want a roll with me the moment you walked in. Don’t get much in the way of handsome boys comin’ in to the tavern. Mostly withered up old men that can hardly get their cocks up!”
She grabs for the bulge in your shorts and you stumble back a step. She laughs at your sudden reluctance and pulls you down onto the bed, lifting up her skirt as she climbs up to straddle your hips. You feel the warmth of her thatched cunt, bare beneath her skirt, pressing against your taut under shorts.
“Ooh, a nice one down there,” she says, grinding her quim against your hardness. Her eager kiss does not permit you much of a reply. She wiggles her hips and grinds her pussy against you, further stoking your lust.
As she kisses you, Rianna reaches behind her back and unlaces her bodice. The embroidered front falls away, permitting her large, creamy tits to sag within her white blouse. Her pink nipples, thick and erect, show through the thin material. You pull at the laces and free her breasts completely, taking hold of them as she cries out and thrusts her soft mounds against your face. They smell of sweat and spilled beer, but it is no deterrent as you fondle them, kiss them, and run your tongue over her fat nipples.
“Oh, I’d give you a good wank with ‘em if that’s what ye want,” she laughs, cradling your head against her breasts. “You just tell me, love, and I’ll make sure you have a good cum.”
Your cock throbs with need as you bury your face against Rianna’s soft mounds.




What do you do?
Ask Rianna to pleasure you with her mouth
Ask Rianna to pleasure you with her bust
Offer Rianna a seat on your face
Command her to get on her knees and take her from behind
Ask her to ride atop your hard cock




Kiss Theora

Theora’s strength is inextricable from her beauty. The way she yanked you off your feet and threw you against her bed only excites you more than her exquisite beauty. You lean up and kiss her on her full, soft lips before she has a chance to pull away. You do not force your tongue into her mouth, but allow the kiss to linger, pressing against her lips, communicating your desire by your reluctance to leave her.
Her lips part for a moment and your tongue brushes hers, giving you a tantalizing taste of the sweetness of her mouth. She jerks back and looks at you with surprise and anger in her silvery blue eyes.
“What are you doing? Do not do such a thing!” She snaps.
You ignore her and lean up to kiss her again, sliding a hand around to the back of her head and letting your fingers slip into the silky gold of her hair. You cradle her against your lips, opening your mouth to her and thrusting your tongue against hers. The kiss slips deeper, liquefying into the heat of your mouths, tongues swirling and a moan of pleasure vibrating from her mouth to yours.
She pulls away again, her face flushed, but anger once again furrowing her brow.
“How dare you, Lucas! This is most inappropriate! Now—Mmmmmmphhmmm!”
Your kiss silences her protests and her body certainly consents to your torrid kiss. She opens up to you, her mouth welcoming and her tongue hot and hungry against yours. You dare to cradle her hips and she does not protest. Your hands follow the shape of her body to the roundness of Theora’s ample ass. You squeeze and fondle her lovely cheeks as your cock throbs insistently within your night shorts. Your kisses grow more passionate, sloppier, and join with the gentle rocking of her body atop yours.
“To hell with this,” she hisses and with a momentary puff of pleasant smoke, Theora’s clothing evaporates.
You are left with her glorious, alabaster body straddling your hips. Her gold-tufted cunt is so close to your cock you can feel the heat of it radiating through your shorts. You slide your hands up her body, cupping and fondling her large, soft breasts. You tease her thick pink nipples and elicit a gasp of pleasure. You break the kiss with her long enough to press your face to the tops of her flushed mounds, breathing her fresh scent and kissing her lovely mounds. Your lips move lower and you lash her left nipple with your tongue.
“Lucas,” she moans, arching her back and thrusting her breasts against your face. “We should not be doing this.”
Once again, her body communicates absolute consent even as she voices reluctance. You know exactly what you must do with all of Theora’s loveliness.




What do you do?
Pleasure her without concern for yourself
Take Theora passionately
Take Theora roughly




No, you need to go to bed

You push yourself into a sitting position and slide up onto the edge of Theora’s bed. You try to speak and your voice cracks again. You finally manage to summon your words and do your best to sound resolute as you say, “No, I need to return to my bed and get some sleep.”
“Oh, is that what you need?” Theora raises an eyebrow and greets your determination with a haughty laugh. You start to rise from the edge of her bed and she presses her fingertips to your chest and shoves you back down. She commands, “Sit!”
“Y-yes, alright,” you say, afraid to provoke her further.
“You’re a good boy,” she says. “You just need to let out some of your seed. The pressure just builds and builds with you, Lucas. I can tell when it gets to be too much.”
She sinks down to a crouch before you and slides one hand into your lap. Your eyes bulge as her fingers trace the shape of your cock in your night shorts. Your manhood jerks beneath her caress.
“Yes, there he is,” she purrs. With a wave of her fingers, Theora’s gown dissipates like smoke, revealing her ample breasts and pale pink nipples. “I will help you release some of that pressure.”
“Oh, gods,” you moan as she reaches into your shorts and wraps her soft hand around your cock. She smiles up at you, her eyes flashing with golden power as she begins to gently wank your stiff cock. She draws your erect manhood through the flap of your shorts and leans the soft, inviting weight of her breasts against you. The soft crush of her tits around your cock is nearly enough to make you explode with a single press of that plush weight.
“Mmmmm, I can see it all over your face, Lucas,” she coos, stroking you between her tits. “Don’t fight. You can let it out whenever you feel the need.”
“Oh! Oh gods!” You cry out, your hips jerking and your swollen, crimson cock pumping through her fingers. The rush of pleasure reaches a sudden peak. Before you can even warn Theora, your milky cum is gushing in a fountain from your twitching cock. She gasps in delight as you shower her tits and cover her fingers and hand in your warm, slippery spunk.
“Look at all of this,” she laughs, dragging her fingers through the cum glazing her creamy mounds. She lifts her spunk-webbed fingers to her face, sniffs them, and daintily licks up some of your seed. “Mmmm. Not bad, although I am not certain why Morelle has such an insatiable craving for the stuff. Oh, but you still need to let out more, don’t you?”
“W-what?” You stammer.
She resumes wanking your cock against her cum splattered mounds. Her creamy breasts bounce with each pump of her fist on your overly-sensitive flesh.
“I… ohhh… oh gods… it hurts,” you moan as she roughly jerks your cum-smeared cock through the agony of your post-orgasmic sensitivity. You squirm on the edge of the bed and Theora’s fist makes lewd slurping sounds as she strokes your filthy length. Judging by her expression, she is relishing the chance to make you suffer as she makes you cum.
“That’s it,” she purrs. “Give me more of it, Lucas. Don’t fight it. You want to sleep well, don’t you? Let it alllllll out.”
You whimper as she relentlessly pumps her hand on your tender cock. Your manhood returns to full hardness and deepens from crimson to purple. You gasp, feeling another orgasm rising scarcely a minute after the last.
“Praise Veleda,” says Theora. “Worship her with your pleasure.”
“Ohhhhhh! Yes, p-praise her,” you moan, fucking your hand through Theora’s frothy, cum-smeared hand. “Praise b-b-be to the goddess. AAaaaaaAAAAAH!”
A second orgasm grips your cock, pumping hot and fast through your manhood and causing you to spurt your cum out in sudden gushes over Theora’s hand and up her arm. A few drops make it to her breasts, but most of your cum spills back down your shaft and drips from your twitching bollocks.
“Yes, what a devoted boy,” laughs Theora. She leans over and fetches a wet washcloth from a nearby wash basin. She covers your cock in the wet cloth and begins to clean away all the cum. “Do not go wandering around again, Lucas. Return to your room and rest.”
“Right, yes, of course,” you say, your face flushed with a mixture of pleasure and humiliation.
She finishes cleaning your cock and rises to her feet. With a wave of her hand, her body is clean and once more wrapped in her immaculate white gown.
“Goodnight, Lucas,” she says, wringing out the washcloth in the nearby basin.
“G-goodnight, Theora,” you stammer.
You stumble out into the hall, still tucking your cock away. You have a stupid grin on your face as you barge back into your room . You stretch out on the bed, unsure if you are lucky or cursed by your beautiful guardian angel.
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Keep evading her questions

“It will… ahhh… take more than sucking my cock,” you gasp, fighting with your pleasure as Anja slurps on your crimson manhood, “to get me to… help you.”
Anja pops her lips from your swollen cockhead. She giggles softly and wipes her lips with a finger.
“Really? Something more than sucking your nice, thick cock?”
She rises on her knees, her brown eyes flashing red for a moment. You tremble with fear and your cock gives an involuntary twitch. Anja runs her hands over her bodice, squeezing her tits so that they bulge against the laces and her pink areolas are partially visible. She sinks her fingers into the cleavage of her dress and pulls, parting the laces and pulling her top down beneath her ample breasts. She plays with her soft, creamy mounds, stroking her fingers over them to her wide areolas and the thick caps of her nipples.
“Gods,” you murmur, watching her massage her plumps teats and play with her nipples.
“I think you will tell me what I want to know,” she says, leaning forward and capturing your cock between the cool weight of her tits. She presses them around your shaft, squeezing you in her velvety softness so that only your crimson cap protrudes from her pale cushions. You whimper helplessly as Anja begins to wank your cock with her tits. She looks into your eyes and purrs, “Now, who was that winged woman in the tavern with you, Lucas? Who are you and why are you in Ulvenblad?”
“Won’t talk,” you cry.
The cruel lesser vampiress laughs as she bounces her soft tits around your cock. She looks up at you, tucking her chin to her chest and sticking out her long, pink tongue to lash the head of your cock each time your manhood slides up through her tits. The pleasure is incredible. Your cum aches in your balls and twitches in the root of your cock. The head of your cock, flicked by her tongue and dripping precum, feels as if it might explode like a powder charge.
Each time you feel your cum about to rise and your pleasure approaching the point of no return, Anjas squeezes the root of your cock painfully and stops your pleasure.
“Answer me,” she demands after the third denial of your building orgasm.
You wince in agony, writhing against the ropes and whimpering with your desire to cum.




What do you do?
Surrender to the pleasure of her breasts and tell her
Not even her tits can make you talk!





Into the Nightlands

You and Theora are standing on the edge of a dismal landscape of steaming bog and gnarled, black willows that droop their shaggy branches over the muck like the bowed heads of mourners. You glance back over your shoulder. Behind you, divided by an unseen line, is a landscape that, although far from welcoming, at least shows hints of green and brown. You turn back to the misery ahead of you. A sickly raven flaps in the branches of a nearby willow and caws as if it might be its last, agonized words.
“Welcome to the Nightlands,” says Theora, stepping onto the most promising ground in the bog. “We have a long walk ahead of us.”
You follow the beautiful angel into the Nightlands as even her radiance seems to dim. She treads carefully through the bog, yet still the filth collects on the hem of her white gown. You are far less able to navigate the steaming muck and find yourself slipping knee-deep into the rotting muck more than once. The third time it happens, Theora has to pull you out with a mighty yank on your arm.
Exhausted, you pause only long enough to drink something and stuff crumbly rice balls and fried pieces of fish into your mouth from Hina’s bento box. It was probably good at some point, but breathing in the scent of the bog while you are trying to eat does not do much for your appetite. You set off again, weary after a hundred paces through the muck. Theora continues ahead of you, barely touched by the mud and indefatigable.
After hours of struggling through the bog, you are relieved to finally reach a wagon path. You stagger out among the wagon ruts through the mud and are almost run down by a wagon rushing through the night. A lantern sways wildly, a man cries out, hooves thunder, and you go spinning into the mud.
“Whoa there!” Shouts a man. He clicks his tongue and snaps the reins of his two emaciated horses. You rise weakly from the mud and see the man has wild, red-rimmed eyes and a sweaty tangle of curls atop his head. “Damned fool, coulda smashed you under my wheel, I coulda!”
“Yeah, right,” you groan.
“Out here in the night, on the roads,” he scoffs. “Ya either got a death wish or ya already is dead.”
“How far to Ulvenblad?” Theora demands, standing aside from the muddy track.
“Oh, my lady phantom,” the man holds his hand to his chest. “I didna see you there. You are near enough to Ulvenblad.”
He points up the road. “Just a ways. I’d get there soon as you can. The rain is comin’ and things come out in the rain.”
“Things?” You ask.
“Things!” He reiterates, baring rotten teeth. He cackles madly, snaps the reins of his cart horses, and sets off at a thunder back down the wagon road. You watch the wheels of his wagon churn through the buttery mud and his lantern disappear into the night.
Theora walks over to stand beside you as a cold rain begins to fall heavily upon you both.
“I hate the Nightlands,” she murmurs. Looking down at your mud-filled boots, you have to agree.
You slop some of the mud off your rain-soaked tunic and straighten your sword belt. You look off down the wagon path as if the carriage might return with the same sudden violence it had first appeared.
“Well, I like it,” you say, grinning madly at Theora. “Very pleasant folk and lovely scenery.”
It’s a forced smile. The rain beats down on you steadily, your breath steaming from your mouth as you slog along the wagon path. Theora steps lightly, but even the beautiful angel is not so blessed she can avoid the rain. Her gown is nearly transparent with water and clings to her plentiful curves, providing one slight upside to your miserable journey through the Nightlands.
Worse than the rain and the mud is the haunted nature of your surroundings. You glimpse flashes of shadowy movement between the drooping trees and the faint glow of corpselight from an ancient graveyard long overgrown. The hair on your neck stands on end at the more than occasional feel that you are being observed from derelict farmhouses and unmarked stone ruins by creatures with ill-intent.
You are relieved when the faint lantern lights of a town appear in the rainy distance. Ulvenblad is a dreary village of small clinkered buildings clustered around a river that has swollen nearly to the limits of its banks. Fishing sheds and farmhouses become a town center of a few shops, mostly taverns and inns, clustered around a gothic church of moldy green stones and a stone bridge that crosses the river.
Overlooking the village, ominously dark in the downpour, is the unmistakable shape of a castle perched in the nearby hills. Few lights burn in it windows and it gives you the distinct impression of a giant waiting to scoop up and devour the poor village at its feet.
Other than you and Theora, no one is foolish enough to be out in the chilling rain. Your teeth chatter as you look at the angel in her rain-soaked gown.
“P-perhaps w-w-we should g-get out of the r-r-r-“
“Let us seek shelter,” she interjects. “The night is no time to hunt the undead.”
“S-s-soun-n-nds g-g-good,” you say, following her lead towards an inn and tavern with the auspicious name “The Warm Crust.” Rain drips from a painted sign depicting a loaf of steaming bread. To your profound relief, the inside of the inn is much more welcoming than the village of Ulvenblad. A fire crackles in the tavern’s hearth, several tables are occupied with relatively normal-looking locals having their supper or smoking pipes, and a lovely, red-headed bar wench smiles brightly at you as you step in from the rain.
“Oh, dear,” she says. “You’re both soaked through. Come on then, let’s get you situated by the fire. And… and you’re a… you’re an…”
“I am a messenger of the goddess Veleda,” says Theora.
“Here? In Ulvenblad?” The woman shakes her head. “No matter. You are welcome to sit by our fire. My name is Rianna—“
“L-Lucas,” you stammer, your jaw still trembling from the chill. “She’s Th-Theora.”
“Lucas and Theora,” says Rianna, winking. “Right then, what can I get for the two of you?”
“Hot porridge and mead,” says Theora.
“Have a stew?” You ask hopefully.
“Rabbit,” says Rianna. “It’s delicious. I promise. Goes well with the burr cider.”
“I’ll have that then,” you say. “And some bread.”
Rianna departs to the kitchen with a sway of her shapely hips and a bounce of her scarlet hair.
You lean back in your chair, feeling something close to contentment for the first time since setting out for Ulvenblad. You fold your hands behind your head and say, “A good meal will be nice before fighting some vampires. Right, Theora?”
“Lower your voice,” murmurs Theora, surveying the others in the tavern with her serious eyes. “We cannot know which are already under the control of the vampiress.”
The fire warms your wet hair and clothes and when the burr cider arrives it spreads that warmth to your belly. Theora finishes her mead in a single long gulp and demands another.
“Of course, my, um, lady,” says Rianna, backing away.
“Wench, a question,” says Theora. “Who dwells in the castle that sits above Ulvenblad?”
“The baroness, my lady,” says Rianna, lingering but clearly wanting to depart.
“Thank you,” says Theora.
Rianna soon returns with your food and another drink for Theora. The angel seems to have recovered from the chill and has color in her alabaster cheeks. Your belly rumbles at the savory aroma of the stew.
“Looks fantastic,” you say.
“Made it meself,” says Riana, wiping her hands in her apron. She leans towards you and bumps you with her hip, adding. “Gave you extra rabbit.”
“What is the name of the innkeeper?” Theora asks and gulps down half her mead.
“Terrance,” says Rianna. “He’s me pap. Don’t mind him if he can’t keep his eyes off your, you know, all your bits.”
“My bits?” Theora raises a questioning eyebrow.
“They’re showin’ through,” whispers Rianna and you can see it is true. Her gown may be partly dried, but the pink of her nipples are visible beneath the clinging fabric.
“I care not,” says Theora. “I will arrange for our rooms and ensure they are properly warded. Lucas, you make inquiries about the baroness. Be subtle. Do not draw attention.”
You wait for her to get up from the table and stride over to the bar to question the bald man with a lazy eye cleaning out mugs.
“’Do not draw attention’ says the six foot tall angel,” you whisper to Rianna.
She giggles and flutters her long lashes over her green eyes. Your cock stirs at the buxom wench’s cleavage as she leans forward to fill your mug from her pitcher.
“I’ll be in and out,” she says, giving your shoulder a squeeze. “Just give a shout if you need anything particular.”
She winks and leaves you for her duties as the tavern’s only server. You watch the way men paw at her and whisper to her and realize she is playing you like she seems to be playing all of her male customers. The beautiful redhead has a talent for liberating men from their coin. You know that sort of girl. Their affection is usually available for rent.
You survey the other customers. They seem rather pale and unhealthy, but otherwise the sort of mix of farmers and laborers you would expect to find in any tavern on late evening. Rianna bustles back into the tavern from the kitchen with another tray of drinks and bowls of stew for a table of locals. Her laugh carries across the room.
You certainly know who you would like to question. Very thoroughly.




What do you do?
Question the locals about the baroness
Flirt with Rianna the bar wench
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Homecoming

Home. Though your journey to the Nightlands only lasted a few days, you cannot shake the feeling that you have not truly been home since your sister went off to the Academy of Wizards in Lorraine’s capital city of Elzeheim.
You can picture her washing clothes behind the house, scrubbing grime from your father’s work trousers and smiling at you as you tilled the garden soil to plant rows of potatoes. In this memory, Genevieve’s blue eyes are big and filled with innocence and her pale blonde hair stirs like corn silk in the cool spring breeze.
The flash of the goddess’s magic fades and you are transported back to your farmstead. Theora, the statuesque angel, stands beside you. It is morning still. There is a mist in the pasture and the grass still glistening with dew. You can see the glow of candles through the curtains of your farmhouse. Pepper, Genevieve’s black mare, is in the pasture with your workhorses. Your heart quickens and you hurry past Theora towards the front door.
“Genevieve!” You call out as you throw the door open.
“Lucas?” Your beautiful older sister bursts from her seat at the kitchen table and rushes to embrace you.
Genevieve LeBlanc seems smaller than you remember her. You realize it’s because you grew up with her always slightly bigger than you and you have finally outgrown her by an inch or two. You pull her tightly against you and she buries her face against your chest.
“Oh, Lucas,” she says, her slender fingers digging into your sleeves as if she is afraid you will suddenly pull away. “I was so worried you had managed to get yourself killed here on the farm. I never imagined you would… would become…”
“A hero?” You offer, raising an eyebrow.
“A damned fool!” She says, slapping your chest. “This golem woman you left told me you were off in the Nightlands! Fighting a vampire!?”
“Thanks a lot, Hina,” you say to the golem washing dishes.
“Apologies, master,” says Hina. “Your sister asked who I was and where you were and so I told her.”
“You ran off and left the farm behind,” says Genevieve, her eyes angry and accusing. Before you can offer a rejoinder, the anger melts from her face and she embraces you again. “But that’s alright. You are home again. And so am I! Three weeks until I must return to the Academy! And look at you, Lucas. Your arms, your shoulders; you’ve turned into a man while I was gone.”
“Thanks,” you say, your cheeks going hot at the rare compliment from your sister.
“Heroing suits you well, I guess,” she says with a shrug.
“You look so beautiful, Gen. You’ve cut your hair short though.” You stroke the shoulder-length curl of her hair. She is wearing the cream-colored novitiate robes, cinched tight at her waist so that her ample bust swells beneath it and her green, white, and blue stole is dangles over it. “I don’t think mother would have appreciated that.”
“That’s what you notice?” She laughs. “My hair?”
“Well, how is your schooling then?” You ask, setting down your pack laden with gifts from the Baroness.
“It’s amazing!” She enthuses. “I’ve learned cantrips and some novice spells. Here… watch this…”
She splays her fingers in a posture you recognize from Ganralf, the old, half-mad blue wizard who used to make the fountain in the market square of St. Ingbert’s glow like liquid gold at Candle Fest every winter. She whispers something you can’t quite hear and a silvery-white orb of glowing magical energy appears hovering in the air a few inches from her hand.
Genevieve furrows her brow and the glowing orb goes zipping around the room, colliding with objects around the room without moving them and spurting out magical sparks that fade quickly. She recalls the orb into the palm of her hand, closes her fingers around it, and snuffs it out.
“Just a light sprite,” she says. “But useful when you’re hungry in the middle of the night and can’t find a candle to go creeping into the kitchen.”
“That’s amazing,” you say.
“Yes, well, thank you,” she curtsies. “Still a novitiate, but next term I’m a pathfinder and I will get to decide my school of magic. I think I am leaning toward blue or green. That’s true magic or natural magic. Purity magic is… oh… who is this?”
You look over your shoulder and see Theora looming in the doorway behind you. She ducks her head and steps into the room, her expression neutral and her silvery-blue eyes as cold as ever. The firelight in the hearth casts dramatic shadows on her face, making her seem even more like a statue than usual. Theora’s wings open slightly and Genevieve gasps in surprise.
“That’s… that’s an… an angel,” she says, staring up in wonder at Theora.
“I am the holy angel of Veleda, guardian of Lorraine and protector of mankind,” says Theora in her most angelic and commanding tone. “It is my duty to instruct Lucas and help him defeat the threat posed by the monster girl invasion.”
“Wow,” says Genevieve, stepping past you to admire Theora like she is admiring a work of art, “and you’re so beautiful. Knowing my brother, I bet he has a huge crush on you.”
“Crush?” Theora looks down at Genevieve and cocks her head to the side as if she does not understand. “I have squeezed him before, bent him several times, but I would never crush Lucas.”
You face burns red hot as your sister glances over at you and teases, “Squeezed?”
“The, um, the monster girls often, are, um, well, they want essence and that means, um,” you scratch your head trying to figure out how to tell your sister that having sex with beautiful monster girls is a key part of your job. “I mean to say, Theora has trained me, and so, um, to do that, well, my stamina…”
“It’s alright, Lucas,” laughs Genevieve, giving your shoulder a squeeze. “Relax. I’m not mom. I won’t judge you. If you want to get your stones squeezed by this beautiful angel, well, I’m proud of you for coming out of your shell. And into hers.”
Your eyes go wide to hear your sister talking so lewdly about you. She was always sassy, but you never talked about sexual things with her. Genevieve laughs again at your wide-eyed shock.
“Oh, come on,” she says, pulling you and Theora into the house. “Your doll girl and I made some supper. Let’s eat. You can tell me all about your adventures.”
Genevieve and the Hina you left behind to watch over your farm have prepared an impressive feast from the meager stocks available in your farmhouse. Hina’s dishes tend toward the fancy and your sister’s are simple and filling, the sort of thing your mother would have made. You exchange stories with her and although hers are not as filled with danger, they are every bit as exciting as she tells them with a smile and a twinkle in her eye.
You describe your battle against the vampiress Izabella in the Nightlands and Genevieve regales you with a story about pranking her potions teacher and causing his hands to go numb. She pantomimes his unfeeling, limps hands and even Theora cracks a smile. You tell Genevieve about Morelle and how she nearly sucked the life out of you and the neighbors. She is saddened by the news that the young farm girl has been turned into a succubus, but glad to hear that she lives on in the Crystal Sanctum. You keep alluding to that magical trans-dimensional palace and finally Genevieve insists you explain its properties.
“Well,” you say, taking out the Sword of Veleda from its sheath, “I hold the sword up and I say ‘Sanctum’ and then I say ‘Serenity’ and I am there.”
“That’s so cool,” says Genevieve, using slang words you’ve never heard before. “We learned about pocket dimensions in Basics of Planar Theory, but that’s just a beginner class. We didn’t really delve into them. Next semester I’ll get to visit one and then if I end up as a blue witch I will have to create my own to graduate.”
“Create your own?” You are amazed.
“Oh, sure, not with a whole palace,” she laughs. “It’ll just be a room or a house or something. A place to store things and relax safely.”
“What if you become a green witch or a white witch?” Theora asks before popping a forkful of roasted potato into her mouth.
“Well, white witches must bring a person back from the dead,” says Genevieve, “which requires a permanent sacrifice of life force from the witch. You can only bring so many people back from the dead before you lose all your magic ability forever. And if you are a green witch, you have to use natural forces to create new life.”
“New life?” You are amazed by the extent of this power.
“They say that the first monsters were born of a green witch that went mad,” says Theora. “Not completely true, but not as far off as you think.”
“Wow, you must know everything,” says Genevieve and you can’t tell if she is impressed by Theora or being a bit of a brat. “Did you witness the duel of Ezashan and Dormiter?”
“Witness? No,” says Theora. “But my sisters and I had to protect the humans of Kalenbak from being turned to ash by their magical battle. We erected a shield to spare them.”
“You did that? We were told that was the blue wizard of Kalenbak’s guild house that saved the population.”
“They tried,” says Theora with a shrug.
The dinner’s conversation turns into your sister excitedly peppering Theora with question after question about ancient wizard theory. Theora seems to relish the chance to recount her own exploits and you feel entirely left out. Feeling a bit annoyed, you finally blurt, “We have to travel to Kazadar.”
“The cursed city in the Sea of Sand?” Genevieve frowns. “Why would you want to go there?”
“We must reach the underworld,” explains Theora. “The creature that rules over Kazadar is the only one that knows how to find the entrance to the underworld.”
“Right,” says Genevieve. “The entrance to Chthona is said to be in the deadly jungle of Saturana, but the door moves.”
“That is correct,” says Theora. “And only Yasmeen, the ruler of Kazadar, knows the way to reach the entrance.”
“But that means… after Kazadar you are going to the underworld?”
“The Succubus Queen is there,” you say, trying to sound very serious and heroic. “She is the cause of the monster girl invasion.”
“Even now,” adds Theora, “hundreds of monster girls are invading Lorraine and the other human lands. They can be turned back if the Succubus Queen is defeated.”
“If you’re going to save the world, you need a witch by your side,” says Genevieve and she pounds a fist into the palm of her hand.
Theora glances at you with concern.
“Genevieve, it’s too dangerous,” you say.
“Too dangerous?” She stands up from the table, nearly overturning her cup of apple cider. “You just told me the human lands are in danger. If I sit here and do nothing I will still be in peril.”
“You cannot join us,” says Theora.
Genevieve waves dismissively. “You’re not my boss, angel lady. My brother is the hero, right? Chosen by the goddess?”
“That is correct,” says Theora coldly.
“Then he gets to decide,” she says, folding her arms over her soft breasts and squeezing them noticeably in her robe. Her blue eyes focus on you as she asks, “Do I get to go?”
You look at your sister’s pleading eyes, at Theora’s stern expression, and then deep into your heart. You have lost your father and your mother is missing, but seemingly alive. You cannot lose Genevieve too. The fear of harm befalling your sister would make your job impossible.
“No,” you say softly.
“What?” Genevieve scoffs. “What did you say?”
“I said ‘no’, Gen.” You rise from the table. “Theora and I must go and you must remain here. I have lost too much and—“
“I’ve lost the same things as you!” Genevieve snaps angrily at you.
“Stay here and watch over the farm,” you say, already gathering your traveling pack and your sword. Theora rises from the table and follows you to the door.
“What? You want me to cook and clean like a good woman? Is that it? Play house with your little sex doll?”
“I am not used for pleasure,” interjects Hina. “There is another model used for sexual pleasure.”
“Not helping,” you growl at Hina and the golem backs away.
Genevieve gestures in angry disbelief. You and Theora step out into the yard beyond the house. Genevieve, too angry to speak to you, does not follow.
“Veleda’s magic will carry us as far as Vorokesh,” says Theora. “We will secure a caravan across the Sea of Sand and to Kazadar. I know a… man… who we can bargain with. But he is unpleasant.”
You know Vorokesh. It is the farthest colony of Lorraine, a dangerous but profitable place for merchants, where the culture of the nomad traders of the Sea of Sand blends with the culture of Lorraine.
“Let’s go then,” you say, taking the hand Theora offers you.
She begins to intone a prayer to Veleda. The goddess’s holy light bathes your body. You feel yourself being lifted into the air.
“Lucas!” Genevieve calls out to you, running from the house, her arms outstretched. It is too late. You accelerate into the light and you feel an impossible speed as you are transported through the heavens to reappear beneath a pair of towering kalojan palm trees.
“Welcome to Vorokesh,” says Theora, squinting against the pitiless sun in the trackless blue sky.
Beneath the blazing sun, a curving cliff face of red rock rises from the horizon, forming a wall of stone that stretches for hundreds of miles. The rock is riven, a huge seam splitting it into halves and that seam creating a passage through to the endless dunes of the Sea of Sand. But you can scarcely see the dunes for the profusion of buildings within the passage through the rock. Within the passage lies Vorokesh, seemingly as ancient as the magic that split the cliff in twain, yet alive with the bustle of a trade city. Buildings of red brick, sandstone, wood shingles, and tents cling to the inner sides of the passage and clog the way through. Roads from Lorraine converge upon Vorokesh, wagon trains bringing goods from your homeland to trade with exotic wares of the nomads from the Sea of Sand.
Theora pulls a hood of white linen over her golden hair and tucks her wings beneath her gown. She sets off along one of the trade roads and you fall in beside her as you pass through the massive cliff of red stone and into Vorokesh. You are overwhelmed by the scent of incense and spice, the shouts in a dozen languages, and the press of men and women trying to get your attention and offer you goods for trade. Theora shoves easily through them and you proceed in her wake.
“Where are we going?” You call out to her.
“To see the one man I swore I would never speak to again,” says Theora. “We are going to meet with the Toad.”
You are familiar with Theora’s looks of disgust, but you have never seen one that also combined a certain element of shame. Whoever the Toad is, Theora must have a very unpleasant history with him.
CONTINUE >




Wait

You keep your guard up as you circle with Saleen. The constant motion of her daggers does not deceive you and you easily deflect her feints. She is quick, rarely leaving an opening, so you continue to circle.
“This is boring,” she says. “How about we play a different game? How about… catch!”
She throws both of her daggers at you simultaneously. You swing your sword and with a clanging impact and a burst of sparks you deflect both blades. She follows through on the attack with a leaping kick that lands her heel in your chest. If she were a foot taller, it would have put you to the ground. You stagger back a step and recover, snarling at her and swinging wide with your sword to drive her back.
“Faster than I expected,” she laughs. She draws another dagger from a concealed belt and produces a long chain, weighted at one end, which she begins to spin in her other hand.
“You should have sent the big guy, Toad,” you shout. “He might have been a challenge!”
Saleen curses in the language prevalent in Vorokesh and charges at you, swinging the chain at your face. You could duck beneath it, but you see her dagger poised to stab at your other side and you extend your arm and take the blow from her flail. The weight thumps painfully against your shoulder as you catch the chain in your hand. You quickly wrap it around your arm, pulling her off balance and easily knocking aside her attack from her dagger.
“Re-ush feak!” Saleen shouts, trying to turn her blade and strike upwards and under your guard. You yank her off balance again and she releases the chain. It almost causes you to tumble over backwards, but you manage to throw your body forwards and catch her in the throat with the edge of your blade. You nearly open her throat up, but stop your momentum just short of slicing into her flesh.
Saleen realizes in an instant what has happened. Her brow furrows with anger and you see her lips twist into a scowl behind her sheer veil. She tilts her chin up as you steady yourself and hold your blade at her throat.
“Yield to me,” you growl.
Her gaze flicks to Toad.
He lets out a sigh and says, “I do not want you dead, Saleen. Yield to him.”
“Mmmmm,” she growls with anger, but whispers, “I yield.”
You immediately withdraw your sword from her throat. She rocks back on her feet.
“This isn’t done, little warrior,” she says. Before you can offer a reply, Saleen turns and swiftly leaves the throne room. You watch her go, admiring the way her loose trousers manage to pull taut with each quick step, revealing the contours of her firm, round ass.
Feeling a sense of elation, you turn back to the Toad.
CONTINUE >




The answer is power

“Power,” you say confidently.
“As the extravagantly wealthy ruler of my own domain, I can assure you that the paupers do not have power.” She slithers closer, a cruel grin spreading across her pretty face. “I am afraid, Lucas, that the answer was ‘nothing.’ Which, coincidentally, is exactly the same chance you have remaining to survive.”
“N-no,” you gasp, backing away from her. “You can’t… that was the right answer!”
“Not this time,” she laughs and lunges with her arms outstretched.
You slash at her, hoping to sever her fingers or at least hurt her enough that it buys you time to escape. Unfortunately, she stops short of your swing. It was a feint! Before you realize what is happening, her coils wound around your body, squeezing so tightly that you cannot breathe. She whips you violently against the floor and the sword flies from your grasp.
“Wait!” You cry. “Please! I can be useful! I can help you!”
“Yes, you can,” she agrees, lifting you towards her face. “As my next meal.”
Yasmeen’s mouth opens and keeps opening, wider and wider, until all you can see is her pink tongue reaching around your neck and her cavernous mouth opening to swallow you up. You try to pull away, but her serpentine body is already wrapped tightly around your legs up to your waist.
She rams your body headfirst into her mouth. If you try to fight it, her teeth will tear you to ribbons. You slide down the warm, pink tunnel of her gullet and into the tight, stretching space of her stomach. It is dark and hard to breathe and in moments you are covered with warm digestive juices.
“No,” you moan, pushing on her stomach with your hands and feet. “No! Let me out! I don’t want to be eaten!”
She caresses you with her hand on her stomach.
“Then you should have answered the riddle correctly, Lucas,” she says. “Now be a good boy and digest.”
As Yasmeen’s digestive fluids fill her stomach up to your chin, you have little choice in the matter. Soon, your mind becomes hazy and you begin to dissolve into mush within her stomach. It is not painful, but you know there will be no rescue this time.
The goddess cannot save you from becoming the lamia’s meal.
BAD END




A new life as a monster girl

The sun warns the salmon-colored scales of your lower body as you luxuriate in the natural light of the throne room. The tip of your tail twitches idly as you hear the familiar slither of your friend and lover. She approaches you from behind and reaches around to cradle your huge, soft breasts as she kisses you on the neck and shoulder.
“This is where I bit you,” she whispers against your supple skin. “This is where I made you something better.”
Her tongue slides from your neck up to your pointed ear as her fingers find your nipples and roll them back and forth. You gasp and arch your human upper body against her. Yasmeen knows just how to touch you to almost instantly awaken your desire.
“I remember,” you say, turning to kiss her over your shoulder. Her lips are hungry and your serpentine tongues coil together in the shared space of the kiss. She rolls you onto your back and slithers atop of you, your snakelike lower body twining to match the dance of your tongues. You gently push her away with your hands on her shoulders. “I also seem to remember that you ate my friend.”
“Well, no relationship is perfect,” she giggles. “She was delicious, if it’s any consolation.”
You smile. You feel a pang of guilt about Theora’s fate, but since becoming a lamia girl like Yasmeen you have been forced to devour many humans to satiate your appetite. You cannot begrudge Yasmeen eating the wrong human, or angel as was the case with Theora.
“It is forgiven,” you hiss against Yasmeen’s lips. “But only because you are even sweeter.”
You slither down her body, tonguing her nipples, teasing her breasts with soft sucks, and licking your way to where her vulva is concealed at the join between her serpent half and giant human half. Your tongue awakens her lust and reveals the soft mound. You slip your tongue inside her and taste the familiar sweetness of her cunt. Yasmeen moans and wraps your body in her coils. She cradles your head as you lick and suck at her cunt.
“Ooooh Lucia,” she moans, her coils writhing and twisting around you. “Put your fingers inside too!”
“You like the fingers?” You giggle and push two fingers into the clutching tunnel of her cunt. She arches on the cushions, her huge breasts shifting and her monstrous mouth falling open in a cry of pleasure. You tongue her clit and fuck her with two fingers, driving her pleasure higher and higher until it explodes from her in a wail of ecstasy.
Yasmeen pulls you atop her and you twine your bodies together until they are one. Her kiss is hungry and her hands know the places of pleasure to explore. She cradles your round ass and massages her fingers against your tender anus as her kiss grows more and more intense. You feel her maleness rising – for Yasmeen is a hermaphrodite containing both male and female genitals within her serpentine body. She flips you suddenly, her glistening pick cock fully aroused as she plunges it into your ass.
“Ahhhhhh!” You cry as she dominates you with her cock, your bodies moving in rippling units as she fucks furiously into your aching hole. As she takes your ass, she reaches around you from behind and rubs your clit. The pleasure, as she well knows because it is one of her favorite things to do to you, is excruciating. You wail and cum hard on her thrusting cock, your pussy and ass convulsing and your hole squeezing against her thrusting cock.
“You are most beautiful when you cum,” she hisses against your shoulder, playfully biting at your flesh.
“Ahhhhhh,” you buck beneath her coils, riding your ass back against her throbbing cock. “My sweet! Fill me!”
“You want my seed?” She laughs and kisses your lips, turning your head and languidly thrusting her tongue into your mouth. The strokes of her cock take on an intense, building rhythm until you feel her cock swell and burst deep inside you. Her warm cum pumps into your ass and triggers another orgasm inside your body. You wail your pleasure into her kiss.
Her cock slowly softens and slides from your cum-stuffed hole. She rolls you in her arms so that you can face each other, breast-to-breast and lips-to-lips, caressing and kissing as the cum drips from your tender hole.
“Perhaps a snack before more,” she says, petting your silky hair.
She rings a bell and her guards bring in two stumbling slave girls. They look up at the pedestal in terrified awe as they confront the legendary lamias of Kazadar.
“They look delicious,” you say, licking your lips. “I will take the one with red hair. You have the blonde.”
The women begin to scream as you and Yasmeen lunge at them.
Being the companion of Yasmeen is not the life you expected, but sitting in the sun, curled around your lover and slowly digesting a slavegirl, it is hard to worry about the path you should have taken.
THE END




Stay with Saleen in the real world

It is impossible to resist the sweet smile and exotic eyes of the beautiful elf assassin. Her hand on your cock, squeezing and stroking you through your desert robes, certainly makes the decision to stay that much easier.
You lean down and kiss her on the lips and she greets you with a shocking passion, her tongue thrusting forcefully into your mouth and sharing the taste of her sugar root tea. You caress her body through her desert robes, feeling the shape of it and being reminded just how compact her toned figure is. You run your hands down her back and cup the firm roundness of her bottom, squeezing her cheeks and eliciting a laugh against your lips.
“Oh, Lucas,” she laughs, twisting out of your embrace. “Take off your robes. Let me see you naked.”
“What? What about you?” You ask.
She plays a fingertip against her teeth, teasing the tip of it with her tongue.
“Nnnn… maybe, but you first,” she says and motions for you to get started.
Somewhat reluctantly, you begin to undress, feeling Saleen’s lidded eyes gazing at every bit of your body your reveal. You have numerous scuffs and bruises from all the fights you have been in and your body, though increasingly muscular, is still rather skinny.
“Hmmmm, not a lot of meat on you,” says Saleen. “Let’s see everything. Off with the loincloth.”
You take down your underclothes, surprising her as your cock bounces free. She lets out a soft, gratifying gasp and covers her mouth with her delicate hands.
“Oh, my, for such a skinny boy you have a… well, that is a nice cock, Lucas,” she laughs.
“You should know,” you say, feeling a bit bolder as you turn to face her. “You’ve had your hands all over it ever since Theora entered the Crystal Sanctum.”
“I think I need a closer look,” she says, crouching down before you and wrapping her hand around your shaft.
“H-hey,” you gasp as she begins to deftly and vigorously stroke your cock, “I thought you were going to… ohhhh… you know… take off your clothes and… ohhhhh goddess… that twist you are doing with your wrist.”
“You like that?” She looks up at you and winks. “You are going to love this one.”
She leans her pretty face to the head of your cock and begins fluttering and flicking her pink tongue all over your cockhead. The hit flicks of her wet, velvet-soft tongue tickle beneath the head of your cock, along the ridge of your cockhead, and over your slit as it begins to leak precum. If anything, her stroking with her hand intensifies.
“W-where did you learn that?” You gasp, completely helpless in Saleen’s grasp.
“Efira taught it to me,” she giggles, referring to Toad’s dark-haired concubine. “She demonstrated on Kahad. He is much bigger, but I think your cock might be nicer.”
“That’s… ohhhhh…” You lose the ability to take offense as Saleen opens her small elven mouth and engulfs your cockhead. She begins to suck you and tongue just as deftly with your cock sliding between her soft lips. She reaches a nimble hand between your thighs and grips your bollocks firmly. Her squeezing is gentle, but you feel her strength in the way she handles you. Her other hand continues to work the base of your cock as she bobs on your tip.
“Mmmmmmmm,” she moans around your cock, gazing up at you with her heavily-lidded eyes smoky with lust.
“Ohhhhhh, Saleen,” you gasp. “That’s… I… aaaAAAAAHHH!”
Looking down at the beautiful elf pleasuring you with her mouth, you lose all ability to resist and thrust your cock through her stroking hand. You explode into her mouth. She winces once, pauses for a moment as your second spurt of cum shoots into her mouth, and then resumes massaging your balls and bobbing determinedly on your manhood.
It is the best blowjob you have experienced in a life recently filled with many amazing blowjobs. Saleen’s efforts exceed even Morelle’s hungry skill and the gelatinous sucking of Ooola the slime girl. She knows just when to suck, just how to lick you, and her practiced hands prolong your orgasm so much that you begin to laugh in amazement.
She finally relinquishes her grip on your cock and pops her lips free of your spent tip.
“Oh, goddess,” you moan. “That was…”
She opens her mouth to show you the huge quantity of cum covering her tongue before leaning over and spitting it into the kerchief that had contained her flat bread ration. She wipes her lips clean and smiles up at you.
“Well, that was rather disappointing,” she says. “I was just trying to get you ready for some fun, but it looks like I drained you dry.”
She pokes your wilting cock with a fingertip.
“I guess that means no fun for me,” she says, sinking lower on her knees and pouting her lips.
You will not stand for that. You did not cum in seconds like you might have weeks ago and she seemed downright determined to make you explode in her mouth. You growl and pick her up in your arms, amazed all over again by her petite size and light weight.
“Ahhhh! What are you doing!?” She cries.
“Taking care of you!” You shout, holding her in one arm and using your other hand to roughly strip off her clothing.
Saleen wriggles in your embrace, crying out and beating her fists against your chest as you strip off her robes and reveal the tight leather wrapping she is wearing beneath it. You toss her down on the bed furs and begin to strip this off of her, fighting the whole way and getting a fair few good smacks on your face and shoulders from the feisty elf. Although she is beating you, she is also laughing as she gasps, “Stop! Stop it! Unhand me, Lucas!”
It is only as you peel off the strips of leather and reveal her naked body that the fight goes out of her. The mood changes for a moment as you take in the sight of her naked body. Her pert breasts and brown nipples, her hairless mound, and the battle scars on her compact, chiseled physique.
“Are you going to fuck me like some brute?” She asks with a hint of tension in her voice. “Like every other man?”
“I am not every other man,” you say firmly. “I thought you would know that by now.”
You fall upon her with a furious need to prove yourself. You grab her muscular thighs and push her knees up, exposing the tan divot of her anus and parting her tender cunt to reveal the pink beneath her delicate dusky folds. She moans as you inhale her spicy scent. You bury your tongue in her hot cunt, tasting her sweat and the faint tang of her mixing with the sweetness of her arousal. She cries out as your tongue probes deep and your lips brush against her clit.
“Ohhhhh, Lucas!” She cries, cradling your head against her slick pussy. You lap at the tiny bud of her clit, coaxing it into full relief atop her folds and then capturing it in your lips and sucking eagerly. She wails with ecstasy and thrusts her hot cunt against you face. You thrust two fingers into her slick pussy and focus on licking and sucking her bud, driving her to louder and louder cries of pleasure that howl above the sound of the raging storm.
“MMmmmmmm!” You moan as you suck the sweet peach of Saleen’s pussy. Her juices flow into your mouth and her fingers tighten in your hair as she bucks against your face. Her cries grow so loud that you are glad when she squeeze your head between her muscular thighs and muffles the sound. You can actually feel her tight cunt clutching at your fingers as you fuck them in and out of her hot channel.
She relaxes at last, gasping for breath on the furs spread on the floor, her golden-skinned body glistening with sweat and her pretty face deeply flushed.
“Oh, Lucas,” she gasps. “Are you going to fuck me?”
“Yes,” you say, grinning as you wipe her juices from your lips. “But not yet.”
“What?” She sits up, propped up on her elbows. “Why not?”
You grab her ankles and roughly turn her over onto her hands and knees. You grab her around her hips, pulling her ass towards you as you slide your other hand down her back and push her face down into the furs.
“What in the names of the gods are you doing?” She demands.
You answer her by clapping both hands on her firm buttocks and squeezing. You practically dive on her firm round ass and stuff your tongue into the heat of her crack. She squeals in surprise as your tongue pushes past her clenching ring and into the hot tunnel of her ass.
“You’re licking me there?!” She gasps in surprise.
You roll your tongue around the rim of her ass, moaning, “Nnnnnhnnnn.”
“Oh gods,” she gasps, pushing her firm cheeks back against your face, clearly overcoming any self-consciousness as you rim her tight little hole.
The more you lick Saleen’s tight pucker, the more your cock throbs with need. You rim her ass and ram your fingers into her slick pussy, driving her hard and fast into another orgasm. The petite elf cries out with another storm of pleasure, throwing her head back and bucking her hips to fuck against your face. You choose that moment to plunge your tongue deep into the clench of her ass, invading her delicate hole and eliciting a shrill scream of pleasure.
“LUCCAASSSSSS!” She bucks her hips vigorously, nearly pitching you over backwards as you tongue-fuck her asshole and finger-fuck her clutching cunt.
Her ride against your face slows for a moment and then resumes as if she has reached a new plateau of pleasure. Breathless, gasping, she finally collapses facedown among the furs. Your tongue slides from her ass as she falls and you rise higher on your knees.
“Turn over,” you command her, your hands already flipping her onto her back.
She is drenched in sweat and almost delirious. She grins up at you, reaching for your face as you part her thighs and thrust your cock into the hot cove of her cunt. You hilt your cock in her velvet clutches and begin to move your hips, vigorously, but mindful of the limits of your pleasure. Her perky tits jiggle and shake with each thrust of your cock into her tight pussy. You lean over her and kiss her passionately, tongues intertwined and your language devolving to a dialogue of grunts and gasps.
You build to a massive climax, each thrusts taking you closer and closer. You gaze into her golden-brown eyes as you cum deep inside her, your seed flowing into her clutching pussy as she seems to share in a mutual orgasm. You gasp, wishing you could prolong the pleasure forever, but slowing your strokes as your cock becomes overly sensitive.
“Oh, Lucas,” she moans. “You came inside me.”
Her words strike a sudden cord. You are so used to bedding monster girls that the thought of impregnating Saleen had not even occurred to you.
“I… is it the right time for you to be…”
“It’s alright,” she says, stroking your cheek. “Worth the risk.”
She kisses you again and wraps her legs tightly around you, pulling your softening cock even deeper into her creamy pussy. Her squeezing inner walls reawaken your desire and after seemingly only moments you feel yourself growing stiff once more.
You begin to thrust into her cum-filled pussy, growing very harder and harder as she cries loudly and kisses you again and again. The sound of the storm seems to build into a primal scream with the force of your ecstasy as you cum a second time deep into Saleen’s clutching pussy.
You rest for a bit, drinking sweet wine from a flask Saleen kept stowed in her robes and luxuriating on the furs with the beautiful elf. She is so small in your arms and yet her body is toned and substantial against yours. Her kiss is playful and her hand begins to reawaken your cock.
“I might be too tired for this,” you laugh.
“I will be the judge of that,” she says, smiling as she kisses her way down your body and takes your cock into her mouth.
She managed to make you cum three more times before finally exhausting your ability to fuck her. You sink into each other’s arms and gazing into those winsome elven eyes you feel an unexpected tug of something more than lust. You think to say so to her, but before you can you slide into a warm, honey-brown sleep.
You awake to remarkable quiet. The storm has passed and sunlight is filtering through a part in the flaps of your tent. You can tell by the shadows on the hides that sand has nearly buried your tent. You torn onto your side and realize you are alone in the tent. Saleen must have left to see to the caravan.
You wash your face with warm water from a water pouch and clean your cock with a damp cloth. You still reek of sex, but it is the best you can do with only the desert provisions. You are just finishing dressing in your desert robe when there is a flash from the Sword of Veleda and Theora appears in the tent.
“Hello, Lucas,” she says, more than a little coldly. “I expected you to join me. I hope you had fun with the elf.”
“Um, yes, we got to know each other,” you say.
“Where is she now?” Theora asks. “We must be leaving.”
“I think she is just outside getting the caravan ready,” you say.
Theora opens the tent’s flap and storm-piled sand spills into the tent. She thrusts her head out through the flap and quickly declares, “No, Lucas, your elf is gone. The caravan has left us.”
“What?” You hasten to the flap and stick your head out of the tent beside Theora’s golden mane. Sure enough, the caravan has gone and long enough ago that the light wind has scrubbed away any trail of the departing sand shufflers. Disappointment plunges unexpectedly into your guts and you step back feeling actually wounded by Saleen’s surreptitious departure.
“Perhaps you did not get to know here as well as you thought,” says Theora, looking at your stricken expression. “Come, Lucas. Take my hand. Yasmeen’s magic has worn off and Veleda can return us to your farm.”
“Why wouldn’t she even say farewell to me?” You wonder aloud as you take Theora’s hand.
“Perhaps she does not actually like you, Lucas,” says Theora.
Although your mentor’s words are cruel, you detect a flicker of a sympathetic smile on her lips as a golden glow swallows you and Theora up. Before you can speak again, you are transformed into pure holy energy and flung through the heavens at impossible speed by the will of Veleda.
CONTINUE >




Visit with Oola the slime girl

“Hina, I would like to visit Oola,” you say, thinking of the bubbly, happy slime girl.
Hina hesitates. It is hard to read her glassy eyes and porcelain face, but you sense something is amiss.
“What is it?” You ask.
“Oola is not well, master,” she says. “It is good you want to visit her, but I must warn you that she is not herself.”
“Take me to her,” you snap. “Quickly!”
You hurry down into the dank, cave-like portion of the dungeon beneath the castle. Hina has to lead you all the way up to Oola, who is sitting in as a dismally small puddle on the floor of the cave. She has darkened from violet to a shade of purple that is almost black and has shrunk to no bigger than your two hands clasped together, with a small, rubbery fringe around her core like a purple fried egg.
You scoop her up into your hands and she forms the slightest resemblance of a human face like a mask resting in your grasp.
“Yummy?” She burbles sadly. “You not leave Oola die?”
“Oh, no, Oola,” you say, guilt welling within you. “I left you too long without my… my juice.”
“No yummy,” she says, her voice gurgling. “Give me yummy?”
You realize what you have to do, but it will not be easy with Oola in such a pitiful state. You fumble your soft cock out of your trousers and try to stroke yourself hard looking down at this pitiful gelatinous remnant of Ooola.
Hina interjects, “Perhaps if she formed herself into something you could use. There are objects called Onaholes that are soft, jelly-like toys made from mindless sea slimes that fishermen sometimes use to pleasure themselves when away at sea. She has just enough remaining volume for this simple transformation.”
“Can you do it, Oola?” You ask, supporting her with one hand as you try to awaken your cock with the other.
“I try,” she burbles and begins curls herself into a tube shape. Her gelatinous remains are just sufficient to form a tube filled with soft, rubbery slime flesh about the right size for your cock. She is certainly much easier to grip in this shape. You rub the head of your cock against the rubbery entrance and to your surprise her cool flesh begins to arouse your manhood. You even drool a bit of precum against her opening, providing lubrication for you to slide your full, swelling length into the velvet tunnel created by her body.
“OoooooOOOooh, “she burbles as you sheath your length in her gelatinous onahole. You feel her throb around your cock, as if excited by your warm manhood sliding in and out of her rubbery sleeve.
“Let me, master,” offers the guide Hina and she wraps her hand around your cock, tightly gripping the Oola-hole as she begins to vigorously wank you with it. You pout one arm around the porcelain golem, watching her massage you with the cool, gelatinous tube of Oola’s body.
“Ohhh, this is pretty weird,” you laugh, but weird or not you cannot deny the pleasure building in your loins.
“Relax, master,” says Hina. “I can tell you are getting very close.”
“OOOooooooOOOhhh,” moans Ooola, her excitement vibrating around you. “Please give me yummy juice.”
Your breathing grows heavier, the tension building your stomach and your tightening bollocks. You thrust your hips out of habit, but this only seems to mess up the timing of Hina’s deft strokes. You force yourself to stop and allow her full control over wanking your hard cock in Oola’s increasingly slippery sleeve.
“Can taste!” Oola burbles excitedly. “Give more juice, please!”
“Ahhhhhhhhhh!” You feel the pressure building inexorably, reaching the giddy plateau and then plunging over it as your cock explodes inside the squeezing tube of the slime girl’s body. You spunk fills a translucent bubble at the end of your cock that swells with each pulse of creamy seed. As your last gush fills the bubble, it compresses and the milky liquid spreads throughout Oola’s body. She begins to shake and boil with life. You pull out your cock and Hina places Oola gently onto the floor.
Somehow, that small measure of your cum is enough to cause Oola to begin to dramatically expand. Her color returns to a brighter, more luminous violet and she spreads like a spilled bucket of slime across the floor.
“OOooooOOoh!” She burbles excitedly, sending out pseudopods that grow into arms and legs and form slowly into a full-sized and very busty simulacrum of a nude, voluptuous woman. She stands up and smiles at you, her translucent flesh glowing in the dark cave. “You saved me, master! I thank! I give you many thanks!”
She leaps at you, knocking you to the floor and kissing you on the lips. You taste her sweet, slimy tongue in your mouth and you feel her slimy pussy rubbing against your flaccid cock. It draws you into her cool, jiggling slime with a suck and you begin to stiffen as she grinds her wobbling body against you and kisses you with sloppy enthusiasm.
“I will leave you to your visit, master,” says Hina, retreating from the room.
“Thank you, Hinas,” burbles Oola, her voice un-muffled even though she is messily kissing you with her slimy lips and a thick tongue of sweet slime.
Oola proceeds to take her slimy revenge for her neglect. There is nothing you can do in the face of her gelatinous enthusiasm. She rides her slimy pussy on your cock, providing you with a blurry, translucent view of your manhood trapped inside her homogenous body. When you cum, as you do quickly, you watch as your spurts of seed become cloudy wisps that seem to evaporate into her violet flesh.
“OooOOOOooohhh, so yummy!” She burbles. “Need more!”
You cannot escape her clutching cunt. It becomes a mouth and her entire anatomy shifts as your embrace with her becomes a 69 and your tongue is forced into her slippery, sweet pussy. She sucks vigorously at your cock until you are spurting again into her gelatinous body. She pulls you into a missionary position and forces you to thrust into her again and again, even sticking a gelatinous finger into your ass to push you over the edge and make you pump her full of another load.
She is riding you for the third or fourth time, working on your tenth orgasm, when you finally groan and pass out. You dream of being a storm-tossed ship on a sea of slime. With a milky white burst, your ship is broken in half and you plunge beneath the waves into a sea filled with luminous violet mermaids.
“OOOOOooooooOOOOoooh!” They sing.
You awaken in a bed in a white room. A Hina wearing a white dress stands over you and lifts a potion from your lips.
“Master, you are awake,” she says.
“H-how long?” You croak.
“Only a few minutes,” she says. “Oola fetched the guide as soon as she realized something was wrong. Your Hina brought you up to the infirmary and I prepared a healing potion to restore your essence.”
You swing your legs over the side of the bed, a bit sore, but otherwise none the worse for wear. The guide Hina enters with a cool glass of water which you drink greedily to rinse the foul taste of the potion from your mouth.
“You should get some sleep,” suggests your guide.
“No,” you say firmly. “No time for that.”
“Well, then,” says the guide, seemingly slightly miffed that you will not heed her advice. “Where would you like to go now?”




Where would you like to go?
Time to return to the real world
Visit with Yasmeen the Lamia
Visit with Izabella the Vampiress
Visit with Morelle the Novice Succubus
Visit with Gretchen the Cow Girl
Visit with Theora the Angel of Veleda
Spend some time with Hina the Golem Girl




The answer is an egg

“The answer is an egg,” you say confidently.
Yasmeen’s face twists into a cruel smile and her reptilian eyes flash with hunger.
“No, my little human, I’m afraid the answer is… wait? Wha did you say?” She tenses and cocks her head curiously, as if she did not hear you correctly.
“I said it’s an egg,” you shout. “To do anything with an egg, you have to break it.”
Her cruel pleasure becomes anger.
“What? No! How did you know?!” She slithers towards you and you narrowly avoid being tripped up by her tail. You scoop up your sword as she rages, “You cheated! The angel told you the answer! I will eat you both!”
Yasmeen pursues you furiously, her pretty face ugly with her rage and her fangs on full display as she reaches for you. She almost has you too, but at the last moment you slide beneath her and drive your sword up, straight between her breasts. You should feel the crunching of your holy blade punching through her sternum and ending her monstrous life. Instead, there is a bright flash of light and the looming weight of Yasmeen disappears. The pink crystal in the grip of your sword glows, winks a few times and goes dim again.
You have done it. You have defeated and captured Yasmeen. You have not yet learned the answer to your question about the location of Chthona, but when you defeated the vampiress Izabella she became much more forthcoming. You hope Yasmeen will be similarly cooperative.
“Ohhhhh,” groans Theora, pushing herself onto her hands and knees.
You rush to her and kneel down beside her, helping her steady herself.
“Is it… did you…?” She looks at you with pain in her silvery-blue eyes.
“Yes, Theora, it is over,” you say and help the angel to her feet. “I have defeated the lamia and trapped her in the Crystal Sanctum.”
CONTINUE >





Startle Eye

Saleen circles you aggressively, darting in and striking at your guard, trying to catch you wrong-footed or just wear you down. Her plan is working with each parry and you know you can’t keep circling her forever. You need to use one of your special abilities to gain the upper hand. You need to blind her.
You continue to circle and parry Saleen’s attacks. She giggles and taunts you, but you know ignore her and begin to whisper a prayer to the goddess. You feel her power building inside you; a trembling energy that demands to be released. You parry another of Saleen’s attacks and then thrust out your first, opening your hand, palm up, scarce inches from the petite elf’s veiled face.
You turn away and close your eyes as the holy purity of Veleda bursts in the palm of your hand. The flash is so bright that it shows pink through your eyelids. Saleen cries out and you hear one of her daggers clatter against the stone floor as she tries to shield her face. The after-image is still pulsing in your vision as you recover and see Saleen staggering back. Theora, Toad, and the others watching the fight are also seemingly blinded.
Gripping the Sword of Veleda, you advance on Saleen, intent on finishing thing. Your aim is not to kill her, but to keep Theora from being defiled by Toad, you are willing to hurt Saleen. You turn the flat of your sword and swing at her head.
In an instant, the petite elf draws another silver dagger and catches your sword on two knives. She tilts her head, as if listening to the rasping your sword makes against her crossed daggers. Her eyes are closed.
“What?” You gasp in shock, trying to overpower her parry. You free your sword and swing again and again she blocks your sword, though her eyes remain closed.
“The Karomingal blade masters taught me many skill,” says Saleen, “including blind fighting.”
With your sword locked to her blades, Saleen kicks you in the stomach and drives you back. You lose your grip on your sword. With her eyes still closed, the petite elf tosses your sword aside and cartwheels towards you. She lands straddling your stomach, knocking the wind out of you with the impact and pressing the edge of one of her daggers to your throat.
“I can feel your tender neck,” she says, slowly opening her eyes and blinking away the flash of Startle Eye. “Yield to me, speck, or I cut you bad.”
Your position is hopeless. Through clenched teeth, you mutter, “I yield.”
“It is done,” croaks Toad, still rubbing his bulging, reptilian eyes.
Saleen leaps to her feet and bows crisply to Toad.
“Thank you, my sweet,” says Toad. “You may go.”
Saleen dances away from Toad and departs the throne room through the red curtain. You roll unsteadily to your feet and push up on your hands and knees. You failed. Theora is going to be defiled by this grotesque creature. You cannot look her in her eyes as you stand and face Toad.
CONTINUE >





Drink the Blue Milk Potion

Keeping your sword up, you reach into the leather pouch on your hip and draw out the vial containing the blue milk potion. You pop the stopper free with your thumb and take a swig of the sweet, creamy liquid within the vial. You quickly return the stopper to your pouch.
“What was that?” Saleen laughs and darts in for another probing attack. You parry it easily. “You think some potion is going to save you from humiliation?”
“Save me?” You feel the potion beginning to burn through your veins. “Save me?! No! This potion… will… turn me into a BEAST!”
Your muscles swell and bulge from neck down to your ankles. Your chest muscles grow and shoulders become wider and more substantial. You grow several inches, towering above the shocked elf. Your face is flushed with anger and desire. Your cock, already hard, swells massively beneath the robe. The sensation of the fabric rubbing against your cockhead enrages you further.
“Now you see!” You snarl. “Now you get what you deserve!”
“What the!?” Saleen reels as you swing the flat of your blade and knock the daggers from her hands. You charge her as your massive cock pushes through the layers of your robes. The throbbing, red, thick-veined shaft of your cock emerges behind the angry purple plum of your cockhead. Saleen stumbles and falls to the ground.
You fall upon her, stripping off her billowy trousers and exposing the small, dusky-lipped peach of her pussy. She kicks at you, but her feet hammer against your unfeeling muscles. You pin her hands above her head and tear off her top, exposing the small, heaving mounds of her girlish breasts. Her brown nipples are as stiff as pebbles.
“Yield to me,” you snarl, hoping she will refuse.
“Curse you, human!” She cries. “I won’t give you the—AAAAH!!”
Saleen cries out as you hilt your massively swollen cock in her little pussy, stretching her roughly around your throbbing tip and ramming into her silky depths until you feel her inner limit. Your heavy bollocks swing free of your robe and slap against her as you begin to pump your huge cock in and out. She wails with a mixture of shock, pain, and pleasure. Her nails claw at your robe, tearing into the material, but unable to slow your punishing thrusts into her stuffed cunt.
You feel a pang of guilt for what you are doing, but the pleasure-hungry beast now rules your mind and pushes you to pound your cock harder and faster into Saleen. Her breasts, though small, shudder and jiggle with each of your frenzied strokes. You palm one of her tits, feeling the nipple pressing against your hand as you squeeze her pliable flesh.
“Oh, goddess,” she cries. “It’s so big!”
You bend her body beneath you, pushing her legs up until her knees are nearly at her shoulders and her pussy and ass are nearly perpendicular to her body. You slam down into her, holding onto the backs of her thighs and forcefully driving the throbbing pillar of your cock, glistening with her juices, into the stretched sleeve of her pussy. She pants helplessly, tears spilling from her once-fierce eyes.
“Yes! Yessss!” You roar, your cock swelling and your bollocks tightening.
“Ohhhhh… oooohhhh goddess… I’m cummmmming!” Saleen cries, her scratching fingers suddenly gripping your arms tightly. You feel her pussy tense and convulse around your thrusting cock. With a bestial growl, you explode inside her clenching cunt, spurting your hot seed with such force that it gushes back up her stuffed channel and bursts out of her cuntlips. Cum froths from her little pussy as you slam your load deep inside her, emptying your throbbing balls.
“Do you yield?” You roar, punishing her creamy cunt with your still-hard cock.
“Yield,” she moans. “I yield!”
You pull your cock from Saleen’s pussy with a raunchy slurp, rising to your feet to stand over the spunk-spattered form of the petite elf. You feel the rage fading and your cock slowly retreating back to its normal size.
“You have beaten her,” croaks Toad with disappointment. “Go and clean yourself, Saleen.”
“Y-yes, father,” gasps Saleen, gathering her clothes and limping out of the throne room.
“Not a very honorable method,” says Theora.
“I spared you being fucked by a lizard,” you reply.
You turn and look at Toad, the last of your potion-fueled fury draining from your face.
CONTINUE >




Agree to take Theora’s place

You tremble at the thought of Toad touching your newly-voluptuous body with his rough reptilian hands. But even worse than that thought is the thought that he would tear open Theora’s gown and fondle her the way you are imagining. The fear tight in your belly is no match for your need to protect your companion.
“I… I will take her place,” you say, feeling strange as the soft, feminine voice passes your full lips.
“Lucas, no,” moans Theora. “You do not know what you are doing.”
“I failed you,” you say. “I should pay the price.”
Toad releases Theora and saunters over to you. He presses his bulk against your back, reaching over your shoulder with one hand to fondle your breasts through your robe. He squeezes and mauls your new tits and when his scaly fingers find your right nipple he pinches and makes a jolt of pain and pleasure shoot through your body.
“Ahhh,” you cry.
“Release her – him!” Theora commands.
“Lucia has made up her mind,” says Toad and he runs his wide, slimy tongue up your neck to flick at your earlobe. You shudder against him and his grip tightens on your breast. “She is going to be pleasuring me so you don’t have to, Theora. What a devoted little hero you have.”
“No,” cries Theora. “Lucas! Don’t do this! You might make the magic of the potion irreversible!”
Toad gestures to his huge bodyguard and the masked warrior grabs Theora by her arms and drags her out of the throne room. The concubines follow him, leaving you alone with the amorous lizard man.
“I won’t hurt you, little Lucia,” croaks Toad softly. “My name is Grazzek. The name my tribal chief gave me as a whelp. You may say this name when you are calling out in pleasure.”
His rough lips press against your neck as his slide his hands to the neck of your robes. He pulls your robe open suddenly, growling bestially as he strips the robe down from your slender shoulders and your ample breasts. The material hangs on your thick, pick nipples for a moment before dropping down from your shapely hips and revealing your flat tummy and the brown tuft of hair atop your delicate cunt.
“What a lovely butterfly the caterpillar has become,” croaks Toad appreciatively.
The foul lizard man does not hesitate to pull you into an amorous embrace, your soft, smooth body pressing against his scaly flesh as he kisses you and thrusts his foul-tasting tongue into your mouth. You can do nothing but endure such a kiss as the fat slug of his tongue roams around your mouth and his hands stroke your back and squeeze your round ass. Your nipples, seemingly twice as sensitive, drag against the roughness of the scales on Grazzek’s chest. Each bump sends another small jolt of pleasure through your traitorous body.
“Mmmmmm,” you moan against his slobbering kiss.
“You like it,” he laughs, his big hands on your shapely hips. “Good. It will make this easier for you.”
“W-what?” You gasp breathlessly, looking into his bulging reptilian eyes.
Grazzek answers by lifting you into his arms and carrying you over to his throne of countless pillows. He lays you down upon them gingerly and you look up, your heart pounding as the big reptile settles heavily to his knees. You let out a soft moan as he spreads your thighs. His wide, ugly head ducks to your chest and his tongue slides over and between the soft mounds of your breasts. You whimper as his slimy tongue drags across your nipples. You cry out as he sucks your tender buds and pushes a scaly hand between your thighs.
“Ohhhhhh,” you moan as he begins to finger your slick folds. Your body has betrayed your perverse desire and Grazzek chuckles and rubs at your bud. The sensation leaves you whimpering, thighs quaking as a pulsing pleasure is unleashed through your body. You let out a cry and he croaks with laughter, slobbering and slurping on your breasts as he makes you climax with nothing more than his fingers.
But the bloated reptile has more surprises in store for you as he runs his tongue down your hitching abdomen to the tufted mound of your newly-made womanhood. You try to close your thighs and your supple skin presses against his broad head. He ignores your attempts to deny him as he pets and inspects your virgin cunt.
“So fresh,” he croaks. “Not even the purest concubine from Alshana can match your delicacy, Lucia. Permit me to sip the dew from your pretty pink petals.”
“Noooo,” you cry softly as you push your hands feebly at the horned ridges of his head.
Toad simply ignores you as he runs his warm, slimy tongue from your anus to the bud of your clit. As he reaches that throbbing button, pleasure shoots through you with such force that you cry out in shock. He croaks with amusement as he begins to lap at your slit. His tongue gently opens your dewy folds and he slurps lewdly at your delicate cunt, licking your clit as he does. The more he licks, the greater your pleasure grows, until your hands that once pushed Toad’s face away are now clinging to his head as you buck your hips.
“Ahhhhh! Ohhhh it’s so good!” You cry, experiencing deep, radiating pleasure like you have never endured before. It may not have the explosive intensity of your male orgasms, but it has a full-body ecstasy that you never imagined possible. Grazzek savors the sweet honey that flows from your cunt as you cum and you do not care, you feed it to him eagerly, bucking and writhing against his tongue.
“Now,” says Grazzek, slowly lifting his glistening face from between your trembling thighs, “you must repay the generosity I have shown.”
He grunts as he pushes upright and then turns and flops into a sitting position atop a hillock of pillows. His scaly legs are parted and you realize he has shed his loincloth. You watch with fascination at the grotesque sight of the glistening pink flesh of his genitals pushing out from a slit between his legs. Inch by inch it slides into view, revealing a ridge, slightly bent cock that has an almost soft appearance despite being erect. It lacks the well-defined shape of a human phallus and reminds you more of a dog’s erect penis.
You crawl closer and see the fine tracery of capillaries on the pink shaft reaching up to its lopsided tip. The smell of it reminds you of pond water, but it is not entirely unpleasant. Your stomach tightens at the thought of touching this foul flesh or, goddess forbid, taking it into your mouth.
“I c-can’t do this,” you say to him.
He smiles, his throat bulging with what you take to be amusement.
“You will,” he croaks, “or I will have Kahad fetch Theora. She will be compelled to do it.”
You gingerly reach out and touch his cock with the tip of an index finger. His slimy maleness twitches and drips a clear liquid from its tip.
“Do not fear it, Lucia,” croaks Grazzek. “Many beautiful women have served this cock. But you are a rare flower I must pluck. Show me you belong as a woman. That you are eager to serve my superior reptile flesh. Take it into your mouth.”
His arrogant words are like a lash across your back. Your face burns with shame as you lean forward, close your eyes, and part your lips. You want to retch as the slimy flesh presses over your lips, as it slides across your tongue and fills your mouth with the faint salty flavor of his male flesh. He croaks with pleasure and, instinctively, you begin to suck. Your shame is forgotten in a moment, your lips tightening around his glistening pink shaft as you begin to pleasure him.
“Good, good,” croaks Grazzek. “A quicker study than some of my finest concubines.”
“Mmmmmm,” you whimper with despair, slurping and bobbing your head on his cock. You take him so deep you gag yourself, recover, and continue sucking. The more you suck, the more you want this, tasting the salty flow of his precum and swallowing his foul ooze as if it is a reward for your efforts. Without even realizing what you are doing, you begin to rub your clit as you suckle at Grazzek’s reptilian cock.
“Enough,” he croaks loudly, pulling his cock from your mouth and leaving you gasping and desperate for more. “I see that look in your eyes, Lucia. It is time to rut with you.”
Fear surges anew, but you do not resist the big reptile. He turns you over onto your hands and knees, stroking your cunt with his fingers to be sure you are wet and eager for his cock. To your shameful realization, you are soaking with anticipation, your cunt already dripping with your readiness. He kneels behind you, resting one hand on your shapely hips as he takes hold of his pink cock with his other hand. He guides the slightly squishy tip to the hot folds of your pussy. You suck in a breath and hold it, anticipating pain as he plunders your virgin cunt.
“Do not fear, Lucia,” he murmurs and gives your ass a squeeze. “I will not hurt you.”
He takes you with a single stroke and a pang of pain as your virginity is claimed. Warmth flows around him as his thick cock squeezes into your velvet channel. He croaks with bestial pleasure and takes hold of your hips with both hands. The experience is almost mind-altering. This monster is inside you. He is claiming you and mounting you from behind, his clawed hands controlling your movements and his scaly hips spanking against your ass and making your cheeks jiggle. With each thrust of the brute’s cock, your dangling breasts swing beneath you and serve as a reminder – if you needed one – of your physical transformation.
“Oh, goddess, forgive me,” you whisper as pleasure begins to build with each of Grazzek’s thrusts.
“Yes, push back against me,” he croaks. “Swallow my cock with your lovely human cunt.”
“Ohhhhh!” You cry shamefully, dropping your head to the cushions, arching your back, and pushing your pussy onto his slick, throbbing cock. Your orgasm follows swiftly and your fingers twist in the cushions as your pussy ripples around his cock.
“Yesss!” Toad hisses, thrusting raggedly into your clutching channel. “My seed boils, little Lucia!”
He is going to cum inside you! Can you be impregnated by such a creature? If he seeds you, will you ever be able to turn back into a man?
Do you even want to turn back?
You feel his cock swelling inside you, a strange, wonderful fullness that radiates pure pleasure through your submissive body. You can tell that Toad is on the brink of his climax.
“I give you the choice,” he pants, sloshing his thick cock in and out of your pussy. “Where shall I… ahhh… spurt my seed… my pretty little human?”




How do you answer him?
Beg for Toad's cum inside you
Beg for Toad's cum all over your body




Wait

Yasmeen is quick, aggressive, and apparently angered by your continued defiance. She hisses and charges at you and for the fifth time you manage to deflect her blow with your sword and dodge out of the way of her follow-on attack. Sweat begins to pour down your face and soak your shirt. Your arms and shoulders ache from the effort of blocking the giant lamia’s powerful attacks.
“Feeling tired?” She laughs, evidently noticing your exertion. “I can keep at it for hours, Lucas. Sooner or later, you are going to be in my belly.”
“Never!” You snarl, block another strike and manage to slash at the palm of her hand.
Yasmeen’s frustration seems to recede beneath her cold, predatory menace. Her coils begin to twist and writhe, the shimmering scales seem to flash in hypnotic patterns. You blink, looking away from the mind-numbing vortex they create, and find yourself staring into the eyes of the lamia. Yasmeen’s pupils are so small they are almost invisible against the yellow-red of her irises. Her eyes begin to pulse and swirl and you realize, to your horror, that you cannot look away from Yasmeen’s hypnotic gaze.
“I have you now,” she laughs.
Her eyes seem to glow and pulse in a rhythm that completely dulls your senses. Your sword drops to the ground and you moan, unable to form any words.
“Good, little human. Gaze into my eyes. There is nothing to worry about.”
Her mellifluous voice puts you at ease and a dulled smile spreads across your face as Yasmeen looms over you and slowly, almost gently, wraps your lower body in her coils. Some part of your brain acknowledges the terrible danger, but then being wrapped in her serpentines lower body is also comforting. As you stare into her eyes, you cannot think of any reason why you should resist Yasmeen.
“I would never hurt you, Lucas,” she coos. “Never ever. You will be safe with me. Even safer, inside me.”
Her smile seems to split open and her already huge mouth begins to open impossibly wide as Yasmeen unhinges her jaw. You feel the sudden urge to scream, but then think better of it as Yasmeen lifts you to her wide open mouth and thrusts you inside head first. You feel your body being pushed past her tongue and into the warm, silky tunnel of her esophagus.
Yasmeen gulps you whole down her rippling throat and pushes you into the tight confines of her stomach. Digestive fluids splash over you and begin to fill the tiny stomach. You push and kick at the lining of Yasmeen’s stomach, but the most that manages to do is cause her innards to gurgle.
“Calm down, my scrummy human,” giggles Yasmeen. “I promise you it would not hurt.”
With a hiss of organic valves, the stomach quickly floods up to your chin. You close your eyes and stop fighting. You sink down to your chin in the relaxing digestive fluid. Yasmeen begins to sing a vaguely familiar lullaby in a foreign language. As your body begins to soften into mush, as darkness closes in around you, you recall the lullaby was one your mother used to sing.
“Mother!” Your voice gurgles through the warm liquid.
Yasmeen belches and offers a girlish, “Excuse me.”
There isn’t much of you left inside the lamia and even if there were, Veleda’s powers cannot reach into Kazadar to save you. You have perished and your quest to save mankind is at an end.
BAD END 




Victorious over Saleen

Toad’s bulging yellow eyes regard you with lidded hostility. His throat inflates and deflates several times and you imagine this is the equivalent of an angry bull flaring its nostrils. Instead of charging, the corpulent reptile gestures with disgust.
“You have won,” croaks Toad. “And to the victor go the spoils.”
He beckons with his clawed hand and the two voluptuous concubines descend from the throne of cushions. Their shapely hips swing from side to side and their breasts are barely contained by their silky tops. Their thighs are ample, their eyes wide and dark, and their faces, though veiled, are beautiful. One has black hair and dark tan skin, like burnished bronze, and the other has a creamier tan complexion that seems to match her golden hair.
“This if Efira,” said Toad, gesturing to the black-haired beauty. He gestures to the blonde and says, “This is Lela. Their bonds of service were purchased from the Order of Shimanti. They are skilled in 99 methods of pleasure and can take you to a heaven far greater than your angel.”
“Oh?” Theora puts an arm around your shoulder. “And what will happen to me while Lucas is being taken to heaven by Efira and Lela?”
“You will be sent away to your private room,” says Toad. “I will not impose any company upon you, Theora. I will keep to my end of the deal. You will have food, drink, a bed, and solitude while Lucas experiences the pleasures of my concubines.”
Efira and Lela saunter up to you, ignoring Theora as they giggle, coo, and caress your body with teasing fingers. You shudder as Lela runs her hand over your cock. Their perfumed smell is like an intoxicating drug. Your manhood responds to their touch.
Theora releases your shoulder and steps back, giving Efira and Lela room to press their bodies against you and circle around you. They begin kissing your shoulders and neck as they mash their warm, supple flesh against you. Efira circles around and rubs her loincloth-draped ass against the mound of your cock. She leans her head on your shoulder and purrs, in a thickly-accented voice, “We want to give pleasure, Lucas. We make you feel very good.”
“Cum again and again,” agrees Lela as she flicks her tongue against your earlobe. You shudder, your cock nearly pushing through your trousers to get at Efira’s luscious ass rubbing against your groin.
“They will oil your body and pleasure you for hours,” promises Toad.
You know you must decide whether to indulge your lust and be pleasured by this two beautiful women or pursue your pleasure with Theora.




What do you do?
Celebrate your victory with Efira and Lela
Refuse the concubines and embrace Theora




Refuse to answer Grazzek

You clench your jaw tightly, your eyes blazing with anger as you stare at the hideous reptile defiling Theora. You won’t answer his vile question. Though your cock strains with need, you won’t participate in his game.
“Well?” Grazzek croaks. “I cannot hold back much longer with such a tight pussy squeezing me. Answer me, boy!”
You resolutely refuse, but continue to stare at him and what he is doing so he knows you are not intimidated. Toad snorts and shakes his head.
“If you will not say anything, then I will paint her pretty face with my seed!” He pushes her forward suddenly and Theora cries out in surprise, his cock sliding lewdly from her soaking cunt. He grabs her arm and turns her roughly around, pulling her upright on her knees as he does. He croaks at her, “I am going to cum all over your face.”
“Oh, yes,” moans Theora submissively. “Shower me in your mighty spunk.”
She tilts her head back, smiling at him, finger-fucking herself, her tits heaving with her excitement as she looks up at him with lusty-heavy eyes. Grazzek grips his slimy cock and wanks it in his scaly hand. He croaks loudly, his throat inflating.
“Yessss, give me your cum, mighty Grazzek,” cries Theora. “Cover me in your hot seed! Oh, let me taste it!”
She opens her mouth wide and sticks out her tongue, offering him her submissive face and open mouth as a target for his pleasure. With a last croak, his cock jerks in his grasp and fire a thick stream of milky white seed into Theora’s face. It splashes her mouth, nose, forehead, and chin. He gushes again and again, spraying inhuman amounts of cum all over her features until most of her face is covered in a thick glaze of his spunk. She moans with lust, feeding cum into her mouth and slurping on her fingers. As he spends the last pump of his spunk, she guides him to her mouth and sucks out the dregs of his load.
You watch this, cock twitching, aching to be touched as beautiful Theora is soiled by Toad. He steps back, panting with his effort, and admires his work. Theora’s face is truly covered in cum, one eye completely plastered with seed and long strands drooling from her chin to plop against her creamy breasts. She clears more from her face with her fingers and licks her digits clean.
“You look even more beautiful on your knees and covered in my cum,” he croaks. “You enjoy it, don’t you Theora?”
“Oh, yes, Grazzek,” she moans around her fingers. “It is so delicious.”
His laughter prompts the urge to attack him so powerful that you strain against your bonds and cry out through gritted teeth.
“Oh? The boy wants some attention,” laughs Toad. “Why don’t you go and give him a kiss?”
“No!” You cry in horror.
“Y-yes,” says Theora.
She gets to her feet, her knees rubbed red from being plundered on the floor by Grazzek. She folds her wings against her back, a pleasure-drunk smile curling her lips as she continues to wipe up the cum on her face and lick her fingers clean. She saunters towards you, her shapely hips swinging and her plump breasts, now spattered with reptilian spunk, jiggling with each step.
“Lucas,” she croons.
“No, stay back,” you cry, trying to look away from her.
“Kiss him,” croaks Toad. “Let the poor boy have a taste of superior seed.”
Theora caresses your faces and slowly turns you, forcing you to look up at her defiled beauty as she looms above you. Goddess, but she is beautiful, even with her lovely body spattered and stinking from Toad’s seed. She holds your chin slightly, her silvery-blue eyes locking with yours as she leans down.
“Wait,” you protest, “I don’t—“
Her lips cover yours and her tongue thrusts into your mouth bearing the salty inhuman taste of Grazzek’s cum. You moan pitifully as she swirls her tongue and the slimy texture of cum into your mouth. You cannot resist her, even fouled by such filth, and your tongue begins to move against hers. In the heat of the embrace, you no longer worry about the cum dripping on your tunic and smearing against your lips and cheek. You lose yourself in the heat of that kiss, your cock jerking with need in your trousers and your pleasure vibrating in a moan against her lips.
“That’s enough,” croaks Toad, waddling over to Theora. She pulls her kiss away and step into his arms. You wince as he reaches around her and fondles her shapely ass with both his clawed hands.
“Kahad!” Toad shouts to his warrior. “Untie this wretch and give him a room and a meal. I will be entertaining his companion for the evening.”
Theora giggles as Toad put his arm around her and walks her back toward the cushions. The masked warrior enters, unties you, and drags you kicking and screaming from the foul reptile’s throne room. Your rage echoes down the halls as Kahad carries you through Toad’s desert palace and to a small, windowless bedroom. He throws you inside and locks the door. You are still fuming with anger a few minutes later when a servant brings a tray of food and a pitcher of water.
You are locked alone into the room, left with food and water and your anger to keep you company as you know Theora is being defiled nearby. What’s worse, you think, your cock still hard inside your trousers, is that you know she is enjoying it.
CONTINUE >




Refuse to lick her ass clean

Theora’s dainty pink anus clenches repeatedly beneath a thick layer of reptilian spunk, causing more of the foul liquid to flow out of her crack and rip from the mound of her cunt.
“Do not do it, Lucas,” she moans. “Do not humiliate yourself in this way.”
“Shut up,” snarls Toad. He shakes the chair you are bound to and forces your nose into the slimy crack of Theora’s ass. “Lick it! Clean my superior seed from her ass!”
“MMM!” You cry in tight-lipped protest. He lifts your face enough from his filth for you to spit out the answer, “Never! I’ll never lick it up!”
Toad’s yellow eyes bulge and his throat inflates in anger. He glares at you as if he might suffocate you in the cum-soaked mounds of Theora’s ample ass. He growls and tips your chair over backwards. Your head smacks painfully against the floor and you cry out.
“For your insolence, little boy,” croaks Toad, “I will rut with her ass again and again! I will fill her with so much cum it will be dripping from her holes for weeks!”
“Oh, Grazzek, be gentle,” cries Theora as the brutish Toad grabs her ass and thrusts his pink cock into her cum-lubed asshole. She wails with shock as her tender pucker is stuffed full of reptilian cockmeat. As the brute hunches over her, pressing Theora’s face down into the stone, he croaks out a command. “Kahad! Kahad, untie this fool and give him a room while I enjoy my prize!”
The masked warrior unties you from your chair and drags you, struggling, out of Toad’s throne room. You can hear Theora’s wails of pleasure and pain as you are dragged down the hall. Kahad takes you to a small, windowless room and locks you inside. A servant brings you a tray of food and water.
You are left alone in the uncomfortable bed, thinking about the foul acts Theora must be enduring because of your deeds. There is nothing you can do to help her.
CONTINUE >




Pleasure concubine of the Toad

Pregnancy has transformed your body. You have gone from voluptuous to the jiggling figure of a fertility goddess. The other concubines whisper behind your back that you have huge cow-like tits, thick pink nipples, and a fat backside that wobbles with each step. You do not care. You are Grazzek’s favorite and the half-scales that have squirmed from your cunt are the strongest and fastest-growing of any brood that Toad has ever seeded into a woman.
Gretchen’s potion was made permanent by your first pregnancy. Theora was furious at your transformation, but your mate sent her away and you have been blessed to be his concubine for more than a year. You kneel beside him as he does business, fanning him and massaging him during idle moments, offering your softly squeezing breasts or the warmth of your sucking mouth when there are no merchants or minions visiting.
“My sweet Lucia,” he croaks, fondling your soft breasts as you climb atop his lap. His tongue rasps over one of your sensitive nipples, producing a dribble of mother’s milk. “It has been long enough since your last brood. Time I fill you again.”
“Oh, yes, Grazzek, please,” you moan submissively, fumbling for his cock as it rises from his mating slit. You feel the slickness of it in your hand and guide the hot folds of your pussy to his beastly tip. His throat inflates with pleasure as you sink your hot human pussy down onto his lizardkin cock.
The other concubines coo and pleasure each other as you ride atop Toad’s swollen member, eager to receive the fresh blessing of another load of his cum in your fertile womb. It is your duty as his mate to give him as many strong clutches as possible. Your tits bounce as you slide your clutching pussy up and down, your wobbling ass slapping against Toad’s scaly thighs. His clawed hands reach around you to squeeze and cradle your rear, now marked with the scar of a harem brand.
“Your body thirsts for my seed,” chuckles Toad.
“Ohhhhhh Grazzek,” you cry, your inner walls fluttering around his swollen cock. “Yes, my love. Fill me again and again!”
He croaks and rises from his seat, lifting you with him in a show of his monstrous strength. You wrap your thick thighs around his bulk. He holds your ass so tightly that his claws bite into the tender flesh of your buttocks. He croaks loudly, his throat inflating once again as he pumps his glistening cock in and out of your stretched pussy. Your cries of pleasure rise to a crescendo as an orgasm surged through your body. You fall forward into his arms, kissing his inhuman lips and thrusting your tongue against his as your pussy flutters and squeezes against his cock.
“Lucia!” He croaks with pleasure, sheathing every bit of his cock in your stretched sex and pumping your pussy full of his hot seed. Gush after gush splashes your womb, coats his thrusting cock, and dribbles from your stuffed cunt. You wail with pleasure against Grazzek’s scaly lips, driven to an ecstasy you only truly feel on the days when he breeds you.
Later that night, after being fucked several times by the bloated lizardman, you curl among the cushions in his harem room, your rear stinging from the scratches he has left. You rest a hand on your tummy and it seems as if you can already feel the half-scales taking shape inside you. It seems to be your destiny to birth these creatures and yet… it was not always this way. Once, seemingly many years ago, you were a man on a different path, to save the world from the monster girls that are now threatening to enslave all of mankind.
A shaft of light shines from the ceiling of the harem room, as if afternoon sunlight has burst through the roof in the middle of the night. It bathes your mostly-naked body in magical radiance. You stare up into the light and hear a woman’s voice calling to you sweetly from the glow.
“V-Veleda?” You call out.
You lift slowly from the cushions, rising into the air, into the light, and disappearing from the mortal world.
CONTINUE >




Command them to serve your cock

The concubines’ enthusiastic subservience flushes you with masculinity. You fix a cocky grin on your face and lean your shoulders back, watching the very lovely and very naked harem girls jerk their hips with need and arch their backs like cats in heat. They look at you with sultry, lust-heavy eyes.
“You will serve my cock,” you command simply. “Demonstrate your talents as concubines.”
Efira and Lela exchange a glance and giggle with apparent delight.
“Yes, Master Lucas,” they say in unison.
Efira’s hands massage your hard cock through your trousers. Lela leans over her friend, her dangling breasts resting against Efira’s upper back as Lela kisses you on the lips. Her kiss is sweet with honey and spice, her mouth opening and beckoning your tongue to press against hers. You moan into the kiss, enthralled by Lela’s eager lips as Efira unbuttons your trousers and takes hold of your cock.
“Oh, master,” cries Efira. “Your cock is so big!”
Before you can respond, Efira’s warm, wet mouth is on your cock. She dips lower, taking your manhood deep into her mouth and gulping your cock into the velvet sleeve of her throat. She doesn’t choke or gag; she takes you to the hilt, pressing her nose into your pubic hair.
“By the gods,” you gasp against Lela’s sugary sweet kiss. 
“I must taste also,” gasps Lela, moaning with need as she descends on your cock as well.
Efira slides her silky throat and warm, sucking mouth from your cock and relinquishes your hardness to Lela. The blonde harem girl looks up into your eyes as her mouth engulfs your cock. She struggles a tiny bit more to suck you down her throat, but after a moment’s effort, her reflex yields and you slide into the hot, silky tunnel of her throat. She swallows around your cock, massaging you with her throat muscles as a single tear form in each of her eyes.
Efira does not merely watch Lela deepthroat your cock. The dark-haired concubine first massages your spit-soaked bollocks and then descends between your thighs to run her warm tongue around your sack. Her sucking mouth captures one cum-heavy stone and then the other, and she moans with lust as she bathes them both in the warmth of her mouth.
“Nnnnnnnnnnn,” agrees Lela, bobbing her mouth and throat up and down on your cock. The tears finally trickle down her cheeks as she looks up at your adoringly.
Lela, gasping, slides her cock from your mouth and presses her soft, golden breasts to your wet manhood. You watch as your swollen purple cock is swallowed up by her mounds. She squeezes her breasts tightly around your spit-slick length and begins to wank you in her plush tits.
“Ohhhhhhh, gods,” you cry, thrusting your hips uncontrollably and fucking between her mounds. Efira rises from your bollocks and lowers her face to Lela’s massaging tits, flicking her tongue at your sensitive tip each time it thrusts from between Lela’s mashed mounds. You can feel your pleasure rising quickly. “Oh, you’re going to… going to make me cum.”
“Yes, master, cum for us,” cries Lela.
“NNnnnn yesss,” agrees Efira, swirling her tongue down into Lela’s cleavage and dancing pleasure against your thrusting tip.
The pressure builds until you cry out, your voice echoing in the hall, your cock thrusting upwards between Lela’s breasts and riding against Efira’s nimble tongue. With a powerful spasm of pleasure, your first gush of cum splashes into Efira’s mouth, splatters her tongue and chin, and decorates Lela’s breasts in a scatter of drops of cum. Efira moans eagerly and her tongue swirls in the milky flow of your cum. She does not take your seed into her mouth so much as direct it all over the tops of Lela’s breasts with the swirl of her tongue.
“Ohhhhh,” you thrust a last time, spending the last of your dribbling spunk down into the cleavage of Lela’s mounds.
You sink back onto the cushions. You feel exhausted by the intensity of your pleasure, but if anything, the concubines, giggling and kissing with cum-spattered lips, seem even more excited. Efira begins to lick the cum form Lela’s breasts, pausing to teasing Lela’s pink nipples before rising to share your seed in a raunchy kiss. They pass your milky cum back and forth, their tongues intertwined and their golden bodies pressed together.
The sight of Efira and Lela kissing and writhing their luscious bodies together is enough to have your cock stiffening soon after your orgasm. Your lust builds until you can no longer sprawl in the cushions merely observing.
“That’s enough,” you declare. “Bend over, both of you. I am going to give you what you deserve.”
“Ohhhhhh, master,” croons Efira, quickly shifting onto her hands and knees and lifting her plump, heart-shaped bottom towards you.
“Give us what deserve,” agrees Lela in her thick accent, turning and lowering her head and breasts to raise her ass beside Efira.
Their rears are ample and lovely. You approach and run your hands over their supple cheeks, tracing fingers down the backs of their thighs to tease their slick, hairless cunts. You drag your fingers lightly up their cracks, feeling their assholes tense beneath your touch.
Then you give them each a sharp, sudden swat. The twin crack of your hands falling on their buttocks is answered by a cry of surprise from Efira and Lela.
“You are bad little sluts,” you say, massaging their asses and then giving them each another swat. “You deserve to be punished until you learn your lesson.”
“Yes, punish us,” cries Efira, wiggling her hips.
“Teach us, master,” moans Lela, wiggling as well so that her left hip bumps against Efira’s right.
“I will taste you first,” you say, smacking their jiggling asses once more. You run your tongue down the crack of Lela’s ass first, feeling her pucker tighten as you lick across it, descending to the honeyed folds of her cunt. She wails with pleasure as you tongue her slit and taste the sweetness of her nectar. Your tongue finds her clit and you give it several flicks, eliciting girlish cries of pleasure from the shapely concubine.
You move to Efira, tasting her cunt and noting the slightly spicier flavor of her slit. You are not certain what causes the difference, but you explore the nuances of the flavors, moving back and forth between their eager pussies, lapping, flicking, and thrusting your tongue deep into their hot coves. You turn your attention to Efira’s plump rear, spreading it wide and swirling your tongue against the tan knot of her anus. She moans blissfully as you lick her ass and thrust your fingers into her sopping cunt.
“Master, it is so wonderful,” she moans.
“Oh, please, master, do not forget me,” begs Lela, wiggling her hips again.
“Wait your turn,” you command, giving her another swat on her ass.
For Lela’s impatience, you make her wait as you lavish attention on Efira’s sweet pussy and velvety asshole. You lick, suck, and plunder both with your fingers. You drive the beautiful concubine to a wailing orgasm. She arches her back, thrusting her ass against your face and smothering you in the perfume of her loins. Her juices pour into your mouth and drip from your chin.
You do not even bother to wipe Efira’s cum from your chin as you turn to Lela, rolling her on her back and lapping at her cunt and clenching anus. Efira, satiated, covers her luscious body in glistening oil and begins to massage you with her entire slippery body. She reaches around you to wank your cock, but you push her hand away, not wanting to be distracted from pleasuring Lela. You drive the fair-haired concubine to a howling, toe-curling orgasm, her shapely thighs squeezing your head as her juices spill into your mouth.
“Now you prove yourselves to me,” you declare, wiping Lela’s cum from your chin. “Ride my cock.”
You recline among the cushions, your shoulders propped up and your hard cock jutting upright, twitching, and dripping precum from your crimson cockhead.
Efira slides her oiled body atop yours, rubbing her slick curves from your chest down to your cock. She straddles your waist and Lela reaches in to guide your hardness to Efira’s steamy cunt. Toad promised you heaven and his beautiful concubines prove to be your angels. They ride tirelessly atop your head cock, bouncing their ample asses and slicks pussies up and down on your hardness. Their tight puckers seem just as eager to swallow your cock as their hungry cunts.
The heat builds and sweat begins to pour from your body. You smack, kiss, and fondle the two lovely concubines as they take turns riding their pussies and asses atop your hard cock. While one pleasures you with her pussy, the other kisses you or lets you lick and suck her breasts. They play with each other as well, fondling and kissing as they enjoy your steely cock.
At some point, wine is brought in, and it provides some relief to your growing thirst. You roll atop them, fucking into them with powerful strokes as you gaze down at their lovely bodies. You are plundering Lela’s tight pink asshole when you can hold back no more.
“Cumming!” It’s all you manage to shout as you bury your cock deep into her pucker and unleash your pent load of cum. Her ass slides back onto your cock and she gazes at you over her shoulder, cooing lustily as you pump her full of your seed.
It is hardly the end of the fun for the night. You slide your cock from her ass and Efira sucks you and then turns her attention to licking up the cum dripping from Lela’s freshly-fucked hole. They lick, kiss, and embrace as you watch. They stroke and suck you back to hardness and resume riding your cock. You finish inside Efira’s clutching pussy. And then all over their faces. And then inside Lela’s pussy. On and on until your cum is nearly drained and you are exhausted.
You fall into a deep and contented sleep atop the pile of cushions, the concubines purring as they recline against you.
You are alone when you are awakened by a nudge from Kahad’s boot.
“Dress,” he commands and tosses you your desert robes. “Caravan wait.”
You pull on your clothes. You spy the concubines eating a breakfast. You wave to them and they do not even acknowledge your presence. You frown, but before you consider pressing the issue, Kahad gives you a shove. The hulking warrior marches you through the curtain and into the sandstone hall of the fortress, where you are met by Theora.
“I hope you enjoyed your evening,” she says with the slightest hint of acid. “Did you sleep well?”
“Um, yeah,” you say, embarrassed by her accusing, silvery-blue eyes. “I was, I mean, um, it was good.”
“Good. It is time for us to depart.”
Theora leads you through the sandstone corridors of Toad’s fortress and out to the waiting caravan.
Various traders from Toad’s operation have gathered more than a dozen lowing sand shufflers. The hump-backed reptiles have wide shoulders and four thick legs. Their backs are draped with woven saddles and hung with baskets and bags containing goods for trade in Kazadar. Theora walks with you to the front of the caravan and pats the back of the sand shuffler.
“This one is yours,” she says. “I’ll take the one behind. Saleen is taking the lead.”
You look up at the sand shuffler at the very front of the caravan. The diminutive warrior woman is wrapped from head to toe in layers of light tan cloth. She pulls the cloth down from her nose and mouth and smiles.
“Good morning to you, Lucas,” she says and adds a wink. “Are you ready to see the splendors of the Sea of Sand?”
“No,” you say, miserably, struggling onto the back of your sand shuffler.
“It is a long journey to Kazadar,” says Saleen. “Perhaps we will become friends.”
Gripping the woven reins of the sand shuffler, you find Saleen’s optimism very misplaced. The warrior woman clucks and her beast rises higher from the sandy ground and sets out from the courtyard. You try to imitate the sound she made and your beast rises and nearly knocks you from its back. Clinging to the meaty hump of the sand crawler, you embark on your journey to Kazadar.
CONTINUE >




Refuse the concubines and embrace Theora

You push Efira away from you forcefully and brush past Lela as you approach the statuesque angel of Veleda. You brush a lock of golden hair from Theora’s cheek, cradle her with your palm, and lean in to kiss her. She is slightly taller than you, so it is a bit awkward until she bends her lips to yours and shares the warm, soft kiss. You pull her against you, caressing her soft wings and feeling her warm breasts squeeze against your chest.
“It is unfortunate you managed to train him so well, Theora,” croaks Toad. “Now you may never again know the pleasure of being mounted by a lizardkin. Come, Efira and Lela, this man has no need of your services, but I do.”
“Oh, yes, master,” the concubines giggle as they follow Toad out of the chamber.
Your kiss with Theora only intensifies as the bloated reptile waddles out of the audience chamber with his harem girls. Your lips part and you find a warm, sweet place for your tongue as Theora offers you her mouth. Her hands caress your muscular back and she even moans slightly into the kiss. It is rare and wonderful to feel her true desire, unrestrained by her need to be your mentor and companion.
“I take to room,” grunts the hulking, masked warrior Kahad.
You break the kiss with Theora reluctantly, staring for a long moment into her lust-drunk eyes and sharing a smile with her. You take her hand and hold it the entire way through Toad’s sandstone fortress, up to a chamber that is little more than a bed and a small table. Kahad leaves you and moments later food and water are brought into the room by a serving girl. She slides the tray of bland-looking food onto the table and departs and you look the door behind her.
The moment you are alone with Theora, you kiss her passionately, your hands exploring her ample curves through the clingy gown she wears. Theora’s hand slides from your hip to the bulge in your trousers. As you kiss her, she squeezes and fondles your cock.
“I think I should repay you for your skill, Lucas,” she pants against your lips, beginning to unbutton your trousers. “You spared me an awful fate tonight and I will indulge your desires gladly.”
She looks down from your eyes to your cock as she unbuttons your trousers and pulls out your manhood. She grips it in her soft hand, wanking slowly and looking up at your expectantly.




What do you do?
Let Theora repay you for your skill in battle
Celebrate your victory by making love to Theora
Offer yourself for Theora's dominant pleasure




An Audience with Yasmeen

The red-armored palace guards drag you and Theora through the immaculate tiled hallways of Yasmeen’s palace. You struggle for a moment, but Theora gives you a sharp nod of her head to indicate that you should not resist. You go slack in the gauntleted hands of the guards. They carry you through grand halls and past courtyards filled with exotic flowers and birds. You enter a room where musicians are practicing on the instruments of desert nomads and glimpse a huge, steamy bath chamber where handsome men and beautiful women are engaged in all manner of languid pleasuring.
At last, you are dragged through a scarlet double door and into the nest of the lamia.
Immediately you are struck by her size. Yasmeen is a massive serpent joined with the body of a giantess. From the waist up she is a comely, voluptuous, scarlet-haired human, but twice the size of any human you have ever seen. From the waist down she has the red-scaled and yellow-bellied body of a vast snake, though again, much larger than any snake you have ever seen. The massive lamia reclines among cushions almost like Toad, though her pillows are woven with golden thread and a shaft of sunlight glints from the golden embellishments she wears to emphasize rather than cover her huge breasts. Her eyes open slowly, barely more than slits, and she stares at you with reptilian coldness.
She looks from you to Theora and her eyes open a bit wider, revealing her golden irises and he slits of her pupils.
“Theora of Veleda,” she hisses, sitting slowly upright, her breasts shifting and her golden jewelry tinkling like chimes. Her coils shift as well, allowing her to rise imposingly upright and loom high above you from her cushion-covered pedestal. “It is a violation of the agreement for you to enter my city. I am neutral in the conflict between the monsters and the humans.”
“Neutral,” agrees Theora. “And yet you helped Izabella the vampiress find the entrance to Chthona so that she might ally herself with the Succubus Queen.”
“Mmmmm? Am I not allowed to trade information?” Yasmeen inspects her fingernails as if bored with Theora’s accusation.
“You are,” said Theora. “As I am allowed to come to your city and seek a trade for information.”
“You wish to know how to find the entrance to Chthona in the jungle of Saturana?” Yasmeen sighs. “But you are so boring, Theora. Izabella provided me with entertainment in exchange for the information. What can you possibly offer me?”
“Him,” says Theora, gesturing to you.
Cold fear shoots through you as Yasmeen slithers quickly off her pedestal, a predatory glint in her eye. You take a step back and she wraps your lower body in her coils. She does not hurt you, but you feel her strength and that she could squeeze your guts out or break every bone in your body.
“A human sacrifice?” Yasmeen wets her lips and you consider whether or not your entire head would fit into her giant mouth.
“No!” Theora shouts and the word is like a thunderclap. Yasmeen flinches and then releases you from her coils, spilling you to the ground. “Lucas is to journey with me to Chthona.”
“Oh, so he’s the goddess’s latest hero?” Yasmeen giggles cruelly. “I never liked Veleda very much. So self-righteous. Well… let us see if I can have him or not…”
With a wave of her giant hand, Yasmeen casts a spell that shoots a bolt of scarlet light from her fingers and strikes Theora in the chest. Your angelic companion is caught mid-word and paralyzed instantly. Unbalanced, she topples to the floor with a thud.
“Now we are alone, Lucasssss,” hisses Yasmeen, turning to you with eyes glowing with hunger.
You draw your sword and the red-armored guards draw theirs.
“No! Leave us!” She shouts to the guards. They sheath their swords and retreat from the room. Yasmeen slowly circles you, mindful of your faintly-glowing sword. “Little morsel Lucas. I will eat you up and take your sword for a trophy. Perhaps I’ll tell Theora how to reach Chthona once I’m done digesting you.”
She reaches for you and you slice at her hand. She yowls and jerks her hand away.
“Naught boy,” she hisses. “Now I definitely have to eat you up.”
You have never faced a monster as big or as terrifying as this. You are in her domain and Veleda cannot save you if you perish. Despite the cold fear running down your spine, you feel a certain flush of courage.
I can defeat her, you tell yourself.
Eying the huge, beautiful lamia, you are uncertain how.




What do you do?
Wait
Parley
Attack
Use a special ability
Use an item
Surrender




The answer is six

“The answer is six!” You shout confidently up at her.
Yasmeen’s reptilian eyes sparkle and her smile spreads wide on her face.
“Very good, Lucas. You have a mathematical mind.” She brings her face imposingly close to yours. “Unfortunately, you do not have a very logical mind.”
“What?”
Yasmeen’s mouth opens and keeps opening, wider and wider, until all you can see is her pink tongue reaching around your neck and her cavernous mouth opening to swallow you up. You try to pull away, but her serpentine body is already wrapping around your legs up to your waist.
She lifts you and slams you into her mouth. If you try to fight it, her teeth will tear you to ribbons. You slide down the warm, pink tunnel of her gullet and into the tight, stretching space of her stomach. It is dark and hard to breathe and in moments you are covered with warm digestive juices.
“No,” you moan, pushing on her stomach with your hands and feet. “No! Let me out! I don’t want to be eaten!”
She caresses you with her hand on her stomach.
“Then you should have answered the riddle correctly, Lucas,” she says. “Now be a good boy and digest.”
As Yasmeen’s digestive fluids fill her stomach up to your chin, you have little choice in the matter. Soon, your mind becomes hazy and you begin to dissolve into mush within her stomach. It is not painful, but you know there will be no rescue this time.
The goddess cannot save you from becoming the lamia’s meal.
BAD END




Refuse her offer and fight

The beautiful lamia with the supple flesh of a giant woman and the lower half of a serpent promises you pleasures you have never imagined before, even with your harem of monster girls. But no pleasure is worth the risk of being devoured by Yasmeen.
“I refuse your offer,” you say. “I will defeat you and tame you, Yasmeen. Then you will give me the answer I seek.”
You brandish your sword. Not a moment too soon! Yasmeen’s serpentine lower half swings violently at you as she hisses with rage. You deflect the blow, taking the impact on your sword and rolling with the force of her lashing tail. She is incredibly strong and you realize that if she wraps you up in her coils she could kill you by breaking every bone in your body.
“I will swallow you alive, Lucas,” she hisses, her beautiful face becoming monstrous in her rage. “I will swallow you and then your angel too!”
“No!” You shout, swinging at her next attack and meeting the blow with a bloody slice into the meat of her serpentine lower half. She howls with rage and rolls up her coils protectively over the wound. You take a chance, charging at her and leaping onto her writhing coils. You drive your sword between her huge breasts. It is a blow that would impale her heart, but instead of slaying the lamia, she explodes in a flash of white light.
You are thrown back onto the ground, momentarily blinded by the after-image of the flash. You recover your senses in time to see the last winking glow of the pink crystal in the grip of your sword. The light dims and you know you have managed to defeat and capture the lamia. Your heart is still pounding wildly in your chest, but a fresh wave of exhilaration washes over you. Yasmeen did not answer your question, but you are certain she will once you interrogate her in the Crystal Sanctum.
“Ohhhhhhh,” moans Theora, rolling onto her hands and knees. You rush to her side and help her to her feet. She blinks away whatever haze she is experiencing following the magical paralysis and she sees the chamber is empty. “You’ve beaten her?”
“Yes, it’s over,” you say. “Yasmeen has been trapped in the Crystal Sanctum.”
CONTINUE >





Finish off Yasmeen

Once you might have shown mercy to even a huge monstrous creature like Yasmeen. Now, you know the cruelty of her and of the kingdom she rules. You have been hardened by numerous battles against evil.
“No quarter,” you grimly intone as you raise your sword to strike a mortal blow.
Yasmeen’s eyes widen in surprise. She hisses out a curse as you swing the blow down at an angle to cleave her head from her shoulders. The moment the blade would surely bite into her flesh there is a blinding flash of light that knocks you back a few steps. You regain your senses just in time to see the last glowing pulses of the pink crystal in the grip of your sword.
“I’ve got her,” you whisper and heft the sword closer to your face. You have trapped the lamia in the Crystal Sanctum and now she will be more willing to answer your questions about Chthona.
Theora groans on the floor nearby and begins to push herself up onto her hands and knees. She seems disoriented and stiff, but otherwise unharmed. You hasten to her side and help her to her feet.
“Are you alright?” You ask, steadying her with one arm.
“Did you… did you get her?” She asks, resting some of her weight against your shoulder.
“She begged me for mercy,” you say. “And I gave her none.”
“Good lad,” she says, clapping a hand on your shoulder and giving it a squeeze. “You are learning.”
CONTINUE >





Use Dervish Strike

You begin to swing your sword back and forth, spinning your body and keeping Yasmeen at bay. As you spin and swing your blade, you focus your anger and your holy wrath on the act of combat. Your arms begin to work with inhuman strength and speed and your spinning body transforms you into a whirling saw blade of destruction.
You launch yourself at the lamia, your blade slicing into her reptilian segments. Her muscular lower body hurls you back and again you attack, carving into her tough hide before being knocked back a second time.
“That really hurts!” Yasmeen screams, bucking her tail and swinging its length at you.
The Holy Sword of Veleda bites into Yasmeen’s snakelike lower body once again, but this time the muscular contractions catch the blade and yank it from your grasp. You try to reach for it even as you continue to spin and you are suddenly wrapped up in Yasmeen’s powerful coils. They squeeze tightly around you, making you cry out in pain as your ribs compress nearly to breaking.
“That is enough of that,” scolds Yasmeen, lifting you off the ground. “I had planned to eat you whole. Live prey in my belly is so much more fun. Instead, I think I will put a stop to your troublemaking.”
“By Veleda,” you gasp, your body crushed in her coils. “You will be stopped.”
“Not by you, little human,” laughs Yasmeen.
Her cruel smile widens and her jaw opens and unhinges. You begin to scream as she thrusts your head into her mouth. For a moment you feel her sharp fangs biting into your neck, a sensation like scissors cutting through raw chicken, and then you hear a loud crack. You lose all feeling in your body. Curious, it is as if your head is falling without your body, sliding down into the serpent’s belly…
Darkness follows a moment later.
Veleda will not save you from this gruesome fate.
BAD END 




Visit with Yasmeen the lamia

“Please take me to Yasmeen,” you say. “I think it is time I pay a visit to our newest guest.”
“Of course, master,” says Hina cheerily. “I have built a very special habitat for Miss Yasmeen. She is very happy.”
You follow Hina through the palace and out a side door you had never noticed before. Instead of bringing you to one of the palace’s many courtyards, you step out into a sun-warmed desert environment. It is so vast seeming that you have to look behind you to be sure the palace is still standing where you left it and you have not been transported to some alternate realm.
Hina leads you up terraced levels of sandy landscape until you see a golden statue of Yasmeen rising from the dunes. It is such a perfect likeness of the lamia that you have to stare at it for a few seconds to be sure it is not going to come to life.
“Through here,” says Hina, leading you beneath the statue and into the tunnel entrance of a building almost like a temple. The structure behind the statue consists of a single cavernous chamber. Yasmeen is lounging atop a pile of golden pillows, her body decked out in more golden jewelry but otherwise obscenely naked. Two Hinas stand beside her waving fans to keep the lounging lamia comfortable in the heat of the desert.
A desert created just for her, you remind yourself.
“Come to gloat over your victim?”
Yasmeen’s voice echoes in the large empty chamber. She slowly lifts her head from the pillows, the pupils of her snakelike eyes narrowing to slits as she regards you coldly. She seems even bigger than you remember.
“Something like that,” you say. “Theora told me you were cooperative with the location of Chthona.”
“Why hide it any longer?” She says, waving a hand dismissively. “You have already taken everything from me. I might as well enjoy my life here, such as it is. Unlike your other pets, you do not have anything I crave.”
“Oh, so I should go?” You say.
“Yes, leave me,” she says.
“Right, the one real human will leave now and you can get back to your dollhouse,” you say, slowly back towards the door.
“Wait!” Yasmeen cries, slithering off the pillows and hurrying towards you. “Wait. Lucas, I am sorry. I am just a bit, well, you did trap me in your sword. I think I am entitled to some hard feelings.”
“You tried to eat me,” you offer as a counterpoint. “I just wanted some information. I would have happily left you alone in Kazadar.”
“Kazadar,” she sighs. “Were they at least sad to see me go?”
“They all started killing each other almost immediately,” you say. “We had to fight them off as we departed.”
“Ah, yes, they needed me to keep their silly little lives in order.” She leans down to you. “I hope you will consider letting me return to Kazadar someday.”
You don’t think that is up to you, but you are not about to tell Yasmeen that. You meet her reptilian gaze and reply with a smile.
“I have thought of a use for you,” she says. “My breasts.”
She thrusts them into your face, nearly bowling you over as her huge mounds swing and smack against your face and chest. Her thumb-sized nipples rub back and forth against your face as she swings her mounds from side to side.
“They are, um, quite large and, uh, lovely,” you say, taking a step back from Yasmeen’s swaying breasts. “But what do you want me to do about them?”
“Oil them up,” she says. “Massage them. I had women to do this for me in Kazadar. I would prefer your touch to these pretty little statue girls. And I suppose you could take some pleasure as well. I am not thoughtless.”
You are not exactly keen on Yasmeen turning you into her servant, but the idea of covering her massive mounds in oil and fondling them seems worth the demotion.
“Is there, um, is there oil?” You ask.
“Of course, master,” says one of the Hinas, approaching with a large ceramic pitcher filled with natural oil.
Yasmeen slithers back onto her pile of cushions, propping herself up so that you have to climb a small mountain of pillows to kneel in the crook of her armpit. Her huge breasts are magnificent, flawless mounds with thumb-sized nipples a shade of blushing red that matches her wide areolas. She watches you through lidded eyes as you slowly drizzle the oil from the pitcher onto Yasmeen’s gently heaving breasts. She hisses with pleasure as the oil trails across her erect nipples. She arches her back and offers her tits up even more readily as you begin to spread and massage the oil into her supple flesh.
“Ooooh, don’t be afraid to be rough,” moans the lamia.
You take that as permission to tweak her nipples, tugging and rolling them beneath your hands, massaging them harder and bending them against the slick mounds of her breasts. You use your weight to press your hands against her shifting flesh, spreading and massaging the oil into her skin as she coos with pleasure and her snakelike lower body writhes.
The more roughly you fondle Yasmeen’s huge breasts, the harder your cock grows inside your trousers. Yasmeen reaches a hand around your body and begins to rub at the mound of your cock. Despite having hands twice the size of yours, she rather deftly unbuttons your trousers and fishes out your cock.
“Imagine this squeezed between my oiled breasts,” she says, gently tugging your cock with her fingers.
“I have done little else since I began oiling your huge tits, Yasmeen,” you say, pushing her hand away from your cock. “If you wish for me to mount your bust, say it.”
“’Mount my bust’? Oh, you are adorable.” She presses her breasts together with both hands, creating a tight valley glistening with oil. “Come up here and fuck my tits, Lucas. Do not be shy about it.”
You grin roguishly as you climb atop Yasmeen and straddle her giant body with some effort. You grip your cock at its swollen root and rub its sensitive tip against the oiled crease between her breasts. You stroke and smack your cock against her greased flesh, eliciting a cry of laughter from Yasmeen. Finally, you line your cockhead up against her slippery mounds, grab hold of her thick nipples, and thrust roughly between her tits.
“Ahhhh! Good boy!” Yasmeen cries, her grin revealing her fangs. “Fuck them, Lucas!”
You snarl with lust, hunching over her breasts and slamming your cock between them. Her squeezed mounds provide a heavenly passage for your cock. Well-lubed with oil, each stroke glides easily between the warm cushions of her tits, creating a sort of intense but strangely ephemeral pleasure. You thrust faster and faster, your hips slapping against her pressed mounds and making them jiggle even though they are squeezed tightly by Yasmeen’s hands.
“That’s it!” She cries even louder. “Oh, I can feel it, Lucas! Cum for me!”
“Ahhhhhhh!” You fuck between her tits with complete abandon, slamming your hips roughly against her breasts and pounding your cock into that plush crevice. Your fingers are indenting deeply into her soft mounds as you hold her tits tightly and fuck her tits. With a last, savage howl of pleasure, your cock explodes between Yasmeen’s breasts with such force that cum spurts through her tight cleavage and splashes her lips and chin.
“Ooooo!” She jerks back her head, laughing as she realize you have splashed your cum onto her face. You are too lose in the intense spasms of pleasure to worry about her reaction. Your cum pours out and creates a milky pool in the divot in her throat just above her breasts. Your last few strokes smear your cum between her mounds.
“Goddess,” you moan, sliding your cock from between her breasts and rolling off of her and onto the cushions.
“Oh my,” laughs Yasmeen. “You came so much for such a little creature.”
She dips a finger into the pool on her neck and admires the glistening white liquid.
“Could you fetch me a towel to clean this up?” She asks.
“I am sure the Hinas would be happy to help,” you say, not wanting Yasmeen to think you will continue to be her servant. You get to your feet and stagger out of her narcissistic temple. By the time you have tucked your cock away, you find your guide Hina waiting for you.
“I hope you had an enjoyable visit with Yasmeen,” says the golem girl. “Who would you like to visit now?”




Where do you want to go now?
Time to return to the real world
Visit with Izabella the Vampiress
Visit with Morelle the Novice Succubus
Visit with Oola the Slime Girl
Visit with Gretchen the Cow Girl
Visit with Theora the Angel of Veleda
Spend some time with Hina the Golem Girl





Use the symbol of Veleda

You turn and face Yasmeen, determination furrowing your brow. You thrust your hand under your robes and feel the comforting weight of the holy symbol of Veleda in your hand. You draw the necklace out, but it is not warm in your hand and you do not feel the righteous light of Veleda. You hold up the golden serpent symbol of the goddess and Yasmeen hisses and grabs it from your hand, tearing the necklace’s chain painfully against the back of your neck.
“What did you think that would do?” Yasmeen sneers and tosses it aside. “I rule the heavens over Kazadar! Veleda’s little trinket will not save your life.”
She grabs you in her powerful hands and her cruel smile spreads impossibly wide. Her mouth opens and her jaw dislocates as you are lifted towards her fang-filled mouth and her pink, snake-like tongue. You scream a final time as you are thrust headfirst into the dark warmth of her gullet.
You try to push and kick, but you only manage to cut your feet on Yasmeen’s teeth. In moments, her throat muscles pull you deeper and you slide down into a small, stretchy chamber that must be her stomach. Warm digestive juices pour around your feet and quickly rise up to your chest. Despite your fear, the warm liquid relaxes you.
“Be calm,” says Yasmeen, her voice muffled by the layers of her body. “You are safe inside my belly. No pain will befall you ever again, Lucas. No worries or fears. Sit back and relax.”
You close your eyes and sink deeper into the digestive liquid. You feel Yasmeen’s hand, stroking you through her tummy. She begins to hum a familiar lullaby that further soothes your fears.
Darkness soon closes in around you as your body dissolves into mush inside the lamia. Veleda cannot save you from this pitiful fate.
BAD END 




He should cum inside Theora

“Cum inside her,” you moan, your cock straining with perverse need.
“What’s that?” Toad croaks, an amused smile curling his reptilian lips.
“No, not inside me,” moans Theora as her as jiggles and her dangling tits swing with each thrust of Toad’s glistening pink cock.
“F-fill her,” you cry, hoarse with need, your cock twitching in your trousers. “Cum inside her pussy.”
“The little cuckold wants me to fill your tight cunt,” laughs Toad, his throat inflating and vibrating. “How can I refuse?”
He leans heavily against her, his scaly belly overhanging her creamy cheeks as he ruts like a beast and hammers his pink cock in and out of her stretched pussy. His copious precum is already overflowing her pussy, mixing with her nectar and trickling down her thighs. Each of his monstrous thrusts is met with a raunchy squelch as he pounds his cock into her soaking folds.
“Oh, goddess, forgive me,” cries Theora, wailing with pleasure.
Her beauty at the mercy of the scaly beast is a sight to behold. Your cock throbs again, smearing precum in your trousers as you watch her being mounted and defiled by the bloated reptile. His croak noises build to a crescendo, his warbling, inhuman sound filling the throne room and his throat inflated as he hilts his foul cock inside her and unleashes his cum. You can practically hear it spurting into her. Thick globs of milky white goo drip from her overflowing folds and Theora whimpers as she takes his seed.
You practically cum at the sight of it, imagining it is your cock spewing inside the beautiful angel. Toad finally sags atop her, driving Theora off her hands and her face down onto the floor again. She pants and you hear the steady drip of cum overflowing her pussy and spattering onto the floor.
“Nothing like filling your angelic cunt,” croaks Toad. “No human quim will ever match yours, Theora. And now you’re stuffed like a pastry.”
He grunts and lifts himself from her wings and ass, dragging his cock from her defiled pussy. You hear a lewd slurp and the flow of cum dripping from her stretched folds grows heavier. She moans at the sensation and your cock jerks again in your trousers.
Toad turns to you, his cock slowly retreating back into his scaly body as he staggers towards you.
“Time for you to have a nice, hot pie, my little boy,” he croaks.
“W-what?” You stammer in fear as the huge lizard man looms over you. He grabs the back of your chair and slams it to the ground. Your head hits the stone floor and leaves you in a daze. As you recover, you realize he is bringing Theora over to you.
“N-no,” she whimpers. “Please, do not make me do this to him.”
“It’s what the boy wants,” laughs Toad, positioning her to stand astride your face. “Now, squat down on him and feed the boy a taste of your sweet cream filling.”
She begins to squat and you look up in shock as her blushing folds spread open and reveal the welling of a huge amount of reptilian spunk. It begins to drip out and some splatters on your chin and fills your nostrils with the musk of Toad’s vile secretions. Theora’s ass covers your face, her creamy thighs dripping with her juices and her steamy hot cunt, loaded with cum, scarcely an inch from your mouth. The rank smell of Toad’s reptilian loins clings to her body, but you can still catch the scent of her sweetness. Her thighs quake and she tenses, a large glob of cum welling at her cunt and threatening to drip into your mouth.
“You know you want it, little boy,” croaks Toad mockingly. “Taste your angel’s sweet cunt, filled with my hot cream.”




What do you do?
Turn your head aside
Lick Theora's filthy cunt





Roughly fuck them both

The subservient concubines make your cock stiffen and twitch with each sensual movement. Their bodies are incredible and their exotic eyes seem to plead with you to ravish their bodies. How could you refuse?
With a growl, you lift Lela into your arms, letting the golden-skinned blonde feel your strength and your lust. Her soft breasts crush against your chest as you thrust your tongue hungrily into her sweet mouth. Efira moans jealously, crawling beside you, and you grab her roughly by her hair, pulling her head back, and kiss her savagely. She moans with delight as you thrust your tongue into her faintly spicy mouth, tasting the flavor of this foreign land on her submissive tongue.
“I will give you both a turn,” you promise. “I will fuck you until you beg me to relent.”
“Oh, master, is what we need,” moans Lela in her thick accent, kissing your shoulders and neck as she clings to you.
“It’s what you deserve,” you laugh, reaching down to slap and roughly squeeze her ample ass. You kiss Efira sloppily on the lips, holding her head and forcing the kiss as your hand wantonly fondles Lela’s body. The two women are left gasping and at your mercy.
You pick Lela up in your arms, rising to your feet and kissing her as she wraps her shapely legs around your waist. You turn with her cradled by your strong hands and drop her into the cushions, laughing as she cries out in surprise. Efira, kneeling beside Lela, looks up at you expectantly.
“Suck it,” you command, turning towards her and thrusting the bulge in your trousers at her face.
“Yes, master,” gasps Efira as you pull her head against the mound in your pants. She quickly gets her hands up and unbuttons your trousers, fishing out your hard cock and sucking it with a skill and enthusiasm that could only be the result of a great deal of practice. She bobs down, taking you into her throat with only the faintest spasm of a gag reflex. She handles very inch of your cock, slurping you into her silky throat over and over again. Tears of effort well in her honey-brown eyes.
Lela looks up from among the cushions, her thighs parted and her fingers rubbing at her blushing cunt as her plump breasts heave with her excitement. The more Efira sucks, the more you want to plunder Lela’s pink pussy. Finally, you push Efira away, forcing a gasp of surprise from her as you push her down into the cushions. You climb between Lela’s thighs without hesitation, forcing her legs up and feeding your hard wet cock into her steamy pussy.
“Ohhhhh, master,” she cries, twisting her head against the pillows. “Cock is so big!”
“Your pussy is tight for a concubine,” you grunt, forcing in every inch, feeling her pussy clench, and sliding back out until only the fat head of your cock remains inside her. You slam it back in, burying every inch in her tender pussy and making her tits jiggle. You grab one roughly in your hand, leaning over her and quieting her cries with a forceful kiss as you squeeze her breast and roll her nipple with your fingers.
You fuck faster and harder into Lela’s tight pussy and push up off her into an upright position. You motion for Efira and she crawls beside her sister concubine.
“Sit on her face,” you growl at Efira. “Let her pleasure your cunt and make you ready for your turn on the end of my cock.”
“Oh, yes, master,” croons Efira. Lela giggles with excitement and reaches up to help Efira settle her plush rear atop Lela’s face. Efira squats, so she is not completely smothering her sister concubine, and you can just see Lela’s tongue begin flicking at the folds of Efira’s dusky pussy. Efira moans loudly and begins to roll her hips and eagerly use Lela’s face for her pleasure.
You resume your thrusts, fucking so hard into the shapely concubine that you can watch the ripples of each impact travel from her ample hips to her jiggling breasts. Lela’s wails of pleasure are muffled by Efira’s ass. You beckon to Efira and she leans close enough for you to grab her dark, silky hair and pull her roughly into a kiss. You thrust your tongue into her mouth, kissing away her cries of ecstasy as Lela services her pussy and burying your swollen cock in the hot velvet of Lela’s cunt.
“MMMmMMM!” You shout with pleasure into the mouth of the eager concubine as your cock swells. You pull back from the kiss just enough to gasp, “Cumming!”
Your cock pumps your hot seed deep into the slippery channel of Lela’s pussy. Your kiss with Efira rides the intensity of your pleasure, peaking as you empty your seed into Lela’s hot, squeezing cunt, and then pulling back from that kiss as the last, faint tremors convulse your shaft. You pull your cock slowly out of Lela’s pussy and watch by the moonlight as the silvery flow of your cum spills from her freshly-fucked folds.
“Clean her,” you command Efira and the raven-haired concubine falls across Lela’s body and begins to lick her creamy pussy. You recline among the cushions, enjoying the lewd show as your cock recovers from your orgasm. Both concubines seem to cum more than once as they embrace and writhe on the cushions at your feet, the hot scent of sex thick in the air and their bodies glistening with sweat.
This lewd performance causes your cock to stiffen and you rise to your feet and grip your shaft at its base. The two concubines, flushed with pleasure, look up expectantly at you.
“Efira,” you command, “on your hands and knees. I will take you from behind.”
Efira crawls off of Lela and positions herself on her hands and knees with her round, onion-shaped ass pointed in your direction. You slide forward and smack your cock heavily against your golden cheeks, watching them ripple and jiggle with each thump of your hardness. Lela crawls alongside to watch and you grab her by her blonde hair and force your cock into her mouth, stroking several times and gagging her before pulling out.
You shove Lela’s head away, steady yourself on Efira’s plump rear, and thrust your cock between her cheeks to plunge into her wrinkled anus. She cries out as your spit-lubed cock plunges past her ring and into the hot tunnel of her ass, filling her with every inch of surging manhood. You plunge in and out of her as she wails with the discomfort of your rough strokes. Her heavy breasts swing beneath her and your hips spank loudly against her ass.
“Yes, take it,” you hiss through clenched teeth, your pleasure rising quickly in the tight squeeze of the concubine’s ass. “You want it don’t you? Beg for it!”
“Please, m-master,” cries Efira, obviously struggling against her discomfort. “Please, fuck ass. Fill with your… ooooOoooh… your seed.”
“Come here, Lela!” You bark and grab the blonde’s head again, pulling your cock from Efira’s ass and roughly fucking it into Lela’s mouth. She gags loudly, tears streaming from her eyes and mucus coating your cock in strands as you pull your cock from her mouth. You plunge it immediately back into Efira’s ass, fucking her harder and faster, but with more lubrication.
Your grip tightens on Efira’s ass, spreading it, watching her stretched star devour your cock with every rough stroke. You can feel it twitching hungrily. It wants your cum even as EFira is begging, “Please, master, please, cum… oooh… cum into ass!”
“Take itttttt!” You roar, plunging into Efira’s jiggling ass with deep, powerful strokes, feeling her tighten around your cock and then exploding deep inside her ass. Your cock throbs powerfully with pleasure as you pump your hot seed deep into the concubine’s bowels. You pull your cock slowly out of her ass, finishing with your last few spurts into her crack and covering her slowly cinching asshole. You grab Lela again and mash her face into Efira’s cum-smeared crack, laughing, “Your turn to clean up.”
It is only the beginning of your exhausting night with the concubines. You fuck them in positions ranging from the acrobatic to the brutal, holding them upside down, bending their legs back behind their heads, or standing them and fucking them upright while the other concubine tongues your balls. You are drenched with sweat, muscles aching, but even as you collapse into the pillows you demand they serve you with their mouths and tongues.
You slip off to sleep, content in the feeling of being a true harem master.
You slip into a deep sleep to the warm, relaxing sensation of Lela sucking you for the tenth time, your body drenched in sweat and a smile fixed on your face. You feel yourself cumming and you are not sure whether it is a dream or really happening.
You are alone when you are awakened by a nudge from Kahad’s boot.
“Dress,” he commands and tosses you your desert robes. “Caravan wait.”
You pull on your clothes. You spy the concubines eating a breakfast. You wave to them and they do not even acknowledge your presence. You frown, about to walk over and force the issue, Kahad gives you a shove. The hulking warrior marches you through the curtain and into the sandstone hall of the fortress, where you are met by Theora.
“I hope you enjoyed your evening,” she says with the slightest hint of acid. “Did you sleep well?”
“I took what I wanted from them,” you say and almost immediately feel embarrassed about your boast as you see the accusing look in Theora’s silvery-blue eyes. “I was, I mean, um, it was good.”
“Good. It is time for us to depart.”
Theora leads you through the sandstone corridors of Toad’s fortress and out to the waiting caravan.
Various traders from Toad’s operation have gathered more than a dozen lowing sand shufflers. The hump-backed reptiles have wide shoulders and four thick legs. Their backs are draped with woven saddles and hung with baskets and bags containing goods for trade in Kazadar. Theora walks with you to the front of the caravan and pats the back of the sand shuffler.
“This one is yours,” she says. “I’ll take the one behind. Saleen is taking the lead.”
You look up at the sand shuffler at the very front of the caravan. The diminutive warrior woman is wrapped from head to toe in layers of light tan cloth. She pulls the cloth down from her nose and mouth and smiles.
“Good morning to you, Lucas,” she says and adds a wink. “Are you ready to see the splendors of the Sea of Sand?”
“No,” you say, miserably, struggling onto the back of your sand shuffler.
“It is a long journey to Kazadar,” says Saleen. “Perhaps we will become friends.”
Gripping the woven reins of the sand shuffler, you find Saleen’s optimism very misplaced. The warrior woman clucks and her beast rises higher from the sandy ground and sets out from the courtyard. You try to imitate the sound she made and your beast rises and nearly knocks you from its back. Clinging to the meaty hump of the sand crawler, you embark on your journey to Kazadar.
CONTINUE >




The answer is four

“It’s a trick,” you say. “Your riddle said I take four gold coins, so the answer is four.”
“That… that is correct,” she hisses, her face contorting monstrously with her anger. “You cheated! Someone told you the answer!”
“What?” You stumble away from her.
“Yes! You cheated. The angel told you.” She looks at Theora with hatred, giving you a chance to scoop up your sword. When her attention turns back to you, her eyes seem to glow with anger. “I will eat you both for your insolence. It’s the only way to—“
Your swing catches her in the neck and would have decapitated her cleanly, despite the fact that Yasmeen’s neck is as thick as a tree trunk. Instead, there is a blinding flash of light as you defeat the lamia. The pink crystal in the grip of the Holy Sword of Veleda pulses as it captures Yasmeen in the Crystal Sanctum.
You’ve done it. You can hardly believe it, but you have defeated the giant lamia. Of course, you still do not know the answer to how to reach Chthona, but the cruel vampiress Izabella became helpful when you defeated her. Yasmeen will hopefully be similarly tamed.
Theora groans on the floor beside you and begins to push herself up onto her hands and knees. You hurry to her side and kneel down next to her.
“Did you… did you do it?” Theora croaks.
“I defeated her,” you say and help Theora to her feet. “Yasmeen is trapped inside the sword with the others.”
CONTINUE >





Visit with Theora the angel of Veleda

“Take me to Theora,” you say. “She invited me to join her here. I think I should take her up on that offer.”
“Of course, master,” says Hina. “She is in her room.”
You follow the golem into the upper levels of the palace. Theora has evidently moved her quarters to one of the turrets, which Hina assures you offers a panoramic view of the grounds reaching all the way to the boundary.
“The boundary with what?” You ask.
“The bubble containing this dimension,” explains Hina. “The world visible beyond that membrane is purely illusory.”
The thought that you are floating around in a magical soap bubble raises some existential questions about the reality surrounding the palace. You arrive at the door to Theora’s room before you have a chance to properly distill your curiosity into a question for Hina.
You feel oddly nervous. You have spent most of the last few weeks in close proximity with Theora and yet your feelings for the angel have become complicated. You take a deep breath and knock on the door.
“Come in,” you hear Theora faintly call through the door.
You step inside and find her largely empty room flooded with light from the panoramic windows. The view is truly glorious in every direction. Theora is standing on one of four walled balconies opening out from the central apartment. The view looks out over the northern walls and gardens of the palace all the way to the sandy beach and the sea that stretches out to the permanent russet sunset.
You step out onto the balcony beside the beautiful angel. Her golden hair and the fluffy white feathers of her wings flutter gently in the pleasant breeze.
“Lucas, I am glad you came to see me,” she says without looking in your direction. “I… I fear that I have grown too close to you. It is jeopardizing the mission.”
You put your hand on her shoulder and say, “We are attracted to each other. We feel something more than camaraderie. I feel it too. There is nothing wrong with it.”
She shrugs off your touch and says, sternly, “There is everything wrong with attraction between us. When we face the Succubus Queen, you may be called upon to sacrifice everything, including me. You must not allow sentimentality to get in the way of your victory over her evil.”
“I will beat her, Theora,” you say, steel in your tone. “I will not let her hurt you or anyone else.”
You embrace her and kiss her. She stiffens in your arm, resisting for a moment before parting her lips and sharing the warm sweetness of her mouth with your tongue. She embraces you in turn, the kiss growing more passionate as her hands caress your muscular body.
“Oh, Lucas,” she sighs against your lips. “You are not like the other men. You are fearless and strong. You are… ohhhh…”
You kiss her neck and gently strip the gossamer gown from her alabaster shoulders. She holds you against her as you embrace her breasts, kissing them and nuzzling your face against them. She yelps with pleasure as you suck at her plump nipples and peel her gown lower, over her shapely hips, to reveal her gold thatched quim and the pink blush of her folds. You sink down to your knees, parting her thighs and inhaling her sweet scent.
The wind picks up from the sea, bringing with it that pleasant, salty air as you. A lock of Theora’s silky golden hair plays over her heaving breasts as you begin to pleasure her with your fingers and tongue. You slip two digits into the hot velvet of her cunt and drive your tongue against the bud of her clit. You savor her scent and the sweetness of her nectar as it spills over your tongue. She rolls her hips, holding you gently between her thighs and smearing her juices over your nose and down to your chin.
“Ahhhhh, Lucas,” she gasps, her wings opening wide, “You have a knack for… for… that thing you are doing with your… oooooohh… with your tongue! YESSSS!”
She throws back her head and wails with pleasure as holy radiance bursts in a halo around her golden-haired head. Her wings open so wide they blot out the glow of the false sun and shade you from the light. Her thighs tense and her juices flow freely as you suck at her clit and work your fingers in and out of her clutching cunt. Her last tremors of pleasure recede and you slip your fingers from the depths of her pussy. You give her kiss a few more licks before lifting your face from between her heavenly thighs.
You expect her to help you to your feet, but instead, Theora sinks down to her knees with you and plants an eager kiss to your lips. Her tongue is hot and adventurous and she seems hungry for the sweetness of her nectar. You embrace her tightly, stroking her back from her wings down to the roundness of her ass, which you cradle and squeeze.
“I want to ride you,” she gasps against your lips. “I want to ride you until you cum inside me.”
“Yes,” you moan, greedy for more of her lips as she guides you onto your back on the balcony.
A smile is fixed on your face as Theora steps astride your hips and turns her back on you. She slowly squats down over your cock, giving you a view of the shapely globes of her bottom and her pink pussy peaking out form the gold of her cunt. She grabs hold of your manhood, looking at you over her shoulder as she settles the exquisite heat of her pussy down onto your cock. She rides it down to your root and sits atop your manhood, squeezing your cock with inner muscles that caress you like a silken hand.
“Oh, goddess, you are beautiful,” you say, gently holding her hips as she begins to ride up and down your cock. She spreads her wings to add to her balance and arches her back to thrust her soft ass down onto your cock, her slippery pussy swallowing your swollen length again and again. She makes a half-turn of her upper body, bracing one hand on your leg and treating to a view of her right breast as it bounces with the motion of her hips.
“I want it, Lucas,” she gasps, seemingly breathless. “Give it to me.”
“Yes, Theora, yes,” you cry, your grip tightening on her hips as you thrust your cock up to greet her. Again and again you pound your hardness into the immaculate folds of her pussy, your length stroking against her silky inner walls. You let out a wordless cry of pleasure as your orgasm surges and lock eyes with her over her shoulder. She squeezes your cock with her inner muscles as your first spurt of cum pumps deep into her pussy.
“Oooohh, Lucas, I can feel it inside me,” she gasps, reaching up to squeeze her breasts and pushing her ass back against your hips. “I’m cumming with you!”
She bounces her pink pussy up and down your gushing length, gripping you and massaging you with her spasms of pleasure and taking you load inside her until you have spent every drop.
She turns atop you without dismounting from your cock and you pull her into your arms, kissing her passionately as you share the aftershocks of pleasure.
The warm breeze and the sea air seem to gently carry away your worries. You kiss her and caress her as your cock slowly softens and slips from the creamy folds of her pussy. She rests her head on your chest and, to your surprise, she falls asleep in your arms.
With some difficulty, you roll into a sitting position and rise with Theora in your arms. She stirs slightly and laces her arms around your neck as you carry her across her room and to the white bed. You pull a sheet over her naked body. As you turn to leave, she reaches out and takes your hand, pulling you closer.
“I love you, Lucas,” she says, her silvery-blue eyes flashing for a moment before sliding closed once more.
“I… get some rest, Theora,” you murmur and retreat from the bedroom.
You are getting dressed in the hall beyond when you hear the perfect rhythm of the Hina’s approaching footsteps. She climbs up a flight of stairs and joins you as you are lacing up your boots.
“Did you have a good visit with Theora?” The Hina asks.
You finish tying your boots and stand up straight.
“I think so,” you say. “But I am not entirely sure.”
Hina cocks her head and stares at you with her wide, glassy eyes.
“Very good, Lucas,” she says cheerily. “Where would you like to go now?”




Where do you want to go now?
 Time to return to the real world
Visit with Yasmeen the Lamia
Visit with Izabella the Vampiress
Visit with Morelle the Novice Succubus
Visit with Oola the Slime Girl
Visit with Gretchen the Cow Girl
Spend some time with Hina the Golem Girl




Maddening Pleasure

Your superior size and your knowledge of the erotic arts, imparted by frequent visits to your harem of monster girls, might give you the edge you need to defeat Saleen. You watch her move, admiring her compact, yet feminine body. She charges at you and you narrowly deflect her blades.
“Come on, speck,” she teases. “You have to fight to win.”
“Oh?” You shoot back. “I consider myself more of a lover.”
She does not like the sound of this and comes at you again. You grab one of her wrists, twisting and dislodging the dagger from her grip. You deflect her other blade with your sword, lean in, and kiss Saleen on her lips through her thin veil. She cries out in surprise as you press your lips to her, so shocked by the kiss that she allows it to linger for a moment, her eyes half-closing, before she realizes what you are doing and pushes away from you.
“Bastard,” she says. “You have succubus power. Where did you learn that?”
“I trained with the Morelle swordswoman,” you laugh, resuming your circling.
She comes at you again, snarling with anger, but off-balance and ruled by her emotions. You knock aside her daggers and drive her to the ground, falling atop her and pinning her wrists under one hand. You tear the veil from her face, revealing her delicate, golden feature and the pink bow of her lips.
“Bastard,” she snarls.
You kiss her again, feeling the tension in her pinched lips slowly yield to you, her mouth opening and her nimble tongue meeting yours. The daggers clink to the floor as she releases them from her grasp. She sighs against your lips and you move lower, kissing her throat, her toned shoulder, and slipping her top up and over the modest mounds of her breasts.
Saleen hisses with surprise as you suck at the dusky bud of one of her nipples. Your tongue lashes and she squirms and gasps with pleasure.
“Let me go,” she demands, but her writhing hips draw your attention. As you suck at her tiny nipples, you thrust your free hand down into her loose-fitting pants and feel the hairless mound of her cunt. It is hot and damp with her arousal, the pebble of her clit easily found by your skilled fingers.
“Y-you can’t,” cries Saleen, but you most definitely can. You release her wrists and she grabs your head, but does not push it away or pull it up. In fact, you begin to kiss lower, and strip her pants down from her girlish hips to reveal her muscular thighs and the delicate mound of her elfin cunt.
You spread her legs and attack her with relish, thrusting your tongue into Saleen’s spicy peach. Her tight channel flexes against your probing tongue and she wails with pleasure as you lick at the prominent bud of her clit. Her sweet juices spill into your mouth and she thrusts against your tongue, panting and writhing and totally at your mercy. At one point, she seems to come to her senses and turns over, trying to crawl away.
You grab her firm bottom and pull it to your face, lathering her cunt with sloppy licks and sliding your tongue into her crack to taste the dusky clench of her asshole. Her cries of pleasure shake through her and that delicate divot flexes beneath your tongue. She slumps down, her ass raised behind her as you lick and suck her sweet cunt and tongue her clenching ass.
Poor Saleen is left whimpering and drooling from the frenzy of pleasure. You rise behind her, your cock bulging in your robes, but untouched.
“Yield,” you demand. When she only moans in reply, you turn your attention to Toad. “Tell her to yield to me or I will finish it with my sword.”
“She yields!” Toad croaks with disappointment. “Saleen, you have failed me! Leave me!”
She moans helplessly, pulling her clothes against her naked body as she crawls from the throne room. You catch a reproachful glance from Theora, who probably did not expect you to win that way.
“I will admit,” says Toad, “I am angered by your technique, but I must respect the rules of the battle. You have won.”
You sheath your sword and face him, a triumphant smile on your cum smeared lips.
CONTINUE >




Look away as Theora pays the price

You have failed Theora and now she must pay the price. You are so ashamed and so disgusted by what is happening that you cannot bear to watch the fair angel be defiled by Toad. You are filled with self-loathing and revulsion as his claws fondle her creamy breasts and his pink tongue slimes the supple curve of her neck and her strong shoulder. She quakes with disgust and lets out a soft whimper of defeat.
You turn your head away and Toad immediately croaks with laughter.
“Turn away like a coward, little boy,” says the reptile. “Close your eyes while I take the pleasure I am owed.”
You do not close your eyes, but you focus on the sconces on the wall far away even as you can see the vile act playing out in your peripheral vision. You see his dark, scaly bulk pressing Theora down to her knees. You hear her soft moan and spot a glistening pink blur that must surely be his cock. You hear her slurping on him and gagging on his monstrous member.
“Ohhhhhh, yes,” croaks Toad. “Serve me like the whore you are, Theora.”
Worse than the wet sucking sounds of her mouth as she pleasure him are the soft cries of lust that grow more and more frequent. Your stomach twists in a knot when you hear Toad say, “Yes, fuck yourself with your fingers as you draw out my seed!”
Toad begins to make a loud croaking sound that you take to be his monstrous cries of pleasure. You feel as if you are going to throw up as he commands, “Drink my seed!”
Theora gurgles and struggles to gulp down Toad’s vile spunk. You can hear some of it splattering on the floor and she gasps for breath as he finally withdraws his huge cock from her mouth.
“Ride me now, my feathered slut,” croaks Toad with laughter. “Let me feel how your cunt grips my cock.”
“Yes,” cries Theora and your heart aches. You hear and partially see them shifting onto Toad’s cushions as he reclines and the beautiful angel straddles him. You wish you could shut your ears as Theora moans with pleasure and impales herself on the pink gristle of Toad’s cock.
Toad’s reptilian croaks and Theora’s angelic cries of pleasure build to a crescendo. They are no longer even aware you are in the room, they are locked in the pure, instinctual joy of their coupling. You can see her plush ass rising and falling and her wings spreading as she cries out in ecstasy.
“I’m cummmmmming!” Her wings snap open wide and toad lets out a bellowing croak. You can imagine his seed pumping into her receptive channel, her powerful walls of silken pleasure milking every monstrous drop from him.
Theora slumps atop him, panting breathlessly and kissing Toad. Their tongues perform a raunchy dance that you can faintly hear from where you remain bound to the chair. Toad thrusts two clawed fingers into Theora’s creamy pussy and the angel lets out a cry of surprise. Toad pushes her off of him and you see him stagger to his feet and approach you in the chair.
“Enjoy the show?” Toad croaks with cruel amusement. “A parting gift.”
He swipes his clawed fingers across your face, smearing the pungent filth of his spunk fresh from Theora’s well-fucked cunt. You nearly gag at the stench of it and he laughs and shoves you over onto your back.
“Kahad! Take this one to a room for the night! My angel and I are retiring to my private chambers.”
The masked warrior grunts, unties you, and drags you out of the room as you hear Theora cooing softly in pleasure. You are filled with rage as Kahad nearly throws you into a small bedroom. A tray of food and a pitcher of water are shoved inside the room. The door locks and you are left alone with your thoughts.
CONTINUE >




Drink the swirling milk potion

You boldly stand your ground as Yasmeen slithers towards you. There is no chance fighting a creature like her under normal circumstances, so it’s time to make things very strange by introducing a little chaos to the battle. You grab the vial containing the swirling, faintly glowing potion from your hip pouch. You pop the seal and upend the content of the entire vile into your mouth. You taste a riot of flavors, sweetness, creaminess, hints of nuts and spices, and a powerful salty aftertaste. You gulp it down your gullet and your stomach becomes instantly warm and tingling.
“What did you just drink?” Hisses Yasmeen as you toss the vial aside.
“I’m not sure exactly,” you say. “It’s unpredic… unpredict… dick… AHHHHHHHHHHHHH!”
You grab your head as the change comes over you, shooting needles of pain into every muscle and bone in your body. It is a pain like none you have ever experienced. Rather than a gradual change, you inflate like Toad’s throat filling with air, your body transforming in the span of a second. You grow to twice your size, shredding your robe at the seams. Your hair turns a pink-tinted shade of blonde, your features and proportions become not just feminine but exaggeratedly feminine, with huge breasts, full lips, and long, curling lashes. Your mind blanks. All that you can think about is cock and pleasing cock. Coincidentally, you have a giant one of those jutting from between your shapely thighs. You grip it in both hands and lean down to look at it.
“Was this the intended purpose of your potion?” Yasmeen chuckles, looking you over.
“Uh, yeah, it totally was,” you say, your voice girlish, bubbly and with a dollop of vocal fry. You look up at the lamia, remembering that she was going to eat you and ask, “Are you still going to eat me?”
“Hmmmmm,” she circles around you looking you over. She prods your breasts with a finger and they not only wobble but begin to leak milk. “No, I think not. You are much more interesting than I originally thought.”
Her finger traces down your flat tummy to your huge cock. She gives it a poke and you cry out with pleasure, your cock twitching and leaking drops of precum.
“Yes, very interesting,” laughs Yasmeen.
She moves with such suddenness that you have no chance to react. You cry out girlishly as Yasmeen coils her serpentine half around your body, wrapping you up to your breasts, which she squeezes and causes milk to spray out of your thick nipples. Your dripping cock juts from between two coils.
“Hey, let me go,” you cry, beating your fists helplessly against Yasmeen’s snakelike lower body. She brings her face very close to yours, her eyes flashing with pretty lights that put you at ease. You stop pounding on her coils and she leans in and kisses you, her breasts pressing against your milky tits and her tongue thrusting into your mouth. You moan with lust as her smooth scales begin to rub back and forth against your cock.
“I think I will keep you around for a while,” she hisses against your lips. “What do you say, Lucas?”
“Lucas? Oh, um, right. What do you want to keep me around for? For… ahhhh… you’re rubbing my penis!”
“Do you like that?” She asks with amusement.
You look down over her writhing coils and watch your cock turn from red to purple. Your pleasure is rising towards an explosive release.
“Ah! It feels good!”
“Yes, it does, and I can give you greater pleasures,” she says. “Would you like to be my mate, Lucas?”
“What?” You gasp. “Your… aAAAAAAH!”
You cry out as the pleasure becomes too much to ignore. You thrust your hips, fucking between her rubbing coils and spurting out huge ropes of thick, milky spunk. Your cum splashes Yasmeen’s breasts and belly and she coos with delight. You whimper as she squeezes out every drop from your huge cock.
“Yes,” you moan, thinking of how good it feels to have her coils rubbing your big penis. “Yes, okay, I’ll be your mate if you promise to let me cum and cum a whole bunch.”
“Oh, I promise,” laughs Yasmeen. She opens her mouth to reveal sharp fangs dripping with venom. You scream in terror as she lunges at your neck and sinks her needlelike fangs into her supple flesh. The venom courses into your bloodstream and almost immediately, you feel the change beginning.
You realize your legs are melding together and elongating, your body is growing even larger, and your leaking breasts are swelling to gigantic proportions.
“Oh my gods!” You cry. “I’m totally turning into a lamia!”
CONTINUE >




The answer is one half of a league

If the two entrances of a burrow are on league apart, then the snake can travel half a league into the burrow before it is traveling the other half of a league out of the burrow. You smile with satisfaction. You know the answer.
“Your time is up, Lucas,” hisses Yasmeen. “What is your answer?”
“The answer is one half of a league,” you say confidently.
“One league you say?” Yasmeen laughs. “Well, I am sorry to say—“
“No, I said ‘one half of a league’!” You shout. “One league is the wrong answer.”
“What?” Yasmeen’s face contorts in anger. “You say one league. You are lying. You could tell that it was the wrong answer and I will not allow you to change your answer now.”
You quickly raise your sword as she lunges at you and you manage to deflect Yasmeen’s blow, opening a wound along her inner forearm. She howls with pain and anger and you leap onto her writhing coils, into the air, and plunge your sword into her throat with both hands.
Only your sword does not make contact with Yasmeen’s flesh as you deliver this mortal blow. She explodes in a flash of light and you pass through where her body should be, landing heavily on your feet. The pink crystal set into the grip of your sword glows and pulses with light for a few seconds, then goes dark. Your heart is still pounding as a wave of exhilaration washes over you.
You have done it! You have avoided being eaten and you have defeated the lamia.
Of course, you still have to get an answer from her about how to reach Chthona. Now that she is imprisoned within the Crystal Sanctum getting an answer should be much easier.
Theora groans on the floor beside you and begins to push herself up onto her hands and knees. You hurry to her side and kneel down next to her.
“Did you… did you do it?” Theora croaks.
“I defeated her,” you say and help Theora to her feet. “Yasmeen is trapped inside the sword with the others.”
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The answer is a seal

“A seal,” you say, feeling good about the answer. “You must break it to read a letter or to open a sealed pot.”
“Very clever,” says Yasmeen with a smile. “A good answer. Of course… a seal is used to hold something shut. Breaking a seal ruins it.”
“W-what?”
You take a step back from the lamia and stumble over her tail which is curled behind you. As you fall, she catches you and wraps you once more in her powerful coils. She lifts you up to her giant face and favors you with a hideously wide smile.
“You are wrong, Lucas,” she hisses. “And that means you are my dinner!”
“Wait! You can’t—“
Yasmeen’s mouth opens and keeps opening, wider and wider, until all you can see is her pink tongue reaching around your neck and her cavernous mouth opening to swallow you up. You try to pull away, but her serpentine body is already wrapped tightly around your legs up to your waist.
She lifts you and slams you into her mouth. If you try to fight it, her teeth will tear you to ribbons. You slide down the warm, pink tunnel of her gullet and into the tight, stretching space of her stomach. It is dark and hard to breathe and in moments you are covered with warm digestive juices.
“No,” you moan, pushing on her stomach with your hands and feet. “No! Let me out! I don’t want to be eaten!”
She caresses you with her hand on her stomach.
“Then you should have answered the riddle correctly, Lucas,” she says. “Now be a good boy and digest.”
As Yasmeen’s digestive fluids fill her stomach up to your chin, you have little choice in the matter. Soon, your mind becomes hazy and you begin to dissolve into mush within her stomach. It is not painful, but you know there will be no rescue this time.
The goddess cannot save you from becoming the lamia’s meal.
BAD END




Drink the Swirling Milk Potion

Gretchen is always working on new formulas for her potions and she promised you something different when she handed over the swirling pink and blue potion. You suspect that it will change you into a cross between a man and a woman, something unusual that might confuse Saleen, but leave you ready to fight if you are prepared for the transformation.
“Stop stalling,” shouts Saleen, slashing at you with her daggers. The blades of her weapons clang loudly against your sword as you deflect her attack. You push her away, shouting fiercely.
“You have no idea what you are facing,” you laugh a bit madly, which catches her by surprise.
Saleen backpedals, giving you room and time. You reach for your hip pouch and take out the vial containing the swirling pink and blue milk potion. You notice a sparkle to the faintly luminous liquid you had not noticed before. No time for second guessing. You pop the stopper from the vial, tilt it to your lips, and gulp down half the potion. It has a strong, sweet and salty taste, with a nutty flavor almost like your mother’s walnut cake.
You feel the thrill of the strange liquid burning through your body almost instantly. Your hands are shaking as you stopper the vial and return it your hip pouch.
“What was that? What are you doing?” Saleen’s daggers flash with almost nervous movement as she keeps her distance.
“Your… def… def…” The words aren’t coming easily. Something is wrong with your head. Pain in your chest. In your groin. You let out a bovine cry of, “OoooOOOOooo!”
Huge breasts swell from your chest and your body takes on a feminine shape. Horns erupt from your forehead, sending you to your knees, but before your knees hit the ground, the blunt tip of your cock, now dangling through your robe, smacks into the sun-warmed stone. Your cock is massive and pink, with a flattened tip like a bull’s, your testicles immensely enlarged and your new breasts and fat nipples aching with engorgement. You cry out as milk begins to spurt from your enormous teats and soak through your robe.
“By the shades of the underdeep!” Saleen hisses, looking at you with confusion.
“This one has turned himself into a human cow!” Toad croaks with amusement. “Do you know the fortune he know holds in his teats and his bullocks! The battle is won, Saleen. Kahad, take him to the stables. Let my concubines milk him dry.”
The massive warrior standing guard beside Toad steps from the cushion-covered platform and approaches you. The concubines also slither down from the platform, following behind Kahad.
“WhOOOOooooOOo nooOOo,” you moan, throbbing pleasure radiating from your thick nipples as you fall onto your hands and knees, milk dripping steadily from your tits and through the drenched fabric of your robe. The sensation causes your huge cock to begin to stiffen.
“Toad, you cannot do this,” warns Theora.
“He will be fine,” laughs Toad, wrapping his scaly arms around Theora from behind. The last thing you glimpse as you are dragged through the red curtain by Kahad is the Toad forcing Theora into a sloppy, wet kiss.
You are brought into a dusty barn, lowing like a frightened cow as Kahad lifts you up by your shoulders and ties you to leather straps hanging from the ceiling. The beautiful concubines strip off your sodden robe, exposing your massive breasts dangling beneath your slender, feminine body. They exchange words in a foreign language as your cock is fully revealed. They heft your huge bollocks and idly stroke your massive shaft, making you moan in a bovine way, pearly drops of precum spilling from your blunt tip and splattering onto the straw-covered floor. The concubines giggle and tug on your cock more forcefully.
“Ooooohhhhhh goddsss ooOOOOOoo,” you moan, sounding like a cross between a woman and a cow.
Kahad brings in a silver pail to place beneath each of your huge, dangling breasts and a third pail beneath your dripping cock. Kahad’s rough hands palm your breasts and he grunts from behind his mask as he begins to forcefully milk your breasts. Streams of warm titcream spurt from your thick nipples and patter into the pails beneath your dangling tits. Each forceful gush of milk sends a thrill of pleasure through your body and causes your huge cock to twitch in the grasp of the concubines.
While Kahad milks you roughly with his callused hands, the concubines begin to licks at your cockshaft and daintily kiss your dangling bollocks. Your sack tightens against the root of your massive cock, your pleasure rising by the moment as their tongues smear saliva all over your huge shaft and their delicate hands milk your male meat. With a bullish snort and roar of pleasure, you jerk in the leather straps and thrust as much as you can against the hands stroke your cock. Pleasure surges through you, your massive bollocks throbbing and your huge cock pumping thick ropes of spunk into the pail.
The concubines do not stop at one load of cum, one of them coaxing you back to full hardness with her warm tongue on your tip and the other moving behind you to roll her hot tongue over the rim of your asshole. The combination of sensations has you at the edge of release again in under a minute. While the concubines are tonguing and stroking you towards another orgasm, Kahad continues to milk your laden breasts into the pails beneath them.
Kahad says something to the concubines and a moment later he pushes the iron mask up from his face. He reveals a weathered, battle-scarred face the color of wood. His small dark eyes gaze up at you as he leans in and takes one of your nipples into his mouth. The sensation of Kahad drinking your warm cream directly sends a fresh thrill of pleasure through your body. You cum again into the bucket, your breast being slurped by the massive warrior.
Kahad seems excited by his taste of your milk. He shouts orders to the concubines and they move to your breasts, milking you into the pails. Kahad moves behind you and your eyes go wide as you hear his belt and feel his hot cockhead rubbing at your tongue-slicked asshole.
Your words of protest come out as more mooing sounds and before you realize what is happening, the mighty warrior has thrust his big cock up your ass and reached around to wank your huge cock. The sensation of being ass-fucked and wanked at the same time as the two concubines milk your breasts sends you over the edge again. You moo with pleasure, your stretched ring clenching against Kahad’s fat cock as you erupt for a third time into the pail. 
Your shame is complete as Kahad bellows and unleashes his seed deep and hot into your bowels. The sensation of his cum pumping into your ass makes you low with dismay. He pulls out of your ass, leaving you dripping.
The concubines finish the work of milking you as Kahad departs. You are stunned by the violation, but they still manage to wank your cock again, milking you a fourth and final time into the pail. By then, your cock is beginning to shrink and your tits are disappearing into your chest. They work together to lift you from the leather harness and walk you, a bit gingerly because of your rear, to a small bedroom within Toad’s palace. Scarcely half an hour has passed since your foolish gambit with Saleen.
You are brought a tray of food and a pitcher of cool water by a serving girl. Fresh robes and underclothes are provided. As you suffer in solitude in relative comfort, Theora’s nightmare with Toad must be just beginning.
CONTINUE >




The Toad’s Champion

You had expected you would be fighting the hulking brute guarding the Toad on his throne of pillows. The figure that steps through the curtain could not be more different than the massive warrior.
The woman stands less than five feet tall, her black hair pulled back in a short, tight ponytail. Her compact frame is lean, her breasts small beneath a tight top of red silk. Her midriff is bare and golden above matching pants worn low on her girlish hips, the silky red fabric loose and billowy around her slender legs. The arches and tops of her delicate feet are wrapped in cloth and her toes are exposed. She practically bounces with each step.
The woman’s eyes are wide and beguiling, a hint of violet in her gray irises, her lashes long and feminine. She peers out above a mask of gauzy red cloth that covers her nose and mouth. Those eyes hold you entranced for a moment, but your attention turns to her ears, long and pointed, sticking out from the sides of her head.
“An elf?” You murmur.
“Saleen,” says the Toad. “My most skilled fighter. She has put down every gang of thugs and every dead-eyed hashashin sent to take me down. Now, little boy, she will put you down.”
“You can beat her,” says Theora. “Hold nothing back.”
“Her family was killed by humans and I raised her as my own daughter,” says Toad.
“You raised an elf-child?” Theora raises a doubting eyebrow.
“Well, she spent her middle years with the Karomingal Blade Fighters,” chuckles Toad.
“This speck of meat?” The woman prowls slowly around you, looking you over. “Shall I kill him for you?”
“No, not this time,” croaks Toad. “Beat him, but do not slay him.”
Before you can object, Saleen draws and throws a gleaming dagger at you. It flies so close to your face that the blade slices a few strands of your hair.
“That was all the warning you get,” says Saleen.
Theora backs out of the light and you step away from Saleen, giving yourself some room to maneuver. You stare at her and draw the Sword of Veleda, feeling its power in your grip.
“Begin!” Toad croaks. One of his concubines hits the loud gong.
Saleen begins to circle you, a dagger in each of her hands. You spare a glance at Theora and she gives you a nod to focus your attention on your opponent. You have never really battled with another human, or a half-human, but you know the vile consequences that will follow if you let this petite warrior defeat you.
“Come on then, speck,” taunts Saleen, her blades in motion as she circles. “Show me what you can do.”




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





The answer is nothing

“What does a pauper have that a king needs?” You shrug your shoulders. "It’s nothing. If you try to eat that, you are going to starve to death.”
Yasmeen’s smile fades. The huge lamia’s face darkens to a shade of crimson and contorts with rage.
“You!” She snarls, baring her fanged teeth. “You cheated! Somehow, the angel told you the answer!”
She charges at you, her huge serpentine lower body bucking furiously and propelling her at you so quickly that you have to backpedal and bring up your sword to deflect her attack. Even as you narrowly avoid her sharp nails raking across your face, you manage a cocky smile.
“It was a pretty lame riddle,” you tease.
“I will slice open your belly and slurp out your entrails!” She snarls, pursuing you around the chamber. You leap onto the pillow-covered pedestal and turn to face her again as she rises up on her muscular tail. She reaches for you with both hands. Instead of trying to dodge her or flee from her, you leap at her face and drive the tip of your sword into the center of Yasmeen’s forehead.
For a moment, you feel the hardness of her skull and then there is a flash of blinding light and you fall through where she was standing. You land hard on the floor at the base of the pedestal, your sword clanging to the floor. You lift your head in time to see the last flashes of the pink crystal in the grip of the Sword of Veleda.
You pick yourself up and dust yourself off. As you turn the sword over in your hand, it sinks in that you have succeeded; you have trapped the deadly lamia in the Crystal Sanctum. She hasn’t give you the information you need to reach Chthona, but the vampiress Izabella was not very forthcoming either until she was trapped in the crystal in your sword.
I can make her talk, you think, holding your sword up.
Theora groans nearby and pushes herself to her hands and knees. You sheath the sword and hurry to her side.
“It’s alright,” you say, helping her to her feet. “It’s over. I beat her.”
“Knew you… knew you would,” she says and tousles your hair.
CONTINUE >





Visit with Izabella the vampiress

“I would like to see Izabella,” you tell the guide Hina.
“Of course, master,” she says merrily, setting off through the palace. “She is currently with the seamstress.”
“Oh? I didn’t know we had a seamstress,” you say, looking down at the new clothes you are wearing. “I guess you can do just about anything.”
“I cannot give birth to offspring,” says Hina, her tone changing slightly to become sad. “I am only a creation of magic and parts.”
“That is sort of like everyone else,” you say. “The magic is just, you know, not the sort you read in a book.”
“Very good, master,” she says this and makes a sound that you think is supposed to be laughter but which seems more like some sort of warning alarm.
Before you have much of an opportunity to be disconcerted by Hina’s laughter, you arrive at a sumptuous parlor with gold leaf wallpaper and gas lanterns that provide bright, golden illumination. The light is an unusual juxtaposition with the gorgeous, dark-haired, bluish-tinted vampiress standing half-dressed in the center of the room. A Hina wearing spectacles and with pins tucked between her lips is inspecting the fit of a garment of rose-colored lace that she is pinning to Izabella’s shapely body.
You watch the seamstress Hina work for a moment, admiring Izabella’s bare breasts and dark blue nipples. The seamstress Hina adjusts the fit of the corset Izabella is wearing, cinching it tighter and lifting Izabella’s breasts even more impressively.
“Lucas LeBlanc,” says the vampiress, noticing you watching. “Do you always spy upon your captive women?”
“I like to think of you as more of a long term guest,” you say, approaching Izabella. “Although I do enjoy watching someone as beautiful as you being dressed.”
“Yes, she is actually quite good,” says Izabella, gently pushing the seamstress Hina away. “I have had her create a number of elaborate costumes to impress you in the hopes that you will decide to have mercy on me and release me back into the world.”
Izabella steps forward and does a slow turn, showing off the unfinished dress with its skirt of black lace hinting at the shape of her lower half and the cupless corset revealing her ample blue-tinted bust. Her dark hair is pinned up to emphasize her slender neck and keep out of the way of the seamstress’s work.
“I am stunned by your beauty,” you say, daring to step closer.
“And I am very hungry,” she says, cocking her shapely hips to one side. “It has been days since you’ve given me anything real to eat.”
“Blood?” You ask, holding up your wrist.
She wets her lips and nods intently. “If you give me a taste you can have me any way you like.”
“Well then,” you say, stepping so close that her nipples are pressing against your tunic, “I suppose you should have that taste.”
You lift your wrist to her full lips. She cradles your arm in both hands and looks into your eyes as she presses a kiss to the inside of your wrist. Pain stabs into your flesh and you suck in a hiss of surprise. A moment later, pain turns to warm pleasure that spreads up your arm and saturates your body. She sucks lewdly at your flowing blood, drinking your vital fluid as it pumps past her piercing fangs.
She is still sucking your blood from your wrist as you feel her hand unbutton your trousers and begin to wrap your cock. She wanks your manhood as she slurps out more and more of your blood. Although you are beginning to feel a bit lightheaded, Izabella’s soft hand is combining with the strange pleasure of her feeding to make you want to cum. You gaze into her eyes, mesmerized by the red light flickering there. Her hand moves faster and faster, almost in time to the beating of your heart as she drinks your blood.
“Oh,” you moan. “Oh, Izabella, I am going to… going to…”
Your cum spurts through her fingers and decorates the black lace of her skirt in milky pearls. She pumps your cock deftly, working out every spurt of your seed and finishing by rubbing just beneath your cockhead with her pressing thumb. You shudder and manage to pull your cock from her grasp and your wrist from her sucking lips. A last flick of her tongue closes the wound on your inner arm.
“A fair trade,” she says, looking from your spent cock and down to her soiled skirt.
“Hardly,” you say. “I am just starting with you.”
She cries out in surprise as you scoop her into your arms and carry her to a plush couch nearby. You stretch her out on the red velvet and tear off the black lace of her skirt. The seamstress Hina groans as you ruin her hard work, but you are not concerned with making her put in long hours. You drop heavily to your knees and part Izabella’s supple blue thighs. She cradles the back of your head, cooing with pleasure and guiding you to the trimmed thatch of her cunt. You bury your tongue in her hot channel, lapping at her slit and tasting her blue-tinted peach before turning your attention on the bud of her clit.
“Oh, Lucas, your skills… have improved,” she sighs, bucking her hips and fucking against your eager tongue. Her fingers are tight in your hair, trying to control you, but your hands holds her thighs and you withhold your tongue on her clit any time she gets too pushy. This tension of control continues until Izabella’s little pussy is dripping with a mixture of her nectar and your saliva. Your cock is throbbing hard again and you take it in your hand as you rise higher on your knees. She sits up to watch you guide your throbbing, crimson manhood to the pale blue of her slick pussy.
“Yesssss,” she hisses as you hilt in her with your first stroke.
She winds her arms around your neck and you lean in to kiss her. As your tongue mingles with hers, you feel the occasional prick of her fangs against your tongue. You take her pussy with intense, forceful strokes, setting a deliberate pace and making her plump breasts shudder with each powerful thrust. She mewls with pleasure against your lips.
“Oh, Lucas, your cock is so warm inside me,” she cries. “Fuck me. Please, fuck me. I need your living cock to warm my pussy.”
“I will fuck the life back into you,” you grunt, releasing all restraint and pounding hard and fast into her pussy.
Izabella wails and arches with pleasure, her tits bouncing wildly and the slick sleeve of her pussy gripping tightly around your cock. Her wordless cries of pleasure are muffled by the well-upholstered furniture scattered throughout the room. You kiss her wailing lips and stuff your tongue into her mouth, feeling her cries continue and vibrate into your mouth.
She relaxes and slumps back onto the couch, but you are hardly done with her. You pull out of her pussy and drop to your knees once more beside the couch. You turn her over with powerful hands and pull her legs off the couch. You deliver several playful swats to her shapely backside as you line your cock up against her pussy from behind.
“Oh, yes, fuck me like that,” she moans. “It hits a completely different spot inSIDE MEEEEEE!”
She howls as you thrust deep into her pussy, pounding her hard and without relent. You hold tightly to her hips and slam against her ass. She pushes her upper body up off the couch on her hands and her dangling breasts swing rapidly beneath her with the hammering force of your thrusts. She wails as if she is cumming, her pussy clutching around your cock, but you are too focused on your own rising pleasure to worry about hers.
You bury every inch of your cock inside her slick folds and your cock erupts deep inside her pussy. Your manhood twitches again and again as you fill her cool depths with the warmth of your seed. Her body shudders against you and her pussy clenches again and again as if milking your cock. You empty every drop inside her and pull slowly out. Your seed spills from her cunt and to the floor in a long, silky strand.
“Oh, Lucas,” she moans. “I feel… I feel almost alive.”
You lean over her back, panting as you catch your breath and kissing her slender shoulder and neck. She turns her lips toward yours and you share a slightly awkward but intense kiss.
Finally, completely spent, you rise shakily to your feet and pull up your trousers. You help Izabella up as well.
“Please, Lucas, promise you will visit more,” she says, caressing the wrist she fed upon. “I can only go so long without a good meal.”
“I make no promises,” you say. “After this, I go to face the Succubus Queen. If I am successful, perhaps we will meet again. Otherwise…”
You shrug. She gives you a worried look and then throws her arms around your neck and kisses you repeatedly. You finally have to push her away to get her to stop.
“You must come back,” she says. “You must.”
“I will do my best, Izabella,” you say. “Just for you.”
As you depart from the seamstress’s lovely workshop, you are greeted by your guide Hina.
“Hello, master,” she says. “I hope you had an invigorating visit with Izabella.”
“Actually, I feel a bit drained,” you chuckle. “But I will manage.”
“Where would you like to go now?” Hina asks.




Where would you like to go now?
Time to return to the real world
Visit with Yasmeen the Lamia
Visit with Morelle the Novice Succubus
Visit with Oola the Slime Girl
Visit with Gretchen the Cow Girl
Visit with Theora the Angel of Veleda
Spend some time with Hina the Golem Girl




Enter the Crystal Sanctum to get some rest

“I am sorry, Saleen,” you say. “I have to go with her or, you know, she will get her feelings hurt.”
Saleen, looking a bit like she just got her feelings hurt, nods and wishes you goodnight. She disappears through the tent flap and into the howling storm before you can say much else to her. Alone in the faint glow of the lantern, you lift the Sword of Veleda from its sheath and raise it as far above your head as the low ceiling of the tent will permit.
“SANCTUM SERENITY!” You shout and in a flash of warm, pink light you are transported from the real world to the pocket realm that contains the palace of white stone and your harem of monster girl companions.
As your eyes recover from the flash, you are presented with the familiar view of the sunset sky and the country path leading up to the gates into the palace grounds. The palace itself, an edifice of exquisite craftsmanship and a priceless horde of white marble, looms high into the sky. Though huge, it still somehow always seems larger on the inside than it appears from the outside.
“Hello, master!” Hina, the lovely golem, curls a lock of her blue hair behind her ear in a very human gesture and smiles sweetly. She is standing only a few steps away as if she has been waiting for your arrival. “I hope you are well. It has been many days since you visited.”
“Theora told me that I needed to relax,” you say, momentarily picturing Saleena stretched out in your tent with her perky breasts bare. “So, um, I guess I need to relax.”
“I could prepare you a meal and draw you a bath, master,” suggests Hina.
A hot bath and some of Hina’s incredible cooking? A grin spreads across your face.
“Yeah, that would be amazing,” you say.
By the time Hina leads you into your suite in the palace, the one that overlooks the sea through mullioned windows, another Hina has already run a bath for you. With the help of two Hinas you undress and sink into the steaming tub. You sink back into the sweet-smelling water and groan with pleasure. You nearly fall asleep, but are roused by the arrival of three more Hinas bearing covered platters with a fourth Hina pushing a cart of wines, water, milk and desserts.
“Oh, you are too good to me, Hina,” you say, reaching lazily out and caressing the nearest Hina on her porcelain bum. All of the Hinas giggle as if you touched them simultaneously with the same gesture.
Two of the Hinas attend you in the bath, leaning in to wash your chest and legs with sponges. They linger at your groin, teasing their sponges against your swelling manhood. You wave them away.
“I think it is time I visit some of my guests in the palace,” you say, standing up shamelessly from the bath. Two Hinas immediately begin to towel off your body. One of them deftly wraps your waist in a towel.
The Hina that met you at the gate approaches you, her eyes shining brightly.
“Your current guests are Izabella the vampiress, Morelle the novice succubus, Oola the slime girl, Gretchen the cow girl, Lady Theora, and our new guest Yasmeen the lamia. Of course, I would also be happy to arrange a pleasure Hina to attend to you in your bed, master.”
You pull on a pressed pair of brown trousers and a well-fitted tunic of emerald green. You pull on soft stockings and lace up fresh boots.
“What would you like to do, master?” Your guide Hina asks.




What do you do?
Visit with Yasmeen the Lamia
Visit with Izabella the Vampiress
Visit with Morelle the Novice Succubus
Visit with Oola the Slime Girl
Visit with Gretchen the Cow Girl
Visit with Theora the Angel of Veleda
Spend some time with Hina the Golem Girl




Let Theora repay you for your skill in battle

“How can I refuse such an offer?” You ask with a smirk on your face. “Very well, Theora, I suppose you do owe me for sparing you from that disgusting lizard shoving his cock inside you.”
“Yes, thank you,” she croons as her hand gently wanks your cock. “Let me repay you.”
With a wave of her free hand, her gown melts away and reveals Theora’s luscious curves and flawless creamy flesh. Her pink nipples are erect and her pussy blushing to match the color in her cheeks. She sinks down to her knees, her breasts heaving with her desire as she leans her pretty face down to your cock and begins licking you as she strokes you.
“Ohhhh, yes,” you chuckle, reaching down to cradle the back of her head. “That’s a good start.”
“Your cock,” she murmurs between tender licks beneath your cockhead, “is so much bigger than I remembered.”
Her soft, wet lips cradle your tip. She gazes up at you as she slides your manhood over her tongue and into the hot suction of her mouth. Her tongue swirls around your sensitive tip as she bobs slowly on your manhood and reaches between your thighs to gently massage your balls. The pleasure is an excruciating reminder of Theora’s sexual skill.
When you do not immediately succumb to her skills, she slides her wet lips from your cock, a single glittering strand of saliva trailing from her plush lips, down her chin, and connecting to your glistening cock. She rises higher on her knees, still looking up at you with those lust-heavy eyes as she lifts her breasts with her hands and squeezes them around your spit-slick cock.
“Ohhhhhhhh,” you groan as the pillowy softness of her tits swallows up all but the purple tip of your cock.
“Let my heavenly bosom repay you, Lucas,” she croons and begins to stroke you with her luscious breasts. The softness and warmth is exquisite and the lubrication of her angelic saliva is more than enough to ease the up and down motion of her breasts. You thrust against her chest, sliding between her tits to meet her stroking mounds.
“Yes, oh, Theora, this will make me cum,” you laugh.
“I want it,” she moans. “Oh, tell me just as you are about to cum, Lucas. I want to drink every drop.”
Her lewd request makes your cock twitch between her breasts. You rest your hands on her shoulders and work your hips, fucking faster and harder between her tits, hard enough to smack your hips against them with each stroke. Your pleasure builds and she moans encouragement.
“I can’t hold back any longer,” you cry, your cock a deep shade of purple as you fuck it between her soft tits.
“Ohh, yes, cum for me, Lucas!” She cries, tucking her chin against her chest and capturing your cockhead between her lips. Her cry of pleasure is muffled by your thrusting manhood, driving between her breasts and into her hot mouth. It vibrates against your tip, “MMmmmmmm!”
“Theora!” You cry, giving a last thrust between her cleavage as your cock explodes into her eager mouth. You pump your hot seed against her tongue and the beautiful angel swallows every spurt, drinking your seed as if it is her favorite treat. Even as your flow diminishes, she suckles at your cock, tongue flicking your slit and coaxing out a bit more of your cum.
Theora does not relent in her sucking and squeezing you between her breasts. She pushes you through your refractory pause and leaves you hard and twitching for more. She finally lifts her mouth from your cock with a soft gasp.
“Do you desire more?” She asks, perhaps knowing your answer.
“Your ass,” is all you can manage.
“Oh? You want to put your cock in my ass?” She smiles sweetly, almost innocently, as she rises to her feet, turns around, and bends over the small table beside the bed.
Theora’s ass is perhaps her finest asset. Bent over, her back arched and her wings slightly spread, you have a perfect view of her creamy derriere. Her ample cheeks are spread by her position, revealing the knotted pink divot of her anus and the gold-tufted furrow of her pussy. Theora spits raunchily into her hand and reaches back to smear her angelic saliva on her asshole. Her massaging fingers work into her pink pucker, readying her tender hole for your swollen cock.
You step closer and she reaches back to guide you to the hot velvet flower of her asshole. You thrust past her slick opening and plunge into the heavenly warmth of her ass, driving into her until your bollocks are pressed against the softness of her cunt. You take hold of Theora’s slender waist and begin to fuck her for your pleasure. You are not rough, but you are forceful, reminding her that you are the warrior that bested Saleen. That you spared her far greater indignity.
“Ohhh, Lucas,” she croons. “Fuck my ass. Fuck it with your big cock!”
Her wings open wider and you grab hold of them, using them for leverage as you pound her ass. Theora’s upper body is resting on the small table, which shakes with each stroke and sends water slopping out of the pitcher on the tray. You ignore the mess and fuck Theora’s ass, watching her pink pucker stretch and clench against your thrusting cock. Your pleasure builds until you can no longer hold back. Theora, reaching between her thighs to massage her pussy, seems to be on the same brink.
“Ahhhhhh! I’m cumming!” You shout.
“Yes! Fill my ass, Lucas!” She wails, finger-fucking herself furiously as you pound your ass hard and fast. You drive your pleasure over the edge and explode deep inside her clenching hole. Your seed pumps into her and she cries out, her wings snapping open wide and knocking over the pitcher, as she cums with you.
Your last twitches spill your seed into her ass and you slump over her back, panting heavily. You feel the last shocks of her orgasm squeeze around your cock.
“Is that all, Lucas?” She asks over her shoulder.
“Give me a few minutes,” you gasp, “and I’ll be ready again.”
It takes more like twenty, but you recover and spend hours rutting with Theora like a pair of horny teens at the annual pairing dance in St. Ingbert square. You thought of Theora as tireless, but even this marathon of pleasure seems to exhaust the beautiful angel. She collapses with you into the bed and you hold her in your arms. Her silky golden hair spills across your chest and she rests her head near to your heart. It is a feeling of contentment and affection you have not experienced often in your life, let alone the chaotic last few weeks.
You are awakened by warmth in your loins. That warmth resolves to pleasure and you slowly open your eyes and see Theora, clad in her gown, standing bent over at the waist beside the bed and sucking your cock. She meets your gaze and says something that is entirely muffled by your cock in her mouth. You gasp with pleasure and explode against her tongue. She winces in surprise, but gamely swallows every drop before lifting her mouth from your manhood. Your cock begins to shrivel at once.
“I thought it a pleasant way to wake you,” she says, wiping her lips. “The caravan is gathered and ready to make way for Kazadar.”
“Oh, uh, good,” you say, rolling out of bed and pulling on your desert robes. “Thank you for, um, I mean, that was a nice way to…”
Your face is flushed with heat. Your usual nervousness returned to your interactions with Theora. She pats you on the shoulder.
“Do not become accustomed to such pleasure, Lucas,” she says.
Theora leads you through the sandstone corridors of Toad’s fortress and out to the waiting caravan.
Various traders from Toad’s operation have gathered more than a dozen lowing sand shufflers. The hump-backed reptiles have wide shoulders and four thick legs. Their backs are draped with woven saddles and hung with baskets and bags containing goods for trade in Kazadar. Theora walks with you to the front of the caravan and pats the back of the sand shuffler.
“This one is yours,” she says. “I’ll take the one behind. Saleen is taking the lead.”
You look up at the sand shuffler at the very front of the caravan. The diminutive warrior woman is wrapped from head to toe in layers of light tan cloth. She pulls the cloth down from her nose and mouth and smiles.
“Good morning to you, Lucas,” she says and adds a wink. “Are you ready to see the splendors of the Sea of Sand?”
“No,” you say, miserably, struggling onto the back of your sand shuffler.
“It is a long journey to Kazadar,” says Saleen. “Perhaps we will become friends.”
Gripping the woven reins of the sand shuffler, you find Saleen’s optimism very misplaced. The warrior woman clucks and her beast rises higher from the sandy ground and sets out from the courtyard. You try to imitate the sound she made and your beast rises and nearly knocks you from its back. Clinging to the meaty hump of the sand crawler, you embark on your journey to Kazadar.
CONTINUE >




Weathering the storm

The tent shakes on its nimbird bone frame as the howling winds of the sandstorm batter against the sun-toughened hide. The flap opens and closes and Saleen steps inside, shaking dust from her headdress and lifting her quartz goggles from her eyes. She pulls off the cloth wrapping her head and reveals her long, pointed ears, reminding you that she is an elf and not just a petite human.
“It will be well past dawn before this one eases up,” she declares, her voice raised to be heard over the fearsome noise of the storm. “It’s almost as if sticking Yasmeen in your damned sword has enraged the heavens.”
“You are not far off,” says Theora, passing Saleen a hot cup of sugar root tea. “When Lucas trapped Yasmeen in the Crystal Sanctum her magical power domain began to collapse. It is like a bubble bursting underwater. The powers of the gods are rushing in to reassert themselves.”
“If that’s the case,” you say, sipping from your own cup of tea, “why can’t Veleda send us back to Vorokesh?”
“She’s not faithful,” says Theora. “Nor are her merchants.”
Saleen shrugs as if not praying to Veleda is a reasonable choice.
“More importantly,” continues Theora, stoking the small fire in the fire pit, “Yasmeen’s power lingers. It will be hours before it fades enough for Veleda to return us to your farm.”
Saleen sits down on one of the clever folding stools provided by the merchants.
“Like I said, well past dawn before this one eases up,” says Saleen.
“I am going to enter the Crystal Sanctum and extract the information we require from Yasmeen,” says Theora, wrapping her hand around the grip of the sword in your sheath. “I will return soon.”
You begin to ask her if she needs any assistance, but before you can get the words out there is a flash of pink light and Theora disappears. The pink crystal in the grip of your sword glows and pulses several times before going dark.
“So that is how it works,” says Saleen. “I thought perhaps a doorway would open and you would step through it. You just touch the crystal and…” She snaps her fingers.
“I have to hold it up and say something,” you explain. “Theora can come and go as she pleases.”
“What is it like inside there?” Saleen asks the question as she unrolls a kerchief in her lap and takes out a small stack of flatbreads she purchased in Kazadar. She hands one to you and you take a testing bite of the surprisingly rich and herbaceous bread. It goes well with the sweetness of the sugar root tea.
“It’s beautiful,” you say. “It’s always sunset an there is this huge palace of white marble. There are rooms for everyone who wants a room and these doll-like creatures called Hina that take care of everything and cook food.”
“And all the monster girls you have captured. They are your pleasure harem.”
You almost choke on the bite of the bread you were chewing. The way Saleen puts it offends your sensibilities, as if she is accusing you of keeping pleasure slaves like Toad. Then you realize that the monster girls you have captured are your slaves and you keep them for your pleasure.
“I… I suppose that is, I mean, they want to pleasure me. They insist on it every time I go in there. I don’t have much say in the matter when a horny succubus is leaping at me.”
“If you’ve been bedding a succubus,” says Saleen, finishing her flat bread and her cup of tea. “You must be pretty good at sex.”
You do choke this time and only just manage not to spit your mouthful of tea all over Saleen. You gulp it down, steadying yourself and gasping for breath.
“Are you alright, Lucas?” Saleen rises from her stool and walks over to stroke your back between your shoulders in a comforting way. “You need to be sure to chew before swallowing.”
“F-fine,” you gasp, recovering and flashing a smile to prove you are fine.
“Good,” says Saleen. “Wouldn’t want you dropping dead before I get my turn.”
Her hand on your back moves slowly around to your front. You grab hold of her wrist as her fingers make contact with the very sensitive mound at the front of your robe. Saleen’s honey-brown, almond-shaped eyes look up at you. She chews her lower lip as she twists her wrist out of your grasp and returns her hands to the front of your robes.
“What are you doing?” You demand as she massages your cock through your robe.
“I thought you were cute when I first saw you in Vorokesh,” she says. “But I also thought you were weak. But you defeated Yasmeen. You must be hiding your strength pretty well.”
She grips your stiffening cock through your rope and bounces on her tiptoes to smack a soft kiss to your lips. You pull back in surprise and try to step away from her, but she keeps her hand fastened to your cock, squeezing and massaging your manhood through your robe. Her eyes blaze with amusement and lust in equal quantities. You try to retreat from her, but you are up against the vibrating back wall of the tent.
“Stop trying to run away, Lucas,” she hisses, barely audible over the sound of the storm. “Don’t you want a reward for your big victory? Don’t you want to know what it’s like to bed an elf?”
She starts to crouch down in front of you, but before she can lower herself to cock level there is a flash that fills the tent with blinding light. Saleen jerks away from you and stands upright as Theora manifests in the tent, the glow slowly fading from her voluptuous body.
“Y-you’re back already,” you gasp, adjusting your robe to hide your throbbing erection.
“She knows she is beaten,” says Theora. “She answered my questions about how to enter Chthona in the jungle of Saturana. It will not be an easy or particularly safe expedition, but I am confident we can locate the entrance to the underworld and at last take the fight to the succubus queen.”
Theora’s silvery-blue gaze flicks between you and Saleen. She seems about to ask you what you were doing with the petite warrior woman, but instead smiles serenely.
“You should take some leisure in the Crystal Sanctum,” suggests Theora. “I could join you there if you would like. We could… relax together.”
You are surprised by the deep well of desire you see in the beautiful angel’s eyes. Your cock shifts in your robe as you imagine the pleasure you could experience with Theora.
“Or you could stay here with me,” suggests Saleen. “I could teach you how to play Numian Stars.”
She produces a deck of well-worn cards from a concealed pocket of her robe and shuffles it one-handed. The suggestion is a poor cover for what she really intends to do with you and Theora’s keen eyes seem to see the truth.
“Well, make up your mind,” the angel says a bit hotly. “Either way, I am returning to the palace until this storm is over.”
She touches the gem in the hilt of the sword and flashes out of existence once again. Saleen shuffles the cards back together in her hand and tucks them away. She saunters towards you, a smirk on her pretty lips.
“Where were we?” She asks, grabbing hold of your cock through your robe.
Your cock twitches in her grasp. Your resistance to the beautiful assassin is fading. You know you have to decide quickly or Saleen will make the decision for you.




What do you do?
Stay with Saleen in the real world
Enter the Crystal Sanctum to get some rest




Triumphant over the lamia

“With Yasmeen defeated,” says Theora, regaining her strength and standing without your assistance, “word will spread through her guards and into the city beyond.”
“So?” You say, opening a small door out of the vast audience chamber and finding an unadorned servant’s passageway. You motion Theora inside.
“So Yasmeen kept all of the criminal elements and merchant clans in Kazadar under her coils,” says Theora, brushing past you to the lead the way. “With its demi-goddess gone, Kazadar will erupt into chaos. There will be open warfare in the streets.”
“That sounds like it will help cover our escape,” you say.
Theora gives you a tight-lipped smile. “Perhaps for us, Lucas, but Saleen and the caravan from Vorokesh are in the thick of it.”
“So we find them and we warn them,” you say.
“I’m glad to see we are reading from the same scroll,” she says, reaching through a dark doorway arch and grabbing a red-armored guard. She knocks him unconscious before he can make a sound and shoves his limp body into your arms. “Put on his uniform. It will help us escape.”
“You’re a six-foot tall angel with huge feathery wings,” you point out.
“And I’ll be your prisoner,” she says, clapping her own wrists in manacles lifted from the guard’s belt.
To your surprise, it works. You march Theora through Yasmeen’s extravagant palace as word of the lamia’s disappearance begins to spread among the guards. This filters down to the servants who whisper and dash off to spread the word to their various criminal associates in Kazadar’s underworld. By the time you make it out of the gates of the palace, chaos is already infecting the crowds in the spiraling bazaar. Some shops are shutting down and closing up to try to weather the chaos, others are the battlegrounds for violent turf wars between groups of club and chain wielding thugs.
Theora suggests that looking like one of Yasmeen’s guards has now become a liability. You take off your lacquered red helmet and pull on your robe over the guard’s armor you are wearing. Theora breaks here shackles as if they were made from butter.
“We have to find Saleen,” says Theora. “She could be anywhere.”
You scan your gaze over the tumultuous marketplace with looters running wild, gangs battling, and merchants shouting and screaming.
“There,” you say, pointing over Theora’s shoulder and across the bazaar.
In the swirling chaos there is a pocket of calm. Merchants and their helpers are loading sacks of spices, bags of jewelry, rolled carpets, and paintings onto the backs of their sand shufflers. Singlehandedly holding the chaos at bay is a petite woman wielding two curved daggers. Any man or woman that enters the invisible perimeter she has established is shoved or kicked away. If they are armed, she slashes their limbs or chests before shoving them back.
Theora pushes her way through the chaos and you follow behind her. Saleen is so attuned to protecting her caravan that she almost attacks you as you approach her. You are fairly certain that if Theora did not have wings you would have been greeted with a slash across the chest from Saleen.
“It is time to leave Kazadar,” says Theora.
“You actually did it,” laughs Saleen, saluting you with one of her daggers before turning to shove a young man back. “How did you kill her?”
“I didn’t,” you say. “Not exactly. She is trapped in my sword.”
“Well, there is more to you than I thought, Lucas,” says Saleen. “Your winged friend here is right. It is time for us to leave this place before it turns into a bloodbath.”
Thankfully, you do not have to fight your way out. Once the sand shufflers are up to speed, the caravan is able to force its way through the pandemonium with the occasional angry shout from Saleen. You reach the desert and join a stampede of visiting merchants fleeing the city.
As night falls on the desert, your caravan separates and heads across the desert in the direction of Vorokesh. Saleen navigates by moonlight for a few hours before clouds come out and she decides to make camp.
“We should be far enough now,” she says. “We will be safe here for the night and a sandstorm is brewing in the east.”
You cannot see it, but you can feel it in the air as a faint prickling on your skin and a change in pressure. By the time the tents have been erected, the sand shufflers are lowing with concern and lying down in the sand. The storm follows soon after. Winds blow hard against the tents and muffle the noise of the world around you with an atmosphere full of particles.
“We are going to be here a while,” warns Theora.
CONTINUE >




The long journey across the Sea of Sand

For six days the caravan of merchants and guards rides atop the swaying backs of the sand shufflers through the seemingly endless Sea of Sand. The days are long and pitiless, the sun blazing down on the lowing reptiles and cooking you in your robes, heating shimmering on the horizon to create illusions that only reveal more sun-baked dunes. The caravan’s water is carefully rationed and it never seems to be enough. Your body aches from the saddle.
The nights are cold and often unpleasantly windy, with the cloth tents of the caravan whipping and fluttering and making it difficult for you to sleep. You are too exhausted to seek pleasure from Theora. You often awake to find your tent partially buried under sand that has collected overnight and you frequently awake to the sting of blood-sucking, scorpion-like insects called “erg nippers.”
You do sleep though, sometimes even in your saddle atop your sand shuffler, and your dreams are vexed by images of Chthona. The fiery underworld ruled over by Lady Rachelle is a nightmare realm of torture and depravity. All too often, you see the beautiful succubus with her mane of white hair and glowing red eyes defiling your mother. She likes to whisper suggestions that your mother is a willing participating in the succubus queen’s schemes. That Theora might be responsible for your father’s death. And that Veleda is not the goddess of justice and healing that you believe her to be.
Worse are the dreams where Lady Rachelle pleasure you and forces you to indulge in sick acts with your own mother. You are helpless to prevent such things, thrusting and cumming and often awakening to find your robes soiled with your seed.
On the seventh day, just before setting out, you are approached by Saleen. You have avoided her as much as possible and you grimace as the beautiful, elf warrior woman sidles up to you with her headdress loose beneath her chin and a smile on her plush lips.
“What is it, Saleen?” You ask, tying your day’s ration of water skins to the saddle of your sand shuffler.
“You do not like me, Lucas,” she says, matter-of-factly.
“I don’t have to like you,” you say with a shrug, cinching the bindings tight on your water skins.
“I do not dislike you,” she says, walking behind your back to your other side. “You think I am like Toad?”
“You serve him,” you say.
“He made me everything that I am today,” she says, holding her arms out and revealing the tight leather wraps she wears under her robes.
She must be boiling inside those, you think.
“A killer,” you say.
“A survivor,” she counters. “I know what must be done to endure. In the Sea of Sand that is a skill that makes the difference between a caravan that returns and one that does not. Without his skill, a soul will not last one hour in Kazadar.”
Her mention of your destination piques your curiosity.
“What do you know of Kazadar?” You ask.
She smiles again, seeing that she has your attention. Her honey-brown eyes are bewitching and you cannot ignore the simple sensuality of her as she tucks a lock of dark hair back into her headdress.
“Kazadar is a city enslaved by Yasmeen,” says Saleen. “She shapes the city itself to her will, demolishing whole quarters and erecting new buildings that suit her desire. There are monuments to her power everywhere and her guards and servants are everywhere. She knows everything that happens within the city the moment it occurs.”
“So why would you go there to trade?” You wonder aloud.
“Anything can be had for a price in Kazadar,” says Saleen. “Mind-altering drugs, dark magic, slaves, even demons can be bought there, or so I have heard. As long as Yasmeen gets a taste of every transaction, she allows traders to broker deals within her city. Cross her and justice will be swift and brutal. She has a taste for human flesh, they say.”
“She eats people?” You feel a tremor of fear.
“They say,” repeats Saleen. “And you seek an audience with her? You are braver than I, Lucas.”
“I am doing what I must,” you say, still thinking about being eaten by the lamia.
“You are the chosen,” says the beautiful elf with a nod. “How can you ignore the call to action of a goddess? But you are still brave, Lucas. And I would help you.”
“What? Help me?” You are surprised by her offer. She seemed to hate you before you left Toad’s fortress.
“I will teach you a skill that might save your life,” she says. “If not with Yasmeen, then perhaps some other foe on your journeys.”
She takes your hand and pulls you away from your sand shuffler. You glance down the length of the caravan and see that Theora is occupied talking with the merchants. Although you are wary, you allow Saleen to lead you over a low dune and into a patch of unblemished desert. She releases your hand and turns to face you, striking a combat stance.
“Attack me,” she says.
“What?”
“You heard me,” she says. “You will not hurt me. I am ready for it. Attack me. Use your sword if you would like. Come on, Lucas. Are you a coward?”
You frown at her threatening your courage. She is unarmed and you feel as if you could take her head off with a single swing of your sword. She is a trained assassin. Surely she is aware of the risk. You brandish your sword and still she does not back down.
“Alright,” you say. “Have it your way, Saleen.”
You swing with a two-handed, off-she shoulder attack. She seems to dodge at the last possible moment, but your sword catches her across the chest. She spins from the impact, twisting and crumpling to the ground.
“Saleen! No!” You shout, instantly horrified by what you have done. You crouch beside her and reach out to feel for blood. Her body is dry. As you roll her onto her back, you feel the hard pressure of the tip of her dagger at your side. Saleen’s eyes open and her blank expression becomes a smile.
“It is called the Lure of the Lily,” says Saleen, removing the dagger from your side. “You fall dramatically, appearing to be mortally wounded, and you are an irresistible target for your triumphant foe. As they close in to savor the killing blow, you strike at their most vulnerable point.”
“A ruse,” you say. “Clever. Perhaps not honorable, but clever.”
You give her a hand up and she bounces lightly to her feet.
“There is no such thing as honor in one-on-one combat,” says Saleen. “If you fight to the death, then you do whatever it takes to win. And trust me on this, Lucas: you will be fighting to the death with Yasmeen.”
Saleen teaches you the skill of Lure of the Lily. It requires a dramatic flourish in the heat of combat that is difficult to master. Theora approaches and catches you and Saleen as you are mastering the skill.
“Teaching him to fight without honor?” Theora scoffs, her arms folded across her chest.
“Teaching him to win,” says Saleen. “Again, Lucas. Show me you have it.”
She comes at you with whirling strikes of her dagger. You pull back just enough from her attack that her blades slice your loose robe and you cry out and tumble away from her. You end flopped on your back, one hand clutching at your wound and the other your sword.
“Lucas!” Theora cries out and hurries to your side. She kneels down and gingerly moves your hand away from your “wound” to discover the absence of blood on your robe. “What is this?”
You smile at her as you gently tap her side with the flat of your sword, demonstrating that you could have dealt her a mortal blow.
“Ah, I see,” she says. “Well, you have it. I was fooled by my idiotic concern for your wellbeing. I won’t make that mistake again.”
She walks away sulking and Saleen gives you a hand up from the sand.
“If she kicks you out of the tent tonight,” says Saleen, stroking your hip, “you can come stay in mine.”
You are surprised by the small, beautiful assassin’s offer. Theora does not exile you from the tent, although she remains sulking through that night.
The caravan journeys for four more days through the seemingly endless Sea of Sand. You only know this by asking Theora, because your own sense of time has been eroded by the rolling sameness of the terrain. The occasional rock outcropping thrusting through the dunes or the sun-bleached bones of some beast provide the only intermittent relief from the sameness.
On the eleventh day, the perpetual shimmering oasis on the horizon reveals strange towers of molten brass and onion-domed structures. Walls slide into view and then a road becomes visible winding through the desert. And almost suddenly, you are at the gates of the cursed city of Kazadar. Hard-eyed traders glare at you as you pass into the city and the tumult of the bazaar. You and Theora climb down from the backs of your sand shufflers as the merchants of your caravan scurry to work.
“This is where I bid you farewell,” says Saleen, still mounted on her beast. “You will find Yasmeen at the center of the maze. Follow the serpent’s coils.”
You give her a salute and set off through the crowd. Suspicious merchants and peddlers eye Theora and her angelic wings. You try to ignore them as you follow the wide bazaar as it curves into the city. You realize, soon enough, that the bazaar is the only road through the city and it forms a spiral winding tighter and tighter towards the huge, brass-towered palace at the city’s center. At the final turn in the bazaar, the wide thoroughfare clears and reveals the greenery of date palms and a bubbling fountain. Guards in red armor stand at attention as you slowly approach the immense, onion-domed palace.
“This must be it,” you say to Theora. “How do we get an audience with—“
The human guards surge forward from their posts, grabbing you and Theora with sudden violence and dragging you up the stairs and into the palace’s gilded main entrance.
It seems you are being granted an audience.
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Dreams of Chthona

The world is darkness and fire. You are deep within the earth, in a tunnel of black stone where fissures open to reveal vast lakes of magma and stalagmite chimneys pour out brimstone-scented smoke. You stumble away from a rolling river of fire and into the heat-hazed darkness. You feel as if you are staggering into a stove.
The rock burns beneath your bare feet. You feel certain your ragged clothes are about to burst into flames. The unbearable heat gives way to red carpeting; the black igneous rock to the polished walls of a sinister citadel. Cool air pushes away the heat and you are standing in a bedroom. It is richly appointed and detailed in layers of ebony woodwork and black gemstones. The furnishings – a four poster bed, couches, and chairs - were carved by master woodworkers and similarly black. The only color is the red of the carpet and the cushions on the furniture.
And the women sprawled atop the bed.
One is white-haired, yet youthful, extravagantly beautiful with pale skin and eyes that burn red. Her wings and large horns betray her as a succubus. Her red corset squeezes her ample breasts, but she is bare from the waist down, revealing her thick tale and the cock jutting from between her creamy thighs.
It is Lady Rachelle, the Succubus Queen. She kneels behind the other woman, grasping this woman’s shapely hips and thrusting into her from behind. The woman lifts her head and croons with pleasure.
It is your mother.
“Oh, Lucas,” she gasps, arching her back and thrusting against Lady Rachelle’s cock. “It’s so good! She fucks me so good!”
The prehensile serpent of Lady Rachelle’s tail slithers between your mother’s plump buttocks, up her back, and thrusts its phallic tip into your mother’s eager mouth. Your mother’s eyes roll back as she sucks eagerly at this demonic cock.
“Does it hurt to see your mother defiled?” Rachelle mocks you, scratching bloody runnels with her nails on your mother’s creamy rump. “Do you think she hates me, Lucas? That I imprisoned her here in Chthona?”
“Let her go, you bitch!” You shout, balling your hands into fists, but unable to move any closer.
Your mother moans with ecstasy around the tail-cock in her mouth and arches her back, offering her plump bottom up to Rachelle to plunder with each thrust.
“I know how your father died, Lucas,” purrs Rachelle, making your mother’s breasts swing with the force of her strokes. “Do you?”
“It was sickness,” you blurt.
“Yes, but where did that sickness come from?” She slows her strokes and your mother whimpers each time Rachelle pulls back slowly and thrusts in roughly once again.
“It fell upon him… like a curse,” you say, remembering him falling in the middle of labor in the field. You recall your father’s gaunt appearance and haunted eyes in his last hours.
“Yes, that’s right, a curse,” laughs Rachelle. “But only the gods would have that sort of power. And their servants.”
“You don’t… you cannot mean…”
“Why don’t you ask your precious angel if she knows how your father perished,” mocks Rachelle. 
“No,” you moan, tears falling down your cheeks.
“Yesssss,” moans Rachelle. “Oh, yes! Your mother is such a fine guest in my realm!”
Your mother wails around the cock stuffing her mouth. The tail-cock bulges. Rachelle thrusts furiously and cackles with cruel laughter as she pumps your mother’s mouth and pussy full of a massive load of demonic cum. Your mother seems to be in the throes of pleasure of her own as she is pumped full of demon seed. It spills out of your mother’s mouth, drips down her thighs, and begins to ooze out of her eyes like tears.
“Noooooo!”
You awaken sitting bolt upright in the bed. You are drenched in sweat and your heart is pounding heavily in your chest.
“It is alright,” says Theora, placing a comforting hand on your shoulder. “It’s over now.”
You look at her for a moment, standing beside your bed resplendent in her gauzy gown, and you resist the urge to shake off her touch and shout accusations at her. You struggle to come up with a way to phrase the questions storming in your mind. Theora releases your shoulder and steps back.
“The caravan is ready to make for Kazadar,” she declares.
“The… the Toad,” you say, remembering the price of your defeat the day before.
“It is a matter we put behind us, Lucas,” says Theora. “I did what had to be done and I did not enjoy it.”
You nod and begin to pull on your clothes, your face hot with guilty embarrassment. You decide now is not the time to question Theora about something a demon said in a dream. Once you are dressed, Theora leads you out of the small bedroom, through the sandstone corridors of Toad’s fortress and out to the waiting caravan.
Various traders from Toad’s operation have gathered more than a dozen lowing sand shufflers. The hump-backed reptiles have wide shoulders and four thick legs. Their backs are draped with woven saddles and hung with baskets and bags containing goods for trade in Kazadar. Theora walks with you to the front of the caravan and pats the back of the sand shuffler.
“This one is yours,” she says. “I’ll take the one behind. Saleen is taking the lead.”
You look up at the sand shuffler at the very front of the caravan. The diminutive warrior woman is wrapped from head to toe in layers of light tan cloth. She pulls the cloth down from her nose and mouth and smiles.
“Good morning to you, Lucas,” she says and adds a wink. “Are you ready to see the splendors of the Sea of Sand?”
“No,” you say, miserably, struggling onto the back of your sand shuffler.
“It is a long journey to Kazadar,” says Saleen. “Perhaps we will become friends.”
Gripping the woven reins of the sand shuffler, you find Saleen’s optimism very misplaced. The warrior woman clucks and her beast rises higher from the sandy ground and sets out from the courtyard. You try to imitate the sound she made and your beast rises and nearly knocks you from its back. Clinging to the meaty hump of the sand crawler, you embark on your journey to Kazadar.
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Refuse to take Theora’s place

Although your urges have definitely changed along with your body, you find this more disturbing than encouraging. The thought of being fondled, let alone mounted, by a disgusting creature like Toad makes you want to scream. You look at Theora and her creamy flesh, blushing cheeks, full lips, and her large, silvery-blue eyes. From her shapely body to her white feathered wings you hate the thought of such pristine beauty being defiled by the likes of Toad, but you cannot stand in the way of it.
You are beaten, but you cannot submit to sex with a lizard man.
“I cannot take her place,” you say in your soft, girlish voice. “I am a man.”
“You do not look a man or sound a man,” croaks Toad. “But very well, I will console myself with the loveliness of an angel. And you will watch me do it.”
Toad’s big, rough hands caressed Theora’s body through her gown. She pinched her lips and shuddered with disgust. He grabbed her gown and yanked, tearing it from her shoulders and exposing Theora’s plump breasts, fat, pink nipples, shapely hips, and her gold-thatched cunt. He kneaded her breasts in his big hands, laughing and running his tongue from her shoulder up to her neck. He roughly pinched her nipples and he let out a cry.
You are torn by the sight of the disgusting reptile touching Theora in this way. You are revolted by him and angry at what he is doing and yet… your nipples are stiff and throbbing eagerly, your cunt aches with need, and your whole body feels warm.
“You feel it, don’t you little Lucia?” Toad croaks and gives Theora’s face a long, wet lick. “The lust that burns in your body. It’s nothing to be ashamed of, my pretty. If you desire to pleasure yourself while you watch, I understand your need.”
“Leave her alone,” moans Theora.
“Yes, of course,” croaks the ugly toad. “My attention is on you, Theora.”
He pushed Theora to her knees and twists his clawed fingers into her golden tresses. You gasp in shock as glistening pink flesh pushes out from a slit between his scaly legs. A monstrous cock slides into view, ridged and slightly bent, with an almost soft appearance like a bit of gristle. A chewed, oozing, ten-inches or so of pink gristle covered in tiny red capillaries. Theora fights to turn away from his foul cock and escape his grasp.
“Pleasure me, winged slut,” croaks Toad. “Or I’ll drag your girl over here and fuck her pretty face.”
It almost seems that Theora is about to attack Toad and fight him off, but you hear a soft moan and she reaches out with both her hands and wraps them around the shaft of his glistening pink flesh. Her mouth opens and her tongue swirls against that unwholesome cock. Toad’s throat inflates and he croaks with pleasure as Theora surrenders to his desire. You can hardly believe it as her full lips stretch around his reptilian cock and she begins to suck him. The throne room is filled with Toad’s croaking and the wet slurping sounds Theora is making as she pleasures his cock intently. Her eyes close and Toad begins to roll his hips, fucking his fat, monstrous cock into her mouth.
“MMMmmm!” She moans in protest, but does not fight him as he uses her for his pleasure. The lewd sight of that gristly pink cock sawing in and out of Theora’s mouth sends a thrill of lust through your body. It’s so wrong and yet you cannot deny the perverse beauty of the angel working to satisfy the bloated lizard man.
Without thinking, your hand slips between your thighs and your fingers find your clit. You begin to rub that strange bud of pleasure, sending rippling waves of pure ecstasy through your body as you strum it faster and faster. Theora’s head bobs submissively on Toad’s big, beastly cock. Her muffled moans of discomfort are sounding increasingly like moans of lust.
Toad locks his bulging, yellow eyes on you and lets out an amused croak. He pulls Theora, gasping and drooling, off his hard cock and turns her to look at you.
“You see, Theora, she cannot stop herself in the presence of such power. We had better put on a good show for her.” He roughly turns her around and pushes her onto her hands and knees. Theora whimpers as he grabs her hips and raises the creamy globes of her ass, his clawed fingers leaving scratches on her flawless flesh.
The grotesque reptile crouches behind Theora’s luscious rear and teases the dripping tip of his monstrous cock against her delicate pink furrow. Theora moans, sinking down until her breasts and face are against the floor and submissively offering up her cunt to him.
“See how she wants it,” croaks Toad, glancing in your direction. “My cock drives females insane with need. It is only fair that I give them what they want!”
He punctuates the sentence with a sudden thrust of his hips, skewering Theora’s angelic quim on his huge cock and sheathing every glistening inch in the hot channel of her cunt. Theora’s cry echoes in the large room with both shock and satisfaction as she is filled by Toad’s thrust. He grips her hips and begins to rut her relentlessly, his cock making lewd sounds as it squeezes into the angel’s soaking cunt with every stroke.
You tremble with sympathetic pleasure and thrust two and then three fingers into your hot pussy. You imagine the depraved pleasure Theora must be experiencing and you cannot stop yourself. The angel manages to push up off the floor, her plump breasts powdered with dust and swinging beneath her with the force of Toad’s rut.
“To plunder such soft depths again! Truly a prize worth any expense!” Toad croaks, his words incongruous with the animalistic way he moves against Theora.
“Ohhhhh,” moans Theora, unable to keep silent as the monstrous cock rams in and out of her clutching cunt.
Toad’s croaks of pleasure build to a loud crescendo, his claws drawing blood from Theora’s flanks as he grips her tightly and his throat inflating massively. He buries his cock inside her, his scaly belly against her ass and his thrust driving her face back down to the floor. You cry out with pleasure, your cunt walls squeezing your fingers as Toad pumps his foul seed deep into Theora’s angelic cove. His cum overflows her stuffed cunt and drips in yellowish strands from her blushing cunt. Theora wails with despair, her wings snapping open and shedding a feather, her body wracked by ecstasy as she cums around his monstrous cock.
You fall to your knees, overcome by your pleasure and the guilt of masturbating to Theora being defiled. You can feel your body slowly beginning to return to its male aspect and you quickly withdraw your fingers.
“You have missed out on the pleasure, Lucia,” croaks Toad, dragging his cock out of Theora’s creamy pussy. He strokes her ass almost tenderly. “I will give her a night to remember. Kahad! Kahad, come in here! Take this one to a room and give her… him something to eat.”
As you continue to transform gradually back into a man, you are grabbed by Toad’s muscular guard and dragged from the throne room. You moan with defeat, seeing one last glance of Theora as Toad resumes fondling her before you are pulled through the curtain.
Kahad takes you to a small, windowless bedroom and tosses you inside as you complete your transformation back into a man. He tosses your clothing and the sword into your room.
You are brought a tray of food and a pitcher of cool water by a serving girl. Fresh robes and underclothes are provided. As you suffer in solitude in relative comfort, Theora’s nightmare with Toad must be just beginning.
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Use Lure of the Lily

Facing down the giant lamia, your mind returns to the ability taught to you by Saleen in the Sea of Sand. You are not as strong as Yasmeen and you certainly do not have her endurance. She is going to wear you down and then tear you to bits or devour you. No, you need to lure her into a vulnerable position and defeat the lamia with a single stroke.
You feign an all-out attack on the lamia, running at her and raising your sword as you shout, “Dieeee!”
She takes the bate, smiling with satisfaction and swinging her tail at you, hitting your from the side and nearly knocking the sword from your grasp. The blow is painful and disorienting, but you maintain your grip on your weapon and roll with the momentum of the impact. You tumble several times before landing on your back, scraped and bloodied, barely able to breathe. You resist the urge to look at her and see what she is doing and you remain on the ground, motionless, feigning unconsciousness.
“Pitiful, Lucas,” hisses Yasmeen. “I expected better from the chosen champion of Veleda. I suppose she is running out of young men to send on her foolish quests.”
She slithers over to you, looming above you triumphantly.
“Well, I suppose you will taste just as good whether or not you are much of a hero.”
You hear a strange cracking sound and open your eyes just enough to see Yasmeen. She has unhinged her jaw, opening her mouth to an impossible degree. Her mouth descends on you, all pink flesh and white fangs ready to claim you as her meal.
She is so close you can feel the heat of her breath as you grab your sword and plunge it into the open roof of her mouth. Your blade would reach straight into her head, but instead there is a bright flash of light and Yasmeen is gone. Your eyes were already closed, sparing you temporary blindness. In the strange emptiness in the room you see the pink crystal in the grip of your sword blinking faintly and then going dark.
“Go you,” you say, grinning despite the lingering pain of the blow that sent you to the ground. You pull yourself up to your feet just as you hear a groan from across the room. You hasten to Theora’s side and help her up.
“Did you beat her?” She asks.
“With a little help from Saleen,” you say.
Theora gives you a wan smile and does not seem to like this answer, but she surveys the empty room and adds a satisfied nod. She takes a step and almost topples over. You get your arm beneath her and help her stand upright.
“Stiff from the paralysis,” says Theora. “I will be well in a minute or two.”
She gives you a squeeze on your shoulder and her smile is warmer and more genuine than hear earlier smile.
“It is good to see you alive, Lucas,” she says and emotion sparkles for a moment in her silvery-blue eyes.
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Visit with Morelle the novice succubus

“Please take me to Morelle,” you say to the guide Hina.
“Gladly, master,” chirps Hina. “She is currently asleep on the northern beach. I will take you to her if you follow me.”
You follow Hina onto the palace grounds, through the northern garden, and out onto an expanse of sunset-lit shoreline that faces the placid sea gently lapping at the sandy beach. Morelle, the lavender-haired succubus, is sprawled on a wooden sun chair, her naked body glistening with oil and her eyes shielded from the russet glow in the sky by a pair of black panties draped over her eyes. A glass containing some bright pink cocktail sits on the small table beside her along with two objects of polishes stone that resemble penises.
“It looks like you are enjoying the beach,” you say, picking up one of the dildos and giving it a sniff. It is covered with the intoxicating scent of Morelle’s unholy loins. Your cock begins to grow hard.
“Oh, Lucas,” she says, grinning up at you. “I didn’t know you were back.”
She turns partly onto her side, her ample breasts shifting as she reaches for your groin and gives your cock a squeeze.
“Did you bring me a treat?” She asks hopefully.
Since you are bound to be facing the Succubus Queen, you actually want to talk with Morelle for once. Seeing how excited she is to feed on your essence, you decide that you cannot deny her what she wants.
“I brought you a treat,” you say, nodding slightly. She begins to eagerly unbutton your trousers and you hastily add, “But not too much, Morelle. We need to talk when you are done.”
“Okay,” you think she says as she stuffs your semi-hard cock into her mouth.
The perfect, slippery heat of her mouth and the velvety softness of her lips are incredible. She squirms onto her knees on the chair, pulling her hair back from her face so you peer down into her violet eyes as she begins to slurp on your manhood. She makes excited mewling sounds as she sucks enthusiastically at your cock.
“Ohhhh… I forget how good… you are at that…” You moan, resting a hand on her head as your pleasure begins to rise.
Morelle moans with contentment around you, her suction intensifying and cheeks hollowing around your cock with each slide of her lips. Her tongue flicks beneath and swirls all around your cockhead. You can feel yourself swell, the tension building. You hold her head with both hands and move your hips, fucking into her willing mouth, your cock grazing her throat with every stroke.
“Aahhhhhh!” Your cry joins the soft crash of the surf. You thrust your hips and explode into Morelle’s mouth. Her eyes begin to glow with the first spurt of your seed across her tongue. Her suction intensifies and with it comes a pleasurable sensation that also feels as if you are falling. She drains pulse after pulse from your twitching cock and continues to suck, your orgasm prolonged supernatural by her hungry succubus mouth. You cum so hard and so much that the spasms begin to slightly hurt. You begin to weaken.
“E-enough,” you say. When she does not stop, you pull her forcefully off your cock. The last sputtering spurt of your cum glazing her lips and chin. “By the goddess, Morelle, you never listen to me. I told you to only take a little.”
“I was hunnnnnngry,” she croons, dabbing your cum from her chin and licking it clean from her fingers.
You release her head from your grasp and sink down wearily onto the beach in a sitting position.
“Ooh, you are going to stay, master?” She says excitedly, legs dangling over the edge of her chair and giving you a good view between her shapely thighs at her glistening cunt.
“I am going to be facing the Succubus Queen, Morelle,” you say. “Is there anything else you can tell me about her? Anything that might help?”
“Welllll, she is beautiful and powerful,” says Morelle. “She is smart. You’ll like her a lot.”
“I don’t think so,” you say, remembering how Lady Rachelle turned Morelle, the pretty young farm girl into Morelle the ravenous succubus that nearly drained the life force from her neighbors.
She seems confused by your response.
“Why wouldn’t you like Lady Rachelle?” She asks, cocking her head curiously.
“I think she is holding my mother captive,” you say, feeling a pang of loss as you say it.
“Oh, well, maybe she’ll turn your mommy into a succubus and then she can be here too,” giggles Morelle. “Then me and you and your mommy can have so much fun together.”
The idea fills you with revulsion and yet makes your cock twitch.
“With my own mother?” You mutter, the question intended to be rhetorical.
“Yeah, that just makes it naughtier,” giggles Morelle.
You stand up, incensed by her words. You give her a sudden shove onto her hands and knees on the long wooden chair and swat her shapely rear several times.
“Ah! Ooh! What did I do?” She whines, but makes no attempt to escape.
“Too naughty!” You say, clapping your hand on her reddening cheeks.
“Ooooohh, yes, I’ve been too naughty,” she agrees, wiggling her bum. “Fuck me, please. It’s the only way to punish me properly.”
With your disgust, you feel some of your strength returning. You grab hold of Morelle’s demonically shapely hips and ram your hard cock into the wet folds of her pussy. She is as slick and tight as always, her inner walls gripping you with silky strength at every stroke. Her tits swing and her juicy ass wobbles as you pound your cock into her.
“Aaaahhh! Make me cum, Lucas!” She cries, rolling her hips and fucking back against you with the deftness of a veteran whore.
“Take it!” You cry, digging in your fingers and pounding her so hard and fast that your balls are smacking heavily against her clit. She wails with pleasure, tossing her lavender hair and skewering her slippery pussy onto your raging cock. You feel her rippling walls grip you in the height of her orgasm and it pushes you over the edge. With a hoarse cry of pleasure, your cum erupts deep into Morelle’s pussy.
She begins to feed immediately, draining your life’s essence as you spurt your cum against her demonic depths. You manage to pull your cock out before she has taken too much and you stagger back from the lewd sight of her round ass and dripping pussy. You pull your trousers up and struggle to button and lace them.
“Ohhhh, Lucas, are you done already?” She pouts with disappointment as you continue to back away.
“Yes,” you say. “I can’t… I have to go.”
She rolls over onto her tummy on the chair and watches you go, continue to pout until you disappear back into the palace’s walled grounds. You are greeted by the guide Hina as you enter the northernmost garden.
“Hello, master,” she says. “I hope you had a pleasant visit with Morelle. Where would you like to go now?”




Where would you like to go?
Time to return to the real world
Visit with Yasmeen the Lamia
Visit with Izabella the Vampiress
Visit with Oola the Slime Girl
Visit with Gretchen the Cow Girl
Visit with Theora the Angel of Veleda
Spend some time with Hina the Golem Girl




Use an item

“Why are you delaying the inevitable?” Yasmeen mocks you, lashing out at you again as you deftly step aside. “I will never be bested by a human.”
“We’ll see about that,” you say.
Attacking this giant snake woman seems hopeless, even with the Sword of Veleda. You need some way to equalize things or at least expose a weakness in the comely lamia. She reaches for you again, grabbing at the hem of your robe, but only tearing loose a strip as you dodge aside.
You need to use one of your special items, but which one?
Theora provided you with a consecrated symbol of Veleda that you wear around your neck. It glows with righteous power whenever you hold it in your hand and concentrate on the goddess. But would the symbol’s powers reach you even here, within the lamia’s domain?
You also have the three potions given to you by Gretchen, the cow girl. The blue milk potion seems to enhance your male attributes, the pink milk potion enhances your female attributes, and the swirling milk potion produces a chaotic clash of both aspects. You are not sure what exactly will happen if you drink the swirling milk potion.
Yasmeen thunders at you on her powerful serpentine tail and you only manage to evade her by leaping out of the way and rolling across the floor. She hisses with anger.
“Stop running, Lucas! You’re only making this harder on yourself!”
She is coming towards you again. You had better choose your item quickly!




What do you do?
Use the symbol of Veleda
Drink the blue milk potion
Drink the pink milk potion
Drink the swirling milk potion




Celebrate your victory with Efira and Lela

Efira rubbing her plump bottom against your groin and Lela nibbling at your earlobe and neck make the decision easy. You cannot bear to look at Theora as you admit, “I would like to spend the night with the concubines.”
“Of course you would,” croaks Toad with obvious amusement. “Sorry, my dear, my harem brides are irresistible and evidently your beauty is not. I am afraid you will be spending the evening alone. Unless you would like to spend the evening with—“
“No,” said Theora coldly. She steps away from you and marches towards the door. “Provide me with a room.”
“Yes, yes,” says Toad. “Kahad, please take her to one of our guest rooms.”
The huge warrior enters and escorts Theora away. You are distracted by Efira and Lela rubbing their perfumed bodies against you and cooing with lust. Toad’s neck inflates as he watches them caressing your body and beginning to undress you.
“I will leave you to it, my dears,” he says. “Make sure the boy enjoys his evening. I will send servants with food and wine later.
The bloated reptile waddles out of his audience chamber, passing through the red curtain and leaving you with Efira and Lela.
“You should sit down, Master Lucas,” purrs buxom blonde Lela, taking your right hand.
“Yes, let us dance for you,” giggles shapely brunette Efira, taking your left hand.
They lead you over to Toad’s throne of cushions and you fall into a sitting position as the shapely, olive-skinned harem girls begin to sway and dance for you. Their hips roll and their bodies sway as they sing a duet in a language you do not understand. They press together, intertwine their limbs, kiss softly, and separate again. Lela moves her body close to you, gyrating her hips and dragging her silken loincloth against your face. She turns and smothers you for a moment in the soft warmth of her buttocks. She dances away, giggling, and Efira takes Lela’s place. Her sensual movements entrance you and her strange song lulls you into a relaxed state.
Their attention turns to one another and they begin to kiss and undress. Your cock twitches at the sight of their tawny bodies fully nude. They are hairless from the neck down, Efira with brown nipples and tan cuntlips, while Lela shows off her delicate pink folds and pink nipples. They caress, fondle, and kiss one another as part of their dance. They pantomime performing pleasure on one another as their song seems to reach its crescendo.
They kiss passionately, muffling their last words before turning to face you. They crawl towards you, their plump breasts dangling and their shapely hips twitching from side to side as they join you on the pillows.
“Master we give you any pleasure you desire. How do you desire pleasure?” Efira asks, her words thickly accented and her hands caressing your chest.
“We give you any pleasure you wish,” purrs Lela, crawling over your lap and leaning her lips close to yours.




What do you do?
Command them to serve your cock
Command them to pleasure each other
Roughly fuck them both




Attack

Your instinct is to run as fast and as far as you can away from the giant lamia. You dash perhaps two dozen paces as Yasmeen hisses angrily and pursues you.
No, you realize. This is not how beat her, only how I allow myself to be hounded to my death. I must turn and face her.
Gripping your sword in both hands, you turn and face her as she charges towards you. She hisses and slides to a halt a few feet away. She rises on her coils until she is much taller than you. Even though her threats are horrifying, even though you know she could tear off your head or swallow you whole, you feel liberated by confronting her. No more time to think or plan. No more long journeys through the desert. There is you and your sword and there is this giant monster girl.
“You are more foolish than most,” she sneers. “Most humans at least have the sense to run.”
“Most humans,” you begin, taking a step towards her, “do not have a sword forged in the heavens.”
Before she can offer another rejoinder, you launch yourself into a charge at her, sword raised and a battle cry on your lips. She reacts with surprise and even a bit of fear. It gives you the opportunity you need to leap past her guard and slice her abdomen. Your blow is not mortal, so the sword slices through her flesh and opens a bloody gash across her muscular stomach.
“AHHH!” She howls and backhands you, knocking you momentarily to your knees. You recover before she does. Her coils twist and thrash and she howls in pain, grabbing at the bloody wound across her toned tummy.
“It’s over, Yasmeen,” you snarl, moving in to finish her off.
“Wait!” She cries, raising a huge, blood-smeared hand. “Please, Lucas! No more! I am beaten!”
Her coils spread and she sinks down until she is barely even eye-level with you. Though her eyes are like a serpent’s, you still feel a pang of pity as she stares at you with her yellow-red eyes.




What do you do?
Finish off Yasmeen
Show Yasmeen mercy





Celebrate your victory by making love to Theora

Your embrace only grows more passionate. You do not want to dominate Theora or kneel for her to dominate you. She is not some concubine for your pleasure.
“I want you,” you gasp between kisses. “Nothing more or less.”
She gives you a slight raise of her eyebrow in surprise. You kiss her again, tongue hungry and searching in the sweetness of her mouth, her body against yours as her hand caresses your cock. You only break the kiss with the beautiful angel to press your lips to her neck, shoulder, and down to her heavenly breasts. You keep your hands on her shapely hips and ass, but your kiss and your tongue explore the plush terrain of her bosom.
“Oh, Lucas,” she sighs, cradling the back of your head as you suck at her nipple.
You lavish attention on the beautiful angel’s ample bust. As you caress, kiss, lick, and suck her pale breasts, your free hand presses between her shapely thighs, seeking the warmth of her quim. You cradle her sex in your hand, squeezing gently and feeling her silky hair and the softness of her cunt in your hand.
“Oooooh,” she moans, tousling your hair as you pop your lips from one nipple and move to the other.
She continues to stroke your cock with such deftness that you feel a surprising surge of pleasure and fear you are about to cum. You release her breast to reach your other hand down and stop her.
“Not yet,” you gasp, pressing a new kiss to her lips and luxuriating in the sweetness of her mouth.
Theora releases her hold on your cock and you guide her to the modest bed provided in the small room. The frame creaks beneath your weight and the cheap, straw mattress is hardly comfortable to kneel upon. You do not care. You sweep a lock of hair from Theora’s face as you climb between her thighs. You kiss her again and again, the heat building as you grasp your cock at its root and guide the sensitive tip to Theora’s hot folds. 
“Oh, yes, take me,” she cries. “My brave warrior, take my pussy.”
You kiss the words from her lips as you thrust forward, sheathing your hardness in her slick folds in a single stroke. Her answering cry of pleasure is muffled and vibrates into the kiss, her tongue swirling into your mouth and her arms and legs wrapping around you as she pulls you against her. You fuck her with deliberate, intense strokes, keeping your mind focused on preventing your orgasm. You work your hardness in and out of the tight, velvety walls of her pussy and drive her pleasure.
“Ohhhhhhh! Lucas!” Theora cries with pleasure, her breath hot against your lips, her wings snapping open on the bed as she arches and cums. You feel her perfect pussy seizing against your cock, pleasure rippling along your shaft with every stroke. You pound hard and fast through her seizing cunt and quiet her wail of ecstasy with a kiss.
“Oh, Lucas,” she gasps, laughing against your lips. “I want you to cum. Will you take me from behind and cum inside me? Can you do this for me?”
“For you,” you say, kissing her a final time before sliding your cock from the exquisite heat of her slippery cunt. She stares at you with lidded pleasure and rolls slowly onto her hands and knees. Her ample, creamy ass is glorious and her plump pussy glistens beneath the silky gold of her pubic hair. You lean down and plant a kiss on her left buttock before kneeling behind her and guiding your cock to the heat of her pussy.
“Yessss,” she hisses, pushing back and impaling her steamy cunt on the aching steel of your cock.
You grab hold of Theora’s shapely ass and plunge your cock in and out of her clutching cunt. You lean your shoulders back, enjoying the view of her ass bouncing against your hips and her tight pussy swallowing up your cock. Your hips do all the work and your firm grip on her ass keeps her from pulling away on a stroke. You let the momentum build, hammering her faster and faster as her tits swing beneath her and her wings spread.
“Ohhhhhh Lucas,” she cries. “I am going to cum again.”
“Cum for me,” you grunt. “Cum for me and I will cum inside you.”
The room is full with the sound of slapping flesh and the lewd, wet slurp of her pussy swallowing your cock with every stroke. You slide your hands to her slender waist and grip her tighter, leaning into her and pounding your cock deep. Her pretty pink asshole tenses and she throws back her head, her golden mane spilling over her shoulders as her wings snap wide open.
Her entire body seems to radiate a faint golden light as she wails, “Yesssss!”
You feel the sudden heat and squeeze of her tight pussy. The grip is too much and you are pulled over the edge, your pleasure surging and cum firing powerfully into her hot, slippery pussy. You time your thrusts to the spurts of your seed, pouring your cum into the velvet heaven of Theora’s angelic cunt. She wails your name again and again, back arched and wings spread wide as she pushes back again and again onto your jerking cock.
The pleasure recedes, the glow dims, and you slide your cock from her cream-stuffed pussy. You roll off her and fall beside her on the bed, still panting with exertion. She smiles sweetly, her alabaster face flushed as she leans over and kisses your lips. You share a hot, weary kiss as your cock wilts.
Theora nuzzles against you, her head on your chest and her soft curves pressing against your naked flesh. She strokes your muscular shoulder with her delicate hand.
“You have grown into a hero,” she murmurs. “When you were chosen, I thought it was a mistake, but I see it all now. Your power is dark and deep, Lucas LeBlanc.”
“I am what you made me, Theora,” you say, though even as you pay her the compliment, you do not believe your words.
“No,” she softly murmurs. “You have been tested, again and again, and you have proven you are worthy.”
You slip off to sleep with Theora in your arms and awaken, seemingly moments later, to her softly kissing your lips. Daylight is streaming through the small window and you hear a murmur of voices outside. You meet her kiss and part your lips. She pulls back quickly with a sour look on her face.
“Your breath is disgusting,” she says.
“You love it,” you reply, reaching for her and pulling her back. She is dressed, but you can still feel her ample curves beneath her gossamer gown. She squeals and laughs and kicks as you kiss her neck and fondle her breasts until her nipples stiffen through her gown.
“Stop it,” she cries, finally pulling away from you. “Stop! Enough! I should have kicked you awake!”
“So why did you kiss me?” You ask, propping yourself up in the bed and giving her a questioning look.
“I thought it would be nice, that we, you know… OH! Lucas LeBlanc! I hate have feelings for you.” She shoves you onto your back and prods a finger into your chest. “We will pretend like last night did not happen. It is vital to your success in Kazadar.”
“But how can you forget the way I made you cum?” You ask, pushing your limits with her.
Too far. Theora smacks you across the face hard enough that light flashes in your eyes for a moment.
“The caravan is waiting,” she snarls. “Get your clothes on and come with me.”
She storms out of the room to wait in the hall. You pull on your desert robes, rub the sore spot on your cheek, and join her in the hall. Theora leads you through the sandstone corridors of Toad’s fortress and out to the waiting caravan.
Various traders from Toad’s operation have gathered more than a dozen lowing sand shufflers. The hump-backed reptiles have wide shoulders and four thick legs. Their backs are draped with woven saddles and hung with baskets and bags containing goods for trade in Kazadar. Theora walks with you to the front of the caravan and pats the back of the sand shuffler.
“This one is yours,” she says. “I’ll take the one behind. Saleen is taking the lead.”
You look up at the sand shuffler at the very front of the caravan. The diminutive warrior woman is wrapped from head to toe in layers of light tan cloth. She pulls the cloth down from her nose and mouth and smiles.
“Good morning to you, Lucas,” she says and adds a wink. “Are you ready to see the splendors of the Sea of Sand?”
“No,” you say, miserably, struggling onto the back of your sand shuffler.
“It is a long journey to Kazadar,” says Saleen. “Perhaps we will become friends.”
Gripping the woven reins of the sand shuffler, you find Saleen’s optimism very misplaced. The warrior woman clucks and her beast rises higher from the sandy ground and sets out from the courtyard. You try to imitate the sound she made and your beast rises and nearly knocks you from its back. Clinging to the meaty hump of the sand crawler, you embark on your journey to Kazadar.
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Command them to pleasure each other

Lela and Efira kiss and caress you gently, so eager that you have to resist the urge to throw them on their backs and plunder their pussies with your straining cock. But you do resist this urge and are so taken by their exotic desert beauty that you want to see more.
“I will watch,” you declare, leaning back among the cushions. “Pleasure each other. Hold nothing back.”
“Oh? Master Lucas wishes pleasure of each other,” says Efira, turning her attention to Lela.
“We must give him show,” coos Lela, smiling as she leans over to kiss her voluptuous fellow concubine.
“Yes, just like that,” you murmur. “Kiss each other. Just like that, isn’t it nice?”
“Oh, yes, master,” moans Lela. “Her lips very soft.”
“Soft as yours,” murmurs Efira, leaning in for another kiss.
As you watch, their lips part and their tongues begin a slowly, sensual dance by the light of the moon. Their soft breasts press together as they move closer, embracing with increasing passion. They moan into the kiss, tongues making lewd, wet sounds and lips smacking with each kiss. They seem drawn together, tighter and tighter, legs intertwined and beautiful naked flesh squeezing softly.
Efira pushes Lela back among the cushions and they giggle as they kiss and begin to grind their bodies together. Lela’s hips move as she thrusts her bare cunt against Efira’s thighs, their breasts squeezed tightly together, their tongues tangling in a heated embrace.
“Pleasure her, Efira,” you command. “The poor girl is begging for it.”
Efira breaks the kiss and looks at you with her body arched atop Lela’s and her thigh between Lela’s legs.
“Pleasure Lela with fingers?”
“With your tongue,” you command.
“Ooooh, thank you, master,” moans Lela. “Her tongue is so wonderful.”
“Yes, I will pleasure her flower,” says Efira, kissing her way down Lela’s ample body and parting Lela’s shapely thighs wide so you can see what Efira is doing.
Efira’s tongue shines wetly in the moonlight as she begins to tease Lela’s delicate flower. Lela moans and tangles her fingers in Efira’s black hair. Efira moans and laps at Lela’s clit. She thrusts her tongue into Lela’s parted folds and sucks softly at those velvet petals. She tongues Lela with deft enthusiasm, eliciting moans and gasps as the blonde concubine fondles her own breasts and plucks at her pink nipples.
Watching Efira pleasure Lela is enough to inspire you to unbutton your trousers and begin wanking your cock. The two concubines look over expectantly, but you simply command them, “Continue.”
Efira ducks her head and returns her eager tongue to Lela’s cunt. The beautiful blonde squeals with delight, her shapely thighs squeezing Efira’s head as she bucks and grinds against Efira’s face. You wank yourself to their beautiful writhing bodies, their cries of pleasure and the lewd wet sounds Efira’s tongue makes as she laps at Lela’s.
“Oh, yes! Master, may I cum?” Lela gasps, looking to you for affirmation.
“Not yet,” you groan, wanking your cock faster and edging yourself, your ball tightening and your cum threatening to explode.
“It is so good! Please! Let me cum!” Lela cries, clutching the back of Efira’s head and bucking against her face.
“Not yetttt,” you growl, pleasure tight in your abdomen and your cock on the verge of bursting. You wank yourself furiously and cry, “Now!”
“AHHHHH!” Lela wails and arches so dramatically she nearly pushes Efira away. She bucks hard, her plump breasts heaving and jiggling and her beautiful face contorted in the ecstasy of her climax.
You explode in hot, milky streams that burst from your cock and splash your lap, spilling down your cock and over your hands like so much molten wax. You pump your spurting manhood to the fleshy ecstasy on display before you, milking out every drop and panting with relief as you finally sink back into the cushions.
“Oh, master,” coos Lela, “You make big mess.”
“Yes, very big,” agrees Efira as she crawls towards you.
The girls crawl over your legs, their heavy breasts dangling against your thighs as they lean their faces down and began to lap up your cum like kittens lapping at spilled cream. They wiggle their plump asses and moan with lust as they lick and slurp up the cum you from your loins. You groan as Efira begins to lick at your cock, causing it to stir. Lela tongues your bollocks, lapping up the last of your spilled spunk.
“You taste good, master,” says Efira, giving your cock a wet-lipped kiss.
“Yes, yummy good,” says Lela excitedly. “We need more.”
Lela climbs up your body, kissing your lips and then pulling your face down to her soft breasts. You cannot resist them, you fondle and kiss and lick them, inhaling her sweet perfume. You feel Efira begin to suck your cock, but it is only a tease for things to come as she rises and turns away from you, guiding your cock between the plump cheeks of her ass and squeezing it in that warm valley. You do not penetrate her, but your cock is nestled between her cheeks as she begins to move her hips. Lela demands your attention again, feeding a pink nipple into your mouth and urging you to suck.
“MMmmmmmm!” You cry, enjoying the soft friction of Efira’s ample ass rubbing your cock.
“Master likes you, Efira,” giggles Lela.
“Yes, cock is very big,” gasps Efira, bouncing her ass up and down your swollen length, riding your dick between her cheeks.
Lela kisses your lips once more before kissing her way down your body. She slides your cock from between the cushions of Efira’s golden ass and begins loudly and messily sucking your manhood. While she does this, Efira wets her fingers and reaches back to push them into the tan wrinkle of her anus. She looks at you with her exotic, honey-brown eyes and moans, “I want you fuck in the ass. Please, master.”
“Lela had better warm you up a little,” you say, pulling Lela’s mouth off your cock with a wet pop.
Lela looks from you to Efira’s ass and giggles gratefully. “Yes, I put tongue there first.”
Lela continues to stroke your cock as she leans over and begins to tongue Efira’s clenching wrinkle. Efira moans as Lela begins to lick and reaches a hand back to cradle Lela’s blonde hair. Efira holds Lela against her ample ass, pleasure on her pretty face as she thrusts her cheeks back against Lela.
“Oh, yes, her tongue is in the ass,” moans Efira. “So good. So warm!”
“Nnnnnnnn!” Lela cries from beneath Efira’s smothering cheeks.
Lela’s hand on your cock and the raunchy sight of Lela enthusiastically eating Efira’s round bottom sends you over the edge. You feel the cum rising in your cock and quickly gasp, “Put it in! I’m going to cum!”
Lela pulls out her tongue and guides your cock to Efira’s spit-lubed anus. Efira bites her lower lips as she sinks down onto your cock, stretching her hot ring around your manhood as you surge and explode inside her. Her ass rides down to the hilt of your cock as your spurt again and again into her tensing ass. She leans back against you, kissing you over her shoulder as you reach around to fondle her soft, heavy breasts and brown nipples. You jerk your hips, pumping every last drop into her ass.
“Ohhh, master, I feel the seed in ass,” she gasps, squeezing you with her ass and coaxing out another weak spurt.
“Now we make you hard again,” says Lela, crawling beside you. “I want cock in ass.”
The night’s pleasures have only just begun. They caress, licking, suck, and pleasure you in ways that not even Morelle or Oola could invent. Their bodies are lithe, flesh ample and yielding, and their holes always hungry for more of your cock and your cum.
You slip into a deep sleep to the warm, relaxing sensation of Lela sucking you for the tenth time, your body drenched in sweat and a smile fixed on your face. You feel yourself cumming and you are not sure whether it is a dream or really happening.
You are alone when you are awakened by a nudge from Kahad’s boot.
“Dress,” he commands and tosses you your desert robes. “Caravan wait.”
You pull on your clothes. You spy the concubines eating a breakfast. You wave to them and they do not even acknowledge your presence. You frown, but before you consider pressing the issue, Kahad gives you a shove. The hulking warrior marches you through the curtain and into the sandstone hall of the fortress, where you are met by Theora.
“I hope you enjoyed your evening,” she says with the slightest hint of acid. “Did you sleep well?”
“Um, yeah,” you say, embarrassed by her accusing, silvery-blue eyes. “I was, I mean, um, it was good.”
“Good. It is time for us to depart.”
Theora leads you through the sandstone corridors of Toad’s fortress and out to the waiting caravan.
Various traders from Toad’s operation have gathered more than a dozen lowing sand shufflers. The hump-backed reptiles have wide shoulders and four thick legs. Their backs are draped with woven saddles and hung with baskets and bags containing goods for trade in Kazadar. Theora walks with you to the front of the caravan and pats the back of the sand shuffler.
“This one is yours,” she says. “I’ll take the one behind. Saleen is taking the lead.”
You look up at the sand shuffler at the very front of the caravan. The diminutive warrior woman is wrapped from head to toe in layers of light tan cloth. She pulls the cloth down from her nose and mouth and smiles.
“Good morning to you, Lucas,” she says and adds a wink. “Are you ready to see the splendors of the Sea of Sand?”
“No,” you say, miserably, struggling onto the back of your sand shuffler.
“It is a long journey to Kazadar,” says Saleen. “Perhaps we will become friends.”
Gripping the woven reins of the sand shuffler, you find Saleen’s optimism very misplaced. The warrior woman clucks and her beast rises higher from the sandy ground and sets out from the courtyard. You try to imitate the sound she made and your beast rises and nearly knocks you from its back. Clinging to the meaty hump of the sand crawler, you embark on your journey to Kazadar.
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Beg for Toad’s cum inside you

You feel so wonderfully full. You cannot bear for Toad’s massive cock to leave your pussy. You need it, throbbing and spurting, to fill you with his mighty reptilian seed. If that seed finds purchase, well, then it was destiny and you will deal with the consequences.
“Inside me,” you gasp, pushing your plush ass back against him. “Fill me with your cum, please, Grazzek!”
“Of course, my dear,” he croaks, powering his cock in and out of your pussy with bestial force. You are at his mercy as he ruts into you, claws gripping your broad hips and his cock filling you with a pleasure you could scarcely imagine before this moment.
“Yesssssss,” you hiss, tossing back your head, your dangling tits swinging with each mighty thrust of Toad’s reptilian cock.
Toad’s croaking grows louder as his strokes grow faster and more brutal. It feels as if his thrusting cock is going to saw you in two, but it feels so good the way his cock rubs against your clit that you don’t even care if he splits you in half.
Toad’s grip tightens on your hips, claws digging in deep enough to draw trickles of blood. The pleasure is too intense for you to worry about the pain. You wail, wordlessly, madly, and fuck back against him. Toad lets out a sustained croak that echoes in the throne room and you feel his cock jerk powerfully inside your stuffed cunt.
“AAAAAHHHHH!” You cry as the first burst of his seed pumps against your womb. His virile seed bastes your fertile womb and in a moment you feel a rush of euphoria as you are bred by the spunking reptilian cock. He gushes inside you again and again, his cumload overflowing your fluttering cunt and his huge cock plugging you full of his seed.
You know in an instant that you have been mated as the potent seed of the lizard man claims your womb. You will never return to life as a man. Your body belongs to Grazzek.
He lets out a long breath and slides his fat cock from your dripping folds.
“Do not worry, my pretty human,” he croaks softly, stroking your ass as his massive load drips from your blushing cunt. “There will be a place for you among my concubines and my spawn will be well cared for. You need only concern yourself with my pleasure. “
“Oh, Grazzek,” you moan, feeling the truth in his words. With his cum still dripping heavily from your freshly-fucked pussy, you turn on your hands and knees and begin to kiss, lick, and nuzzle against Toad’s flaccid, pink cock.
“You are an eager one,” he laughs. “Very well, Lucia, my new concubine. You may pleasure me with your lovely body. Spare no effort, for what you accomplish tonight will decide your place in my harem.”
You smile sweetly, crawling to him and taking hold of his cock. You run your tongue up his shaft and lick around the spunk-smeared head of his maleness. You intend to work hard for your place in Grazzek’s harem.
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Attack

You are not going to best a foe like this with elegant strikes and parries. You must face her by using your size to your advantage and summoning your anger. You stare into her violet-flecked eyes and imagine Saleen winning and Toad violating Theora. The thought of the ugly reptile defiling the angel fills you with rage.
You furrow your brow and let off a savage battle cry. You charge. Saleen seems taken by surprise, deflecting your charging strikes desperately and backpedaling as you drive your body into hers. Your shoulder slams into her chest. She falls back, reverse somersaults, and springs back onto her feet. You are already on top of her again, smashing the pommel of your sword against her side. She cries out in pain.
“Not bad,” she says, fighting through the pain. She sweeps your legs and you fall to your back. She brings a dagger down on your throat and you reverse your grip on your sword and block her. She falls off your body and you roll atop her, wrapping your hand around her slender throat.
“I could break your neck!” You snarl, looking down into her eyes.
“Could you?” She laughs, her dagger poised to drive into your side.
“Before you could kill me with that knife,” you say.
“Enough!” Toad rises from his throne of pillows. “Yield to him, Saleen! I do not want you killed!”
“I yield,” she says, lowering the dagger and going slack beneath you.
You release your grip on her throat and rise to your feet. You extend a hand to help her up. Saleen flips acrobatically onto her feet and smirks beneath her veil.
“Next time, I will have you,” she murmurs.
“Next time your lizard won’t be around to save your life,” you say, watching her small, firm rump as she walks past you.
“Leave us, Saleen,” commands Toad. She departs through the curtain and you turn to the big reptile, a sheen of sweat on your smiling face.
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Parley

Yasmeen circles you, hissing with irritation as you keep your guard up and deflect her testing attack with her sharp nails and muscular serpentine tail. Each time she moves closer, you hold her at bay with slashes of your sword, giving yourself time to back away.
“Let us discuss this matter,” you shout. “We do not need to fight!”
She makes one more desperate lunge and smack her hand with the flat of your sword. Yasmeen screeches with anger and retreats once again.
“Very well,” she hisses, rubbing her knuckles where you banged them with your sword. “What is it you wish to say before I devour you whole?”
“We can bargain,” you suggest.
“The only bargain I offer a man who has come into my lair is pleasure or death,” says Yasmeen.
“Pleasure sounds a bit better,” you reply.
“I am sure it does, little human, but if you receive that pleasure you must answer a riddle.” She slithers closer, huge breasts heaving with her excitement. “IF you answer that riddle incorrectly, I will devour you.”
“If I answer it correctly?”
“Life, I suppose, is the only fair answer,” she says. “And I will assist you in your quest by giving you the exact location of the entrance to Chthona.”
“I accept these terms,” you say, lowering your guard, but still cautious.
“Very wise,” says Yasmeen, her smile huge and more than a little cruel. “Which pleasure will be your last, Lucas? Shall I take your tiny human cock in my mouth? Squeeze it between these soft breasts? Or is it something else? Do you seek to be wrapped up in my coils or to know the bliss of mating with a lamia?”
She slithers closer, flicking the tip of her serpentine tail so that it slips into the left leg of your trousers. You shudder as the cool scales make contact with the bare skin of your shin.
You gaze up at the towering woman, your cock stiff, but your heart pounding with fear.




Which pleasure is worth risking your life for?
The pleasure of her mouth
The pleasure of her breasts
The pleasure of Yasmeen’s coils
The pleasure of mating
Refuse her offer and fight





Show Yasmeen mercy

You know you should strike down the helpless lamia, you even lift your sword to finish her off, but you can’t do it. You lower the sword with a sigh, the tip of your blade scraping against the stone. Yasmeen lifts her head and seems to realize that you are not going to kill her.
“You are sparing me?” She asks. “Even after I promised to eat you? After you wounded me?”
“Let me have a look,” you say.
She unfurls her tail and lifts her blood-stained hands from the slash across her toned tummy. You crouch down beside her, aware of her immense size as you rip a length of cloth from your robe and press it to her wound. She sucks in a breath with a hiss.
“Is it bad?” She asks. “It really hurts.”
“Give me your hand,” you say.
She extends one of her hands and it takes both of yours to move it to the improvised bandage.
“Keep pressure on it,” you say. “It should stop the flow of blood. I don’t think I wounded you too deeply.”
“If you truly do not intend to kill me,” says Yasmeen, sitting up fully as she keeps a hand to the bandage, “do you think you could fetch my healing elixir?”
“Where is it?” You ask.
“There is a secret cabinet in the pedestal beneath my nest,” she says. “Open it by pressing two fingers to the innermost lever. The healing elixir is the green one.”
You return to the pedestal covered in pillows and locate a compartment in the pedestal’s base. A hidden door snaps open and a drawer slides out filled with potions and strange objects of blown glass that seems to resemble penises. You find the bottle of green liquid and return to Yasmeen.
“Thank you,” she says, taking the potion from you and quaffing it eagerly.
“Unlike most monster girls I face,” you say, “I do not need to defeat you. Just give me the information I need and Theora and I will be on our way.”
“Of course,” says Yasmeen, nodding. “Ah, I can feel it working already.”
She slowly lifts the bandage from her abdomen and reveals that the wound is gone. She surprises you by wrapping an arm around you and pulling you closer.
“What are you doing?” You demand, tensing up and reaching for your sword.
“Relax, Lucas,” she says, pulling you towards her face and heaving breasts. “You spared my life. The least I can do is give you a little pleasure in return.”
“Th-that’s not necessary,” you say as she runs her hand from your chest down to your cock and squeezes you through your robe. She hisses softly and strokes you through your clothing. Although her hand is big, she is also quite deft, holding your cock in her soft palm and massaging you against the gentle friction of the inside of your underclothes. You moan, “Aaaaahhh!”
“You like that?” She asks, raising an eyebrow.
“It feels… it feels good,” you admit.
“I can make it feel even better,” she hisses and tears open the front of your robe. You gasp as she yanks down your underclothes and begins to fondle your cock and wank it in her huge hand. You watch her huge breasts swaying and jiggling with each pump of her hand on your straining length. She draws you so close to her face that she could open her mouth and swallow your cock. Instead, Yasmeen leans lower, parting her lips and lashing her warm tongue against your bollocks.
“Ohhhhhhh!” You moan as her serpentine tongue encircles and caresses your cum-filled balls.
She laughs at your moans of pleasure and draws both of your testicles into her mouth, sucking them and licking them as she wanks you faster and faster. Having her huge face pressed between your thighs is a bit disconcerting, but the pleasure is undeniable. You give in to that mounting ecstasy, feeling your pleasure coil in your abdomen and your balls tighten in her gently sucking mouth. You thrust against her palm, your cock just long enough to emerge on the other side of her squeezing hand with each stroke.
“Cum for me,” she pants, her lips against your bollocks. “Oh, shoot is all over my face, Lucas.”
“Aaaaaah!” You cry, thrusting desperately into her stroking hand, lubricated by your precum. Your purple cockhead twitches and ropes of your cum spurt out across Yasmeen’s cheek, her pointed ear, and into her scarlet hair. She slurps loudly, laughing and vibrating pleasure into your bollocks as you cum messily all over her face.
“Oh, what a good boy,” she says, licking her lips and smiling up at you with cum spattered over half her cace. She runs a finger through your spunk and tastes it with a smack of her lips. “A wonderful appetizer. Now for the main course.”
Her mouth opens and unhinges impossibly wide. You cry out and try to draw your sword, but her powerful hand rips it from your grasp. Before you can retreat from her horrifyingly gaping maw lined with fangs, her tail grabs you and thrusts you headfirst down her gullet.
You slide down her throat, into the warmth of her stomach, struggling hopelessly as digestive juices rise around you. The fight goes out of you quickly and you close your eyes and sink into the warm, tingling bath covering your body.
“That is it, Lucas,” laughs Yasmen. “Do not fight me. Relax and enjoy your last moments as your body melts into mush.”
You whimper with fear, but there is no point resisting her. You foolishly spared her life and were lured by pleasure into lowering your guard. Now you must pay the ultimate price.
Veleda will not save you from being devoured by the lamia.
BAD END 




Use Maddening Pleasure

You face Yasmeen, the giant lamia, and sheath your sword. She stops short of you, her sleek tail flicking with tension and her eyes narrowed and predatory. She senses trickery and is cautious.
“Yasmeen,” you say. “I do not have to defeat you. I do not want to fight with such a creature as beautiful as you. I… I think you are so beautiful, Yasmeen. I feel nothing but desire for you.”
“Beautiful?” She looks down at her gold draped body, her ample breasts and shapely hips, and smiles. “I think you mean the most exquisite beauty history has ever known. But you are a mere human, Lucas. You are not fit to be my mate.”
“How do you know?” You say, stepping boldly closer to her. “I was chosen by Veleda to be her champion. I have bedded many monster girls. I bedded Izabella, the vampiress, who came to see you.”
“She was formidable,” says Yasmeen, stroking her chin. “And you satisfied her?”
“Completely!” You say, though Izabella never seems completely satisfied with her endless bloodlust. “I have satisfied a succubus, a cow girl, even a slime girl.”
“Well, slime girls are nearly mindless,” says Yasmeen dismissively.
“I have bedded Theora!” You say, gesturing to your paralyzed companion.
“Oh?” Yasmeen lifts an eyebrow and slithers closer. “And did she cry your name? Did she cum for you, Lucas?”
“Again and again,” you boast.
Yasmeen scoops you up into her coils and carries you over to her pedestal. She reclines on the pedestal and pulls you ontot he cushions beside her.
“Very well,” she says and turns over an hour-glass on the edge of the pedestal. “You have one hour to make me cum. If you succeed, I will tell you what you want to know. No normal human man has ever made me cum before.”
You do not hesitate. You strip off your clothes and leap atop her, eliciting a laugh at your enthusiasm. You begin with a kiss, your body resting atop and between her huge breasts, your lips parting and tasting the exotic sweetness of her mouth. You caress her pointed ears as you kiss her, your cocking stiffening and your lust growing with each passing moment. You begin to concentrate fully as Morelle taught you.
Your kissing moves lower. You fondle, kiss, lick and suck at Yasmeen’s breasts, which makes her softly moan. You move lower and find the velvet folds of her cunt. Her pussy is not quite human, though it is very similar. It seems to bulge from a hidden slit where her scaly lower body melds with her human-like lower abdomen. Her cunt is quite small despite her gigantic proportions otherwise so you tenderly lick it and thrust your fingers inside her silky channel.
“Ohhhhh, I think you are on the right path, Lucas,” she moans, cradling your head. You commit wholly to pleasuring her with fingers and tongue. She writhes and moans, but you cannot seem to make her cum no matter how much or how deftly you lick and suck at her clit.
You take hold of your cock. It is the only tool left in your arsenal. You look up into her snakelike eyes as you thrust into her pussy.
The heat and wetness is so intense that you cannot bear the tight squeeze of her inner walls. Your cock explodes on the second stroke, pumping your seed into her monstrous pussy. You gasp pitifully, unable to stop thrusting as your cock spurts again and again into the perfect clutch of Yasmeen’s cunt. It leaves you gasping and spent.
“Oh, sorry,” laughs Yasmeen. “It seems your time is up, Lucas. But you came closer than most.”
“Give me another—“
Your words are choked off as she wraps her tail around you, pulling your cock from her creamy pussy with a slurp. She lifts you over her head and her mouth opens terrible to reveal her sharp fangs and huge gullet. You try to speak, to plead for your life, but her tail is constricting too tightly around your chest. She plunges you down into her gullet and you slide into her stomach.
“Perhaps I will give your angel a chance to pleasure me as well,” laughs Yasmeen, her words muffled by the intervening layers of her flesh. “It would be amusing to see her try.”
You sink helplessly into the digestive juices in her stomach. Your journey is at its end.
Veleda will not be saving you.
BAD END




Spend some time with Hina the golem girl

“You know, I think I would enjoy a bit of time to relax with you, Hina,” you say, taking the guide Hina’s porcelain hand.
“Me? Oh, how wonderful, master,” she says happily. “I will arrange for you to spend some time with my sister who is fully equipped for your enjoyment.”
Hina takes you to your bedroom, leading you by your hand to where the pleasure Hina waits lurking on your four-poster bed. You part the curtains and reveal the rosy-eyed pleasure Hina reclining on the bed, her luscious body so human that your cock begins to stiffen at the sight of her blushing breasts and her hairless pussy. She is not completely naked, just wearing a baby doll of such incredibly sheer fabric that little is left to your imagination.
“Hello, master,” purrs the pleasure Hina, crawling towards you across the bed. “I have been waiting here for six days, nine hours, and twenty three minutes in the hopes that you would visit. Are you ready to have fun with me?”
“Yes,” you say, cradling her cheek and caressing her full, soft lips with your thumb. “I intend to have a great deal of fun with you, Hina.”
She rises on her knees and embraces you, her soft curves pressing against you as her lips part and her tongue meets yours. You stroke her slender waist down to her hips and her peachy bottom. You squeeze it and shape it in your hands as you kiss her with growing hunger. Hina’s hand seeks your trousers, unbuttoning them deftly and sliding them down to the middle of your thighs.
“Let me pleasure you, master,” she says, kissing down your chest to your cock. Then her expert lips are cradling your cockhead and your fingers are stroking her silky blue hair. She takes you into her mouth, sucking with a precise rhythm, her tongue fluttering around and around the head of your cock. She bobs her head on your hardness, leaning forward and showing off the creamy heart shape of her firm bottom.
“Yessss,” you his, your pleasure rising as you lean over her and reach a hand down to spank her buttocks and massage the warm crease between them. She moans around your cock, sucking harder, taking your cock into her silky throat and squeezing around your sensitive tip.
“Mmmmmmmm,” her lust vibrates from your cockhead down to your balls. You twitch in her mouth and cum suddenly, spurting in hot pumps down Hina’s throat. She swallows each pump of cum without hesitation and licks your manhood clean with such enthusiasm you are still hard.
“Oh, Hina,” you moan, climbing onto the bed with her. You roll atop her, into a 69 position, with your cock in her mouth and your face pressed between her creamy thighs. You tongue the sweet flower of her loins as she easily deepthroats your cock. You suck and lick her clit and fuck roughly down into her welcoming throat. You think you make Hina cum, although it is hard to be sure with her throat filled with your cock.
You cannot hold back any longer, cumming again and gushing your load down her throat. She swallows just as eagerly as before, squeezing and massaging your buttocks as she encourages you to fuck her mouth.
You finally pull your cock free and roll beside her onto the huge bed. She is atop you again in a moment. Before you can object, her hot, velvety pussy has engulfed your cock and the comely golem is riding you hard and fast.
“Ohhhh… Hina… maybe… ooohhhhh,” you toss your head among the pillows. The pleasure is irresistible. You reach out to her hips and her firm ass, cradling it as she bounces up and down on your glistening cock. She rides faster and faster, gasping as if she has any need for air, and skewering her little pussy onto your cock.
She arches atop you, wailing, “Lucassss!” Her pussy seizes rhythmically around your manhood, pitching you over the edge. You roar with wordless ecstasy, pounding your cock up into her hot pussy and exploding in powerful contractions but diminishing gushes.
“Oh, master,” she moans, falling atop you and kissing you, her pussy squeezing around you. “You are so good at sex. I like to have sex with you.”
Her compliments are awkward, but earnest, and you find yourself kissing her to quiet her words. You squeeze her ass roughly and give it a smack.
“Oh, master, please,” she gasps against your lips. “Engage in sex with my anus now, please.”
“How can I resist such a well-worded invitation?” You laugh, squeezing her rear with both hands.
She climbs onto her hands and knees, her head down in the pillows as she wiggles her peachy bottom invitingly. You spread her cheeks and softly spit into her crack. You massage the saliva into the pink knot of her anus, so delicate and immaculate. The prettiness of it is such that you can’t resist leaning down to tongue her clenching hole.
“Ooooohh, master,” she moans as you rim her asshole. “You are placing your tongue on my anus. Oooohhhh… and now it is going inside of my anus.”
“Nnnnhnn,” you agree, tongue-fucking her little hole. Your cock throbs with need and you lift your face from her firm rear, grabbing your cock and feeding it eagerly into her spit-lubed asshole. She cries out with pleasure as you bury your cock in her ass.
“Your penis enters so deep into my anus!” Hina wails with pleasure, arching her slender back and thrusting against your cock. In fact, she does most of the work. Even with your hands on her hips, Hina vigorously fucks back against your cock, impaling her stretched pink pucker onto your cock. Again and again her firm bottom smacks against your hips.
“Yesss,” you groan, watching her eagerly fuck her ass with your cock. “Ohhhh, Hina, make me cum.”
“Yes, master, please! Ejaculate into my anus!” She looks at you over her shoulder. “Please, pretend my anus is a fertile womb and impregnate it with your semen.”
“Ohhhhhhhhhh! Fuck!” You throw your head back, laughing at her silly dirty talk combined with your intense pleasure. Her slick, warm asshole squeezes around your cock and you erupt inside her with a last jerk of your hips.
“I can feel your ejaculation!” She cries, her anus gripping your cock and massaging your spurting length until you begin to go soft. You slip your cock out of her little pink hole followed by a lewd bubble of spunk that pops and trickles down over her pussy.
“Would you like more intercourse, master?” She asks.
“N-no,” you say, stepping back before she can grab your cock. “I need to get going before you, um, I need to go.”
You manage to escape Hina’s insatiable appetite for sex, pull on your clothes, and flee from your bedroom. You are greeted by the smiling guide Hina just outside the door.
“Hello, master,” she says with a smile. “I hope you enjoyed multiple intercourse positions with me.”
“I, um, I did,” you say, smiling.
“Where would you like to go now?” She asks.




Where would you like to go?
Time to return to the real world
Visit with Yasmeen the Lamia
Visit with Izabella the Vampiress
Visit with Morelle the Novice Succubus
Visit with Oola the Slime Girl
Visit with Gretchen the Cow Girl
Visit with Theora the Angel of Veleda




Special Ability

Saleen circles you, her blades flashing as she spins them and reverses their grips. You keep a wary distance, your sword up and your guard impenetrable, so long as you do not make a move.
“Come on, speck,” taunts Saleen. “We can’t circle all day. Show me something.”
“You want to see something?” You shout back.
You have several special abilities that might impress Saleen to the point that she will yield. Your Startle Eye power allows you to summon the magic of Veleda and create a blinding flash of light. Your Dervish Strike ability fuses the holy power of the goddess with your own berserker fury, turning you into a whirling storm of attacks. Both powers were taught to you by Theora.
Morelle, your succubus companion, taught you a third special ability. Maddening pleasure involves disarming and stunning your opponent by the careful application of pleasuring techniques. Your cock stirs at the thought of subjecting Saleen’s toned, gold-skinned body to the many pleasures you have learned from Morelle.
“Stop stalling!” Toad croaks with annoyance.
You are distracted for a moment and it almost gives Saleen the opportunity to strike. Before she can slash past your guard, you deflect her blades and dance backwards.
“Stay focused!” Theora calls out to you.
“Well,” says Saleen. “I am waiting, speck. Show me you can do something other than hide behind your guard.”
Your jaw tightens with resolve. Yes, you know exactly what you are going to show the arrogant little elf.




Which of your special abilities are you going to use on Saleen?
Startle Eye
Dervish Strike
Maddening Pleasure





He should cum on Theora’s ass

You tell yourself that you cannot bear to see Grazzek filling Theora with his seed. The truth, though you hate to admit it, is that you want to see the beastly reptile spray his cum over Theora’s plush rear. The thought makes your cock jerk in your trousers, smearing precum against the fabric.
“H-her… her ass,” you mutter.
“It speaks!” Toad croaks, slamming his pink cock into Theora’s stretched pussy. He smacks her ass and squeezes it, shaking it with his big, scaly hand. “What did you say, little human? I could not quite hear you!”
“Cum on her ass, you horrible beast,” you cry, your voice hoarse and breaking with anger.
Toad croaks with amusement, continuing to fuck his thick, gristly cock in and out of Theora’s angelic cunt.
“You want a show then little boy? Do you hear that, Theora? He wants me to paint your luscious globes with my seed.”
“Yesssss,” moans the angel. “Cum all over my ass! Cover it with your seed!”
The motion of Toad’s body as he ruts hard and fast into Theora’s cunt is incredibly repulsive. The beautiful angel might as well have a beast mounting her for the furious, inhuman strokes of the glistening pink cock. Her ass wobbles and her plump breasts swing beneath her as she manages to push herself up on her hands. Toad’s throat inflates and vibrates with his warbling croaks of pleasure. His black claws draw drops of blood from the creamy flesh of her flanks.
“Take my seed, angelic whore!” Toad croaks triumphantly as he slides his thick cock from the gold-thatched folds of Theora’s pussy. He grips his beastly cock in his hand and wanks it over Theora’s creamy ass.
“Oh, cum all over my ass,” she moans, wiggling her hips to encourage Toad to unload onto her lovely rear. “Let me feel your hot seed, please, Grazzek!”
Your eyes are open wide at the sight of the perverse scene playing out before you. With a last, vile croak, Toad’s cock jerks in his grasp and launches a gooey white wad of his spunk all the way to Theora’s shoulders and splashes down her back.
“Ooooh,” she croons, looking back at him as he fires another gush of cum and blasts the creamy mounds of her ass. Spunk follows in rapid fire, painting her crack and pink asshole and dripping from her gold-thatched pussy in milky streams. She arches her back, offering her pussy and ass up as prime targets for the vile reptile to hose down with his cum. He empties his massive load into her crack and coats her cunt.
“What a lovely sight,” he croaks, squeezing the last of his cum out and wiping it on the backs of Theora’s ample thighs. He surprises you by rising on his inverse knees and staggering over to you. He grabs the chair you are in and drags you closer to Theora.
“Smell it,” he growls tilting the chair until your face is scant inches from Theora’s cum-swamped ass. “Smell the seed of a lizardkin. Your kind slaughtered mine, but now your beloved angel has been defiled with my seed. All because you were too weak.”
You try not to breathe in the scent, but you cannot help inhaling the thick, raunchy musk of his monstrous cum painting her crack and dripping down her thighs.
“Now,” growls Toad, rubbing the tip of your nose against one of her cum-smeared buttocks. “Lick her ass clean.”
“What?” You balk.
“Oh, no, Lucas!” Theora cries. “Ohhhhh… don’t do it.”
Her cum-covered asshole clenches visibly beneath the pooling white liquid in her crack. Your anger burns hot in your face and your cock twitches in your trousers. Nothing could be more humiliating or disgusting than licking the reptilian cum from Theora’s ass.
“Lick it!” Toad commands, shaking you by the chair he is holding.




What do you do?
Refuse to lick her ass clean
Lick Theora's filthy ass





The pleasure of mating

You wonder if it would even be possible for you to mate with a creature as huge, deadly, and beautiful as the lamia. You see a bulge that could be a vulva where her serpentine half seems to meld with her enormous human hips. It is smooth and delicate and you can imagine plunging your cock into this strange orifice.
“I want to experience the pleasure of mating,” you shout at the lamia.
“Oh? You think you are worthy?” She laughs. “Of course you are not, being merely a tiny human, but I will give you the pleasure you seek, Lucas. Remember the bargain you strike. Once the act is done, I will ask you a riddle. If your answer is wrong, you will be my meal.”
“I understand,” you say, pulling off your robe and your underclothes. “It is worth the risk.”
“Oh! How delightful!” She slithers lower, her breasts dangling so that her nipples graze the floor as she inspects your naked body. “Your cock is a bit larger than I expected. Perhaps I will experience some pleasure from the act.”
She wraps you in her coils with terrifying speed, her binding segments stopping just short of your cock and bollocks. She brings you over to her mound of golden pillows and reclines with her scarlet hair spilled out beneath her head and over her creamy shoulders. Her huge breasts heave up and down with her breathing as she lowers you towards that mound you spotted where her serpentine half joins with her giant human half.
“Few humans are ever granted this opportunity,” she says, her eyes lidded with lust. “Savor every moment, Lucas. Prove to me you are a champion.”
“I will do my b—“
She draws you flush against her body and plunges your cock into the velvet flower of her cunt. The walls cinch tightly around you. With a hoarse cry of pleasure, you cum instantly, your seed spurting into her pussy again and again.
“My, my,” laughs Yasmeen. “I see Theora has not trained you well. It may be a futile effort, but perhaps I can help you learn some stamina.”
Her lower body moves with an intense rippling motion, forcing you to fuck your cock in and out of her creamy pussy. You are helpless to resist her as she uses you for her pleasure, thrusting you in and out and churning your seed into a musky froth. You whimper as another orgasm forces its way through you, tensing and releasing and spurting a second, plentiful load of your seed into her cunt.
“So quickly again?” She laughs, lifting your head up and forcing you to look at her mocking expression as she continues to force you to fuck in and out of her pussy.
“Oh, goddess, please,” you whimper.
“She cannot hear you in Kazadar, silly boy,” laughs Yasmeen as she continues to force you to fuck her. Your cock slides in and out of her pussy, making raunchy wet sounds as a third orgasm quickly builds in your helpless manhood. You whimper, unable to escape her constricting tail as she makes you cum again and again.
A third orgasm is forced into a fourth and the fourth becomes a fifth without you even being able to distinguish where one ends and the next begins. You moan as her exquisite, agonizing pussy squeezes a sixth and seventh orgasm from you and finally you collapse against her toned tummy, your body held tight in her coils and your cock surrendering, unable to rise again.
“Finished already?” She sits up and unrolls her tail, spilling you out onto the floor at the base of her pedestal of pillows.
“Oh, you’ve drained every drop,” you moan, forcing yourself to your feet.
“A pity,” she says, sitting up to face you. “I think I almost felt something that last time. Perhaps another dozen orgasms from your little cock and I might have had one of my own.”
You pull on your robes and limp over to your sword, picking it up from the floor. She slithers off her pedestal and lifts high on her tail once again to loom ominously over you.
“It is time for you to answer my riddle, Lucas,” she says. “Answer correctly and I will help you. Answer incorrectly and you are my meal.”
“I understand the stakes,” you croak. “Ask me the riddle.”
“Very well,” she says and clears her throat. “A snake’s burrow has two entrances a league apart. How far can the snake crawl into its burrow in the desert?”




How do you answer?
The answer is one league
The answer is one half of a league




A new life as the lamia’s milky mate

“I totally can’t believe you were hiding this from me the whole time,” you giggle as you wank Yasmeen’s glistening pink cock in one hand.
“Well, unlike yours, mine is natural and retreats into my body as needed,” laughs Yasmeen, flicking your huge, human-like cock jutting from your scaly midsection.
You whimper and your cock twitches. You stifle your cries by stuffing Yasmeen’s strange cock back into your mouth. It’s your favorite thing to do and she permits you to pleasure her in this way at least once a day. She reclines in the cushions, gently playing with her breasts and rosy nipples as you slurp wantonly on her pink cock. You are balanced on one hand and the coiled length of your serpentine lower body, your huge, milky tits dangling beneath you and dripping into the pillows. The flow of milk increases every time Yasmeen idly reaches down and gives your creamy tits a poke or your nipples a pinch.
It is not long before your enthusiastic pleasuring has Yasmeen crying out with pleasure, a hand on the back of your head as she feeds you the strangely sweet cum from your spurting cock. You drink down this familiar potion, savoring the complexity of the silky liquid as it pours down your throat. She relaxes on the cushions as the last spasms of her pleasure fade.
You lift your mouth from her cock, giving it a quick kiss as it retreats quickly back into her scaly body. You climb atop your beloved Yasmeen, your milky breasts against her soft mounds as you kiss her and share the taste of her cum on your tongue. For whatever reason, your tongue did not become long and flexible like hers and still resembles a giant version of your human tongue. She teases you for it, but seems to enjoy the way she can wrap her tongue completely around yours.
“Oh, my dear,” she says, petting your pink-tinted blonde hair. “Do you ever think about your life before you met me?”
“No, none of that matters,” you say, kissing her again and rubbing your cock between your thighs. “All that matters is that I am with you.”
She laughs as she pulls you into a passionate kiss. That one decision to drink the swirling potion given to you by Gretchen has given you such happiness. Without it you would never have found Yasmeen, your true love.
“Oh, Lucia,” moans Yasmeen. “Give me that cock. I need it inside me!”
You grip the root of your massive manhood and seek the warm, silky furrow of her cunt. You thrust into her, marveling at her tightness after the hundreds of times you have plundered her warm depths. Your serpentine lower half intertwines with Yasmeen, your bodies pressing tightly together and your hips moving in gentle cooperation. You thrust in and out of her, moaning against her lips, your cock sliding deep and then nearly all the way back out again.
“Oh, Yasmeen,” you gasp, your pleasure rising and your thrusts growing more intense. “I want to fill you with my seed.”
“Yes, my love,” cries the beautiful lamia. “It is my time. I can feel the clutch ready within me. Breed me with your cum!”
“Ahhhhhhhhh!” You wail and explode deep inside the clutching heat of Yasmeen’s pussy. Spurt after spurt of your cum bathes her womb and her many eggs. It will not be the first clutch she has birthed, but you savor it all the same. You enjoy being a mother as much as the lover of the mighty lamia ruler of Kazadar.
You will be both mother and father to the many lamia that hatch from Yasmeen’s eggs. Someday soon, your many suckling daughters will grow huge and you will send them out into the world.
Until then, you and Yasmeen have each other.
THE END




A homecoming surprise

You are eager to see Genevieve and tell her of your adventure. Well, parts of your adventure. You will probably leave out certain bits that a sister should never hear described by her brother.
It takes you a moment to recover from the vertigo of flying at impossible speed and realize you are standing on solid ground. The smell of smoke is thick in the air and you realize at once that something is wrong. You release Theora’s hand and stagger towards the smoldering timbers of your barn. Your horses and livestock are gruesomely slaughtered in the pasture. It looks as if they have been torn apart by some incredibly powerful and violent beast.
“Genevieve!” You cry, turning to the farmhouse and seeing blackened wood and smoke. You are shocked to see the Gedry brothers dead on the ground outside your house. It is hard to tell them apart, because they are all emaciated to the point of being skeletons. A crude weapon and clothing lies near each of their bodies, suggesting they had been armed before being stripped naked and drained of their life force.
“The Succubus Queen,” you whisper.
“She has brought her evil to your doorstep,” says Theora.
“Genevieve!” You shout, your voice hoarse with emotion. “Genevieve!!”
Theora shoves aside smoldering wood and uncovers something. For a moment you glimpse pale, charred flesh and then Theora pulls a partial human body from the remains.
Hina flops in Theora’s arms. She is missing one leg and the right half of her body. Her face is bubbled and blackened except for her lips, part of her chin, and one eye. The other eyes is broken and the socket empty.
“M-master?” Hina weakly lifts her head. You rush to her and take her only hand in yours.
“I am here, Hina,” you say. “What happened here?”
“The brothers were here… to protect… your sister,” says Hina. “Lady Rachelle came and… she drained them with her power. Your… your sister fought her. There was fire. There was… I could not stop the Succubus Queen, master.”
“It’s alright, Hina,” you say, stroking her burned face. “You could never have faced such a powerful creature.”
“Your sister did,” says Hina. “She was so brave. The Succubus Queen could not win but then… then…”
The light seems to go out in Hina’s good eye and her head slumps back.
“What is it? Hina?! Hina, what happened?” You shake her and her head flops like a broken doll.
She awakes suddenly, her eye flaring for a moment.
“Your mother was here,” says Hina. “She convinced Genevieve to go with them. They took her… to Chthona.”
“My mother did this?” You fall to your knees.
Hina’s eye goes dark again and Theora sets her down gently on the ground. She turns her attention to you and pulls you to your feet.
“That is where we must go now, Lucas,” she says, taking your hand. “To the deadly jungles of Saturana and down into the underworld of Chthona. We must end this once and for all.”
“I will kill her,” you say, not sure whether you mean the Succubus Queen or your treacherous mother who abandoned you.
“I am with you, Lucas,” says Theora, squeezing your hand. “To the end.”
THE END
< START OVER
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Drink the blue milk potion

Yasmeen pursues you relentlessly. You know she will exhaust you soon - the time is over for deliberation - so you thrust a hand into the pouch at your hip and retrieve the blue vial. You can hear Yasmeen’s scales hissing over the stone floor as she nearly upon you. Without hesitation, you pop the seal on the blue vial and drink its entire contents. You gulp down the strong, milk-tinged liquid and feel it burn in your belly. You double over with intense cramps.
“What was that?” Yasmeen hisses, stopping short of you. “What did you just drink, human?”
You try to shout something about drinking a poison that will kill her if she tries to eat you, but your words come out in a gurgle of pain. That gurgle becomes a masculine scream as your body is wracked with transformation.
You have consumed more of the potion in one gulp than ever before and it shows in the extent of the transformation. Your shoulders grow much broader, your height increases by more than a foot, your arms and legs bulge with muscles, and your abdomen becomes a chiseled washboard of strength. Your massively enhanced musculature bursts the seams of your robes. Your cock, swelling to four or five times its normal size, splits open your underclothes. It juts, grotesquely swollen, through your robes.
“What is happening to you?” Yasmeen hisses curiously. She circles around you and her snakelike eyes widen in shock as she sees your huge, veiny, throbbing manhood sticking out like a distended purple arm from your robes. She cries, “That thing! It is huge!”
Your body seethes with lust, your eyes bloodshot and veins pulsing in your temple
“IT IS HUGE FOR YOU!” You roar, leaping at her. You catch Yasmeen where her human hips become her serpent’s body and drive her to the ground. Though you are frenzied and much stronger than before, she is still larger, and manages to flip you off her body. It is no use. You leap at her again, catching her around her neck and clinging to her shoulders.
“What are you—MMMM!” You kiss her sloppily, slamming her back to the ground as her coils wrap around you try to stop you. You grab her head and thrust your cock into her huge mouth, slamming every inch over her serpentine tongue and driving your throbbing tool into the velvet tunnel of her throat.
“Yes! Suck my cock! Suck itttt!” You roar, holding her head and with your knees mashed into her tits, furiously fucking her mouth despite her best efforts to dislodge you from her face.
Her tail wraps around your throat, but you manage to pry it free and wrap it around your arm. She tries to twist your arm or break it, but you are too strong and she does not have leverage with you hammering your cock in and out of her throat. It is only as you are cumming, shooting your seed down her gullet, that you momentarily realize she could simply bite down and sever your cock. This prompts you to slide your manhood out of her mouth and paint the last of your cum all over her pretty face.
“You beast!” She cries, wincing as your milky ropes splatter her features. “Release me this instant! Let me go!”
“You were going to eat me!” You shout. “Now you get to eat my cum instead!”
She sputters and spits out your cum, causing it to slide down her cheeks on both sides of her face. You are not done with her. Now, with her tail under your control, you slam her on the ground again and guide your cock to the velvety slickness of her pussy. It is concealed where her scaly half joins her human half, but you can smell it yearning for your cock and you feed your bulging length into her pussy. She is tight around you and wails as you violate her with every inch of your maleness.
You pound your cock hard and fast into Yasmeen’s clutching pussy. You can tell she is cumming by her howls of pleasure, but you don’t care. You hammer in and out of her slick depths, focused on your own pleasure and on dominating the evil monster girl. She is cumming for the second time when you feel her tail go slack on your arm. She is no longer fighting you, so you release her and grab her human arms, pinning her to the ground with your enhanced strength.
Yasmeen is helpless, cumming again and again until you roar like a beast and unload your seed deep into the slick velvet walls of her cunt. You pump your load into her fluttering depths, only withdrawing as your cock begins to soften. You roll off of her giant body as you feel the transformation beginning to return you to your normal human proportions. Yasmen is moaning and delirious. She does not react as you walk over to your discarded sword and heft it over your head.
“Sorry about this,” you say and bring the blade down, point first, on her chest. She cries out for an instant, but your sword never makes contact with her flesh. Instead, Yasmeen disappears in a flash of light. As your vision recovers from the blinding flare, you see that the pink crystal in the grip of your sword is glowing faintly.
You have caught her. You have defeated and captured the lamia. Of course, you still have to interrogate her and get the answer to your question about how to reach Chthona, but that should be a simple matter with Yasmen imprisoned in the Crystal Sanctum.
You hear a soft groan and realize Theora is stirring and struggling to push herself onto her hands and knees. You hurry to her side and help her to her feet. She seems weakened from being paralyzed by Yasmeen, but otherwise none the worse for wear.
“Are you alright, Lucas?” She asks, stroking your cheek.
“Yes,” you say. “It’s done. I defeated her.”
“Never doubted you,” she chuckles and pats your face with her soft hand.
CONTINUE >





Dervish Strike

This elf, Saleen, is quick and well-trained, but you doubt she can overcome the ferocity of your Dervish Strike skill. You begin to sub-vocalize a prayer to Veleda, focusing on her strength over her healing aspect. You feel the energy build as the sword begins to faintly glow in your hand. Anger boils through you, fury at the thought of this elf daring to taunt you and her ugly lizard man master, threatening to defile the beauty of Theora.
Saleen eyes you warily as you begin to swing your sword and roar with righteous fury. You advance on her, swinging faster and faster, your muscles singing and your anger unleashed in a whirling assault.
“Dervish Strike?” Saleen shouts over the roar of your fur. “Your goddess is weak!”
She begins to mimic your movements, her voice becoming a shrill scream and her blades flashing rapidly as she spins and swings her arms. The momentum is building in your attack. You charge towards Saleen, unable to stop even if you wanted to. But you don’t want to stop. You want to hack the arrogant elf to pieces and stand over her corpse.
“For Veledaaaaa!” You shout, your blade clashing with Saleen’s daggers.
Again and again she meets your rapid strikes. Sparks flash around you and the impacts shake your arms up to your shoulders. She snarls just as loudly as you, her brow furrowed and her large eyes burning with anger. You are stronger, but Saleen is faster. Each swing of your sword is met and parried until your arms begin to grow heavier.
Your swings slow, but Saleen’s seem to be growing faster. She knocks your sword aside and slashes at your chest. Her daggers slide through your sleeve and the front of your robe. Blood wells from the shallow wounds and stains your robes.
“Give up?” She laughs, knocking your sword from your hands.
“Bitch!” You cry, bringing up your arms to deflect her stabbing daggers. She pierces the shoulders of your robe, narrowly avoiding your body as she trips you up and rides you to the ground. Her daggers press to either side of your neck.
“Shall I end him?” Saleen shouts.
“No!” Theora cries.
“Not this time, sweet Saleen,” croaks Toad, rising from his throne of cushions. “Let the little boy go.”
She hops up from you and stands above you, her posture relaxed, but her daggers still in her hands. You groan and roll onto your hands and knees. Your muscles are shaking from the intensity of your Dervish Strike. You rise to your feet as Toad dismisses Saleen from the room.
“If we meet again, I might have to kill you,” says Saleen. She winks at you and strides out of the room through the red curtain.
A glance at Theora tells you that you have failed her completely. She looks from you to the triumphant reptile, his claws resting on the paunch of his belly.
Reluctantly, you turn to face Toad.
CONTINUE >





Watch as Theora pays the price

You failed to defeat Saleen and you owe it to Theora to watch the punishment she must endure. You stare at Toad and the beautiful angel, your nostrils flaring in anger and your muscles straining against your bonds.
“Good,” croaks Toad. “Do not look away, little boy. You might even learn something of how to pleasure such a beauty.”
You watch Toad’s rough, scaly hands fondle Theora’s soft breasts. She whimpers and closes her eyes as he squeezes her plush mounds and pinches at her fat nipples. He thrusts a scaly hand between her creamy thighs and massages her gold-thatched mound. You clench your jaw as the scaly brute thrusts two fingers into the delicate flower of the angel’s pussy.
As you watch him lick and suck her neck, as you stare in horror at the way he fucks his fingers into her yielding cunt, something far worse begins to happen: your cock begins to stiffen. Theora, too, begins to surrender to Toad’s rough handling. She moans with pleasure and you realize she is rolling her shapely hips and fucking herself against his thrusting fingers. He turns her face to him and kisses her messily, thrusting his huge pink tongue into her mouth and forcing her lips wide. She begins to touch him, not caressing him exactly, but holding herself against his bloated reptilian body.
“Ohhhhhh, Grazzek,” she cries against his kiss. It must be this creature’s real name.
“It has been too long, my feathered beauty,” says Toad, his fingers slowing inside her. He pulls them free and stares into her silvery-blue eyes as he licks her nectar from his fingers. “On your knees now, my dear. Show me how you have missed Grazzek’s cock.”
“Oh, yes,” she moans, her feathered wings flicking with her desire.
You can hardly believe what you were hearing from Theora. He strokes her head and stares at her as the beautiful angel sinks down to her knees before him. A strange, glistening pink cock has slid out from a slit between the brute’s legs. It pushes clear of his loincloth, like a pale pink and gigantic dog’s cock, covered in a tracery of tiny capillaries, his foul gleat already dripping from the blunt cockhead. You are disgusted by the sight of it, by Theora wrapping her immaculate hands around his shaft, and yet you cannot look away.
Theora’s eyes are heavy with lust as she grips Toad’s cock and begins to run her tongue around his tip. She moans as if the foul, wet flesh is covered in honey. Toad croaks with pleasure, caressing her golden hair with affection as she kisses and pleasure him with her tongue.
“You remember the taste?” He croaks with amusement. “Put it in your mouth, my beauty. Suck the cock of the beast your heroine almost slaughtered all those years ago.”
“Oh, Grazzek,” she moans softly, parting her lips and taking his cock into her mouth. Her moan grows louder, though muffled, and she begins to slurp lewdly and bob her head atop his pink cock.
Toad turns to you as Theora intently sucks his cock, his eyes blinking with his white nictitating membranes.
“Do you like to watch her suck me, human?” He croaks, his lips curling into a smile. “How eagerly she submits her mouth to pleasuring my cock! As if you could not satisfy her with your maleness and she must turn to mine.”
“Go to hell,” you hiss through clenched teeth.
“Hell?” His throat inflates with laughter. “My angel will take me to heaven.”
“Mmmmmmmm,” moans Theora around Toad’s cock, saliva dangling and wobbling from her chin as she bobs her mouth on him. He tangles his clawed fingers in her golden tresses and yanks her head back from his cock. His wet cock leaves her mouth trailing spit to her panting lips.
He looks down at her, stroking her cheeks and chin.
“What do you desire, Theora? Shall I turn you loose and let your little boy try to satisfy you?”
“Fuck me, Grazzek,” she moans loudly and without hesitation. “I need your cock.”
“Do you?”
“Pllleeeease,” she whines in a desperate way you have never seen before. She rocks back on her haunches and strokes her cunt with one hand as she looks at him with fierce need. “Please, mate my pussy.”
“Yes, how can you resist my superior lizardkin cock after starving with that little boy’s manhood? You need a proper rutting.” He motions with his hand and says, “Turn around. Present yourself and I will give you what you need.”
Your cock twitches again as Theora arranges herself submissively on the floor, her ample ass raised high and her face and breasts pressed down against the floor. Toad croaks with lust and sinks down on his reverse knees behind her. He grabs her creamy assflesh and spreads her cheeks wide. With a croaking chuckle, he extends the fat, pink slug of his tongue and begins to lap from her visibly slick cunt to the pink divot of her anus. Theora moans with ecstasy as he laps at her tender holes.
“You taste as sweet as I recall,” croaks Toad. “Your pitiful boy watches us, his cock no doubt aching to get at you. Alas, he is tied down, and your body is a treasure I alone will plunder again and again tonight.
“Fuck me,” begs Theora, wiggling her hips from side to side and rubbing her ass against Toad’s inhuman face. He slurps sloppily and rolls his tongue from her crack down to her cunt again, sampling her dripping honey.
“Yes!” Theora cries, pushing her upper body off the floor and onto her hands and fucking back against Toad’s ugly face. He croaks lustily, lapping his tongue over her cunt and asshole, and slopping saliva down her thighs. Theora’s ample breasts swing as she pants and rides her pussy against him. Her feathered wings snap open with a cry of pleasure and your cock throbs at the realization that she is cumming on the reptile’s loathsome tongue.
Toad licks Theora’s cunt and her crack until her cries quiet and her thrusts still. He lifts his face from her dripping hindquarters and gives her ass a few good swats.
“Now, my sweet,” croaks Toad. “It is time to recall the pleasure of my cock.”
“Ohhhhh, yessss,” moans Theora, once more lowering her face to floor and submissively offering him her pussy and ass. “Fuck me, Grazzek. I crave your cock. Mate with my pussy, please!”
“I am sure you do,” he croaks with amusement. “Very well, I will not deprive you any longer.”
He takes her with a mighty stroke, thrusting his glistening pink into her cunt and ramming every inch into that tight, slick cove. She howls with pleasure, shedding more than one feather in the sudden jerk of her wings. Toad grabs her ass roughly, using her submissive position and his bulk to drive her lower and pound his cock in and out of her pussy with deep, powerful strokes. The sound this makes fills the chamber with the noises of slapping flesh and squelching wetness. Toad croaks loudly.
“Oh, fuck, Grazzek, it is so big!” Theora wails her pleasure as her body moves with the rhythm of his brutal strokes.
“Little human cocks will never satisfy you once you have known such pleasure,” sneers Toad. He glances at you and croaks, “Do you enjoy the sight, human? As I plow the sweet furrow of your angelic companion, does your little cock not twitch with lust? I see it! That feeble tent in your trousers! Do not be ashamed. Breathe the scent in the air. Hear the sweet music of our pleasure.”
He turns his attention fully back Theora, leaning over her, one hand on her back to push her roughly against the floor. Her body is arched to receive each of Toad’s thrusts. Your cock throbs as you watch his pink piston hammering in and out of her pussy. His croaks of pleasure grow louder by the moment. Theora wails with pleasure of her own.
“My seed churns for you!” Toad croaks. He looks at you suddenly and asks, “Where should I cum, little human? Shall I fill her ripe cunt with my seed or glaze the luscious mounds of her ass? Answer quickly!”
His bulging eyes are with the intensity of his pleasure, his vile body hunched and hips still working as he pounds Theora’s pussy with his pink cock. She whimpers with pleasure beneath him.




How do you answer?
Refuse to answer Grazzek
He should cum inside Theora
He should cum on Theora's ass





The answer is one league

You see through the logic of the riddle and say, “One league!”
“Correct!” Yasmeen declares with delight, clapping her hands together. “If there were only one entrance to the snake’s burrow, but I clearly said there were two entrances a league apart. Which means you are wrong.”
“What?” You sputter, realizing too late that danger is imminent. You take a step back and tumble over her coil as it slides behind your legs. You fall heavily to the floor, try to bring your sword up, and Yasmeen bashes it out of your hand.
“Sorry, Lucas, but it looks like you are on the menu!” She wraps her coils tightly around your lower body and lifts you towards her giant face.
Yasmeen’s mouth opens and keeps opening, wider and wider, until all you can see is her pink tongue reaching around your neck and her cavernous mouth opening to swallow you up. You try to pull away, but her serpentine body is already wrapping around your legs up to your waist.
She lifts you and slams you into her mouth. If you try to fight it, her teeth will tear you to ribbons. You slide down the warm, pink tunnel of her gullet and into the tight, stretching space of her stomach. It is dark and hard to breathe and in moments you are covered with warm digestive juices.
“No,” you moan, pushing on her stomach with your hands and feet. “No! Let me out! I don’t want to be eaten!”
She caresses you with her hand on her stomach.
“Then you should have answered the riddle correctly, Lucas,” she says. “Now be a good boy and digest.”
As Yasmeen’s digestive fluids fill her stomach up to your chin, you have little choice in the matter. Soon, your mind becomes hazy and you begin to dissolve into mush within her stomach. It is not painful, but you know there will be no rescue this time.
The goddess cannot save you from becoming the lamia’s meal.
BAD END




Turn your head aside

You twist your head as much as the ropes binding you to the chair will allow. You can feel the heat of Theora’s freshly-fucked pussy radiating down against the whole side of your face. The musk of sex is nearly overpowering and your traitorous cock twitching in your trousers.
“No!” You cry, unable to stomach the thought of licking Theora’s creamy cunt.
“He needs some encouragement,” laughs Toad. “Sit on the poor boy’s face.”
You hear her gasp as Toad gives her a shove. The weight of Theora’s ass and her hot, slimy pussy suddenly mash against your face. Foul reptilian spunk oozes out, spilling over your chin, lips, and up your nose. You sputter and up facing her cunt as another gush of his cum squeezes out of her well-fucked folds. You try to push it away with your tongue, but end up with the salty, bitter goo pouring to the back of your throat and nearly choking you.
You want to vomit at the taste and your face burns hot with the humiliation. Theora rocks atop you, squirming her ass and pussy against your face and forcing you to breathe the foul air of Toad’s filth.
“His cock is nearly stiff enough to poke through his trousers,” laughs Toad. “Not very big, but he must be enjoying this.”
“Nnnmmmmmnn!” You try to deny him, but your words are smothered by Theora’s leaking pussy. She moans, the vibrations of your words stimulating her and causing her to grind her cum-dripping cunt against your mouth. She writhes and bounces atop your face, smothering you so completely that you begin to black out beneath her. Some part of you relishes this. If you are to perish in this humiliating situation, smothered by the plush rear of a beautiful angel is not a bad way to go.
Just before you pass out, you hear Toad say, “I think you are killing the poor boy, my dear.”
He lifts her up by her shoulders and you are finally free to breathe the relatively cool, clean air of the throne room. You’re flushed, sweaty, and your face is covered in sticky cum, but you are alive.
“Enjoy that, little boy?” Toad croaks mockingly. “Kahad! Come in here and untie him. Take him to a room and make sure he has something to eat and drink, aside from the cum that dripped into his mouth. We treat guests well.”
“Bastard,” you cry as the masked warrior enters and begins to untie you from the chair. “Don’t you dare hurt her!”
“Hurt Theora?” Toad laughs and caresses her shapely body. “I will lavish her with attention and show her pleasures undreamed, little human. Think about that while you are sitting in your room.”
Toad walks Theora over to his throne of cushions and they sink together onto the piled pillows. He begins caressing and kissing her and she moans against him. You seethe with anger, but it is no use as Kahad grabs you by your shoulders and drags you out of the throne room. He practically has to carry you to the small, windowless bedroom where you are to be sequestered for the night. A tray of food and a pitcher of water is brought to you. You clean yourself with the water, but have little appetite. You can’t stop thinking about the perversions that Theora must be enduring.
CONTINUE >




Surrender

Saleen edges closer, menacing you with her blades. You keep your guard up and parry her next attack. Her daggers clash with your sword, sparking up your blade until her daggers catch against your sword’s cross guard. You growl and shove her away.
“Defiant?” She laughs. “You’re just delaying my inevitable defeat.”
The blaze of determination in Saleen’s violet-flecked eyes provides the catalyst for a change in your demeanor. You feel the truth of her words and you know you cannot hope to beat her nimble skill. Your guard slips. Saleen eyes you warily, suspecting a feint.
“I yield,” you say, your blade drooping lower.
“What’s this?” Toad rises from his cushions, his throat inflating with excitement.
Saleen is quick to take advantage of your surrender. She dances forward, still cautious, and flicks her knife blade to your throat.
“On your knees,” she commands.
You drop down to your knees and let the Sword of Veleda drop from your grasp.
“Lucas, no, what are you doing?!” Theora cries.
“He knows what he is doing,” croaks Toad. “This is what your hear wants, Theora. He wants me to defile your holy body.”
“No,” gasps Theora.
Saleen chuckles. Toad throws back his head and croaks with triumphant laughter, his scaly belly jiggling.
“This sick little boy you think can be a hero is just a pervert,” says Toad. He gestures to Saleen. “Leave him be, Saleen. I am sorry this one could not give you a proper fight.”
“Perhaps next time, speck,” she whispers to you before moving the blade from your throat. She turns and bows to Toad, then departs through the curtain.
“Stand,” says Toad.
You arise from your knees. You cannot look at Theora, though you can feel the disappointment radiating from her out of the corner of your vision. You gave up willingly and now Theora must pay the price. Your cock stirs at the thought.
CONTINUE >





The pleasure of Yasmeen’s coils

You look at her immense, powerful serpentine lower body and you know you want to feel your cock being squeezed by those coils. You have indulged in many pleasures with monster girls over the last few weeks, but none quite like that.
She sees you staring at her snakelike half and her smile widens. She lifts her tail, crimson on one side and gold on the belly with subtler patterns of blue becoming visible as she twists and turns its before you.
“You like it?” She hisses.
“Y-yes,” you admit.
“My scales are more beautiful than human flesh. Let me pleasure you with them and then you may answer my riddle.”
“Oh, yes, pleasure me with your coils,” you cry.
“Very well,” laughs Yasmeen. She plucks off your robe and wraps you up in her serpentine lower body.
Her coils are incredibly powerful and much bigger than any serpent you have ever seen. She squeezes you, seemingly showing off that she could pulverize your bones if she chose to do so. You whimper as your hard cock slides between layers of her encircling coils. The cool, smooth scales begin to squeeze and slide back and forth, creating an intensely pleasurable friction around your cock.
“Ohhhhh,” you moan as she twists the coils wrapping your body. She tenses and releases the pressure on you again and again to massage your cock and your entire body along with it. With surprising quickness, you feel your tension build and your cock swell and ache for release. You manage to sputter out, “I-I’m going to cum!”
“Yes, you are,” she laughs. “And I will squeeze out every drop on my beautiful scales.”
You wail with helpless pleasure as her segments of scales rub back and forth over your cock, twist and pleasuring you until you can hold back no longer. You thrust your hips helplessly, fucking between the rubbing layers of her coiled tail, and you explode. Your cum pours into the space between the coils, lubricating and smearing your cock in warm, silky spunk.
Even as your pleasure recedes, she continues. Your cock becomes overly sensitive and you try, pitifully, to escape her coils.
“Oh, Yasmeen,” you moan. “Please… it… it’s too much!”
“I will wring out every drop,” she laughs.
Her twisting coils rub your cock and churn your spilled seed into a musky lather that overflows her squeezing layers of coils like whipped frosting. You moan helplessly as another orgasm rises through your body and you add to the mess, spurting out another load and looking up pleadingly into her pitiless eyes.
“Every drop!” She hisses, the coils seemingly tightening even more. The ecstasy of your orgasm spills into agony and then ecstasy again as you cum a third time. A fourth. Maybe even a fifth, although it is hard to tell as the agony and pleasure are now nearly identical.
“No more,” you whimper and at last Yasmeen stops rubbing your cock and loosens the coils wrapping your lower half. She drops you gently to the floor and you quickly scramble back and pull on your robes.
“I have held up my side of our arrangement,” she says, looming over you once more. “Now you must pay the price.”
“A riddle,” you say. “And if I get it wrong…”
“You will be my dinner,” she says, grinning and revealing a menacing mixture of human-like teeth and sharp fangs.
“Very well,” you say, sensing that you might have doomed yourself. “Ask your riddle.”
“It is not complicated,” says Yasmeen. “A simple matter in fact. What must you break before it can be used?”




How do you answer the lamia?
The answer is a seal
The answer is an egg





Rescued from life as a broodmother

You pass through a tunnel of light and swirling clouds and spill gently onto a floor of warm, white marble lit with golden light. The rapturously beautiful, golden-haired goddess towers above you in her glorious raiment. She nudges you with toes as big as fists and you sit up, gasping at the sight of her.
“You disappoint me, Lucas,” she says, addressing you by your former name. “By foolishly quaffing that potion and then submitting to your body’s yearning, you condemned yourself to a lifetime of serving a harem bride to a monster.”
“M-my goddess,” you stammer, tears falling from your eyes as you look up at her radiant beauty. You feel ashamed of your voluptuous body and you cover your huge breasts with your arms. “Please forgive me. I… I thought I had found my purpose.”
“Oh, yes, I am sure your loins ached for his cock,” scoffs the goddess. “How many loads of his foul seed did you drink? How many clutches of his squirming half-breed young did you birth?”
You quake and bow your head. You have never seen Veleda so angry at you.
“Many,” you moan.
“I should send you back to your life as Grazzek’s slave,” says Veleda. “Let the Succubus Queen and her many daughters claim the world from humans.”
You cry out in despair and guilt, touching your face to the marble.
“I need you, Lucas,” says Veleda, her tone softening. “I need your courage and your strength. I need you to reject this life of mindless pleasure and embrace your true destiny.”
“Yes,” you moan, overwhelmed by love for the goddess.
“You renounce this path of pleasure?” She asks.
“Yes, please,” you lift your tear-streaked face. “Please, my goddess, forgive me. I will return to the fight.”
She smiles sweetly and waves her hand. You experience a shocking sensation like plunging through a wave of fire as your curves tighten back into the musculature of a lean young man. Your maleness restored, you suddenly want to vomit at the sense memory of giving birth to tadpoles.
“Such shame must be erased entirely,” says Veleda. “You cannot continue as a hero otherwise. I will take you back to before… just as you faced Toad’s champion. Try not to make the same mistakes, Lucas.”
“Th-thank you,” you say gratefully.
You feel the memories slipping from your mind. The floor beneath you opens and you plunge into the tunnel of light and swirling clouds. The past and the present bend together as you plummet back to earth.
CONTINUE >




Beg for Toad’s cum all over your body

Your body aches with need as Toad plunders your pussy with each stroke of his gristly cock. Your lust is such that you nearly succumb to the urge to beg him to pump his seed deep into your womb. But the danger of such an act might condemn you to live out your days as a woman and likely a slave to Toad’s monstrous pleasure.
“Cum on me,” you manage to cry out as he pounds you from behind. “C-cover me with your cum!”
“Yes!” Toad croaks with raging pleasure as he slams his cock in and out of your silky cunt. “Yes, I will cover you in my seed! Your lovely body will wear my pleasure!”
“Ahhhhhhh!” You cry out, cumming as his cock swells within your cunt. You arch your back and thrust against him, impaling your stretched pussy on his fat fuckmeat. You are at the clutching height of your pleasure when Toad suddenly pulls his cock from your depths.
The bloated reptile lets out a wordless, yelling croak and strokes his glistening pink cock. His length jerks in his hands and he thumps his cock against your peachy bottom. He croaks again and a hot geyser of spunk splashes your rear and paints your cunt in a thick splatter of his greasy seed. You jerk and twitch with even greater ecstasy as he paints your new curves with hot spurts of his cum. Moving on instinct, you squirm your hips and wiggle your ass from side to side, fucking yourself with your fingers as he completely soaks your lower back down to your thighs with his reptilian cum.
Even after he has spent the last of his seed, you keep fucking yourself with your fingers and gyrating your hips. You pump your fingers into your pussy, driving yourself to another orgasm as Toad watches with amusement.
“You are insatiable, little Lucia,” he croaks. “Let us retire to my bedchamber and enjoy the night. I will introduce your new body to a thousand pleasures.”
Toad’s private room is a lavish, multi-tiered construction of smooth sandstone with the bottom level given over to a pool of warm water and the upper tiers providing living and sleeping space. Toad leads you down to this waist-deep pool of water, his cum washing from your flesh in a milky cloud as you slip into the warmth of the water. He kisses and licks your breasts, moaning lustily as he fondles your body. His clawed fingers invade your eager cunt and you kiss him in reply, your tongue moving against his in a slimy embrace that would have seemed repellent only an hour earlier.
Unbidden, you slide down his scaly body and wrap the soft weight of your breasts around his pink cock. He croaks with pleasure, watching you caress and squeeze him between your plump mounds. The more you writhe against him, stroking him between your tits, the more your aching pussy craves his cock.
“You are so beautiful, Lucia,” croaks Toad. “Maybe even more beautiful than Theora. Oh, and your breasts are so soft. You are going to make me explode.”
“Yessss,” you cry in your high, girlish voice. “Cum all over my face.”
You wank him between your tits, his big, gristly cock thrusting through them with every stroke until Toad’s beastly cockhead twitches and his cum spurts into the air. You lean back at an angle so his hot, spurting spunk can hose your face and open mouth. You gulp mouthfuls of his thick, salty load and cry out with ecstasy as he rains his seed down upon you.
It isn’t long before Toad spreads you out upon the rocks beside his private pool and laps at your cunt and ass. You squirm and squeal with delight, pleasured in places you never imagined, clinging to his scaly head and bucking your hairless slit against his tongue. You orgasm leaves you twitching and trembling by the pool.
“Now I fuck you like a human,” he croaks, climbing between your parted thighs and guiding his fat cockhead to your trembling folds. He plunges into your pussy, sheathing every inch of his monstrous cock inside you and letting out a warbling croak as he fucks you.
You cum more than once beneath the rutting reptile, wrapping your slender legs around his bulk and pulling him deeper. It is only by a last surge of willpower that you remember to remind him to pull out and paint his seed upon your tits and tummy.
By the silvery moonlight filtering from above, you ride his cock, his big hands squeezing your ass as your plump tits bounce and jiggle with each rise and fall of your body. You cum around his reptilian cock with such force that he nearly cums inside you, but manage to slide off him just in time to take his cum all over your ass.
You are in the pool after a final fucking, luxuriating in the warm water and languidly sucking and licking his cock, when you feel a strange burning sensation. Your breasts begin to shrink and your pussy begins to reform into a flaccid cock. As your hair grows shorter and your features more masculine, Toad pushes you away.
“I do not wish to be pleasured by a male human,” he croaks. “Find Kahad in the hall and he will take you to your room, little warrior.”
Feeling strangely embarrassed by your transformation, you gather your things and depart from the bloated reptile’s quarters. Kahad, the masked warrior, provides you with fresh robes and takes you to a small bedchamber where Theora is asleep in a bed. You climb into the bed beside her, exhausted and haunted by what you did with the reptile.
You slip into a disquieted darkness.
CONTINUE > 




Use the Symbol of Veleda

You feel a sudden rush of euphoria as you realize that your faith in the goddess will provide you with the edge you need to overcome Saleen. Keeping your guard up with one hand, you reach your other into the neck of your robe and pull out the golden serpent symbol of the Veleda. You hold it forth like a shield and begin to murmur a prayer of devotion to the goddess. The symbol begins to grow warm and glows faintly in your grasp.
“What are you doing?” Saleen demands as she keeps her distance.
“I call upon the holy power of Veleda!” You shout, the glow becoming brighter and bathing you and Saleen in Veleda’s holy radiance. “Yield to me, Saleen, or face the wrath of the—“
Saleen darts forward and suddenly the symbol is in her hand and not yours. The glow of Veleda’s righteous power fades and the elf flips the symbol over in her hand.
“Hmmm, Veleda is it?” She tosses your blessed symbol aside. “I don’t remember her protecting my family or healing my mother as she lay bleeding. Veleda has no power over me.”
She launches herself into an attack before you can reply. Her fury is raw and real and she slashes and stabs with her daggers again and again. You parry her strikes as best you can, your sword ringing like a bell in your hand and the blade sparking over and over. You retreat, off-balance and overwhelmed by her attack. All it takes is a kick to the side of your knee and Saleen drops you to the ground. She is atop you in an instant, the needle-sharp tip of a dagger pricking at your throat.
“Yield,” she hisses. “Or in the name of your goddess, I will slice open your throat.”
“Yield to her!” Theora cries out.
“Listen to your angel,” laughs Saleen. “I won’t ask again.”
“I yield,” you mutter, feeling totally defeated. Saleen’s dagger leaves your throat and she rolls backwards over your legs and bounces to her feet. She bows dramatically to Toad, who croaks with mirth at your humiliating defeat.
“Well done, Saleen,” he says.
“Thank you, father,” she replies.
“You may leave us,” commands Toad.
Saleen saunters past you, giving you a wink as you struggle to your feet. You cannot stand to look at Theora. Your face is hot with humiliation and your stomach tight with the thought of what is going to happen to the beautiful angel.
Reluctantly, you turn your gaze to Toad.
CONTINUE >




Use a special ability

“Stop running away from me, human!” Yasmeen hisses with annoyance, pursuing you around her throne room with and trying to grab you in her huge, powerful arms.
You are faster than she is, but only just, and you know she will be able to exhaust you if you don’t think of something quickly. You feel certain that the lamia is too powerful to defeat with a normal physical attack and fumbling with an item while you are being pursued relentlessly seems to be a good technique to get yourself killed.
No, you need to call upon one of your special abilities. Theora has taught you more than one and you have a new ability learned from Saleen.
Theora instructed you on the technique of Startle Eye, which allows you to pray to Veleda and conjure a painfully bright flash of light to blind and disorient your foe. Theora also taught you the dangerous whirlwind attack of the Dervish Strike, which allows you to spin and focus yourself into an almost trance-like state of flailing attacks. Even a massive monster girl like Yasmeen would surely be vulnerable to such a rain of blows.
Morelle, the young succubus, took the time to teach you a very different special ability called Maddening Pleasure. By focusing on the pleasure of your foe, you can overwhelm them with ecstasy and leave them stunned and helpless. This technique might be a bit more difficult to apply to a giantess like Yasmeen, but you’re willing to give it a go.
Lastly, you have the ability Saleen taught you in the desert a few days ago. By feigning a mortal wound, you can potentially trick Yasmeen into revealing her vulnerability. When she attempts to finish you off, you strike.
Yasmeen hisses angrily and lunges at you again, this time her sharp nails shred the back of your robe and raise prickling welts down your back.
“Almost had you!” She laughs. “Soon you’ll be melting away in my belly, little human!”
Fear prickles cold down your back. You know she is right, unless you choose just the right special ability and choose it quickly.




Which special ability do you choose?
Use Startle Eye
Use Dervish Strike
Use Maddening Pleasure
Use Lure of the Lily





Drink the pink milk potion

You grab the vial of pink potion from the pouch on your hip. The lamia is bearing down on you, so without giving it a second thought you pop the seal on the vial and tilt it back into your open mouth. The creamy, sweet liquid flows over your tongue. A pleasant heat spreads quickly from your belly through your body.
“What was that?” Yasmeen hisses. “What did you just drink?”
“Poison!” You shout, hoping it will give her cause to hesitate. “I am immune, but it is so deadly that if you eat… eat… aaaaaaAAAAH!”
You drop to your knees as the transformation beings.
Your chest softens and swells into an impressive pair of breasts with thick nipples jutting beneath the draped fabric of your robe. Your waist grows more slender and your hips much wider in proportion. Your ass and legs change as well, becoming more feminine, but it is hard to focus on these changes as your cock seems to invert inside your body. You wail as your bollocks disappear inside you and your cock splits open – somehow not painfully – to become a real and fully functional vagina. Even your hair, once shaggy but short, has grown down to the middle of your back in a silky spill.
“What’s this?” Yasmeen slithers closer, leaning down for a better look. “You have transformed into a… a woman?”
She reaches down cautiously and prods your left breast with a fingertip. You let out a soft whimper as your mound jiggles.
She narrows her eyes and asks, “What is the purpose of this?”
“I thought… um…” You flush as she prods your other breast and rubs one of her huge fingers against your jutting nipple. The sensation makes you whimper with pleasure. Your breasts and nipples are so sensitive.
“You thought I would not eat a female human?” A smile spreads across her face. “Well, you were wrong about that! The prettier the better, my voluptuous little Lucas.”
You cry out as Yasmeen scoops you up in her arms and squeezes you against her breasts. You breathe in her exotic scent as she carries you over to the pillow-laden pedestal. With a single rip, she strips off your robe. Beneath it, you are bare-breasted and wearing underclothes suddenly too loose in the front and too tight in the back. She strips those off with a laugh.
“Quite lovely,” she says, dropping you among the cushions. “I will take my time eating you up.”
Your heart tightens with fear as Yasmeen face descends on you. Instead of unhinging her jaw to swallow you up, she begins to lick your body with her long, pink, and serpentine tongue. It is wet and tingling as it slides over and between your plump breasts. You cry out as it flicks your fat nipples and slithers down your hitching tummy. You lift your head from the cushions and watch in shock as the lamia begins to lick your slit.
As her huge tongue presses into your pussy, you wail with pleasure, arching against the pillows as an orgasm ripples through your body. The sensation is similar to your orgasm as a male, but centered differently and radiating much deeper into your body. It also last so long that you think you are going to pass out.
“Your peach is sweet, my dear,” laughs Yasmeen, licking and even kissing your cunt. “Perhaps you have found a way to save yourself.”
She flips you over onto your hands and knees and laps at your round ass and your cunt from behind. She reaches a big hand beneath your posed body, fondling and squeezing your soft breasts, laughing as she tongues you to a second and third orgasm. You are hot and sweaty from the exertion of your repeated orgasms as she flips you onto your back again.
Her face looms over you, her lips parting to reveal her fanged teeth.
“Please,” you moan. “Please don’t…”
She lunges at you suddenly and you scream as her sharp teeth pierce the supple flesh of your neck. The bite burns with agonize heat as the lamia injects some sort of venom into your body. It spreads quickly through your flesh from your head down to your toes. You look up at her, gasping in the shock of pain as she lifts her face from your neck and licks your blood from her lips.
“I could use a playmate,” she says, her eyes seeming to flash and swirl. “Now look deeply into my eyes, Lucas, and your journey will begin.”
“N… noo…” You whisper, but you can feel yourself falling into the flickering patterns of her eyes. Your body burns with the poision and already you can feel your legs beginning to press tightly together. As you plunge into the trance, you manage to gasp, “Please!”
It is the last word you speak as a human.
CONTINUE >




Item

Saleen charges at you again and you narrowly manage to deflect her attack. You backpedal, giving yourself more room and more time to consider your options. Attacking this trained killer outright is probably not the best idea and you’re uncertain your abilities will provide the edge you need. However, you have a number of items you have collected over the course of your voyages with Theora.
What feels like months ago, but was only a little more than a week, Theora gifted you with a blessed symbol of Veleda. The golden serpent of the goddess hangs around your neck, the weight of it against your chest beneath your robe. It focuses your faith in the goddess and might work to stun or repel even an elf.
Then again, the goddess might not consider an elf to be a monster and Veleda’s light might not frighten the like of Saleen. Her daggers flash as she comes in for another attack, weaving and trying to deceive you with her angle of attack. You are ready for her, catching both of her blades on your sword and throwing her back several feet.
“You can block me,” she sneers, “but you cannot beat me.”
You shift your stance and hear a soft clink in the pouch worn on your hip. Inside that leather pouch are the three vials of milk potions given to you by Gretchen, the cow girl and alchemist. Yes, a sip from one of those vials might provide the edge you need to defeat Saleen!
The blue milk potion enhances your male attributes, turning you into a lusty brute capable of overpowering most enemies and taking your pleasure by force. The pink potion turns you from a man into a woman, which could confuse a monster girl, but probably would not confuse the likes of Saleen. Finally, there is the swirling, faintly luminous pink and blue potion. It must combine the male and female aspects of Gretchen’s alchemy, but the exact outcome is unknown.
Saleen lunges in again and this time manage to slash open your robe and stings you with a minor scratch before you are able to dance out of her reach.
“First blood to me,” she laughs and you see a small bloodstain on your robe. “Why not just give it up now, speck. Your fight is hopeless.”
Not so long as you have your special items. You just have to decide which to employ to defeat this devious elf.




Which special item do you use?
Use the Symbol of Veleda
Drink the Blue Milk Potion
Drink the Pink Milk Potion
Drink the Swirling Milk Potion





Lick Theora’s filthy cunt

“Lick her, little human,” laughs Toad. “Taste the superior seed of a lizardkin dripping from the freshly-seeded cunt of your beloved Theora.”
“Yes,” you moan, mad with lust, and run your tongue over the slimy folds of Theora’s pussy. You immediately taste the salty bitterness of Toad’s cum. The fact that he has defiled her immaculate body with his monstrous cum only excites you more. You moan louder, thrusting your tongue into her creamy cunt and gasping as reptilian spunk pours into your open, eager mouth.
“The little filth-licker has found his proper place!” Toad exults, croaking eagerly. “Doesn’t his tongue feel nice cleaning your cunt, Theora?”
“Oh, goddess, forgive him,” moans Theora. “He’s thrusting his tongue deep inside me.”
You tongue-fuck her soiled honeypot, scooping out the thick, salty spunk and sucking at Theora’s fuck-swollen folds. She begins to grind her pussy back against your face, squeezing out more of her cum as she wails with depraved pleasure. She rides your face, using your submissive mouth and thrusting tongue as toys for her pleasure. Above you, Toad fondles Theora’s breasts and croaks with laughter.
“He makes a good chair for you, my lovely,” says Toad.
“It feels so good,” moans Theora. “He’s s-sucking my pussy. His tongue is so deeeeep.”
She wails with ecstasy, rising her ass and cunt back heavily against your face and smothering you in her spunk-fouled flesh. It only makes your cock jump harder in your trousers and you moan with lust, dutifully driving your tongue deep into her cream-stuffed cunt. You feel her slick walls tighten and squeeze against your tongue.
“Ohhhhhhh! Oh my goddess!” Theora cries with pleasure.
There is no doubt she is cumming as her ass smothers your face and her silky cunt squeezes your tongue as if it is going to pull it from your mouth. Reptilian cum bubbles from deep inside her and you greedily drink the gooey brew as it slides into your mouth. You have never felt more depraved and your cock twitches and jerks in your trousers.
“I think he is going to soil his trousers,” laughs Toad. “Just from tasting my superior reptilian seed.”
“Nnnnnnnnnn!” You cry, jerking your hips against the ropes binding you to the chair. You suck eagerly at Theora’s pussy as she rides the last spasms of her ecstasy against your face. You whimper against her fluttering folds and feel the tension burst in your trousers. Cum pumps from your cock as it rubs against your underwear. A wet spot spreads at the front of your trousers.
“He did!” Toad croaks with laughter. “The little boy spilled his seed!”
“Oh, Lucas,” moans Theora sadly. “How disappointing.”
Toad lifts her from your face and as you breathe cool, fresh air again, you are forced to look up at Theora’s flushed expression of disappointment.
“You have a taste for the finger things,” croaks Toad, nudging you with a clawed foot. “Fresh lizardkin cream decanted hot from the cunt of an angel.”
“I… I… thank you,” you moan, wincing as the foolish words leave your lips.
“Ha! Kahad, untie this grateful young lad and take him to a bedroom. Get him some fresh robes and something to eat.” Toad wraps a scaly arm around Theora’s shoulders and walks her away from you. “Come, my dear, let us explore the pleasure of your beauty.”
The masked warrior Kahad unties you from the chair and leads you out of the throne room just as Theora begins eagerly sucking Toad’s glistening pink cock. She shows no hesitation and you find yourself, strangely, almost envious of the beautiful angel.
Kahad drags you to a small, windowless bedroom. A servant brings you clean clothes, a tray of food, and a pitcher of water. You clean up and change your clothes and then settle in to a night alone in Grazzek’s desert fortress.
CONTINUE >




Surrender

Staring up at the beautiful and terrifying lamia, it suddenly occurs to you that you do not need to continue fighting. You are beyond the salvation of Veleda. You could end it here and now and what better way than to offer yourself to be devoured by this gorgeous lamia? Your cock twitches at the thought and you feel a thrill as you make up your mind.
“What is it?” Yasmeen hisses. “Why do you smile, little human?”
You toss your sword aside and it lands with a loud clang on the tile floor.
“Because I surrender to you, mighty lamia,” you say, spreading your arms wide and taking a step closer.
“You… you want to be eaten?” Her lips quirk into a smile. “Even though your goddess will not save you?”
“Yes,” you moan. “Devour me.”
“Prey are never so willing!” She laughs with apparent delight. “You should see them cowering and pleading for their pitiful lives. But you, brave Lucas, offer yourself as a meal to me.”
“Yes,” you moan, your cock twitching at the thought.
“I will take my time then,” she says, gently wrapping her coils around your legs. “I will make you enjoy every moment.”
She draws you closer to her giant human upper body, lifting you off the floor in her coils. She holds you level with her huge face and reaches out a hand to tear off your robes with a single mighty tug. Your hard cock bounces free of your shredded underclothes and Yasmeen giggles at the sight of your manhood.
“You must really want this,” she says, drawing you closer still to her face. “Does your angel know that you wish to be eaten?”
“She… she doesn’t know,” you gasp, staring from Yasmeen’s massive breasts to her glistening lips.
“She will certainly be in for a surprise when I tell her you are in my belly!” Yasmeen’s cruel laugh makes you shudder with fear. “But first, a taste of pleasure for a little human.”
She lifts you with her tail and drags you into the soft valley of her cleavage. Your cock disappears between her soft mounds and she pulls your face to one of her rosy nipples, as long and thick as your thumb. You moan submissively, sucking at her huge breast as she kneads your cock between the huge cushions of her breasts. You pleasure builds and you begin to move your hips and fuck into the supple valley between her mounds.
“Yes, that’s it,” she laughs, caressing you with a huge hand. “Enjoy the pleasure of my breast. Suck at them with your warm little mouth.”
“Mmmmmm!” You cry, jerking your hips and fucking faster and harder between the huge mounds of her breasts. Your pleasure tightens in your abdomen, your wanton ecstasy only fueled by the knowledge of your looming destruction. She giggles as you humiliate yourself, humping away at her huge breasts, your cock swallowed up between them.
“Spill your seed,” she gasps. “Go on, Lucas. Cum for the last time. Pump your seed uselessly between my breasts.”
“Ahhhhhhhhh! Yesss, Yasmeen!” You cry, hunched over her bust, thrusting your hips to fuck between her enormous breasts and sloppily sucking at her fat nipple at the same time. Your pleasure surges and you explode into the warm, soft squeeze of her cleavage. You gasp your pleasure against her rosy nipple as she laughs cruelly.
“Oh, Lucas, I feel your seed,” she laughs. “Spilling between my breasts. Sealing your pitiful fate.”
“Ohhhhh, Yasmeen,” you pants, thrust twice more as the last of your cum spurts between her tits. You feel the slimy liquid smearing your cock as your manhood begins to wilt. Yasmeen, still holding your body in her coils, releases your cock from between her huge, cum spattered mounds.
“Say goodbye to your life, Lucas,” she laughs and as you stare up in horror.
Yasmeen’s already big mouth unhinges and opens impossibly wide. Her coils lift you to her mouth, hot and sweet, as you are impossibly swallowed into that huge maw. Moaning in horror, you are shoved down her gullet, sliding slowly down the silky walls of her throat and stretching into a belly.
“Mmmmm, you are a bigger meal than I expected,” chuckles Yasmeen and you feel her hand pressing against you as she rubs her distended belly. “Now, dissolve into mush inside me, Lucas. When you’re all gone I will eat your presumptuous angel friend.”
“What? Nooooo!” You cry, pressing against the walls of Yasmeen’s stomach. Her belly gurgles around you, but it is too late to escape. Digestive fluids soon cover your body and you sink back into the comforting warmth. You begin to soften as darkness closes in around you. Despite knowing that your doom is approaching, your cock stiffens and twitches a last few times, sputtering out your last orgasm.
“Oh, did you cum again?” Yasmeen laughs at your pathetic display. “You truly are pitiful, Lucas. But you do not have to worry anymore. Just relax and dissolve.”
The darkness comes like a cloak being draped over your head. Cold replaces the warmth of the digestive bath you are in as you slip into oblivion. The last sensation you experience before you disappear completely is the dull weight of Theora land atop you in the stomach of the giant lamia. She is helpless and will soon share your fate.
You have perished and Veleda cannot rescue you.
BAD END




The pleasure of her breasts

You are enraptured as you stare up at Yasmeen’s huge, creamy breasts, heaving with each breath, her thick rosy nipples jutting from her wide areolas. You want to fondle them and kiss them and suck them. You want to thrust your cock between them and know the pleasure of her gigantic mounds. Not even Gretchen’s milky udders can match the breasts of this giantess for sheer size.
“Y-your breasts,” you stammer. “I want to, um, experience the pleasure of your breasts.”
“Oh, of course, your mammal instincts draw you to my bosom,” she laughs. “Very well, Lucas. I will give you the pleasure you desire.”
She wraps you in the coils of her serpentine tail and strips off your robes as if shucking the husk from a ganaba fruit. You gasp as her smooth scales rub against your aroused cock. She lifts you up to her huge, heaving mounds, each too large to hold in both hands, and she presses your face against them.
You moan with delight, inhaling her exotic scent as she rubs your face and upper body back and forth against her yielding titflesh and her rosy, thumb-sized nipples. She slows her rubbing back and forth and you are able to grapple with the huge mounds of her breasts and run your tongue over her supple mound. She lets you a catch a nipple with your lips and suck eagerly at her, burying your face against her creamy flesh. You latch to her huge breast, hugging both of her mounds against you like the warm cushions of bed.
Your cock is twitching with need and rubbing against her flat tummy. She slithers with you in her arms over to the cushions and falls gently onto her back, lifting you with her tail and drop you with your hips against her breasts.
“Fuck them, Lucas,” she hisses, squeezing her breasts around your cock. “Fuck my breasts with your adorable little cock.”
“Ohhhhhh, yesss!” You moan, grabbing a soft handful of each of her breasts and using this as leverage as you thrust your cock between her mounds.
“So eager!” Yasmeen laughs, pressing with her hands and making her breasts squeeze even tighter around your cock. “Oh, pound them with your cock! Mount my breasts!”
You work your hips furiously, pounding your cock into the warm, silky heaven between Yasmeen’s tits. Your cock leaks precum, smearing lubrication along your shaft and allowing you to fuck her tits faster and faster. She keeps her tail wrapped around your legs from your thighs down to your knees, but does nothing to slow down your rampant thrusting. You fingers tighten on her soft flesh and you arch your back, crying out with shameful pleasure as you explode between Yasmeen’s tits.
“I feel your seed squirting between my breasts!” She laughs. “Squirt it all out, Lucas! Give me every drop!”
You thrust your spurting cock between her tits until the pleasure begins to fade. You slow your strokes, but Yasmeen does not allow it. She tightens her tail around your legs and forces you to continue thrusting into her cum-smeared cleavage.
“W-what are you doing?!” You cry as she forces you to fuck your overly sensitive cock between her creamy breasts.
“Every drop!” She hisses. “You stop when I tell you it is time!”
She forces you to fuck her massive mounds and you are too weak to resist. The feeling of being powerless in the clutches of such a dangerous woman is actually exciting and the more she makes you fuck her breasts the more you feel your pleasure rising again. You cry out with agonized pleasure and explode again between her tits. Your spurts are quickly spent, but she continues to force you to fuck her mounds.
“Ahhhh! Please!” You cry.
“No! Keep that little cock hard!” She laughs, clearly enjoying forcing you to do this. “Look, it is trickling out onto my neck.”
Her tail tightens almost painfully and she moves your body, forcing your cock in and out of that luscious valley. It is quite wet between her tits and each stroke is well-lubricated. Your pleasure rises again and you cry out, your cock pulsing quickly and Yasmeen unrelenting. She makes you cum a fourth time and a fifth. By the sixth time, you are barely able to stay hard, but you are still cumming between her soft, squeezing mounds.
“No more,” you croak. “I can’t… can’t do it anymore.”
“You have gone all soft, Lucas,” she coos with disappointment. “Very well, you have had your pleasure.”
She lifts you away from her bust with her tail and sets you on the floor at the base of the pedestal. She sits up and inspects her cum-smeared breasts. She wrinkles her nose with disgust and wipes the seed away with a kerchief as big as a blanket. You steal the opportunity to pull on your robe and pick up your sword. Yasmeen finishes cleaning herself and tosses the kerchief away. She returns her attention to you.
“Now then, Lucas,” she smiles and slithers off her pedestal. She looms above you, a terrifying giantess. “You must answer my riddle or you will be my next meal.”
“R-right,” you say, fear and guilt rising within you in equal measure.
“Paupers have it,” she says, her tone elevated, “kings need it. If you make your meals of it you will perish. What is it?”




How do you answer her riddle?
The answer is power
The answer is nothing





Use Startle Eye

You need to even the odds against the giant lamia. The best chance you have is if you can eliminate one of your senses. If she can’t see you, she won’t be able to tell you are moving in for the kill.
Running from Yasmeen, you begin to speak your prayer. It is more difficult than usual to call upon the righteous power of Veleda, but you feel it welling from inside your body, focusing in your clenched fist. Her magic might not penetrate this place, but Startle Eye comes from within as much as from the goddess.
The prayer reaches its peak and you turn and thrust your fist at Yasmeen’s giant face. You open your hand, palm up, and wince away as the bright flash bursts from your hand. Even with your eyes closed you can see the details of the chamber around you.
Yasmeen howls with rage and is still thrashing and grabbing her face as you turn to confront her. She stops moving suddenly, almost as if she has been stunned by being blinded. Her tail is stretched out nearly straight on the floor.
Now is your chance, you realize. You take hold of your sword with both hands and run swiftly around her tail, racing towards Yasmeen’s heaving breasts. If you can plunge your sword between them or perhaps into her throat, you can end this fight and trap her in the Crystal Sanctum. Then she’ll answer your questions about Chthona!
You draw back your sword to strike the killing blow and you are suddenly caught in the coils of her tail. She wraps you tightly and lifts you up off the ground.
“You thought blinding me would take away by ability to sense you?” She laughs as she dangles you upside down over her face. “I am accustomed to being sunblind in the desert. I use my tail to sense the vibrations of my prey and you, conveniently, ran straight up to me. It is almost as if you wanted to be my prey all along.”
You try to speak, to shout in anger or perhaps plead for your life, but her tail holds you too tightly. She unhinges her jaw and opens her mouth wide, revealing her fangs and her huge, pink gullet. You try to scream as you are thrust headfirst down her throat. In her stomach, bathed in her digestive juices, the last hope you have for escape fades away as you melt into mush.
This was not the end you had hope for yourself.
And Veleda will not come to save you from it.
BAD END




Time to return to the real world

“Actually, Hina,” you say to the pretty golem. “I think it is time for me to return to the real world.”
“I understand,” says Hina. “I wish you could stay with me forever, master, but I will be waiting for your return.”
You give her a kiss on the cheek and step back. You grasp the pink control crystal in your hand and close your eyes. There is a flash of light as you return to the tent in the Sea of Sand. The storm has abated and daylight streaming through the hide walls of the tent reveal the storm-blown dunes that have almost buried your tent.
You open the flap and sand rushes into the tent with you. It takes a bit of digging to get your head and shoulders out of the tent and into bright daylight. There is no sign of Saleen, the merchants, or the sand shufflers. Even the footprints of the beasts have been scrubbed away by the gentle breeze.
“It would have been nice to say goodbye to her,” you mutter.
You pull your head and shoulders back into the tent as there is a bright flash of light. Theora manifests beside you.
“It is time for us to depart for your farm,” says Theora. “Yasmeen’s magic has faded and I feel my connection with the goddess fully restored. She will send us back to your home. Let us bid our farewells to Saleen and the others and—“
“They’re gone,” you say. “They left without us.”
“Ah, well enough then,” says Theora. “Are you ready to depart, Lucas?”
“Yes,” you say.
She takes your hand and gives it a squeeze. Her eyes lock with your for a moment and the faintest hint of a smile plays at her lips.
“Oh, goddess, hear my call,” she begins her prayer. A moment later there is a flash and you and Theora are being flung through the sky at impossible speed. It only takes a few seconds for you to be transported thousands of miles by the power of the goddess.
CONTINUE >




Visit with Gretchen the cow girl

“Hina, please take me to see Gretchen the cow girl,” you say. “I think I owe her a visit.”
“Very good, master,” says Hina, setting off through the palace. As you follow her, she warns, “Gretchen is very cross that you have not visited her in many days. She might be in a foul mood when you arrive.”
“Good to know,” you say.
The beautiful, exceedingly buxom cow girl is usually quite friendly, but she can also be very forceful, particularly when it comes to extracting your “milk” for you use in her alchemical experiments.
You find the door slightly ajar to Gretchen’s laboratory. Hina waits in the hall as you step inside and find Gretchen’s neatly-arranged ingredients in disarray, the counter strewn with empty vials, and a pot of foul-smelling liquid boiling down to almost nothing on a tiny stove. You pull the pan off the fire and set it into a vat of cloudy water. It hisses and spits as it sinks down into the liquid.
“Gretchen?” You call softly, pushing the leather straps of one of her hanging milking harnesses.
There is no sign of her in the laboratory, but you hear muffled sounds coming through a heavy iron door. You listen, pressing your ear to the iron door, and you hear moaning, grunting, and steady thumping sounds almost as if something is being hammered on the other side of the wall. You turn the latch on the door and it creaks slightly on its hinges as you swing the door open.
Gretchen, the buxom cow girl, is in full rut. She is standing up and thrusting against a massive, glistening, wall-mounted cock. Her plump ass smacks against the wall as she takes every inch and pulls back again, her huge breasts swinging and flicking drops of milk with each ride back onto the huge cock. Her hair is heavy with sweat, her body flushed and her face contorted with pleasure.
“Mooooooooo!” She bellows.
“Gretchen?” You say softly.
She stops instantly, stiffening and swinging her head to look at you. Her nostrils flare and her eyes burn with sexual heat.
“Lucas!” She bellows and, with a loud, raunchy slurp, slides off the massive cock stuck to the wall. You realize it is a horse cock in design and scale and she has been fucking herself senseless with it, creating great puddles of milk and her nectar on the floor beneath her. You look up and realize she is charging straight at you, her head down and her horns pointed at your midsection.
“W-wait! What’s wrong? I didn’t—“
She runs at you and catches you, thankfully, with her shoulder instead of her horns. She drives you to the ground and is on you in an instant, sheathing your cock on her loose, well-lubricated pussy. She begins to ride you with an angry fervor, snorting and mooing as she bounces her big ass and hot cunt up and down on your hips.
“Ahhhhh! Wait! I can’t… I can’t AAAAH!” The intensity of her sexual need drives you over the edge in seconds and you grab her thick hips and big ass and squeeze as you thrust upwards and explode into her dripping cunt.
You are still spurting as she drops the weight of her tits onto your face and feeds a thick nipple into your mouth. Her silky sweet milk hits your tongue and you are flooded with lust. You latch to her breast, sucking greedily as her milky mound spurts over your tongue. The more you drink, the more you need, your hips working as you resume fucking her. Your cock stirs your cum inside her with every stroke. She moans bestially with pleasure, working her hips and grinding your crotch, her walls tightening and squeezing around you.
“Drink up, Lucas,” she says. “Good boy! You left me for days and days! I have never been so long without your milk!”
“Mmmmmmm!” You moan, drinking greedily from her teat as you thrust your cock faster and faster into her sloppy pussy. As her plentiful milk fills your belly, you enter a dreamlike state of pure pleasure, fucking her and exploding inside her. Her ride atop you slows as she squeezes out every drop of your load.
She rolls off you and pins you with your back up against the wall. You are only a few feet from her huge horsecock toy as she thrusts her big, round ass back and impales her pink pucker onto your cock. She bounces her plump bum against you, thumping you into the wall faster and faster and with more and more force until you let out an agonized cry and spurt your diminishing flow into the hot depths of her bowels.
“Please,” you gasp, your cock slipping from her creamy ass and wilting despite the haze of lust in your mind. “I… can’t keep going, Gretchen.”
“Need more milk,” she insists.
She crouches beside you, stroking your flaccid cock in her soft hand. She works her grip on your cum-smeared manhood, panting and snorting with need, gradually coaxing you back to full hardness. Her hand pumps faster and faster, the cumlube covering your cock churned into a musky froth, her eyes blazing with lust and her nostrils flaring wide.
“Boy milk,” she snorts.
“Ahhhhhhhhhhh! I’m going to cum!”
Her grip on your cock only tightens and she pumps faster, opening her mouth wide and sticking out her tongue. You watch as she wanks you into her open mouth, your cum exploding all over her tongue and oozing down her throat. She stuffs your cock into her mouth, sucking out of every last drop of your load before releasing your manhood from her soft lips.
“W-was that enough?” You gasp, your legs trembling.
“For now,” she says and lets you slide down the wall and onto the floor.
You try to catch your breath as Gretchen fetches a white potion from a nearby shelf and unstoppers the top.
“Pure condensed milk,” she says, tipping it to your lips. “It will rejuvenate you.”
You drink the sweet, thick liquid and feel your strength returning. You sit up and manage to catch your breath.
“Lucas, you can’t leave me so long without your milk,” she says. “I go mad cooped up in here without a boy for my experiments. I had to make those Hinas build me that stallion cock just to keep me occupied, otherwise I think I would have smashed them to pieces.”
“I… I promise,” you say. “I won’t do it again.”
She helps you to your feet and you pull on your slightly damaged clothing. With a last embrace and kiss that leaves two milky spots on your tunic, you depart from Gretchen. Hina is waiting for you outside Gretchen’s barnlike laboratory.
“Did you calm her, master?” The golem girl asks.
“Well, she sort of calmed herself,” you offer with a sheepish grin.
“Very good, master,” she says cheerily. “Where would you like to go now, master?”




Where would you like to go now?
Time to return to the real world
Visit with Yasmeen the Lamia
Visit with Izabella the Vampiress
Visit with Morelle the Novice Succubus
Visit with Oola the Slime Girl
Visit with Theora the Angel of Veleda
Spend some time with Hina the Golem Girl




The pleasure of her mouth

You stare up at Yasmeen’s luscious lips and her mouth, twice as big as any human mouth at least, and your cock twitches. You know you must feel the pleasure Yasmeen can give you with her mouth. It is surely worth the risk of being devoured by the lamia.
“Your… your mouth,” you say.
“Oh? The very mouth that could swallow you whole?” She laughs. “You want a taste of the pleasure I can give you with my lips and tongue?”
She slithers closer and reaches her hand down to your groin to play her a fingertip over the bulge in your robes. Your cock twitches and Yasmeen giggles cruelly.
“Very well,” she says. “Undress, human, and face the pleasure.”
You quickly pull your robes and underclothes off. Though you are unwashed from your long days journey in the desert, Yasmeen does not seem to mind. She slips her serpentine tail beneath you, lifting you up like a seat for your bum and bringing you closer to her heaving breasts decorated with gold chains and her beautiful, but horrifyingly huge face. She runs a nimble pink tongue over her lips and opens her mouth in a smile that reveals a predatory mix of human-like teeth and sharp fangs.
“Goddess,” you murmur, knowing your prayer will not reach Veleda.
You are so close to Yasmeen’s face than you can feel her hot breath tickling at your crotch. Her tail shifts and brings you closer. Her evil, reptilian eyes stare into yours as she extends an inhumanly long tongue and runs it slowly over your bollocks and your hard cock. You cry out as you watch her long tongue wind around your cockhead, down the shaft, and squeeze. Your cock darkens from crimson to purple and your pleasure rises as she strokes you with her impossibly nimble pink tongue.
“Ohhhhhhh,” you moan, horrified and yet experience an incredible pleasure as she draws your cock to her soft lips and easily sucks the entire length of your manhood into her mouth. You cling to her silky scarlet hair and the sides of her head as she sucks you rhythmically and wanks your cock with her tongue within the hot prison of her mouth. Your pleasure rises inexorably and you cry out, “AAAAHHH! Yasmeen! I’m cumming!”
Your cock throbs against her tongue and you spurt your seed into Yasmeen’s sucking mouth. Your cock jerks again and again and her only reaction is a faint laugh vibrating up your shaft. As your pleasure peaks and recedes, your manhood becomes overly sensitive and yet still she massages you with the winding serpent of her tongue and sucks you hungrily.
“Yasmeen! Ohhhh! Please! Please it… it... it’s too sensitive! Ahhhh!”
“Mmmmmmm,” replies the lamia, continuing to suck your cock through the hot agony of your refractory period. Within what feels like seconds, you are on the brink of another orgasm. She sucks hungrily, her tongue somehow wrapping your cock and flicking at your tight bollocks in the same instant. You thrust helplessly past her lips, fucking her huge, eager mouth until you burst a second time.
“AAaaahhh!” You whine, spurting your seed helplessly into the lamia’s mouth as she drains your cum.
Still she does not relent. You flail and try to push her head away, but she wraps your legs in her coils and her powerful hands hold you still as she drains your cock a third time. Her cruel laughter vibrates up your shaft and torments you through another refractory period. Almost as soon as your third orgasm has finish, you are cumming again. You cry desperately. You are not even sure you are spurting seed out but the contractions are strangely intense and almost unpleasant.
Yasmeen, at last, pulls your cock from her mouth. She unfurls her coils and drops you naked to the floor. You grip your throbbing cock as it begins to wilt. It is sore, as if she had started to devour it and almost could not stop.
“Now,” she says, looming over you as you struggle to your feet, “you must answer my riddle. If you answer me incorrectly, I will devour you.”
“W-wait,” you say. “Please. Let’s—“
“No!” She hisses, anger showing on her face for the first time. “Answer my riddle. If you refuse, then you die as if you answered incorrectly.”
“V-very well,” you say miserably.
Her smile returns and she slithers closer so that you can barely see her face above the immense prominence of her breasts.
“If ten gold coins sit upon a table and you take four, how many coins you possess now?”




How do you answer Yasmeen?
The answer is six
The answer is four





Offer yourself for Theora’s dominant pleasure

Theora is far more than some farm girl or whore from St. Ingbert. She is an angel of Veleda, a radiant creature of the heavens. She deserves to be served.
“Theora,” you whisper against her lips.
“Yes, what is it?” She askes.
“Let me pleasure you,” you say. “Please. Let me, um, let me serve you.”
“Really?” She releases your cock from her soft hand and takes a step back. Her expression has changed. Her eyes are harder, her brow arched with amusement.
“Yes,” you say. “I am your, um, your student. Your… your…”
“My slave?” She folds her arms across her glorious breasts. “My begging little fucktoy?”
“Ohhh, yesss,” you moan, your cock twitching with excitement.
She shakes her head and sneers, “How do you always manage to grovel lower than I thought possible?”
Her words are like a lash across your body. You jerk back from her, your cock twitching and throbbing with submissive pleasure as you moan with despair and admit, “I am not worthy.”
“No, you are not,” she says, slowly unfolding her arms. You try not to stare at her beautiful, creamy breasts and her plump pink nipples. She presses the fingers of one hand to your shoulder and gives you a shove. “On your knees then, Lucas.”
A grateful moan escapes your lips as you drop to your knees and bow your head almost to the floor. It helps you avert your gaze so you are not staring at Theora’s lovely naked body. She approaches, her dainty feet coming into view.
“It has been a long journey to Vorokesh,” she says, lifting one foot towards your face and wiggling her toes. “I think you need to massage my feet. Massage them and… clean them.”
“Oh, yes, thank you, Theora,” you moan, cradling her offered foot adoringly as you caress it and kiss her delicate toes.
“That’s it,” she says disdainfully as she pushes her foot against your mouth. “Kiss it. Suck it. Suck my toes, you little naughty pig. Mmmmmm… yes, get your tongue between them. This is what you really want, isn’t it, Lucas?”
“Oh, yes, Theora,” you moan, slurping on her toes two and three at a time. You lick her arches and her heels. You clean the soles of her feet with your submissive tongue.
“Clean enough,” she declares, shoving you away with her foot. “Your filthy mouth will never truly clean my holy body.”
You dare to glance up at her and her entire body seems to glow with holy radiance. She climbs onto the bed, stretching out face down on the cheap mattress. Her rich, golden hair and flawless alabaster skin seem to elevate the luxury of your shoddy accommodations. You cannot look away from her gorgeous white wings, her creamy ass, and her long, shapely legs.
“Do not stand there gawking,” she snaps. “Get over here and massage my muscles.”
You climb carefully onto the bed with her, feeling the poorly-made frame shift and creak beneath you. Once you are certain the whole bed is not going to collapse, you set to work, massaging Theora’s lower back, running your hands under her feathers and up to the roots of her wings, her muscular shoulders, and back down again to massage her hips and her ass. You spend so much time squeezing and marveling at her luscious rear, stealing glimpses of the pink divot of her anus and the gold-thatched beauty of her quim, that Theora glances at you over her shoulder and gives you a hard look.
You quickly abandon her plush rear and move down her legs, deeply massaging her shapely and yet muscular thighs, down to her calves and her ankles, and finishing with another caress of her arches. Theora turns over and you work your way back up her legs, reaching the sweet-scented mound of her cunt.
“You may touch it,” she says, watching your every move.
You massage her vulva, your fingers dragging over her silky patch and caressing the fat bud of her clit for only the briefest moment. She sighs and your hands move higher, up her toned tummy to the spread mounds of her breasts and her thick pink nipples. You caress them carefully, massaging them lightly and teasing your fingertips over and around each of her nipples. The whole while, your cock is straining hard and smearing precum on the bedding. Theora’s hard, silvery-blue gaze convinces you not to try touching your aching manhood.
“Pleasure me now, Lucas,” she says, propping her shoulders up and spreading her creamy thighs. She reaches down to spread her delicate folds and reveal her glistening inner pink. “Make me cum. If you are even able to do this.”
“Y-yes,” you answer happily. “Yes, thank you, Theora.”
You kiss her inner thighs and caress her with your fingers. Theora reaches down and pulls you roughly to her pussy, mashing your nose into her sweet musk and your lips against the heat of her cunt.
“Pleasure me, not tease me,” she growls.
“Mmmmmm!” You reply, eagerly tonguing the hot groove of her cunt. She hisses with pleasure as you slip your tongue into her pussy, trailing out again and up to the fat bud of her clit. She holds you firmly against her sex and you begin to worship her glorious cove with slow, deep licks followed by swirling flicks against her clit. Her thighs tighten on either side of your head, muscles squeezing you and holding you in place. You suck her delicate folds and drink her flowing honey. You are smothered by the fragrant heat of her pussy and you love it, your cock twitching against the bedding beneath you as you sprawl between her legs.
“Yes, that is it,” she moans, arching and thrusting her cunt against your face. “You can do something right, apparently. “Suck it now. Suck me!”
“MMMMM!” You cry, sucking enthusiastically on the slippery peach of her pussy, drawing her folds and her clit against your tongue and licking feverishly. Her grinding motion smears her juices all over your nose and mouth and down to your chin. Her tight cunt grips at your thrusting tongue and her breasts heave as pleasure ripples through her body. A fresh tide of her cum spills into your mouth and you drink it eagerly, baptized by her pure nectar.
“On your back now,” she gasps, pushing your head away. “You will pleasure my ass.”
You do not have the chance to offer a protest even if you wanted to. She rolls you over as you gasp for breath. A moment later, she is kneeling astride your chest and her big, creamy ass descends on your face. She reaches back to pull your face against her plush cheeks and you know what to do. You enthusiastically lick her delicate divot. As you taste her puckered asshole, the beautiful angel begins to ride her ass against your face, smothering you and placing uncomfortable pressure on your nose.
She begins to finger herself as she uses your face as her toy, rubbing her ass against you and covering you with her creamy cushions. You tongue her taint and pink pucker, pushing your tongue inside her as you feel an orgasm seize around your tongue. She works her hips, fucking herself with three fingers as you lave her ass with your submissive tongue.
“Oh, Lucas, you are such a little wimp,” she chuckles as her hips slow. “Go ahead then, you may cum.”
You fumble for your cock, take hold, and last all of three strokes. You feel as if your cock is shooting off your body like a powder rocket your orgasm is so intense. Theora giggles and scolds, “You’ve made quite a mess. I won’t be cleaning it up for you.”
The last demeaning act you undertake for the angel is to clean up your cum. She watches, obviously amused, pointing out every drop you miss as you dab them with your fingers and then lick your fingers clean. The salty milk of your loins is disgusting, but you enjoy her judgemental gaze and her domineering instructions to “lick it from the floor” and “suck up the drop from my toe.”
“You may sleep on the floor,” she finally says, pushing you out of bed with a shove from her foot. “The bed is mine.”
You curl up beside the bed and fall asleep with no blanket or pillow. Despite your uncomfortable sleeping arrangement, you are content with the reward you received from Theora.
You are awakened by Theora shoving you with her foot. You roll onto your bank, rubbing sleep from your eyes as you gaze up at her gowned beauty.
“Get up,” says Theora and she tosses your desert robes. “The caravan awaits.”
You dress quickly as Theora steps out into the hall and waits for you. A splash of water in your face from the pitcher is enough to brace you to look Theora in the eye. You step out into the hall, standing up straight and confident.
“I hope you rested well,” she says with a hint of amusement.
“Well enough,” you reply, showing your strength. “Take me to the caravan.”
She seems to consider a retort, but gives you a slight, respectful nod. What happened between you was for the bedroom, not for bickering in public.
“Very well,” she says. “This way.”
Theora leads you through the sandstone corridors of Toad’s fortress and out to the waiting caravan.
Various traders from Toad’s operation have gathered more than a dozen lowing sand shufflers. The hump-backed reptiles have wide shoulders and four thick legs. Their backs are draped with woven saddles and hung with baskets and bags containing goods for trade in Kazadar. Theora walks with you to the front of the caravan and pats the back of the sand shuffler.
“This one is yours,” she says. “I’ll take the one behind. Saleen is taking the lead.”
You look up at the sand shuffler at the very front of the caravan. The diminutive warrior woman is wrapped from head to toe in layers of light tan cloth. She pulls the cloth down from her nose and mouth and smiles.
“Good morning to you, Lucas,” she says and adds a wink. “Are you ready to see the splendors of the Sea of Sand?”
“No,” you say, miserably, struggling onto the back of your sand shuffler.
“It is a long journey to Kazadar,” says Saleen. “Perhaps we will become friends.”
Gripping the woven reins of the sand shuffler, you find Saleen’s optimism very misplaced. The warrior woman clucks and her beast rises higher from the sandy ground and sets out from the courtyard. You try to imitate the sound she made and your beast rises and nearly knocks you from its back. Clinging to the meaty hump of the sand crawler, you embark on your journey to Kazadar.
CONTINUE >




Alone while Toad defiles Theora

Staring at the plain walls of the room you have been given, you can think of little other than Theora being groped, fondled, squeezed, licked, sucked, and plundered by the foul reptilian master of this place. Toad has claimed Theora as his prize for the night and it is your fault. You try to think of how you might have handled things differently, but your mind returns again and again to Theora at Toad’s mercy. Your guilt turns her disgusted moans into gasps of pleasure. In your mind, Theora begins to enjoy being taken by Toad.
Worse, your lewd imaginings begin to arouse your desire. You stare down at the swell in your trousers and grunt with anger.
You resist the urge to pleasure yourself to the thought of your companion being fucked by a monster. You turn to the bland food you have been given, eating the flatbread and scooping the mealy spread into your mouth. There are two desert plums, which are sour and unripe, but which you force yourself to eat to keep from thinking about Theora crying out with ecstasy. Theora slurping eagerly on Toad’s cock. Theora begging, “More! More!”
“Goddess, give me strength,” you mutter and drain the last of the water from the pitcher as if drinking a strong alcohol to forget your troubles.
You glance over at the Holy Sword of Veleda, leaned against the wall. It would be so easy to flee into the sword and escape your troubles in the embrace of one of your other companions.
“No,” you growl, angry at yourself for even considering such an escape. “While Theora suffers, I cannot escape to pleasure. I must embrace my guilt.”
Surprisingly, this acceptance of your role in Theora’s misery for the evening helps you to find some peace. You even hope she is enjoying herself. Though perverse, it is better than the alternative.
You curl on the bed, still angry with yourself, but at least willing to accept that blame. After the exhausting events of the day, sleep comes mercifully quick.
You descend into the fires of a faraway place.
CONTINUE > 




Lick Theora’s filthy ass

The scent of Toad’s foul, reptilian spunk is nothing compared to the raunchy sight of Theora’s cum-flooded anus clenching repeatedly. Your cock throbs in your trousers and you let out a moan of lust. You slowly extend your tongue towards her creamy crack.
“That’s right,” croaks Toad. “Taste my cum, pitiful human. My seed will fill her holes before I am done with her. Go on! Do it!”
“No, please do not humiliate yourself,” cries Theora, wiggling her hips and unwittingly rubbing her cum-covered ass against your tongue.
Your first taste of Toad’s salty, bitter spunk nearly makes you retch. You jerk back and try to spit the taste from your mouth.
“Lick,” croaks Toad, pushing on the back of your head.
You tell yourself you have no choice as you thrust your tongue into the cummy valley between Theora’s glazed globes. You feel the hot divot of her anus twitch and tighten beneath your lick and it makes your cock throb in your trousers. You moan pitifully and begin to lave her creamy crack, the taste of Toad’s reptilian cum filling your mouth as you clean Theora’s ass. You have no choice but to swallow most of the foul liquid, gulping again and again as you lap at Theora’s clenching ring.
“That’s it,” croaks Toad with amusement. “You are only fit to like the seed that drips from her ass.”
Theora whimpers with despair, but your eager tongue, swirling at her ring, encourages her to push her big ass into your face. You are smothered by her soft, round ass, your face smeared with reptilian cum and your mouth full of the taste. You worship her angelic ass, your cock twitching each time you taste her from taint to twitching ring. The more cum you lap up from her cheeks, the hotter and more eager you become.
“I think he likes it,” laughs Toad.
“Noooo,” wails Theora, nevertheless rolling her hips and fucking back against your face.
You finally manage to thrust your tongue into her ass, tasting her pink pucker and escaping the musk of Toad’s cum. She is ironically fresher and cleaner inside her pink hole than any other part of her ass. You thrust your tongue deep, eagerly, eliciting a wail of pleasure from Theora.
This seems to irritate Toad and he roughly hauls your chair back and tips it over backwards. Your head thumps painfully against the floor.
“That’s enough!” He croaks. “The little human has cleaned you up. Now I’m going to give your ass a proper fucking! Kahad, come untie this boy and get him out of my sight! Make sure he is taken care of!”
Toad grunts and you hear Theora wail in shock. The huge, masked warrior appears standing over you. He unties you and wrestles you to your feet. You fight him, glimpsing Toad rutting furiously with Theora from behind, but you are no match for the muscular brute. Kahad drags you out of the throne room as you hear Theora being assfucked. You are taken to a small, windowless bedroom, given a tray of food and a pitcher of water, and locked inside.
All you can think about is Theora’s plush ass being plundered by Toad’s vile cock. And there is nothing you can do to stop him.
CONTINUE >




Defeated by Saleen

You cannot meet Toad’s lecherous reptilian gaze. You hang your head in defeat as the brutish reptile lumbers closer.
“The proud little boy cannot face the consequences of his defeat,” croaks Toad.
“Leave him be,” says Theora.
You watch sidelong as Toad waddles over to her and wraps his scaly arms around her. He runs his fat, pink tongue up her neck to her ear and reaches around her to fondle her ample breasts through her gown. She shudders and you wince in disgust at the sight of his filthy brownish-green hands pawing at her immaculate body.
“You must pay the price for your hero’s failure, Theora,” he croaks with amusement, squeezing her breasts roughly and causing her to cry out.
“Please, stop this,” you cry.
“Stop?” Toad releases Theora and steps past her, his throat inflating as he stands upright and looms over you. “Kahad, tie the boy up. Let him watch while I take my pleasure from his precious angel.
“No!” You cry in outrage.
You kick and flail as the huge human warrior grabs you and drags you over to a wooden chair. He ties your arms behind your back and your ankles to the legs of the chair with unbreakable silk rope. Your bonds are far too tight to allow you any hope of escape.
“Now watch, boy,” croaks Toad, returning to Theora and fondling her as she looks away from him. He parts her gown and slips it from her alabaster body. His clawed hands squeeze and shape her soft breasts. Toad’s pink tongue caresses her neck and her ear and she winces with disgust. One of the foul lizard man’s clawed hands slides down Theora’s gold-tufted sex and he cups her delicate mound.
“Bastard,” you hiss.
“If you hate this so much,” croaks Toad, thrusting a scaly finger into Theora’s pussy, “be a coward and look away.”
He turns Theora’s face to his, forcing her into a kiss and thrusting the wide pink wedge of his tongue into her mouth. He pumps his fingers in and out of her folds, making her breasts jiggle and shake as he violates her perfect pussy.




What do you do?
Look away as Theora pays the price
Watch as Theora pays the price





Drink the Pink Milk Potion

Saleen seems driven by her hatred of human men. Changing into a woman might disarm her of her anger and give you an opening to strike.
You parry another of the nimble elf’s attacks and switch to a one-handed grip on your sword. You reach into the leather pouch worn on your hip and retrieve the vial containing the pink milk potion. You pop the stopper and tilt the vial to your lip and drink a small measure of the potion. You stopper the vial and return the potion to your pouch.
“What was that?” Saleen sneers, feigning another attack. “Some potion is not going to be enough to give you… give you the… what is happening to you?”
“Ohhhhhh!” You cry, barely able to keep your guard up as your body begins to change. Your hair grows long and silky, your waist narrower, your arms less muscular, and your cock retreats, splits, and forms the entrance of your new pussy. You gasp as your chest swells with ample breasts and thick, erect nipples straining beneath your robe. Your hips grow wider, your bottom softer and rounder, and your legs become more slender.
“What trickery is this?” Saleen snarls. “You have become a woman?”
“The woman who will best you, Saleen,” you say, doing your best to sound tough with your newly soft and feminine voice.
Your hopes of catching Saleen off-guard are vanquished the moment you attempt to press the attack. Your large breasts get in the way of your swing, bouncing beneath your robe and completely shifting your body’s balance. You nearly fall over you are so top-heavy on your swing and Saleen is there to take full advantage of your mistake.
“Stupid speck turned into a stupid wench,” she laughs, catching your sword blade on both her daggers and wrenching it violently out of your grasp. You cry out and fall backwards onto your ass, your breasts bouncing violently inside your robe and your thick, sensitive nipples rubbing against the material. There is no chance for you to recover before Saleen is on you, bowling you over onto your back with her weight. She straddles your abdomen and presses the sharp blade of a knife to her throat.
“Don’t hurt that one,” croaks Toad. “I want to have a look at her.”
“Yield to me,” she hisses, presses the blade just hard enough to cause a little pain.
“I yield,” you hiss through clenched teeth. She mistakes your response for anger at her, but you are furious with yourself. Quaffing that potion was foolish.
“Oh, Lucas, what have you done?” Theora moans.
“Well done, Saleen,” says Toad. “You may leave us.”
The petite elf bows to Toad and heads for the curtain covering the entrance to the throne room. As she passes you, she salutes you with one her daggers.
You rise to your feet and find that Toad has descended from his perch of pillows. He walks confidently towards you, his scaly limbs still easily carrying his weight despite his ample belly. His bulging, reptilian eyes blink and he licks the lips of huge mouth with his wide, pink tongue. You catch the strange bestial scent of him as he draws closer.
“Look at what you have become Lucas… or should I call you Lucia?” He runs a hand over your shapely hip, sending a shudder through your body. The big reptile lumbers behind you and his clawed fingers drag over the swell of your rump. He gives your ass a squeeze and you let out a girlish cry.
“Unhand her – him – you perverse brute,” shouts Theora.
“She can speak for herself,” croaks Toad, circling back around to your front. “You were such a brave warrior against my Saleen. How far does your bravery go, Lucia?”
“W-what?” You stammer, your face flushed and the erect shape of your nipples plainly visible beneath your robe.
“Do not do this, Grazzek,” says Theora.
“Oh, so you remember my real name?” Toad smiles, revealing his sharp teeth behind his wide, thin lips. “You’re not jealous are you, Theora? Thinking about how my cock felt all those years ago?”
His bulging gaze snaps back to you.
“I am going to defile your pretty angel, Lucia,” croaks Grazzek. “Unless…”
You shudder as his clawed fingers caress your cheek.
“No!” Theora snaps.
“I will give you the choice, brave Lucia,” says Grazzek. “Take Theora’s place and spend the night with me. Or refuse me and I will force your pretty angel to do things you cannot imagine.”
Your fear is cold, but a strange lust quivers in your thighs and fills your tender core with heat. You try to tell yourself that you are man, not a woman. Could you really allow yourself to be used by this ugly creature to spare Theora?




What do you do?
Agree to Take Theora’s Place
Refuse to take Theora's place





Meeting with the Toad

As you make your way through the endless souks, peddler tents, and narrow, winding alleyways, you become aware that people are gawking at you. Theora notices as well and pulls you aside.
“First thing, we find you clothes more appropriate to the desert,” she says. “Stay here. I will return.”
She slips out of the shadow and you listen to the overlapping voices of the crowd and the occasional high-pitched calls of the water and food sellers. Theora returns and presses several layers of airy, cream-colored robes to wear instead of your trousers and tunic. She blocks the view of the crowd as you strip off and slip into the robes. They are comfortable and despite the multiple layers they are quite cool.
“Good enough,” says Theora as if annoyed by the need to dress you.
“Sorry I don’t have a shape-shifting gown like you,” you mutter at her hooded white gown that seems more modest than before.
The outfit works though and allows you to slip unnoticed through the crowd alongside the hooded angel. She leads you to a sleazy bar, brushing past a tawny-skinned woman with breasts painted with red pigment. The whore offers herself to you in a language you cannot understand. Inside the tavern, Theora approaches the swarthy, black-bearded bartender and speaks to him in the same language the whore had used. The bartender is gruesomely ugly and large, though you don’t really see much resemblance to a toad.
“Here,” he says, beckoning you both to step behind the bar.
You follow Theora and the man holds open a door between the shelves packed with bottles of exotic spirits. Theora ducks inside and you find yourself with her in a dimly lit tunnel that seems cut into the stone itself. You travel for quite a long time, reaching a barred iron door. Theora pulls a string on the frame beside the door and you can faintly hear a bell sounding on the other side.
A slender man with long black hair and armor of green leather greets you. He draws a curved dagger and holds it at the ready.
“We are here to see the Toad,” she says to the man.
“He know you?” The man growls.
“Tell him Theora is here to see him.”
“Best not be wasting his time,” the man growls, but sheaths his dagger and motions for you to follow. You are in an opulent building made from huge red bricks. Tapestries hang on the wall depicting, oddly, armies of lizard men triumphing over humans. In one tapestry, you see a depiction of lizard men slaughtering human men and raping women. In another, you see a legion of lizard men sacking a desert city.
“What is this place?” You whisper to Theora.
“The Toad runs the underworld in Vorokesh,” she whispers. “He will be the one that brokers the caravans to and from Kazadar. He will arrange travel for us to that accursed city.”
“But, you know him?” You ask.
Her lips tighten into a frown. She nods her head, but offers no further explanation.
You reach an archway hung with a heavy curtain of red silk. The man in the green armor pulls the curtain aside and motions for us to enter. You step out into a large throne room open to the sky. Sunlight forms a bright semi-circle on the golden sandstone floor defined by the angle of the sun and the shape of the walls high above. In the shade, atop a great many silky cushions, lounges a corpulent lizard man. His arms and legs are muscular, but it is clear by his ample belly that he has spent his recent years indolent. His scales are a pale green color, almost the same shade as the leather armor worn by our escort, though lighter across his abdomen and chest.
A huge human warrior, bare-chested and with a face covered in an iron mask, stands guard beside the lizard man. Two nearly-nude concubines lounge alongside the lizard man, one caressing his legs with her head against his loincloth and the other stroking his shoulders.
“Toad,” calls Theora, pulling back the hood of her gown.
Toad’s lidded eyes slowly open to reveal narrow vertical pupils and yellow irises. He stares at Theora and runs his wide, pink tongue along the reptilian lips of his enormous mouth.
“Theora of Veleda,” he croaks, sitting up slightly and shifting the girls resting against him. “To what do I owe the pleasure of your visit? Back for more?”
“Business,” says Theora, her jaw tight with restrained anger.
“You are as beautiful as I recall,” croaks Toad, brushing aside the cooing affection of his concubines. “I never expected to see you again, but it is a delight. What business? Tell me of the business you bring to me. Is there profit in it?”
“Afraid not,” says Theora. “I have come to ask for your help.”
“My help?” Toad throws back his head and lets out a warbling laugh that inflates his throat. His smug laughter sends a jolt of anger through you.
“We are trying to save the world,” you say, stepping towards the lizard man.
Toad snaps his head in your direction, his pupils narrowing with anger.
“What is this thing speaking to me, Theora?” He croaks.
“That is Lucas Le Blanc,” says Theora. “He is the chosen hero of Veleda and a formidable warrior.”
“Is he now? He doesn’t look like much.” Toad’s throat swells up again and he turns his attention back on you. “Well, little hero, one of the ones that came before you, one of the other chosen, killed off my entire tribe and only spared me because the girl liked games.”
“He speaks of Ayana,” murmurs Theora. “She fought the monster invasion of the desert.”
“I won her game,” says Toad. “And I lived.”
“And you have flourished,” says Theora.
Toad reaches a brawny arm around one of his concubines and pulls her against him. He growls and fondles her plump breasts as if ruminating with them in his hand.
“It is a lonely existence,” says Toad. “I am the last of my kind. Why would I help you?”
He roughly squeezes the concubine’s breast and she cries out in shock. He shoves her away and she falls to her knees on the cushions beside him. Toad hunches forward, looking from you to Theora.
“Because, Toad,” says Theora in a soothing but firm tone, “I have honored the deal for over a century. You have been left alone. And now I need your help to reach Kazadar.”
“Kazadar?” Toad’s eyes glittering cruelly and his mouth curls into a massive smile. “Taking your new hero to feed him to Yasmeen? I won’t stop you going.”
“We need a guide, a caravan, through the Sea of Sand,” says Theora. “Veleda’s magic will not take us into Yasmeen’s domain.”
“Mmmmmm.” Toad leans back on his cushions, and his cooing concubines return to him, stroking his scaly chest and broad shoulders, their shapely bodies molded to him. “Such a thing could be arranged for you, of course, but at a price.”
“We bring no gold,” says Theora.
“A game then,” says Toad, clapping his clawed hands together. “I do enjoy them so. A wager. Win or lose, I will send a caravan to take you to Kazadar.”
Theora tilts her head to look at Toad sidelong as if suspecting there is a catch.
“If I win, I bed you tonight, Theora,” says Toad. “Since you have left me so alone in this world, it is only fair.”
“You disgust me,” says Theora.
“No,” you shout, stepping forward. The huge warrior standing beside Toad draws a huge sword from his back and takes a step towards you. Toad raises his hand to stop his warrior. “I will not allow you to defile her.”
“Good! Wonderful!” Toad claps his hands again. “You have some fighting spirit. You can stop it, little human. All you must do is defeat my champion in combat.”
Your gaze burns with anger as you look from Toad to the hulking warrior beside him. Despite the brute’s massive muscles and brutal sword, you do not fear him.
“I won’t let my champion kill you,” says Toad. “And I have healers that can repair any injury before your journey.”
“We accept,” says Theora.
“Wait,” you say. You can think of no way to stop this fight from happening. “What do I receive if I beat your champion?”
“Why, Theora, if she is feeling grateful,” laughs Toad. “Oh, but you mean another prize. Well, my concubines could be yours for the night if you prefer.”
The two lovely women step forward, their bodies barely clothed in gold chains and sheer silks. You tear your gaze from the two dusky beauties and look again upon the massive warrior. You have faced powerful monster girls and your talents and abilities have grown, but you still doubt your ability to face such a massive warrior.
You turn back to Theora, gripping her arm tightly as you whisper, “We cannot do this, Theora. Look at the size of that brute.”
“We have no choice,” she hisses. “His champion might be big, Lucas, but he does not have your training nor the Sword of Veleda.”
You start to offer an objection and she presses a passionate kiss to your lips. Her mouth opens to you and for a moment her tongue presses against yours.
The Toad laughs, “Ah, you’ve grown too close with this one, Theora. I think I will tie him up and make him watch while I might with you.”
She breaks the kiss. You turn to Toad and jab a finger towards him.
“I will fight your champion!” You shout. “And I will win.”
Toad croaks loudly, his throat inflating with more laughter. He claps his hands together and one of the concubines rings a huge gong.
“Quiet!” Toad shouts over the resounding gong. “Prepare to meet your foe, little boy!”
He turns his attention to the curtain through which you and Theora entered the throne room.
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Parley

Saleen charges you and you catch her daggers on the edge of your sword. You parry her strike and step aside, letting her momentum carry her past you. For a moment, her back is turned, but you would have to wildly slash at her and possibly terribly wound her. She is too close to human. You would rather talk her out of this fight.
“I’m not going to hurt you, Saleen,” you say. “Not like that bloated reptile sitting on the throne.”
“Toad?” She turns, her ponytail momentarily swinging around her face, her violet-flecked eyes blazing fiercely. “He made me into what I am.”
“A cold-blooded killer?” You ask, backpedaling out of the reach of her daggers.
“Cold-blooded?” Saleen laughs, circling you and keeping her daggers in motion. “I watched humans slaughter my village. I saw three of them rape my mother. They slit my brother’s throat in front of me. I hid under a wagon and watched it all.”
“That wasn’t me,” you say. “I would never do something like that.”
“You’re right, you wouldn’t,” she says and you can hear the anger vibrating in her voice. “I won’t give you the chance. If you tried I would slit you open from your throat to your cock and cut that off for good measure.”
Her anger raises gooseflesh on your arms. Her relationship to the fat reptile sitting on the pillows might not have been the right weak spot to probe.
Saleen leaps at you and you only just get your sword around in time to deflect her dagger. Her other blade opens a slash in your tunic and you feel the hot prickle of blood welling from a scratch. You hiss with pain, turning again to meet her next attack.
“Humans are the evil in this world,” she snarls. “They wiped out his family just like they wiped out mine!”
“It wasn’t me!” You cry, deflecting another attack.
Your deflection has left you wide open. Saleen brings her other dagger up with lightning speed. The flash of silver is so quick that you are sure you are dead. Somehow, she stops the blade short of plunging it into your neck. The cold edge presses against your throat.
“Refuse to yield,” she growls, her voice barely louder than a whisper, “and I will slice open your throat.”
“Yield to her!” Theora cries out in dismay.
“I yield!” You shout, tossing your sword down on the floor with a clatter.
“Pity,” whispers Saleen, pressing her veiled lips close to yours. “I would have preferred to see more of your blood.”
“Well done, Saleen,” croaks Toad, his pleasure evident in his huge smile as he rises to his feet. “Leave us.”
She pulls the dagger away from your throat, wipes the edge on her trousers, and sheaths it in a hidden belt sheath. She bows slightly to Toad, turns, and walks from the room.
Your shoulders slump and you turn to face the ugly lizard man.
CONTINUE >
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Prayers for Aid

The night wind stirs sparks from the smoldering timbers of your ruined house. You kneel in the dirt and ashes, your hands clasped around the golden holy symbol of Veleda given to you as a gift by Theora. The hard feeling of the golden twined serpents in your hands gives you a tiny measure of reassurance.
“Please, goddess,” you whisper, “I am your faithful servant. I have battled great evil in your name and filled the Crystal Sanctum with prisoners. Please turn back the hours. Save my sister from the Succubus Queen. Please. Please…”
Your voice trails off as tears fall from your cheeks. Your sister Genevieve has been taken by the Succubus Queen Lady Rachelle and, according to the broken Hina, your mother was with the Succubus Queen and persuaded Genevieve to join them. You farm has been destroyed and your livestock slaughtered. In the end, the Gedry brothers tried to protect your farm and paid for it with their lives. You buried the succubus-drained husks of their bodies behind the ruin of your barn.
“Please, Veleda,” you begin, your voice rising. “I… need you more than ever. Please show me the way.”
You hear footsteps beside you and look up to find Theora standing over you. Her brow is furrowed in sympathy and her white-feathered wings seem to droop sadly. She slowly lowers herself to her knees beside you.
“I will pray with you,” she says, clasping her hands together, fingers intertwined.
You bow your heads together and pray to Veleda. You beseech the goddess to show her mercy. Theora prays in a language you do not understand, her voice deep and melodious. Her reverent tone raises gooseflesh on your arms and the hairs on the back of your neck. This is an angel calling out to her goddess and creator.
You lose track of time praying and listening to Theora’s voice, so you are not certain how much has passed when you feel the wind stirring and warmth growing in the night air. Ashes swirl around you and the wind begins to howl. Golden light blooms in the air above and peels back in radiant petals to reveal a swirling passage into the heavens. The giant figure of Veleda descends and you are struck with awe and horror as the beautiful goddess stands above you.
“Lucas.” Hearing your name on her lips sends a shudder through your body. “Theora. Rise from your knees.”
You both rise. Theora looks up into Veleda’s eyes, but you cannot stand to face her radiance directly. You keep your head bowed and your gaze averted.
“I cannot turn back time to save your farm,” says Veleda, her voice gentle but unyielding. “I am sorry your sister has gone with the Succubus Queen, but she is not lost. Not yet.
“What must we do, my goddess?” Theora cries, her voice wracked with emotion.
“It is clear,” says Theora, spreading her arms, palms up. “The Succubus Queen dwells in the underworld of Chthona which may only be reached by finding the entrance in the deadly jungle of Saturana. You have the lamia, Lucas?”
“Y-yes,” you haltingly cry.
“She will know the way to open the path,” said Veleda. “I will send you to Saturana when you are ready, but beware, Lucas. It is filled with many monsters and monster girls. I will know if you perish or become trapped, but I because of the nature of this accursed jungle I will only be able to return you to the moment you entered Saturana. You may struggle to retrace your steps.”
“I w-will do my best,” you shout.
“Good,” booms the voice of Veleda. “Gather your slaves and make ready.”
“S-slaves?” You say, uncertain of her meaning.
“She means the monster girls you keep in your sword,” says Theora, gesturing to the sheathed blade at your side.
“Most heroes like to think of them as slaves,” adds Veleda.
“Well, I do not think of them in this way,” you say, “but I will gather them and will discuss the next step.”
“This is acceptable,” says Veleda. “Call out to me when you are ready to begin this, the final quest in your journey, and at last defeat the succubus queen.”
In a brilliant flash of light, Veleda departs. The air rushes in with a thunderclap to fill the void.
You draw the Sword of Veleda from its sheath, raise it above your head with one hand and grasp Theora’s hand with your other.
“SANCTUM SERENITY!” You shout and in a flash of warm, pink light you and Theora are transported from the real world to the pocket realm that contains the palace of white stone and your harem of monster girl companions.
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Tell Theora to fight the goblins

“You sure you can handle these guys?” You ask Theora as you eye the four goblins.
“It would be my pleasure,” says the angel, balling her hands into fists and grinning as she stares at the goblins.
“Then take them down,” you say.
“For Veleda!” Theora cries and leaps into the air, her wings snapping open as she flies over the head of the goblins. They fire arrows at her and she spins to avoid them, knocking away the one that comes closest with a well-timed swing of her arm. She lands among the quartet of goblins. She kicks the one that spoke in the common tongue and he pitches over the side of the gulch and lands in the shallow creek.
Two of the other goblins try to draw daggers and one tries to knock another arrow. Theora punches one so hard he drops as if shot through the head with a powder gun. The other two manage to strike with their daggers, but the beautiful angel knocks aside their blows and suffers only a rip in her white gown. She takes both goblins down with a spinning kick.
“Shall I finish them off?” She asks, her ample breasts heaving with excitement and her grin even bigger.
“No,” you say. “Break their bows and send them on their way. We’ll keep the one that talks and try to get some answers from him.”
“As you wish,” says Theora. She quickly smashes up the goblins’ bows, snapping them like twigs over her powerful thighs.
The three goblins not in the gulch turn and run into the jungle, yipping in pain and fear. Theora reaches down into the gulch and hauls the fourth goblin out of the creek by the sodden back of his loincloth. She deposits the whimpering goblin on his back at your feet and crouches down beside him.
“Not talk,” screeches the goblin, flailing his arms.
Theora presses him down with a hand on his chest.
“I know what will make him talk,” she says.
Before you realize what she is doing, Theora has yanked down the goblin’s loincloth and grabbed hold of its little, bumpy cock. She strokes it as it stiffens in her hand, hardly bigger than her thumb.
“Really?” You scoff. “This is your plan?”
“Goblins think with their cocks,” says Theora, wanking her pale hand on the goblin’s bumpy green gherkin. To your amazement, the goblin stops struggling and its whining sounds become soft whimpers of pleasure.
“Where is your village?” You demand.
The goblin points up the path in the direction you were traveling.
“We should avoid that,” you say. “What’s that way?”
You point to an even fainter path out of the small clearing. The goblin shakes his head.
“What’s that?” Theora asks in a soft voice, her hand deftly working the goblin’s shaft as it begins to ooze precum.
“Old house,” pants the goblin. “Humans live there once.”
“Have you seen any humans nearby?” You ask.
“Furry green man.”
“What about that direction?” You ask, pointing through a thicket with an unusual bloom of flowers.
“G-garden,” says the goblin. “We not go way. Very dangerous.”
“So we check out this abandoned house,” you say, slightly mesmerized by the sight of Theora continuing to wank the goblin’s small cock. “And decide where to go from there.”
“Right,” she says, continuing to stroke the goblin as he whimpers with pleasure. “And what about him? What shall I do with him?”




What should Theora do with the goblin?
Knock the goblin out and leave him
Finish the goblin with her hand
Finish the goblin with her mouth
She should fuck the goblin




Call upon Oola to defeat the goblins

The bubbly slime girl Oola should be more than a match for these four goblins. You raise the Sword of Veleda over your head and shout, “Oola emerge!”
There is a soft “pop” and a bright flash of pink-tinged light. The slime girl drops from several feet in the air, falling to the ground and splashing into a puddle. For a moment, you and the goblins stare at the violet-colored, glistening puddle on the ground.
“Awoo?!” A voluptuous human-shaped slime woman bounces upright from the puddle, gathering mass from the puddle as she forms a gooey head, huge, jiggly breasts, a slender waist, and shapely, wobbling hips and ass. Her chubby legs rise upwards. By the time her feet have appeared, the puddle of slime is gone.
“What this thing!?” The goblin leader says with concern. His comrades chirp in confusion.
“I am Oola!” Burbles the slime girl and she slides eerily towards them without taking steps.
“Shoot it!” The goblin screams.
The goblins fire a volley of arrows, which pierce Oola’s gelatinous body, passing through her, and landing on the ground on the other side. She burbles, but sees completely unharmed. It takes a moment for the goblins to realize that their arrows had no effect. One of them screeches in their savage language and the quartet turns and flees.
Oola is not about to let them escape. The slime girl burbles with excitement and leaps into the air, catching the lower branches of the nearest tree and swinging in a way that takes full advantage of her flexible body. She swings from branch to branch, gaining speed with each swing, her body elongating and her weight shifting for maximum momentum. You have never seen the slime girl move in this way and are astonished by her nimbleness. She disappears into the jungle in pursuit.
After waiting a moment, you turn to Theora and ask, “Shall we just carry on?”
No sooner have you spoken the words than the foliage nearby stirs. A moment later, Oola comes splashing out at high speed, her body wildly deformed by her velocity. She has four arms and a goblin tucked under each. She splatters and reforms on the ground in front of you, burbling happily as you see each of the goblins bound tightly in one of her arms. Their loincloths have been pushed aside and she has a slimy hand wanking each of the four goblins. They writhe and moan as they are pleasured by the slime girl’s hands.
“You don’t have to stroke them like that,” you say. “Only one of them even talks.”
“Yes, but they have yummy boy juice,” burbles Oola. “Extra spicy from little wild boys.”
“Aaiiiieeeee,” cries one of the goblins. You watch as his bumpy little cock twitches inside Oola’s slime and releases a quickly dissolving cloud of his cum into her violet hand. She does not relent, continuing to stroke him through his period of oversensitivity.
“Which one of you can speak sensibly?” You demand as another of the goblins screeches and ejaculates inside one of the slime girl’s hands.
“It… it me,” moans one of the goblins. He thrusts his hips and his cock twitches inside Oola’s fist as he pumps out a load of cum into her hand. He whimpers as she continues to stroke him.
“Where is your village?” You demand.
The goblin points a trembling hand at the continuing path through the clearing.
“It is fortunate we encountered these beasts,” says Theora, grimacing as the fourth goblin cums inside Oola. “We would have blundered directly into their village.”
“What about there?” You ask, pointing to another, much fainter path visible through the jungle.
“To human house,” says the goblin. “No humans. Gone. But…”
“But what?” You demand, trying not to watch as Oola makes one of the goblins cum again.
“Past house,” croaks the goblin. “Is green man. Furry green. Very bad. Very… ahhhh… dangerous.”
“What about the flowers?” Asks Theora, gesturing to a particularly flowery patch of jungle.
“Past house also,” the goblin moans, his head lolling against Oola’s slimy breasts. “We no go that way ever. Garden. Very dangerous. Hungry flowers.”
“Good enough,” you say. “It sounds like we continue to this abandoned house and then decide whether to head towards the green man or the hungry flowers in the garden.”
“Master,” burbles Oola, “I have fun now?”
“Quickly,” you say.
Oola burbles happily and rearranges the goblins onto their backs on the ground. Her central body shrinks down to almost nothing as her hands enlarge and take the shape of goblin-sized versions of herself. Each is connected to the central mass of her body by a tail-like tentacle of slime. The goblins do not resist her as she attacks them with these miniature versions of herself. In fact, in a matter of moments, they are rutting with her like they might their own kind. One is taking his goblin-sized Oola from behind, another is enjoying a blowjob from his Oola, the slime girl is riding the cock of another, and the goblin that talked to you is plowing his Oola in a missionary position.
“Ohhhh, yes, fuck me,” cries Oola. “Your cocks so warm. Give me your boy juice!”
One by one the goblins screech with pleasure, burying their cocks in her slimy bodies and erupting hot pumps of seed into her gooey bodies.
The sight of this miniature orgy is more than a little arousing. You ignore Theora’s stern glance and take your cock out, stroking yourself to the sight of the four goblins rutting with the slime girl. Oola notices you and quickly finishes with two of the goblins, leaving them panting on the ground. She reforms her body, or most of it, and slithers closer.
“Master,” she burbles, “Give me your yummy juice too!”
She presents her jiggling rear and gooey cunt to you.
“You are not actually going to do this, are you?” Theora grumbles beside you.
“It will only take a moment,” you grunt, stroking yourself towards your climax. You grab hold of Oola’s wobbly ass and thrust your hard cock into her slimy crack. Your hardness finds the cool, yielding divot of her gelatinous asshole. You thrust inside and Oola croons with pleasure as your thick human cock stuffs her slimy depths. Her gooey walls tighten around the entire length of your cock, writhing and squeezing in a way no human woman could pleasure you.
“Oh gods that is good,” you chuckle as Oola wobbles and bounces her jiggly ass back against your cock. You smack her rear, watching the ripples travel through her body. The cool, slurping pleasure of her slimy ass on your manhood builds, drawing you towards an orgasm. You thrust heavily into her, holding her slender waist, sending her dangling breasts jiggling.
The sight of one of the goblins still rutting with her cumming inside a miniature version of Oola is enough to send you over the edge. You give out a hoarse shout of pleasure and spurt your seed into Oola’s translucent ass. You marvel as gush after gush of your milky spunk melts into her swirling slime.
“Awoo, thank you, master!” Oola burbles happily.
You pull out, Oola only reluctantly releasing your cock as her ass slurps up the leaking spunk. As you stagger back, you make eye contact with Theora and see the contempt in her eyes.
“We had best be on our way,” she says.
“R-right,” you say, tucking your cock away. You rise up the sword and shout, “Oola return!”
With a flash, the slime girl disappears, leaving four groaning goblins on the ground. They seem dazed by their repeated climaxes and offer no resistance as you and Theora step past them.
You and Theora set off back into the jungle, following the path that veers clear of the goblin village. The journey is more difficult than on the other path, slowing your progress. The darkness of the jungle canopy is beginning to deepen, suggesting that night is falling. With the mountains still not in view, it seems unlikely you will reach them by dusk.
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Call upon Izabella to defeat the goblins

You raise the Holy Sword of Veleda above your head and call upon one of the most menacing girls in the Crystal Sanctum.
“Izabella emerge!”
You shout the words and with a flash of pink light and a sudden gust of chilly air, Izabella appears before you. The busty vampiress, with her pale blue skin and bright red eyes, might have burst into flames if you had called upon her in the open, but even in this clearing she is shielded from sunlight by the dense jungle canopy the stretches above. Her smile reveals her elongated fangs and her lacy white bodice and fluffy skirt reveal much of her shapely body.
“Having troubles, Lucas?” She asks, teasing a fingertip over your chest.
“Goblins,” says Theora, gesturing with a nod of her head. “The ones pointing arrows at your back.”
“Ah, goblins is it!” She laughs and whirls around to face the goblins. “Kindred spirits! Fellow creatures that prefer the night and the shadows to daylight. Hello, little ones. You have nothing to fear from me. Unless you are afraid of pleasure.”
“Stay back,” warned the goblin leader.
“Oh, my, and so brave,” chuckles Izabella, sauntering closer to the leader. “If you simply look into my eyes, you will see that I am sincere and would never hurt you.”
The goblins stare up into Izabella’s glowing red eyes. The tension melts from their posture as they lower their bows and arrows. One after another, they drop their weapons and stand slack-jawed and paralyzed, staring with wonder at the beautiful vampiress.
“Nothing to fear,” she whispers and glided past the leader to the rearmost goblin. She steps behind him, stroking her long nails over his scrawny chest. She looks at you, her eyes flashing as she leans down and bites the goblin on his neck. Blood trickles down his chest as she drinks. The goblin moans with pleasure, his cock swelling in his loincloth. He murmurs in his savage language as Izabella drinks his blood greedily. He jerks his hips, seeming to climax in his loincloth.
Izabella lifts her mouth from his neck, licking her crimson lips. The goblin slumps to the ground, pale and lifeless.
“Delicious,” she says. “A bit earthy and sharp. But not very much to drink. I suppose between the four of them—“
“Three,” you say. “Leave their leader alive.”
“Mmmm, very well,” pouts Izabella.
She seizes the nearest goblin in her arms and bites it much more violently. You look away and face Theora. Anger blazes in the angel’s silvery-blue eyes.
“She is evil,” whispers Theora.
“She is handling our problem,” you reply, twitching slightly at the thump as Izabella discards the second lifeless goblin and moves on to feeding upon the third. Her victim whimpers with pleasure, unable to escape, but clearly enjoying his doom. Another thump soon follows and Izabella lets out a satisfied groan, sucking drops of blood from her nimble fingers.
“Now, what shall I do with this one?” She asks, prowling behind the leader of the goblins.
“We need to ask him a few questions,” you reply.
“Oh, he would be happy to answer them,” says Izabella, stroking his shoulders and scrawny neck. “You will be a good boy and answer everything Lucas asks, won’t you?”
“Y-yes, mistress,” stammers the goblin.
“Such a good little boy,” she says, stroking his bald head. “Go on, Lucas, ask him what you wish.”
“What is your name?” You ask, suddenly feeling sorry for the goblin.
“Igbek,” says the goblin.
“Where is your village?” You ask him.
“Up path,” he says, pointing at the continuing path through the jungle. “Beside mound of burying. Many goblins there.”
“What about that path?” Theora asks, pointing to a much fainter path through the jungle.
“That go to empty house,” says Igbek. “Keep go that way, see green man. He is hairy and dangerous. Or you go towards garden. Even more danger. Never go towards garden.”
“Why not?” You ask.
“Plant eat goblins,” says Igbek, a tremor of fear crossing his face. “Eat my brother.”
“We continue to the abandoned house,” says Theora. “We can decide where to go from there.”
“What about this one, master?” Izabella asks, caressing the goblins chest. “You have your answers. Can I have my meal?”
“No,” you say sternly. “He has given us what we want.”
“What about rewarding him then?” She purrs, reaching down and squeezing his loincloth. “He has gone all hard.”
“No,” says Theora.
But you feel differently and Izabella knows it. Her eyes glow faintly as she leans her chin on the goblins shoulder, massaging and wanking the bulge of his cock through his loincloth.
“Yes,” you murmur. “Fuck him.”
Izabella laughs haughtily, “Oh, the great hero wants me to fuck this filthy little beast?”
“What are you doing?” Theora demands.
Before Theora can offer further objection, you act, stepping forward and taking out your cock. You stroke it as Izabella pushes the goblin to the ground. She lifts her skirt up above her waist, revealing her pale thighs, shapely bottom, and the perfect folds of her pussy. She kneels above the goblin, gripping his cock with her free hand as she lowers her undead pussy onto his hardness. Igbek squeals with delight, reaching up to grab her overflowing breasts as she begins to ride his cock.
“Is this what you wanted to see, Lucas?” Izabella teases you as she bounces up and down on the goblin’s cock. “A tiny beastly cock buried in my pussy?”
“Oh, yes,” you moan, stroking your hardness as you watch them fuck.
“Do you like the way my breasts sway?” She asks, pulling down the cups of her bodice to expose her large, pale breasts and her blue nipples.
“Beautiful,” you groan, stepping closer and stroking your crimson cock hard and fast, precum slicking the tip. Igbek fondles Izabella’s breasts, squeezing and plucking at her nipples and making her cry out with pleasure.
“Your cock feels so wonderful, Igbek,” she moans. “It might even make me cum! Would you like that, Lucas? Do you… ohhhh… want me to cum on this goblin’s little cock?”
“Yes, cum all over it,” you moan, stroking and squeezing your cock as you feel your balls tightening.
“Ohhhh! Yessss!” Izabella tosses her dark hair over her face, her breasts heaving and her hips working as she rides up and down Igbek’s bump like fuckstick. The goblin screeches, his green fingers pressing into the soft flesh of Izabella’s breasts. Izabella moans, “He’s cumming inside me! Ohhhhh yessss! It’s making me cum feeling all this hot goblin seed pumping into me!”
Hearing such lewd words from the vampiress pushes you over the edge. Your wanking cock erupts, shooting out fat streams of cum all over Izabella’s bouncing breasts and dripping down between them.
“Oh, Lucas,” she cries, looking at your cum splattering her body. “Yes! Shoot your cum all over me as I cum on this goblin’s cock!”
You are struck by guilt and self-loathing as your orgasm recedes. Your mother and sister are being held captive by a succubus and you stand here stroking off to the sight of a vampiress fucking a goblin. Izabella smiles mockingly at you, seeming to know that you regret what you have done.
“What’s wrong, Lucas?” She says, rising from Igbek’s cock.
You stuff your cock back into your trousers and draw the sword, quickly commanding, “Izabella return!”
She is mid-rejoinder when she disappears in a flash of pink light. The goblin, still sprawled on the ground, looks up at you in a daze of shock and pleasure. He shrieks as Izabella’s hypnotic power disappears and goes scampering off into the jungle.
“May we go now?” Theora asks, giving you a judgmental look.
“Um, yes, we should go,” you say.
You and Theora set off back into the jungle, following the path that veers clear of the goblin village. The journey is more difficult than on the other path, slowing your progress. The darkness of the jungle canopy is beginning to deepen, suggesting that night is falling. With the mountains still not in view, it seems unlikely you will reach them by dusk.
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Wait

You have never squared off against a water-dwelling creature, let alone one with tentacles. You are not quite sure how to fight her. She doesn’t seem nearly as dangerous as Yasmeen. Then again, she knocked Theora out of the fight pretty easily. She is fast and she can throw those tentacles around with great reach.
You decide to wait, your guard up, circling her and searching for an opportunity to strike. Charlotte seems to sense what you are doing and moves to circle you in turn, trying to force you closer and closer to the river’s edge. Thinking she will be at a great advantage if she can get you into the water, you decide to make a risky feint to try to open up some room to maneuver.
You pretend to charge at her in an attack, in the hopes of getting her to retreat and giving you room to move past her. Instead, Charlotte braces for your attack, and when you reveal that it’s only a feint she smiles and lashes out with four lightning-quick tentacles. Before you even understand what is happening you have been seized by your ankles and flipped upside down. Your sword falls from your grasp, landing in the mud with a wet thump.
“That was silly,” says Charlotte, dangling you upside down in front of her face. “Now I could do whatever I want with you. I could even eat you.”
“P-please don’t eat me,” you say as she slowly turns you and examines you. She prods you with a fingertip, rotating you before her strange golden eyes.
“Ooooh, do not worry,” coos Charlotte. “I was telling you the truth. I am not going to eat you. I am going to mate with you.”
“Ahhhhh!” You cry as you are flung to the ground on your back. Her tentacles strip off your boots, your stockings, your trousers and creep, cool and slimy, up your bare legs. The tips of her tentacles reach into your underclothes and wrap their gentles suckers around your cock.
“Bigger than most humans,” she moans, lowering her human upper body so she is so close that her breasts are dangling against your chest. Her slimy tentacles begin to wank your cock, filling the air with a strangely sweet smell. She kisses you on the lips, her mouth cool and rubbery, but pleasant. Her tongue is just as nimble as her tentacles, kissing and teasing your tongue and delving into your mouth.
Charlotte slides her wet body down over yours, dragging her breasts from your chest to your abdomen. You gasp as her tentacles strip off your underwear and then she is looking up into your eyes with those strange golden eyes of hers as her soft breasts envelop your hard cock. Two tentacles press her mounds from the sides as she balances on her hands. Her slimy excretions lubricate your cock as she begins to writhe against your chest.
“Ooooooh,” she croons. “Your cock is so warm. And getting warmer! Don’t fight it! Just let go, give me your hot cum.”
“Ah… please… ahhhhh… stop!” You try to push her away, try to twist out from beneath her, but it is hopeless. She is too strong and has too many limbs. Her squished mounds slide up and down your hard cock, drawing you closer and closer to the edge. You let out a whining cry of pleasure and erupt in hot, milky ropes that spatter your abdomen and coat her soft breasts in your copious cum.
“So much of it!” Charlotte cries with delight. “Mmmmm! And it’s delicious! We are going to make so many babies together!”
You are still in the refractory period as Charlotte grabs your legs with a pair of tentacles and drags you across the muddy shore. She plunges into the water, her tentacles trailing behind her like a skirt and you caught by the two longest and most powerful of her tendrils. She pulls you under the rapidly flowing water, through the murky river and down into the depths. Your ears ache with the pressure and you feel certain you are about to drown.
Suddenly, Charlotte jerks you through a tunnel in a rocky outcropping underwater and you surface in a grotto deep beneath the riverbank. The musty smell of water and decay are overpowering, but you suck in grateful gulps of air as Charlotte pulls you onto a bed of soft river weed.
“Now you are home,” she says, sliding atop you. She strokes your hair from your face with a tentacle and cradles your cheek with a human hand. “We can be mates forever.”
Her kiss stifles your cry of resistance. Slippery tentacles surround you, drawing your hips into the depths of what would be her thighs. Your cock stiffens against the writhing tendrils and Charlotte guides it to the warm cove of her cunt. Compared to the cool, slippery flesh of her tentacles, it is a burning heat and you thrust instinctively into it. In a single, desperate stroke you sheath every inch inside the lovely monster girl.
“Ooooh,” croons the Scylla. “It’s so deep inside me.”
“Y-yes,” you gasp against her lips as you begin to thrust in and out of her clutching pussy. “Oh, yes, it feels so good.”
You tremble in her embrace, her slippery body writhing against you and her tentacles restricting your movement. It doesn’t matter. All that matters is the pleasure of her hot cunt, squeezing and rippling around you with every stroke. She her upper body up on her hands and she moves in sympathy with you, rolling human hips and swirling her slimy skirt of tentacles. Her soft breasts heave and sway with each movement.
“Ohhhhh, Charlotte,” you cry. “I’m going to… going to cum. Going to cum inside you.”
“My eggs are reading for you,” she moans, stroking a tentacle over her abdomen. “Breed me with your human cum!”
You cannot resist such a demand. You thrust furiously up and into the steamy cauldron of her cunt, each stroke sending you closer and closer to the brink. Even staring into her strange eyes cannot divert you from your course. With a last, hoarse cry, you thrust into Charlotte’s cunt and erupt, pleasure throbbing in your cock as your seed pumps into her egg-filled womb.
“Ooooooh,” croons Charlotte, tossing her silky blonde locks. “I can feel your cum pouring inside me. So warm and so much of it! That’s it! Let me squeeze out every drop!”
A tentacle encircles your balls and she massages your tight sack as you finish pumping your cum into her clutching cunt. You sag beneath her, but if you expected any respite, you were mistaken. Charlotte tightens her tentacles around you and continues to ride her creamy pussy atop your cock.
“More,” she moans. “I need more of your seed. I have so many eggs! You must fertilize them all with your delicious cum!”
Looking up into her monstrous eyes, feeling the damning pleasure of her squeezing cunt, you know you will never escape. You will spend your life mating with the Scylla girl.
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Use your Startle Eye ability

All it takes is another glance at Charlotte’s inhuman eyes to decide which of your special abilities you intend to use. You continue to evade her attacks as you begin to murmur a prayer to Veleda. Your right hand grips your sword as your left hand balls into a fist. You can feel the holy power building inside your body with each moment of prayer.
“What are you say?” Charlotte asks, casually curious as she pursues you and attacks again.
You roll out of the way of her tentacles, struggling to maintain your focus and keep Veleda in your mind. Even in this benighted jungle, focusing on Veleda gives you strength. You picture the radiant goddess smiling down upon you and thrust your fist out towards Charlotte. She draws back, expecting an attack, staring at your fist.
You open your hand and unleash the power gathered within you in a brilliant flash of light and a clap of thunder. Even with your eyes closed, the light is so bright that you can see the silhouette of the monster girl as she cringes. She howls in agony, grabbing at her face.
“What have you done to me?!” Charlotte cries, reeling and wildly flailing her tentacles. “I cannot see! I cannot see anything! Aaaaaaahhh!”
Her wails are piercing. You brandish your sword and charge, intent on finishing the fight while she is blinded. You draw back your sword to take off Charlotte’s head atop her slender neck. She leaps backwards, emitting a cloud of cloying black dust from somewhere beneath her tentacles. You recoil from the cloud of foul-smelling, greasy smoke. By the time it begins to clear, the Scylla girl has disappeared into the river.
You search the surface of the river as the last of the smoke settles and leaves a discolored sheen atop the mud. There is no sign of Charlotte.
“Be glad you scared her away,” says Theora, settling beside you with a last flap of her wings.
“You alright?” You ask her, noticing a few scrapes on her head and arm.
“Fine,” she says as the minor injuries fade away, leaving only Theora’s immaculate skin. “I think I saw a building of some sort about a mile upstream when I was in the air. We should be on our way in that direction before she gets up the courage to return.”
You and Theora set off again along the river. It seems unlikely that Charlotte will return, but you keep checking the river’s edge, not quite sure whether you are afraid she will leap out or that you hope to see her again.
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Meeting of Monsters

A succulent feast is spread across the huge tables in the palace’s candlelit main dining hall. Hina has prepared roasted meats, tureens of gravy, cheeses, fresh bread, dishes of sauced vegetables, and savory and sweet pies. You sit with your plate untouched, your hands worrying the fabric of your trousers. The girls of your harem seem to sense your anxiety and stare at you over the piled table. Only Yasmeen, too huge for a chair and seated at the foot of the table on her coiled serpent lower body, seems to be enjoying the bounty of food.
“Mmmmm!” She devours another whole roasted grecken, bones and all, sucking the grease from her fingers as the bird slides down her gullet. Her bare breasts jiggle and heave with each new morsel she swallows. She lifts an empty dish and eyes it with disappointment. “Hina, more of the potatoes!”
One of the golem girls serving the meal hurries off to fetch another dish of potatoes from castle’s magical kitchen. Oola, seated beside you, reaches out a tentacle of violet slime that becomes a hand as she strokes your hand.
“Master, I am sorry your sister is taken,” says the slime girl, her gelatinous face reforming into an exaggerated expression of concern. “Would feel good to give up juice?”
Her hand slithers over yours and kneads the flaccid mound of your cock in your trousers. You grunt and push her touch away.
“Not now, Oola,” you say.
Izabella, the vampiress, yawns beside Oola. Her sharp fangs and pink tongue show and you have a flash of her mouth clamped to your cock as she drains you in more ways than one. You shudder and look away, but Izabella notices your attention.
“I think it will be fun,” says the vampiress. “A chance for us to help you.”
“I don’t like it,” you reiterate, glancing at Theora who has explained the plan to the monster girls.
“It is the only way,” says the angel. She gestures at your companions seated around the table. “You are well-trained at fighting monster girls like these, but you have no experience battling male monsters. They will not be interested in mating with you, nor distracted by your abilities. You must rely on us to fight them for you. I will accompany you into the jungle of Saturana and if you encounter a monster I will aid you. Or you can summon one of your companions.”
“I think it’s a silly plan,” says Morelle, leaning forward so that her plump breasts strain at her corset. She gestures to Theora with her wine goblet and says, “She should remain behind in the castle. I will accompany you into this jungle. After all, we are on the hunt for Lady Rachelle. I know her.”
“Absolutely not,” says Theora. “Lucas needs his wits about him in Saturana, you will only distract him.”
“Maaaaaybe,” says Morelle grudgingly. “But it will be such a fun distraction.”
The succubus licks her soft lips and flutters her lashes at you.
“It will be simple,” says Yasmeen, suppressing a belch. She waves a lamb shank as she explains, “All you have to do is enter the jungle and reach the base of the mountain the shines red at dusk. Once you’re there, summon me and I’ll find the entrance to the underworld for you. It’s well-hidden, but I know how to tease it out.”
She slurps the lamb shank into her mouth, her eyes glowing mischievously as her tongue flicks out past her lips for a moment.
Gretchen, the hugely endowed cow girl, appears at your side. She leans her huge breasts against your arm and slides a dish of jiggling pudding in front of you. The sweet smell of her milk wafts into your nostrils and your cock stirs at the memory of drinking it from the source. You shift in your chair as she massages your shoulders with her powerful hands.
“I made this for you, Lucas,” she says.
“I have no appetite, Gretchen,” you say.
“It’s sweet maple milk pudding,” she explains. “Fortified with nutrients to make you strong for the fight.”
She reaches past you and scoops a spoonful out of the dish. She lifts it to your mouth and you let her push the spoon over your tongue. The pudding is delicious and there is no mistaking Gretchen’s milk as the pudding warms your belly and excites your lust. You shrug off the cow girl’s touch and push her dish of pudding away.
“I am sorry, Gretchen, but I have no time for this,” you say, resolutely. You push back from the table and rise to your feet. All the girls, even Yasmeen, turn their attention to you expectantly. “When I was ten years old, I helped my father take the harvest into St. Ingbert for sale. While I was there, my father gave me a few coins to buy sweets to take home for me and my sister. On the way back from the sweetshop, a wagon was passing in the street. Something spooked the horses and they bolted straight down the alleyway where I stood. I was knocked to the ground and one of the wheels went over one of my shoulders and both arms and broke them badly.”
Morelle and Oola cooed sympathetically.
“I was fortunate that was the worst of my injuries. For months, I was in bed, scarcely able to lift my hand. My father blamed himself and could hardly look at me, but my mother and my sister cared for me without complaint. My sister fed me every meal and my mother bathed me. Every day. Four months it took for me to be able to do it myself and I had to learn how to move my arms again.”
You take hold of the crystal hanging around your neck.
“When I leave this castle with Theora, I will not be coming back until I have saved my sister and mother. I am not leaving Chthona without them.” You lock eyes with each of the monster girls in turn. “And I will be relying on your help if the time comes.”
“We are with you!” Morelle cries, leaping to her feet.
“Yes, Lucas, we stand with you,” agrees Gretchen.
“You are a mighty hero,” burbles Oola.
“Mighty enough,” agrees Yasmeen, smiling slightly.
“I suppose it might be fun,” says Izabella.
“We all stand with you, Lucas,” says Theora. She raises her goblet in a toast. “To the Hero of a Thousand Lives! To Lucas LeBlanc!”
“To Lucas!” The girls chorus, raising their goblets in a salute.
You and your companions drain your drinks. One by one, you embrace each of the monster girls as you prepare to depart. Only Hina seems reluctant to see you go. You hug her small, porcelain body against yours and she suddenly wraps her arms around you.
“What is wrong, Hina?” You ask, surprised to see emotion welling in her glassy eyes.
“Your journey is almost over, Lucas,” she says, looking up at you. “Then I will never see you again.”
“We will see each other again,” you say, squeezing her in your arms and remembering the limp body of the Hina destroyed at your farm. “I promise.”
You lean down and kiss her porcelain lips. For a moment, you are certain you see a tear spill from the sapphire blue of her left eye.
“Are you ready?” Theora asks, holding a hand out to you as you step back from Hina. You take her hand, give the monster girls a last look to fix the sight of them into your mind, and you step through the pink glow of the crystal and back into the real world.
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Drink the swirling milk potion

The speed and power of the Succubus Queen will defeat you soon. You need to upend that balance of power and introduce chaos. You quickly reach into the pouch on your hip and retrieve the bottle of swirling pink and blue milk potion. You pop the stopper on the top and tip the bottle to your lips. Gretchen told you to only drink a sip of such a potion, but you gulp down the contents of the entire bottle. The intensely sweet liquid burns as it slides down your throat and forms a clenched fist of heat in your belly.
“What was that?” Lady Rachelle demands. “You think drinking some potion will save you from your fate, Lucas? I have been waiting so long to end this. So let us end this!”
Excruciating, white-hot pain stabs through your body, driving you down to your knees and giving Rachelle pause. The transformation is sudden and unexpected, transforming your body into an exaggerated image of womanly beauty to rival Rachelle’s abundant curves. Your breasts burst through your tunic, popping the buttons and sending them skipping across the floor. Your waist narrows and hips widen to tear your trousers as your ass grows round and plush.
Nothing compares to what happens to your cock. You scream a womanly shriek as your penis divides into a dozen prehensile cock, shooting down the legs of your trousers like eels trying to escape. Your mind can barely comprehend the sensation of your squirming cocks. A moment later, you realize you can control that squirming, that these huge, arm-length cocks are bending and burrowing based on your will.
“What is happening to you?” Rachelle gasps, taking a step back and perhaps glimpsing a bit of what you are becoming.
With a howl of half-mad lust, you rise to your feet, throwing back your head. Your eyes are wild as you scream again and your cock tear apart your clothing, leaving you naked and revealing your flailing mass of cock tentacles.
Rachelle reacts with horror to the sight of your monstrous maleness. You laugh, thrusting your shoulders back and your womanly hips forward as you send several prehensile cocks launching through the air. The Succubus Queen is too shocked to dodge them and you wrap her wrists and neck in your powerful cocks. It feels incredible. Wherever your sensitive cock wraps around her supple flesh, you feel a warm buzz and the mushroom cap of each cock begins to weep with your plentiful precum.
Your cock tentacles make short work of Rachelle’s lingerie armor, peeling off piece by piece until your tentacles are squeezing her huge breasts, teasing her thick nipples, and exploring the warmth between her thighs. You send one tentacle sliding between her buttocks, rubbing over her clenching asshole as it spreads your copious slime all over her body.
“Ohhhhhh, what are you doing, you naughty girl,” cries Rachelle. “Ahhhh! One is going inside me!”
You send one cock tentacle pushing into her pussy and it explodes almost instantly, spurting your spunk into her clutching depths. Another of your tentacles, writhing between her soft breasts, erupts all over her face and into Rachelle’s surprised mouth. She is so overwhelmed by your onslaught of cock tentacles that she seems unable to feed upon your sexual essence.
“Yes!” You cry, reveling in your power and the pleasure. “Yes! You are a queen of sluts! Take my cocks!”
“Help me,” cries Rachelle as you drag her closer and wrap her up in more of your cock tentacles. The sensation is incredible and you cannot resist silencing her cries by thrusts a tentacle into her mouth and down her throat. That appendage begins to spurt your seed almost instantly.
But the battle is not won yet. Powerful arms grab you from behind, wrenching both of your arms back. You realize it is your mother and Genevieve, both hissing with anger and clawing at your soft breasts and your feminine limbs. Your eyes widen in shock as you see that it is not actually your mother and sister. Both women are transforming into succubuses, revealing horns and bat wings and exposing that they were only imposters using their demonic magic to appear as your family.
“Release me!” You cry, struggling against them.
“MMMmmmmmm!” Rachelle tries to shout around the thrusting cock tentacle in her mouth, her tongue stroking beneath it and her words vibrating up your prehensile shaft. You shudder with pleasure and explode inside her pussy and down her throat again.
Unable to wrench your arms free of the grip of the two succubuses, you curl tentacles around your hips and between your breasts, attacking them with your slimy sexual serpents. Your cock tentacle squirm under the skirts and into their steamy holes and both demonesses release your arms. You back up as you violate their eager sex-demon cunts and asses, driving both lesser succubuses to their knees and allowing you to focus your attention once more on the Succubus Queen.
“It’s over,” you cry, plunging more cock tentacles into Rachelle’s stretched holes. “You cannot win this fight!”
You grip your sword, sauntering towards her as you plunge your cocks in and out of her pussy, ass, and throat. Cum pours from her well-fucked holes and you are beset by constant overlapping explosions of pleasure as your cocks spurt again and again inside all three demonesses. You maintain your focus, drawing back your sword and swinging at Rachelle’s slender neck.
Rachelle has a moment to scream around your spurting cocks before your blade makes contact. Instead of lopping off her head, your sword produces a familiar burst of pink light that consumes the Succubus Queen. You are knocked back by the force of it, transforming back into your male body with shocking force as you are sent sprawling on the floor. You look up at the ceiling and are almost as shocked to see your mother and sister hanging above, their bodies wrapped in chains and their mouths gagged. They cringe from the bright light as it grows brighter.
Unlike when you have captured other monster girls, the flash is continuing to enlarge and, the sword shaking in your grasp as the light spreads up to the ceiling to engulf your real family.
You feel yourself being pulled into the light, screaming as you are drawn into the blade along with the others.
You have won, haven’t you? You defeated the Succubus Queen. You do not understand what is happening as you tumble end-over-end through the bright pink light.
CONTINUE >




Use an item

Charlotte’s speed and her eight flailing tentacles present a threat you have never faced before. You need an edge to defeat this wily monster girl and you decide to rely on the items you have collected during your adventures. Foremost among these is the Holy Symbol of Veleda – intertwined golden serpents given to you by Theora and blessed by the high priest of Veleda in St. Ingbert – which allows you to focus your spiritual energy. You feel the reassuring weight of it inside your tunic.
Then there is the pouch full of milk potions given to you by Gretchen.
These three alchemical potions are derived from mixtures of her milk, your “milk” and various herbal and exotic ingredients. The blue milk potion has the power to enhance your masculinity to extreme levels, including your musculature, your penis size, and the intensity of your libido. The pink milk potion transforms you from a man to a woman, reshaping your body and altering your desires. Finally, the swirling pink and blue potion can have unpredictable effects.
“Why are you stalling?” Charlotte croons, maneuvering to try to push you towards the river. “You are getting tired and I am only getting started. Give in, human boy, and I will show you countless pleasures.”
You grimace at the thought of the pleasures this half-octopus beauty might have in store for you.
She is right that she will wear you down if you don’t act soon. But which of your items are you going to use?




Which item do you want to use?
The holy symbol of Veleda
Drink the blue milk potion
Drink the pink milk potion
Drink the swirling milk potion




Surrender

Looking into Charlotte’s strange golden eyes, at her lovely human upper body, and wondering what might be hiding beneath the skirt of her tentacles, you lose the will to resist her. You toss aside your sword and declare, “I yield to you, Charlotte.”
“Oh? You see the sense now,” says Charlotte, slowing her attack and cautiously approaching you instead. “I will give you a good home and food and we will mate many times every day. This is a very good life for you.”
She holds out a tentacle and you realize she is offering it to you like a hand. Your heart pounds in your chest as you consider the implications of what you are about to do. What would Theora say? Will Veleda be able to rescue you from this fate?
You reach out and grasp her tendril. It is cool and slimy and the tiny suckers on the underside attach gently to the flesh of your hand, plucking at your skin as they release. You look into her strange eyes and smile up at her looming a head’s height above you.
“Ooooooh, are you ready?” She croons. “I will take you to my home.”
“Y-yes,” you say, afraid but also excited about the journey you have begun.
She snatches you up in three of her tentacles, grasping you tightly around the waist and each of your arms. She holds you against her supple back and leaps into the rushing river, diving under the water so quickly you barely have a chance to suck in a breath. You are dragged by the Scylla through the churning murk of the river, deeper and deeper until your ears begin to hurt and your lungs ache. She pulls you into a dark tunnel and you are certain it has all been a ruse and you are about to drown and become her meal.
Instead, you surface in a tiny cave grotto lit from within by phosphorescent lichen. Charlotte drags you out of the water and caresses you as she gently deposits you onto a bed of moss.
“Let me get you out of these wet clothes, human boy,” she says, undressing you quickly with her nimble tentacles.
“Lucas is my name,” you say, shivering as her tentacles unbutton your tunic.
“Lucas the human boy,” coos the Scylla. “I will call you this name.”
Her tentacles remove your boots, trousers, and undershorts. Charlotte moans excitedly as she frees your cock and immediately wraps it up in the soft, slimy grip of a tentacle. Her tentacle coils around your cock and begins to work up and down your manhood. She leans over you, the cool weight of her breasts against your arm and her lips close to your ear.
“Does that feel nice, Lucas?” She asks, watching alongside you as her tentacle slithers and slimes and strokes your hard cock.
“Y-yes,” you moan as precum begins to ooze from your crimson tip. You thrust your hips, fucking through her stroking tentacle, your breath coming in gasps as you feel the pleasure swiftly build. You cry out, “I am going to cum!”
“What? Already? Oooooooh!” She croons excitedly as your cock throbs in her tentacle’s grasp and you spurt out the first massive gush of your milky spunk. Charlotte’s squeezing and squirming tentacle pumps your spurting cock, wanking you out all over her tentacles.
“Oh, Charlotte,” you moan, watching as she squeezes the last drops from your cock. “I’m sorry, I made such a mess.”
Her tentacles surround your cock, gathering your splashes of spunk and thrusting the tentacles into Charlotte’s blushing pussy. She moans with pleasure, fucking her cum-smeared tentacles deep into her hot cunt.
“Oooooh, Lucas, I can feel your seed already finding purchase,” she croons and pulls you atop her as she rolls onto her back. “But I need more. Give me your seed. Directly in my tight pussy.”
Even though you came scarcely a minute ago, you press among her tentacles and guide your hard, red cock straight to her steamy cunt. The heat and tightness is so intense that you nearly lose control with that first stroke. You distract yourself by leaning down and licking and sucking on her fat nipples. They are cold and slimy, but also sweet as your lips pop with suction and your hips work to pound your hard cock into her pussy.
“Oooooh, please, Lucas,” cries Charlotte. “Fuck me hard! Give me your seed so deep! I need it!”
“Y-yes, Charlotte,” you cry, bracing your arms against her shoulders. You pound deed and fast into her steamy pussy, locking eyes with her as you slam your cock into that slippery channel. You give out a hoarse cry as your cock swells and bursts deep inside her pussy. Her inner walls squeeze and ripple around you as you pump spurt after spurt of your seed into her egg-filled womb.
“Thank you, Lucas,” she moan, her tentacles pulling you deeper as her pussy ripples with an incredible pleasure. She caresses your face with one of her tentacles and moans, “You will be with me forever. Isn’t that what you wanted?”
“Y-yes,” you say, forcing a smile. Her pussy squeezes around your flaccid cock and she leans up to kiss you. With her strange tongue swirling into your mouth, you know that this will be your fate forever.
Unless Veleda rescues you…
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Drink the pink potion and make love to Theora

Gazing at the soft beauty of Theora in the glow of her magical candles, you can hardly imagine soiling her with your maleness. Then you remember that you do not have to involve your maleness at all. With a leap of excitement, you draw out the pink potion and hold the swirling contents up to the light. Theora raises an eyebrow in surprise.
“You would become a woman to make love to me?” She asks, taking your free hand.
“You are so beautiful,” you confess, “I want to do something beautiful together.”
“Then drink,” she whispers, her lips moving close to yours. “Become the woman inside you. Become Lucia and let us do something beautiful you will not forget.”
Looking into her silvery-blue eyes, you pop the stopper from the bottle and take a healthy sip of the sweet, thick liquid that warms your body as it slides down your throat. Theora squeezes your hand, smiling sweetly at you as you stopper the bottle and return it to your pouch.
The transformation takes only seconds to begin. Your facial features grow more delicate, your eyes more feminine, your muscles lose some of their definition as plump breasts grow from your chest, straining your tunic. You moan as your hips widen and your ass grows rounder. Most shocking is the sensation of your penis pushing and inverting, your sensitive tip reforming as a clit and your inner workings shifting and changing.
“Oh, Lucia,” whispers Theora, cradling your chin and lift your face so that she can look into your eyes. She smoothes a lock of brown hair from your face and smiles sweetly. “You look so beautiful now.”
You feel beautiful in a way you never do as a man. You look lean towards her and kiss her, mouths melting together, tongues swirling as you press your body against her full and caress her with both hands.
“Let me see you as you are,” whispers Theora into the kiss. “Undress for me.”
“Yes,” you say excitedly. “I want to show you.”
With a deep breath, you get to your feet and stand up straight. Your tunic is stretched taut over your ample breasts and you can see your thick nipples jutting against the fabric. Theora watches with delight as you slowly unbutton your tunic, revealing your cleavage, the inner curves of your breasts, and then your flat tummy. You shed the tunic and bare your soft breasts, wider areolas, and plump pink nipples.
“Oooooh, they almost look like mine,” says Theora. “So beautiful. But I want to see more.”
You nod, your cheeks growing hot at the way Theora is looking at your feminine body. You turn slowly, your slender back to Theora as you unbuckle and unbutton your trousers. You gently slide them down from your wide hips, revealing the cream roundness of your peachy bottom, your slender shapely thighs, and your long, slender legs. Theora coos appreciatively. You turn around, your hand on the tuft of brown hair atop your mound.
“Show me,” whispers Theora, leaning closer.
You lift your hand from your mound, revealing your thatch of brown hair and the delicate pink folds of your pussy. Theora crawls towards you on hands and knees, a smile on her angelic face and her eyes ablaze with mischief. Her gown pulls tight and slackens with each movement she makes, revealing tantalizing glimpses of the luscious shape of her body.
“It is perfect, Lucia,” whispers Theora, reaching you and caressing your thighs. You tremble with desire, watching her move between your parted stance and press warm kisses to your inner thigh. Her fingers reach your sensitive pussy first and she strokes you lightly and parts your delicate folds. You suck in a breath as she leans up, kissing your mound and lightly licking your silky cunt.
“So sweet,” purrs Theora. “May I lick you?”
“P-please,” you say, leaning your shoulders back and watching as her tongue slides over the little bud of your clit. The moment her tongue makes contact with that bud, a hot pulse of pleasure shoots through your body. It radiates through you and up to your plump nipples which seem to be tingling and sensitive. She licks you again and again, slowly at first, letting you savor each wave of pleasure that ripples through your body. Then she begins to lick you faster and faster, building speed, shocking you by pressing two fingers into the tight channel of your cunt.
“Ohhhhh, goddess, they’re inside me,” you cry, marveling at her fingers thrusting and curling inside your cunt. Combined with her licking, the sensation is incredible and sends you plunging into an orgasm that is so intense and reaches so deeply into your reshaped core your legs almost give out. You cling to Theora’s head and shoulders, pleasure pulsing through your body as you arch your back and thrust your hips against Theora’s face.
“Mmmmmm!” She cries as her tongue works your clit relentlessly and your pussy grips against her thrusting fingers. You ride her fingers until the last shudders of pleasure ripple through you, leaving you quivering and stumbling back a step. Her fingers slip free of your pussy and you gaze down at Theora’s flushed face.
“Amazing,” you murmur. “I… let me pleasure you.”
“Of course,” says Theora, rising to her feet. Her clinging gown melts away from her body, dissipating into smoke to reveal the luscious perfection of Theora’s body. She is a perfect combination of femininity and strength; her abdomen, limbs, and shoulders are toned while her curves are soft and inviting.
You embrace her with a passionate kiss, your naked body against hers, your new hands exploring her loveliness as you share the taste of your nectar. You mash your breasts against hers, reaching around her to squeeze her shapely bottom as you swirl your tongue against hers. Your need for more pleasure is nothing compared to your need to give her pleasure.
“Oh, Theora, my body is on fire,” you moan, excited by the sound of your own girlish voice. You squeeze and fondle her shapely ass while kissing her neck, her powerful shoulder, and down to her left breast. You look up into her eyes as you swirl your tongue around her left nipple, covering it with your mouth and sucking gently. You kiss release her ass to cup her breasts, crushing them against your face, kissing your way to her other breast and sucking her other nipple. “Mmmmmmmmmm!”
“Yes, suck them, my sweet,” coos Theora, holding your face against her breasts. “Oh, that’s right. Suck them as hard as you want. Smother yourself with my breasts.”
“Mmmmmmm!” You agree, your face buried in her hot cleavage, your tongue tasting the faint salt of her sweat.
You linger at those lovely mounds, but you cannot remain too long, kissing your way down her toned tummy to the sweet-smelling golden thatch and her pink pussy. You moan, lunging your face between her toned thighs and thrusting your tongue into the sweet, slippery cove of her pussy. You press your nose deep into her golden silk and lap at her clit, her honeyed folds, and lower, to taste the pink clench of her anus.
“Ooooh, you are a naughty one,” she laughs. “Do not spare your tongue. It feels… ooooh… incredible.”
You lick her hot cunt and her fat clit, moaning as you worship her on your knees. You look up at her, reaching one hand up to pluck at her nipples as you make eye contact. She hisses as you focus your tongue on her clit, lapping steadily at her perfect pussy and that hard bud. She moans, pants, and works her hips in a steady rhythmic roll that grinds her sweet folds from your nose to your chin. You suck in a breath, tonguing deep into her clutching pussy as she cums.
She holds your head with both hands, crying, “Yes! Yes! Ohhhhhh! Lucia!”
You drink the hot flow of her cum into your mouth, your body growing warm from her angelic nectar. You lick and suck at her pussy, drawing her tender folds into your mouth, letting her smother you in it as she cums for long seconds. Her grinding hips slow, her gasping breath begins to steady, and she smiles in the afterglow of her orgasm.
She helps you to your feet and you embrace once more, kissing sloppily and sharing the sweetness of her cum. Your lust rises again and you fall together on the floor, your kisses becoming caresses and your caresses becoming Theora climbing atop you and kneeling over your face. You caress her firm, creamy bottom and lean up to lick her pussy and ass. While you pleasure the angel, she pleasures you in turn, her silky golden hair tickling your thighs as her tongue deftly flicks your clit.
The cabin echoes with your cries of pleasure, joined in song by Theora’s long moans as she cums with you. The pleasure of exploring her as a woman and knowing the pleasure of a woman as she explores you motivates you beyond this intense pleasure. You sprawl on your belly, ass in the air, and Theora pleasures your pussy with her fingers and your ass with her tongue. The ecstasy continues until you feel the change beginning and she pulls her fingers from inside your pussy. Your body transforms, your cock reemerges, and you are left gasping and slightly embarrassed by your awkward pose.
“Perhaps you should remain as a woman,” she says with a chuckle.
“Truly?” You ask. You enjoyed the thrill of being a woman, but are not certain you could permanently abandon your masculinity.
“It would be nice,” says Theora. “But no, you might not be able to face all monster girls you encounter. Now, come here and kiss me again.”
You embrace her and kiss her, ignoring the implication that you are less than satisfying when you have not been quaffing Gretchen’s potion.
You fall asleep with her in your arms. You are awakened some time later, sore from sleeping on bare wood. You realize Theora is no longer asleep. You sit up and see her kneeling in the doorway, her head bowed and her hands clasped in prayer. You can hear her speaking and you strain to make out her words.
“Do not make me do it,” she whispers, her voice hoarse with emotion. “Please, my goddess, please do not make me. I cannot.”
You want to call out to her, to ask her why she is saying this, but you dare not interrupt her communion with Veleda. Before long, she ceases her prayers and returns to your side. Her arm wraps tightly around your back and she presses her cheek to your chest.
Sleep returns, but it is troubled by your worries about Theora.
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Wait

Your mind is reeling from the thought of Theora being digested alive and the strong, fruit smell of Nepenthia’s flowers. Vines are creeping all around you and the plant girl’s lewd invitation to sniff the flower blooming between her thighs is nearly overpowering. You need to remain focused. You need to keep a clear head.
You need to find just the right moment to strike. You may have only one chance with this menacing monster girl.
You hold back your attack, fighting defensively and avoiding the vines that continue to creep towards you. They drop from the surrounding trees, they slither out from under the pitchers, they emerge from the stalk by twos and threes. Nepenthia laughs and prances among them, striking playfully seductive poses.
One vine almost wraps around your boot. Another, covered in thorns, tears open your tunic. You slash at it and Nepenthia cries out as your sword flashes and severs several of the vines.
“So violent!” She giggles. “But I have so very many creepers!”
You realize you are surrounded and the circle of vines is shrinking and tightening around you. Slashes of your sword hold them at bay, but you have to keep spinning and facing new appendages. It becomes hard to tell which vines are still alive and which are already severed and moving reflexively. They begin to intertwine across the gap, creating a living basket and you, desperately stepping from opening to opening, slashing at them and finding your sword slowed. You arms are growing weak and stinging sweat drips into your eyes.
Nepenthia emerges from the vines and steps into the basket they have formed around you.
“Let her go!” You gasp, raising your sword to strike the plant girl down.
Vines catch your wrist and Nepenthia steps forward, sweet-smelling and beautiful, and she plucks the sword from your grasp.
“No, I will not,” she says. “She is going to dissolve in ecstasy inside my pitcher. In fact, I think I will make a meal of you both.”
Your cry of outrage is smothered by her lips. You try to twist your head away, but her tongue slides into your mouth, warm and sweet and covered in honey. The moment that syrupy saliva touches your tongue, your resistance melts. You kiss her back, eagerly, your cock stiffening in your trousers and your body straining against hers. Nepenthia is the most wonderful thing you have ever known. You want to kiss her forever.
“Mmmmmm,” she says, denying you that privilege and pulling her lips away. “Come with me, Lucas. I will find a nice warm bath for you.”
She takes your hand, her vines dropping away as she leads you over to one of her pitchers. It tips forward, empty and pink on the inside, red capillaries visible through the fibrous membranes of the walls. Nepenthia crawls into the pitcher and beckons you to follow. You admire the creamy green curve of her rear as steps onto the spongy floor of the pitcher. It tilts back upright, sliding you onto your feet beside her.
There is a gurgle and warm, amber-tinted liquid gushes into the pitcher, slowly filling the chamber. As it does, Nepenthia pulls you into another kiss. Her sweet honey is irresistible. The flowers on her breasts and pussy drop away to be dissolved into the liquid beneath you. Nepenthia reveals her pale green nipples and humanlike pussy.
“Touch me,” she sings. “Touch me as you would your lover. Touch me… as you would touch the winged woman.”
“Theora,” you moan, helplessly kissing Nepenthia and reaching around to fondle her pert buttocks.
And then you are embracing the beauty of the Nepenthia, the living, hungering flower. You caress her slender body and kiss the perky mounds of her breasts. She coos with delight, her flowery scent filling the air as you drop to your knees and suck the sweet honey of her cunt.
“Oh, such a good boy,” she moans, riding her soft pussy against your tongue. Her nectar spills into your mouth and you drink greedily, squeezing her ass to pull her against your face. The liquid surrounding you feel so good. You do not concern yourself with the way your clothing softens and tears away. You recline in the liquid as Nepentia straddles your hips and slides her hot, delicate cunt down onto your cock.
“Oohhhhh,” you moan, bursting inside her at that first stroke.
“Yessss,” she coos. “Fill me with your liquid.”
Your cock does not flag, even after your orgasm, and Nepenthia rides atop you, her inner muscles squeezing softly around your cock as her pert breasts heave and jiggle. You cup her ass, feeling her lovely bottom in your hands as she takes you to another climax. Your hands slide off her back. Strange that you can no longer lift them.
Strange that you can barely move or make a sound.
“It’s alright, Lucas,” she purrs. “You’re already melting. Just close your eyes and dissolve inside my pitcher.”
The next morning, the pitcher gently overturns and sludge spills out onto the earth. Nepenthia’s roots drink greedily. A single gold necklace glitters amid the sludge.
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Give Nepenthia the kiss

You shudder at the thought of jamming your cock into that strange cup Nepenthia is waving in front of your face. It may smell nice, but you imagine it dissolving your poor manhood and decide there are easier ways to earn Theora’s release.
“A kiss,” you say. “I’ll give you one kiss.”
“Very well,” says Nepenthia, smiling sweetly. She waves her hand and then vine with the cup retreats into the jungle. She licks her lips with her tongue, making her full, blushing lips glisten wetly. “Come here and give me a kiss then, Lucas.”
You step forward and lean towards her to try to make the minimum amount of contact possible. Nepenthia is not having this. She curls a hand around your head and pulls you into a deep kiss, her nimble tongue forcing your lips apart. The honey sweetness of her saliva spills into your mouth. You pull back quickly, feeling strange warmth permeating your lips and tongue.
Nepenthia smiles, giving you a searching look.
“Just one kiss,” you murmur, the heat flooding your body, your cock stiffening, and Nepenthia looking more alluring by the moment. “One… one kiss.”
“Oh, really?” She plays with your tunic. “Just the one?”
Your body aches for her and your cock jerks in your trousers. She is so sweet and lovely. One kiss? That would be foolish.
You take her naked body in your arms and kiss Nepenthia passionately. She laughs against the kiss, her tongue meeting yours in a warm swirl. Her vines slide out from the jungle and make quick work of your tunic and trousers. You do not fight them as they strip and tear off your clothing, leaving you in nothing but your boots and undershorts.
“What do you have here?” Nepenthia giggles, reaching into your undershorts and squeezing your hard cock. “Something for me?”
“Yes,” you moan. “It is for you, Nepenthia. W-what do you want me to do with it?”
“Give me all your liquid, of course,” she giggles. The flowers fall away from her perky breasts and her mound, revealing pale green nipples and a quim with a pinkish blush to its dewy folds.
You stare at her remarkable beauty, wanting nothing more than to drop to your knees and worship every bit of her lovely, slender body with your tongue.  Nepenthia pulls you into a deep kiss, sharing more of her addicting honey as she drags you down to the ground. She does not break the kiss as she strokes your cock and guides it to the warm wetness of her cunt.
You cannot hope to resist her in that moment. Her legs wrap around you and she thrusts upwards and impales herself on your cock. As that exquisite warmth grips your manhood, you give up the last vestiges of your resistance and begin to eagerly fuck her.
“Oh, Nepenthia,” you gasp against her lips. “It’s so warm. So… ohhhhhh… so tight.”
“Yes, I crave your liquid, Lucas,” she moans, caressing your back and moving beneath you. “Pour it all into me.”
Her sweet kiss drives you over the edge. After only a few strokes, you erupt inside the plant girl’s lovely cunt. She moans against your kiss and her inner walls squeeze and milk your spurting manhood. Even as your pleasure recedes, she does not allow you to stop. You cry out, thrusting desperately, still hard despite having cum only moments before. It is as you look down into her inhuman eyes that you realize you are doomed. She is feeding on you, drinking your essence from each spurt of cum as surely as Morelle drains your life force.
“Ohhhh… going to cum… again…”
“Again and again!” Nepenthia laughs. “And when you’ve cum your last, I’ll drain your other fluids.”
Your eyes widen as you see vines tipped with hypodermic spikes emerge from the jungle and wave like serpents eager to strike. The terror is nothing compared to her sweet kiss. She feeds that sweetness into your mouth on her tongue, encouraging you to keep thrusting desperately through a second, third, and fourth orgasm.
Drenched in sweat, body aching, you finally collapse atop Nepenthia. She rolls you onto your back and climbs atop you without pause.
“You have a lot more to give me, Lucas,” she scolds. “Do not worry. I will do the work for you.”
With that, she begins a relentless ride atop your cock. She works her hips and bounces her ass up and down on your cock like a machine designed to extract your manly liquid. You spurt again and again inside her, trembling and whimpering with each diminishing orgasm. By the eighth, you are barely cumming and the spasms are strangely painful. By the tenth, you are delirious, your heart pounding in your chest.
“I think I have every drop,” declares Nepenthia, her pussy’s inner walls squeezing around your raw cock. “Time to get your other liquid.”
You have a moment to scream as the vines strike, burrowing their tips into your veins and arteries. As your blood flows out into the translucent vines, you feel a cold rising up through your overheated body.
“Thank you, Lucas,” says Nepenthia, stroking your cheek. “You have been very delicious.”
You croak, trying to deny her gloating smile, but it is too late. The darkness is upon you and there is nothing but bottomless cold.
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Use the Maddening Pleasure ability

The beautiful plant girl is relentless, but you see the game she is playing. She wants you to inhale the scent of her flower to be seduced by her scent. If you could somehow make her think you have been overcome, perhaps you could use your Maddening Pleasure ability to turn the tables and make her vulnerable.
You focus your willpower and take a running leap at her. She is caught by surprise, her vines too slow to react, and you and Nepenthia crash to the ground together. You struggle and grunt, all the while letting her get the better of you in such a way that her flowery breasts rub against your face. You hold your breath. She maneuvers her thighs apart and draws your face between them. The large red flower covering her mound is eye-wateringly potent, a sweet smell that even when you hold your breath is almost irresistible. She rubs it against your face, but you remain strong, resisting the scent.
Only, you let her think you have succumbed as you stop struggling against the slender plant girl.
“Oh, Nepenthia,” you moan, kissing her inner thigh.
“Yes, you love me now, don’t you, Lucas?” She coos, releasing her hold on you and spreading her legs wide. “You want to serve me.”
“Yes,” you moan. “Let me serve you. Let me lick you.”
“Oh? What a good boy,” she laughs and the flower covering her pussy drops away to reveal a blushing mound that meets her creamy green thighs. Her folds are delicate and glistening with her juice. The sweet floral smell is intense, but not nearly as overpowering as when the flower was in place. You let your kiss travel to her warm cleft and begin to lick at her folds. She cries out, holding the back of your head with both hands as she arches and thrusts her pussy against your tongue.
“Nnnnnnnnn!” You moan, licking the sweet juice of her cunt and trying to be sure it all spills back out of your mouth and down your chin. You batter her clit with your tongue and shock her by thrusting three fingers into her hot cunt.
“Yes! Such a talent!” She wails with pleasure, writhing against you as you finger-fuck her. You lick and suck her hard clit, eliciting more cries of pleasure and spasms against your thrusting fingers. She cums hard, but it is not enough.
“Let me serve your ass,” you moan, hands working to turn her over onto her hands and knees.
“I thought you were good,” she moans, raising her hips and pressing her face down into the grass of the clearing, “but you are a naughty boy. Go on then, Lucas, taste my rosebud.”
“Nnnnnn, yes, Nepenthia,” you moan in what you hope is a brainwashed voice. You grip her pert, round ass, spreading her pale green cheeks as you tongue the knot of her asshole. The plant girl sucks in a hot gasp of pleasure. You rim her tight pucker and resume fucking her dripping cunt with three fingers. As you lick her ass and fuck her pussy, you focus on her pleasure. You seek out every point of pleasure with your mind. You respond to every reaction, every shudder of pleasure. With kisses, licks, caresses, and thrusting fingers.
You make Nepenthia cum again and again. Your tongue burrows into her hot asshole. Your fingers strum her clit. You sick the pale green pebbles of her nipples and tease her clit with your hard cock. But you never lose your mind as you remain focused on her pleasure. The ecstasy takes hold and Nepenthia’s eyes roll back in her head.
“Kiss me,” she moans. “Kiss me and fuck me.”
You thrust three fingers into her pussy. Knowing she is at the limit of breaking, you lean down and kiss her lips. Sweet honey floods your mouth from her tongue. You are so in the moment, so focused on her pleasure, that you swallow some of the warm liquid. Your mind dissolves into need. You pull your fingers from her cunt and ram your hard cock deep into her hot channel. She wails against your lips. You pound her pussy with raw need, slamming in and out of her slippery depths, kissing her and drinking more and more of her intoxicating honey.
“Aahhhh!” You cry, pleasure racing up your shaft. Your cock throbs inside her, pumping your cum deep into her pussy.
Nepenthia sprawls helplessly on the ground, temporarily overcome by the Maddening Pleasure. But your mind is lost as well. All you can do is rut into her slippery cunt, kissing her and caressing her, fucking her with primal need. She flops like a ragdoll as you move her into different positions, cumming inside her again and again, spilling so much of your seed that your mouth goes dry and your body is weak.
Spent, you finally flop onto the grass beside her. Nepenthia recovers before you. Her vines slither out from the jungle and take hold of your limp arms. You look at her helplessly as you are dragged across the clearing.
“A nice trick,” she says. “And quite enjoyable. A pity we cannot try it again.”
“Wait,” you croak, but it is too late. The vines drag you into the air and drop you into one of the pitchers. You plunge into warm, amber-colored liquid. The sides of the pitcher are fleshy and slippery. You kick and try to escape, until the liquid seeps into your skin and you begin to feel mind-numbing pleasure. You smile faintly, your cock stiffening as your clothing melts away.
“That’s it, Lucas,” coos Nepenthia, looking over the rim of the pitcher. “Enjoy your final bath. You are going to be almost as delicious as your winged friend.”
“Nooo,” you moan, but already you are forgetting the danger as you melt into the pleasurable liquid.
Soon, the warmth gives way to darkness. All that will be left of you is the holy symbol of Veleda around your neck.
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Tell Theora to fight the yegrilla

“Theora!” You shout to the beautiful angel. “I have faith in you! Defeat the yegrilla!”
Her brow furrows with concern, but she nods and turns her full attention to the hulking green ape. He roars again, thundering through the trees as Theora launches herself into the air. She spreads her wings wide, her gown tight against her shapely body as she tips into a dive. She thrusts a fist forward and that fist begins to glow.
The yegrilla fearlessly leaps to meet Theora’s dive. The two collide and there is a flash of light and a loud crack. White-winged angel and green-furred yegrilla grapple and slam through the rotted roof of one of the cabins. You hear them fighting inside, the yegrilla grunting and Theora crying out with effort. There are flashes of golden light visible through the timbers as Theora wields her holy might.
Theora suddenly bursts through the wall of the ruined cabin, tumbling through the air, to crash into another of the nearby buildings. The gorilla, apparently winning the battle, comes charging out of the ruined cabin and leaps after Theora. You cannot let this brute hurt her! You grip your sword tightly in both hands and charge to the cabin where Theora fell. You hear her cry out and rush into the ruins.
“I’m coming, Theora!” You shout.
You reach the entrance of the cabin and your eyes widen in shock. Theora is on her knees before the hulking yegrilla. He holds her wings in his massive hands, the feathers stretched wide and bent back in what seems to be a painful position. Theora, tears glistening in her silvery-blue eyes, is fighting to escape, but it seems hopeless.
Worse, the yegrilla’s thick cock, sticking out in glistening pink from his furry root, is rubbing back and forth against Theora’s face. She tries to twist away, but he rubs the slimy tip across her lips. He is trying to thrust his cock into her mouth!
“You suck,” he grunts.
Your face goes hot. The sight of the furry beast trying to violate Theora fills you with boiling rage. You do not care how big or strong this creature is! This will not stand! With a primal war cry, you charge the yegrilla, swinging the Holy Sword of Veleda.
He backhands you against the wall, knocking the sword from your grasp and knocking you senseless. You struggle to recover, dizzy, slowly lifting your head.
“You see? Little slave boy come to bow down.” The yegrilla grunts. “You like watch, slave boy? Watch while I breed wing woman.”
“Lucas,” moans Theora, the welling tears finally breaking and rolling down her cheeks.
You can do nothing to stop the massive yegrilla as it moves behind Theora, grabbing her waist as it lines it thick cock up against the gold-thatched blush of her cunt. It seems almost as if the brute positions Theora so that you can see everything from your beaten vantage point. You moan in horror as his huge cock thrusts into her pussy and you cringe as Theora moans with pleasure.
“Ohhhhh, no, please,” she gasps, even as her hips move and she fucks back against his massive cock.
“You like cock,” chortles the yegrilla as it thrusts its furry hips and pounds his cock into Theora’s increasingly wet and blushing pussy. You moan helplessly, your cock nevertheless stiffening at the sight of Theora being pleasured by the yegrilla.
“Oh, no, please stop,” she moans, her breasts swinging as she rides back on his cock, bouncing her plush cheeks against him. With a bestial roar, the yegrilla thrusts deep and erupts inside her. There is a flash of violet light and a mark appears to glow from Theora’s abdomen just above her vulva. The yegrilla keeps thrusting, continuously rutting into her until her cunt is overflowing with his frothy cum.
“Yessss! Yes! Fill me with your babies!” Theora wails as she is enslaved by the yegrilla. “I am your broodmate! I will give you so many ones!”
You sit up, groaning helplessly as the yegrilla draws its cock out of Theora’s stretched cunt with a stomach-churning slurp and a spill of his copious spunk from her reddened folds.
“Little boy slave,” grunts the yegrilla, his pink cock dripping with his filth, “you clean mate.”
“No,” you cry.
“Yessss, oh, yes, Lucas,” moans Theora, turning onto her back and spreading her shapely legs. “Come and clean all the nasty cum from my pussy. He gave it to me better than you ever could.”
You want to scream at the way Theora is acting, but the glowing rune on her abdomen tells you that there is no hope. You hesitate a moment longer and the yegrilla grabs you by your hair and drags you over to Theora. He pushes your face against her slimy cunt, smothering you in the musk of his cum as he rubs your nose and mouth against her pussy.
“Mmmnnnnnnoooo,” you moan, trying to keep your lips sealed.
“Do not fight it,” moans Theora. “Clean my dirty pussy. Clean up the cum of a superior beast.”
Her fingers slide into your hair and you do not fight as the beautiful angel pulls your face back to her blushing, cum-smeared cunt. You stick out your tongue and taste the awful, salty taste of the yegrilla’s spunk. You look up at Theora as you begin to lick up the brute’s plentiful cum. She squeezes her inner muscles and more trickles out from between her folds. You lap it all up, your cock stiff between your legs as you pleasure and clean Theora’s freshly-used pussy.
“You good slave,” says the yegrilla, pulling you roughly away. “I fuck mate more now.”
He climbs atop Theora and begins to rut his huge cock into her depths. You look away, utterly beaten and enslaved by the mossy-furred brute who rules this village. All hope of completing your quest is lost. You are nothing but a cuckolded slave to a monster.
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Hand over the sword and ask for the Succubus Queen to pleasure you

Your mother and sister are beautiful, the idea of joining them in some taboo pleasure is exciting, but their erotic magnetism is nothing compared to the raw sexuality of the Succubus Queen. You meet her glowing gaze and you feel your cock shift in your trousers. You hold the sword out to her and she gently takes it from your hands, turning it over in her grasp.
“Very good, Lucas,” she says. “You have made a wise decision. And which will you take for your pleasure?”
“I would like you, your majesty,” you say, bowing your head respectfully. “I have not seen a more beautiful woman in all my journeys. You are exquisite and luscious.”
“You desire me?” She laughs, clasping a hand against her enormous breasts as if flattered by your request. “Not your lovely sister or mother?”
You glance at them and they both look at you with pleading eyes.
“I want you,” you say, looking back into the hypnotic gaze of the Succubus Queen.
“Very well,” said Lady Rachelle. “You shall have me.”
She takes your hand and leads you from the throne room. You are glad she wears gloves upon her hand or you think you might explode. Even the sight of her twitching hips and gently bouncing buttocks as she walks slightly ahead of you is nearly enough to make you cum. You try to focus on making your way through the immaculate halls.
“Of course you know,” says Lady Rachelle, “that I will devour your soul. I will consume every scrap and make you mine. You understand that?”
“Y-yes,” you say, cold fear spiking through your hot haze of lust. “I am done fighting. I have brought you the sword and I want to claim my prize.”
“Oh, yes, your prize,” she laughs. “Very well, Lucas. Be the last man to share my bed before I ascend to become a living god.”
She leads you into an extravagant bedroom of gold and crimson silk, a bed as large as the dining room of your farm house spread out before you. Each post of the bed is a different statue of Rachelle, nude, in an erotic pose. Even these statues cause your cock to twitch.
“Remove your clothing, Lucas LeBlanc,” says Rachelle, looking you over slowly. “And know the pleasure of the greatest lover in all of existence.”
You undress in a stumbling rush, very nearly tripping up over your borrowed riding boots in your haste to get your trousers off. Your cock bounces free, stiff and crimson, and you hear a chuckle from the lovely succubus as she observes. You pop buttons on your shirt as you pull it off and toss it aside, panting with need and grinning like a fool as you finally stand naked before Rachelle.
“My, my,” she says. “Aren’t we eager? Very well…”
She wiggles the fingers of her left hand and her extravagant costume melts away, revealing her creamy mounds in their full glory with her huge breasts impossibly perky, her areolas wide and violet-tinged and her nipples as thick as a nursing mother. Her slender waist draws your eyes back to the widening of her hips. Her ass is plush and round without giving way to fat. Her glorious cunt glistens with desire as she parts her creamy thighs and uses her fingers to spread her raunchy folds.
“Come and meet your fate, Lucas,” she croons. “Taste your damnation.”
You sink between her plush thighs, kissing and caressing them as you approach the heathen warmth of her cunt. She sighs, plucking at her nipples with both hands and tilts her hips to present you with her lewd body. You breathe her scent, so strong and intoxicating, and run your tongue over her violet-tinged cuntlips. The taste of the slightest drop of her nectar is enough to make you cum. You moan, falling upon her pussy, thrusting your tongue deep into her tight channel as your cock explodes, untouched, in messy pumps upon the floor of her boudoir.
“Nnnnnnmmmmm!” You cry with pleasure, spurting again and again uselessly onto the floor as you suck and lick Rachelle’s sweet cunt.
“Ohh, that’s right, Lucas,” she laughs. “I am irresistible. Now that you have tasted the dew of my loins, you have no choice but to surrender fully.”
“Nnnyyesss,” you agree, your tongue half-buried in her fluttering cunt and her nectar dripping from your chin. You suck and lick the fat bud of her clit. You wallow in her nectar and sweet fragrance. You moan submissively as her thick thighs squeeze around your head.
“Come here,” she says. “Bring me your cock. I want a taste fresh from your tap.”
You kneel on the bed beside her, trembling, your cock jerking as she sprawls on her side and lazily takes hold of your manhood. You barely resist the urge to cum at this lightest touch. She grasps your shaft and leans forward, her tongue curling around your tip. You let out a strangled cry of pleasure and begin to cum as the warmth of her mouth descends and envelops your cock. It is a pleasure like nothing Morelle or Theora or any of your other lovers could ever provide. You cum again and again into her mouth, one orgasm blurring into the next, your essence departing with each gush of your seed.
Rachelle finally relinquishes her hold on your cock with a wet pop of her mouth. She laughs and declares, “Absolutely delicious. You were woth the wait. Now then, Lucas, prepare to meet your end.”
“Oh, Rachelle,” you moan as she embraces you and kisses you.
She pulls you atop her, guiding you with powerful hands until your hips are positions between her thighs. She seems bigger than you, giant even, but you find her easily enough and sink your cock into her hot pussy. It so tight and warm, squeezes you so expertly, that you cum again in an instant. She kisses you as you spurt your seed deep into her demonic cunt and you feel her sucking out nearly all of your essence.
Weak, gasping for breath, you move your hips, fucking into her. You gaze down into her rippling perfection, her huge breasts heaving with each stroke of your frail body. She writhes to meet you, laughing contemptuously as you fuck her.
“That’s it,” she hisses. “One last cum for you, Lucas. Go on, give it to me. Give me your soul.”
“Oh, Rachelle,” you moan, squeezing her huge breasts in both your feeble hands. You thrust as fast as you can into her slick pussy, finally crying out desperately as your pleasure surges.
You explode deep inside her pussy, her walls seizing around you and clutching at you with every desperate stroke. Your cock throbs again and again, pouring out your cum and your soul with each orgasmic spike. You look into her violet eyes, at her predatory smile, and you feel yourself plunging into her.
“That’s it,” she coos. “Don’t fight it. Descend into me.”
“Ahhhh,” you cry, one last jolt of fear that everything is lost easily swallowed up by that warm, inviting darkness within her.
Your empty husk crumples atop her, lifeless and desiccated. She shoves it aside, licking her lips with satisfaction at the meal you have provided her demonic hunger.
You have been devoured by the Succubus Queen. Your journey is at an end.
BAD END




Show mercy to the Succubus Queen

You look into your mother’s pleading eyes and feel Genevieve pulling at the leg of your trousers and you know you cannot slay the Succubus Queen. You lower the sword slowly.
“Very well,” you say. “If you surrender to me, I will show you mercy.”
“She surrenders,” cries your mother.
“Oh, Lucas, thank you for sparing her,” moans Genevieve, blotting at the tears dropping from her eyes.
“Yes,” says the Succubus Queen with a relieved look. “Oh, you are too powerful for me, Lucas. I yield to your might. I surrender myself to your mercy.”
“Good,” you say and sheath your sword. “There is no reason we cannot work together to end this madness. You are a rational being.”
“Yes,” she says, the wound on her chest sealing up and disappearing. “Yes, I am. And I am so grateful. Let me show you, Lucas. Let me show you my gratitude.”
“That’s not… um…” Your words trail off as your mother and sister climb to their feet and press against either side of your body. Your sister draws your attention with a stroke of your cheek. You gaze into her blue eyes heavy with lust. Your mother turns your face to her, leaning even closer, and whispers warmly against you, “We are all so grateful for your mercy, Lucas.”
You are entranced by your mother’s big blue eyes that are mysteriously flecked with violet. Your cock twitches as your sister and mother caress your chest, their hands sliding lower. Your refusal of their affection dies on your lips as you realize Lady Rachelle is on her knees before you, working your belt open with her practiced hands. Your eyes widen further as she unbuttons your pants and slides them down your thighs, allowing your hard, crimson cock to bounce free.
“W-what are you doing?” You manage.
“I am on my knees for you, mighty conqueror,” she whispers, taking holding of your cock and sending a tingling thrill of pleasure through your body. “Let me show my gratitude by sucking your big cock.”
She looks up at you adoringly, her plump breasts resting atop one of her arms, her other hand grasping your cock. You can see her in her full glory, her armor gone, her plump rear resting against her heels. Your manhood twitches in her grasp and drools out a strand of precum that spatters against the upper swell of her luscious breasts. She leans in, pink tongue reaching out, finding your cockhead and flicking beneath it. Her full, soft lips part wider, her eyes closing halfway as she moans and takes you into the exquisitely warm, wet vice of her sucking mouth.
You cum instantly. Your cock throbs between her lips and she moans with amusement, sucking quite hard to draw out each pulse of your spunk. As your seed fires into her mouth, you feel an even deeper pleasure and you know that she is feeding upon your essence.
“N-no,” you gasp, trying to step back, but you are held in place by your sister and your mother. Their hands are suddenly like iron shackles, their eyes mad with lustful hatred and distinct violet glows.
“Ohhhhhhh goddess, help me,” you cry out, a second orgasm exploding from your cock and into Rachelle’s slurping mouth. The only answer is that awful sucking sensation, drawing you deeper into her mouth, into that hot wet void that seeks to devour your very soul.
“Oh, Lucas,” she moans, rolling your cum in her mouth, “so delicious. One more and I will finish you off.”
She bobs hungrily, moaning and sucking at your cock, eyes looking up at you and glowing with fiendish delight. You cannot escape, you cannot even fight it as the pleasure swells inside you. Even though you know you are doomed, you cannot stop it. You thrust your hips pitifully, fucking her mouth with two strokes and exploding as your cock pushes into her silky throat. She gulps around you, swallowing your spurting seed and your essence with each pump of ecstasy.
You feel the warmth all around you. The darkness swallowing you up. And then you are falling and your mother and sister are laughing.
Your soul has been devoured by the Succubus Queen. Your adventure is at an end.
BAD END




Reunited in the Crystal Sanctum

The sensation of falling recedes and you feel firm ground beneath you. It takes a while longer for the pink light to fade out, revealing a familiar grassy terrain, a stone road, and the white walls of the palace within the Crystal Sanctum. The sky above you is a sunset pink and as you push yourself into a sitting position you find a smiling Hina waiting to greet you.
“Hello, master,” she says, offering you a hand up.
“My mother and sister,” you say, pulling yourself up against her. “Did they…?”
You words trail off as you see Genevieve and your mother rising to their feet in the grass behind Hina. Another version of the golem is approaching them.
“Genevie!” You cry, pushing past Hina and running to your sister.
“Lucas!” She cries and you catch her in her arms and lift her up, kissing her cheek and embracing her tightly. You turn around in a circle, holding her in your arms, and by the time you finish a revolution your mother is waiting to hug you.
“My sweet boy,” she says, somehow looking both happy and sad at the same time. You do not try to pick your mother up, but you hug her just as tightly as you hugged Genevieve, breathing in her familiar scent and trying not to think about the way the imposter of your mother tried to seduce you.
“I thought you were dead,” you say, wiping moisture welling in your eyes. “And then when she had those two creatures posing as the two of you… I…”
“You almost gave in to our charms, huh?” Genevieve jokes, nudging you with an elbow.
“Everything she said was a lie,” you say, but search your mother’s eyes for agreement and find none.
“No,” says your mother. She turns her back on you and gazes out at the forest and strange mountains that border the castle’s inland walls. “Not everything was a lie, Lucas. The goddess poisoned your father and in my need for revenge I summoned Lady Rachelle. I thought she could hurt Veleda. I did not realize the pain I would cause so many others.”
You remember Veleda in the cave just before entering Chthona, radiant and terrible, tearing the wings off Theora and casting her back into the world.
“Veleda did this, not you,” you say, placing a reassuring hand on your mother’s shoulders.
“No,” says your mother, turning back to you with tears in her eyes. “No, we were both wrong. We both let evil into this world.”
“It’s over now,” you say, hugging her tightly again. “We are safe.”
“Yes, no more trouble from me,” says Lady Rachelle, joining your hug with your mother.
“You!” Genevieve shouts. “Mutandis Pentatis!”
A glowing pentagram appears in the air, throwing the Succubus Queen back and knocking her onto her bottom in the grass.
“Wait!” You shout as Genevieve readies another spell. “Stop it! She has been captured. She cannot hurt us here.”
“That is not exactly true, master,” says Hina, but you motion her to silence.
“What is this place?” Genevieve asks, looking around at the castle and mountains and sunset sky as if just noticing it.
“We’ve been sucked into the Holy Sword of Veleda,” you say. It occurs to you that the sword was in Chthona, in the throne room of the Succubus Queen. “Hina, where is the sword now?”
“We have left the mortal realm and are traveling to the goddess’s heavenly palace,” says the nearest Hina. “You are no longer the master of the sword and it will be returned to her. We will arrive in three minutes, relative.”
“Wait, we are going to Veleda?” Lady Rachelle gets up off the ground. “I cannot have that. She will burn me into cinders.”
“The goddess will judge everyone within the Crystal Sanctum,” explains Hina.
Your mother, sister, and Lady Rachelle begin to argue with one another. Your mother seems to take the position that she will kill Veleda herself, while Genevieve and the Succubus Queen are exchanging accusations about who deserves to be incinerated by Veleda. Your family and the Succubus Queen are not the only ones facing the harsh judgment of Veleda. Every monster girl you have met and defeated is in the sword and will likely be punished by Veleda.
You take the opportunity to step away and speak with Hina in a low, quiet voice.
“What is Veleda going to do to all the monster girls?” You ask her softly.
“She will judge them each by their deeds. She does not frequently show mercy, master.” The Hina gives you a sympathetic smile, her glassy blue eyes betraying no actual emotion.
“They are my friends, Hina,” you say, though you might describe some of them as more than friends. “I cannot allow them to be punished and killed by Veleda. I don’t particularly want to be incinerated by an angry goddess either.”
“Alright, master,” says Hina. “I can help you.”
Electricity snaps and the Succubus Queen howls in pain, having evidently come too close to your sister or mother. You do not have time to intervene.
“What can you do?” You ask Hina.
“I can discharge the crystal heart and transmit all of the monster girls and humans near to their point of origin. I cannot transmit the Succubus Queen back to Chthona or send the plant girl back to the jungle of Saturana. I can send them close, however.”
“And my mother and sister?” You ask, feeling a growing tension.
“I can send them back with the monster girls,” she says. “Or to your farm.”
“Send them to my farm,” you say. “And the others back as well. Is there time to say goodbye to the girls?”
“I am sorry, no, master,” she says.
“Do it then,” you say. “Send them all back.”
Hina gets a distant look in her glassy eyes. The air begins to hum, the clouds rippling, silent pink lightning crackling in the clouds. The hum grows louder and your hairs stand on end.
“What is happening?!” Genevieve cries.
“It’s alright,” you shout over the building hum, hoping it truly is alright. The hum builds to a painful volume and pitch, the sky alive with pulsing pink capillaries of electricity. Suddenly there is a pulse you feel behind your eyes and your mother, sister, and Lady Rachelle disappear.
You take a shaky breath as the clouds slowly return to normal and the human dies away.
“It is done, master,” says Hina. “I reserved enough power to send you back as well if you would like to join them.”
“Will I ever see you again, Hina?”
“You could remain with me,” says the golem girl. “I am able to create a pocket within this pocket dimension and create a duplicate of this palace. Future possessors of the sword will never know you are there, but you would never be able to leave.”
You look around at the beautiful castle, the landscape of rolling greenery, and the dense, handsome woods. You can imagine living out your days here, with Hina, trapped forever within the castle. But you would never see your mother, sister, any of the other monster girls, or Theora ever again.
“You must decide quickly, master,” says Hina. “We will be arriving in seventeen seconds. Sixteen. Fifteen. Fourteen…”
CONTINUE TO BOOK 7: THE EPILOGUE >




Use your Maddening Pleasure ability

Your cock throbs and your mouth waters at the thought of pleasuring the voluptuous Succubus Queen. Her body is purpose-made for pleasure and you know you could find all sorts of ways to give her that pleasure. Theora would think using Maddening Pleasure on the most powerful sex demon in the world was foolish. Morelle, taught you the ability and who always spoke highly of Lady Rachelle, would have loved the audacious move.
You sheath your sword and steel yourself for a test of your willpower. The Succubus Queen is baffled by your move, cocking her head and raising an eyebrow.
“Have you come to your senses?” She asks.
“I have decided that I cannot resist your beauty,” you say, striding towards her and blatantly admiring her curvaceous body.
“Yes, of course,” laughs Rachelle, holding her arms wide in an invitation to embrace her. “Come here then, Lucas, and I’ll give you what you desire.”
You approach her as if you intend to embrace her, but stop short.
“My gods, you are lovely, your majesty,” you say, taking in her curves once more. “Deserving of worship in every way. If only I could see your loveliness in its purest form.”
“That’s right,” says the Succubus Queen. “Bow down before me, mortal. I shall give you something to worship.”
With a dramatic sweep of her hand, the beautiful demoness causes her regal costume of armor and lingerie to melt away to nothing. You gasp with astonishment at her naked loveliness. Her huge breasts are impossibly pert, her areolas wide a pale and her nipples thick and seemingly straining to be sucked. Her slender waist and shapely hips combined with her ample thighs and long legs to draw your eye to the cove of her womanhood. It is immaculate, as if she is virginal, and glistens with the nectar of her arousal.
Perhaps this was a fool’s errand, you think, as you resist the urge to fall to your knees before the Succubus Queen, but it will be a glorious way to die. Rachelle clearly expects you to kneel and is therefore surprised when you lurch towards her, embracing her passionately and caressing her shapely hips. You cannot resist reaching around to fondle the ample onion of her ass, squeezing and shaping the globes of her buttocks as you moan with lust and bury your face against her breasts.
“That is not bowing down before me,” says Rachelle, but she does not stop you from seeking out one of her fat pink nipples with your tongue. You look up into her glowing eyes for a moment as you suck her nipples into your mouth, drawing the slight dome of her areola with the suction. You moan around her fat bud, spreading and smacking her ass while your mouth is busy. She cries out, “How dare you spank the queen!?”
“Your ass is just so lovely,” you moan. “Your breasts. Your everything. Oh, forgive me, my queen, but I cannot resist.”
You lick and suck her breasts, making the succubus queen moan and shudder with pleasure. You do get down on your knees, but only after you have thoroughly pleasured her quivering teats and kissed your way down between her luscious thighs. She cradles your head, as if she can seize control of you, guiding you to the radiating heat of her cunt. Her scent is intoxicating, but you are focused. You do not drink the sweet honey of her pussy, but you lash her with your tongue and thrust two and then three fingers forcefully into her clutching cunt.
“Ohhhhhh, Lucas, I see you have learned well,” she moans, jerking her hips. “Did Theora teach you to suck the clit while plumbing the depths with your fingers?”
“Morelle,” you moan, slurping lewdly on Rachelle’s fat clit.
“The farm girl?” The Succubus Queen laughs with derision. “What could she possibly teach you?”
“More than you think,” you say, suddenly knocking over the Succubus Queen. She cries out in alarm, but you have already bent her legs back, forcing her knees almost to her huge breasts and her ass and pussy upwards in a contortion of her shapely body. You could try to deliver a mortal blow with her in this position, but you know if you release the pressure on her legs for even an instant she would spring up and have her revenge.
“Unhand me!” The Succubus Queen cries, but she has no leverage at all to force your hands away and her arms are pinned in an awkward position. Her dripping pussy and the clench of her ass are completely exposed to you, wafting with her demonic heat and the musky perfume of her arousal. You cannot use your hands, but your tongue is a powerful force.
Rachelle moans as you assault her puckered asshole. You feverishly moan as you tongue her hot clench. It tenses and flexes against your lapping tongue and Rachelle makes reluctant sounds of pleasure. You thrust your tongue past her resistance and into the hot passage of her ass. She croons with pleasure. Tasting her raunchy depths, you are so aroused that you let out a tongue-tied moan and explode into your trousers. You feel the wetness of your cum throbbing out and making a mess of yourself, but you cannot help it. You cry with ecstasy, your moan vibrating into Rachelle’s clenching hole.
“You cannot defeat me this way,” she moans plaintively. “I will have your soul, Lucas. And my sword.”
“Nnnnnnnnn,” you reply and slip your tongue out of her ass. You give her closing gape a few tender licks before you turn your attention back to her clit. You suck it greedily, causing her to tense and shudder with her pleasure. She calls out to your mother and sister, perhaps begging them to assist her and pull you away, but her words are incoherent through her pleasure.
She begins to glow, her body becoming hot and her pussy so hot that it nearly burns your lips. You do not relent. You slurp her scalding folds and batter her clit with your tongue.
“Stoppppp!” She cries, her body tensing and releasing as another orgasm explodes through her. She stops fighting and you can feel her surrender to the pleasure, pussy convulsing, juices pouring out of her peachy cunt. “Aaaahhhhhhhhh!”
The tension fades from her body and you see the madness in her rolling eyes. She is stunned, perhaps only for a moment, and you are not going to waist this opportunity. You let go of her legs and she flops onto her back, writhing and whimpering with her pleasure.
“What have you done to he!?” Your mother demands.
“You have hurt her!” Genevieve cries.
Suddenly, your mother and sister transform. For a moment, you fear they are only revealing their true nature as demonesses as horns burst from their heads and wings stretch from their backs. But their faces change, becoming two completely different women, eyes blazing with outrage.
“Stay away from her!” The succubus that was your sister screams and launches at you with claws outstretched. You duck her attack and she slams into the throne, crumpling its golden delicacy and becoming entangled in the ruin.
“You are not worthy to even be in her presence!” The succubus that was your mother shrieks and flies at you.
You realize this one is too quick to dodge so you meet her head on, slamming her in the side of the head with the pommel of your sword. She crumples to the floor, alive but unconscious. You return your attention to Rachelle just in time as she is beginning to come around.
“Wha-what happened?” She moans, sitting up and rubbing her flushed face.
“You have been defeated,” you say and mercilessly swing your sword at her neck.
Rachelle has a moment to scream before your blade makes contact. Instead of lopping off her head, your sword produces a familiar burst of pink light that consumes the Succubus Queen. You are knocked back by the force of it and sent sprawling on the floor. You look up at the ceiling and are shocked to see your mother and sister hanging above, their bodies wrapped in chains and their mouths gagged. They cringe from the bright light as it grows brighter.
Unlike when you have captured other monster girls, the flash is continuing to enlarge and, the sword shaking in your grasp as the light spreads up to the ceiling to engulf your real family.
You feel yourself being pulled into the light, screaming as you are drawn into the blade along with the others.
You have won, haven’t you? You defeated the Succubus Queen. You do not understand what is happening as you tumble end-over-end through the bright pink light.
CONTINUE >




Drink the pink milk potion

Nepenthia’s vines lash at you again and you barely manage to dodge them as thorns catch at your sleeve and leave spots of blood. The plant girl laughs with the delight.
“So much juice in you human boys! I will drink it all!” She licks her lips and starts towards you. With a slash of your sword, you ward her off and reach into the pouch on your hip. You grab the pink milk potion, remove the stopper, and tip the potion to your lips. With a sweet gulp of the creamy liquid, you feel the warmth spilling down your throat to become a warm ball in your belly.
You double over, moaning as your body begins to transform. Your muscles soften and your face becomes much more feminine. Your waist becomes more slender, your hips wider, and your ass round and shapely. Enormous breasts bulge form your chest and your nipples become thicker and more sensitive. No change is as profound as the one between your newly-feminine thighs. Your penis inverts inside your body, seeming to separate and shift so that your cockhead is now the sensitive bud of your clit.
“What is this? Did you drink poison?” Nepenthia looks at you in confusion. “You… you are growing breasts. Your face has changed. You have become a woman!”
You stand, still trembling from aftershocks of the potent potion. You smile sweetly at Nepenthia.
“No juice for you, plant girl,” you say, thrusting your ample breasts out proudly and resting your hands on your shapely hips.
“On the contrary,” laughs Nepenthia. “I can get just as much juice from a beautiful woman.”
Her vines shoot out from behind you, wrapping around your arms and then your legs. You fight against them, but one vine strips the sword from your hand. Nepenthia prowls over to you as the vines bind your wrists together and lift you a few inches off the ground.
“Look at this succulent young body,” she says, caressing your hips up to your plump breasts. “You will not be needing all these silly garments.”
With a wave of her hand, the vines slide into the legs of your trousers and the sleeves of your tunic and rip your clothes apart. Shredded scraps of fabric hang over your breasts. Vines yank down your undershorts and expose your shapely bottom and your glistening pussy thatched with brown hair. The vines creak as you strain against them, but it is hopeless.
Nepenthia circles around you, admiring your naked flesh and trailing her fingers over your bare body. She returns to your front and she plucks away the bits of your tunic still covering your breast. She chuckles as she runs her fingers over your thick, sensitive nipples, plucking each of them lightly between her fingers.
“Yours are so much bigger than mine,” giggles the plant girl. With a wave of her hand, the flowers covering her nipples drop away to reveal pale green buds scarcely bigger than yours before the transformation. The flower drops away from between her thighs as well, exposing a hairless, blushing pink pussy of exquisite delicacy.
She cups your breasts and leans up on her tiptoes to rub her small, perky mounds around your heavy breasts. You gasp with pleasure and Nepenthia chooses that moment to lean up and kiss you. Her lips part and she thrusts her honey-sweet tongue into your mouth. You try to push her tongue back out, but that only serves to further spread the slippery liquid in her mouth. Wherever it touches, warmth seeps into your flesh. The warmth spreads through your mouth, radiating down into your body. You are filled with a powerful need. You cease fighting to escape her kiss and begin kissing her back.
“Mmmmmmm,” you moan into her kiss.
The vines release you gently back down onto the ground. Without hesitation, you embrace Nepenthia, kissing her passionately and pressing your soft body against her tall, slender figure. Your hands slide down her hips and caress and squeeze her firm rear. Nepenthia breaks the kiss and leans down, look up at you with her strange eyes as she tongues your fat nipples.
“Oh, yes,” she giggles. “So much liquid from willing human girls.”
Two vines tipped with hypodermic barbs emerge from the nearby jungle. Their needlelike quills sting into each of your breasts and inject tingling venom. They withdraw back into the darkness of the jungle.
“Ahhh,” you moan. “Why would you do that?”
“To drink your liquid,” giggles Nepenthia.
The tingling in your breasts grows more intense. You whimper with shock as your breasts, already huge, begin to swell and grow tight with new weight. Your nipples seem even thicker and are almost painfully erect. You are about to ask Nepenthia what is happening when liquid bursts from your left nipple. A moment later it sprays out in a similar fine mist from your right.
“Yessss! Your sweet milk!” The plant girl cries with delight. She latches her mouth to your right nipple and begins to suckle, drawing your milk into her mouth in greedy gulps. The sensation of having your breast drained by the plant girl is more than you can stand. You thrust a hand between your thighs and begin to excitedly fuck yourself with two fingers.
“It is being wasted,” gasps Nepenthia, lifting her mouth from your right nipple and moving to your left. You finger fuck yourself as the beautiful monster girl moans and slurps and suckles at your breasts. She moves back and forth between them, gradually reducing the painful pressure in them as the pressure of your orgasm builds. You finally cry out, bucking against your thrusting fingers as Nepenthia sucks on your nipples. Your nectar spills down your hand as she finally pops her mouth from of your raw, red teats.
“More liquid,” she coos, and takes hold of your hand, pulling it to her mouth and licking your fingers clean. She pants, “More.”
Nepenthia pushes you back onto the soft earth and her vines part your legs. She begins eagerly licking your folds, slurping lewdly at them and sucking your clit, all to draw out more of your moisture.
“So delicious,” she moans, licking your glistening cum from her chin. “You are the sweetest girl human I have tasted.”
Her tongue burrows into your cunt as she resumes sucking you. With another wail of pleasure, you experience a long, deep, and every intense orgasm. You hold her silky green-blonde hair as you cradle her head and fuck against the plant girl’s fucking tongue.
“More,” she gasps. Her vines descend from the jungle branches above and wind around your breasts, squeezing them tightly and producing fresh trickles of milk. Cup-like bulbs attached to vines cover your areolas and begin to rhythmically suckle your breasts, draining your cream. More vines thrusts into your pussy and ass, soaking up your juices as they pump in and out of your tender holes.
“Fun for me as well,” sings Nepenthia and she climbs atop your face and settles her pussy and firm ass atop your mouth. You lick her eagerly, drinking the honey that flows from her folds and tonguing her clit. You are delirious with pleasure, cumming again and again as the plant girl rides your face.
You are so intoxicated on her sweet syrup that it only makes sense when you follow her into one of her pitchers. It seems perfectly rational that you should bathe with her in the warm, amber liquid inside, your body turning back into a male. She rides your cock as you fade in and out of consciousness. Finally, a warm darkness descends.
Somehow, you know you will never emerge from the at warm blanket of nothingness.
CONTINUE >




Call upon Morelle to defeat the goblins

Four goblins look like bite-sized morsels for a hungry succubus. You smile at the thought as you hold the Sword of Velveda aloft and shout, “Morelle emerge!”
With a flash of pink light that shocks the goblins, you call forth the shapely beauty of Morelle. She appears in the clearing standing between you and the goblins. She looks from you and Theora to the four creatures, staring in confusion at the beautiful bat-winged demoness that has just appeared.
“Ooh, goblins,” coos Morelle. “You are so little and cute!”
The goblins loose their arrows almost simultaneously. Morelle cries out and shields her body by turning a shoulder to them and curling a wing over herself. The small arrows bounce harmlessly from her magically toughened flesh. She snaps her wing back, her eyes blazing with demonic energy as she crouches. Her corseted bodice and immodest skirt disappear in a puff of smoke. The goblins stare at her luscious body as if mesmerized by her beauty. One of them actually drops his bow and the other three are distracted in the act of drawing and firing another arrow.
“That wasn’t very nice,” says the succubus. “Why would you want to hurt… these?”
She cradles her soft breasts, fingers bending and teasing her violet-tinged nipples as she squeezes her heaving mounds. She swings her hips and twitches her fleshy tail around one to tease them. She turns slowly, watching them over her shoulder as she swings her firm ass for them, finally bending over to show off her violet-pink pussy to their shocked gazes.
“Come here,” she beckons. “Taste the pleasure you know you deserve.”
“N-no,” moans the goblin that had spoken before. “No go. She dangerous.”
But the goblin’s three companions do not listen. One of the goblins steps forward and removes his loincloth, revealing a small, bumpy green cock no bigger than Morelle’s thumb. She giggles as he thrusts his hips towards her.
“Oh, dear,” laughs Morelle, stroking the scrawny creature’s cheek. “That’s all you have? Well, that’s alright… I can find a use for it.”
Her fleshy tail slides between her thighs, rubbing her delicate cuntlips as its slick, fleshy opening descends on the goblin’s cock. The creatures squeal’s with pleasure and thrusts forward, sheathing its hard cock in Morelle’s ravenous tail. With a squeak of pleasure, the beast explodes instantly, violet energy crackling around her tail as she begins to drain his cum and his life force simultaneously. The tail throbs rhythmically as it pumps the goblin’s cock.
As Morelle feeds on one goblin, she turns to the other two that have approached. She gets down on her knees, gripping their offered cocks, dragging them closer as she wanks them with her skilled hands. The goblins squeak and squirm. She kisses one on the lips and the creature cums in her hand, shooting ropes of yellowish spunk onto the ground and spattering her arm.
You see that the goblin being drained by Morelle’s tail has grown emaciated and frail. It croaks and falls to the ground, its flesh withered as Morelle’s tail slurps lewdly and releases the goblin’s shriveled cock. Her tail immediately slurps up the cock of another goblin as she guides the fourth to her slippery pussy. Sucking one with her tail, kissing another as she wanks it, and being fucked by the fourth, Morelle is in her succubus element. The goblins cannot hold out and begin to cum again and again, surrendering their life force to her kiss, her hungry tail, and her steamy pussy.
“Don’t kill them all,” you call out to Morelle. “Leave the one that can speak. We need to ask him some questions.”
“Of course, master,” coos Morrelle, working her hips as the goblin between her thighs helplessly fucks her creamy pussy. The goblins cries out, his voice shrill and hoarse, as he cums again, shooting another of his filthy loads into the milking pussy of the succubus.
Morelle’s tail drains every bit of life force from a second goblin and her kiss leaves a third nothing but a withered husk. The fourth goblin, drawn and pale, collapses atop her body, still buried in her cum-stuffed pussy.
“I think he’s ready to talk,” giggles Morelle. She rolls the goblin onto his back, where he lays helpless and feeble. Morelle climbs atop him, her hand coaxing his cock to hardness and sliding it back into her creamy pussy. He moans pitifully as she rides slowly atop him, her soft breasts jiggling with her motion.
“Where is your village?” You demand.
“Up path,” says the goblin, trying to point towards the continuing path through the clearing. “Many more goblins.”
“Ooh, more little goblins,” cries Morelle.
“You’re not going to the village,” you scold. “What about that way?”
You point to an even fainter path out of the small clearing.
“That is… old house. Humans live there once.”
“Have you seen any humans nearby?” You ask.
“Furry green man.”
“What about that direction?” You ask, pointing through a thicket with an unusual bloom of flowers.
“G-garden,” says the goblin. “We not go way. Very dangerous.”
“So we check out this abandoned house,” you say, enjoying the sight of Morelle slowly riding her luscious ass atop the goblin. “And decide where to go from there.”
“Morelle,” says Theora, “that is enough.”
“Aw! Do I get to eat him up too?” She asks, stroking the goblin’s face.
“No, let that one live,” you say. “He has been helpful.”
Morelle reluctantly dismounts with a raunchy slurp. The goblin’s cock is straining hard and twitching as he looks from you to Morelle with a mixture of terror and lust.
“Morelle return!” You command and the succubus cries out as she is sucked back into the Crystal Sanctum in the Holy Sword of Veleda.
“She is an evil creature,” murmurs Theora, surveying the three withered corpses and the pitiful survivor left by Morelle.
“She can’t help what she is,” you say. “The Succubus Queen did this to her.”
You and Theora set off back into the jungle, following the path that veers clear of the goblin village. The journey is more difficult than on the other path, slowing your progress. The darkness of the jungle canopy is beginning to deepen, suggesting that night is falling. With the mountains still not in view, it seems unlikely you will reach them by dusk.
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Drink the blue milk potion

You reach into the pouch on your hip and remove the bottle of faintly glowing blue milk potion. You pop the stopper from the bottle and tip the contents to your lips. You almost spill it as Charlotte tries to grapple you again. You just manage to get the stopper back on and return it to your belt without being caught up by her tentacles.
“What was that?” Charlotte demands. “Some sort of cordial? May I have a taste?”
You stagger, throwing back your head and howling with sudden rage. Charlotte is shaken by your outburst. She looks at you with concern and does not press the attack as you are temporarily incapacitated by the potion. Anger and lust surge through your veins.
Your muscles bulge, your shoulders broaden, your neck thickens, and your cock swells until the buttons of your trousers are barely containing it. With another roar, you free your cock from your pants and Charlotte gasps at the sight of your grotesquely enlarged cock, crimson and corded with thick veins, nearly as big as your arm and clenched fist from the elbow.
“W-what is that?” The Scylla girl stammers, slithering backwards from you. “I have never seen mating flesh like this! How is it possible?”
“Possible?” You pant, your muscular chest heaving. “Because I need to fuck you SO BAD!”
You leap at her, propelled by your strengthened muscles, tackling the Scylla girl to the mud at the river’s edge. She squeals with surprise as you overpower her tentacles, parting her slimy appendages to reveal the hot, blushing cove of her cunt. You press the huge tip of your throbbing cock to that slippery mound and take her with a mighty thrust, driving every inch into her pussy and grunting with pleasure.
“AAAAAAHHH! It’s so big!” She squeals as you drive your massive cock inside her steamy cunt, stretching her tight around your manhood.
You hammer your cock in and out of her steamy pussy, making her breasts bounce with every stroke and pinning her arms to the mud when she tries to push you away.
“You love my cock,” you snarl, pounding in and out of her pussy.
“It’s too big,” she wails, arching and trying, in vain, to escape your powerful grasp.
Every thrust of your massive cock bulges her abdomen. The more furiously you fuck her, the less she fights, until she is gasping along with your bestial grunts. You hammer your cock faster and faster, sweat spilling down your face as you drive towards an orgasm. You can feel it building.
“You want to be bred?” You laugh savagely.
“Oooooh, yesssss,” she croons. “Fertilize my eggs!”
“Aaaaaaahhhh!”
You throw back your head and howl with pleasure, your cock swelling inside her stretched pussy. Your welling pleasure explodes inside her, erupting in a hot geyser that bastes her clutching womb and overflows with each stroke of your mighty cock. Your frothing cum spills down her ass and drips from her tentacles as you pound into her pussy. You think you can feel her inner walls clutching at you as she cums as well, but you do not care. All that matters is how bad you need to fuck.
You pull your cock out of her, leaving her gasping and dripping, her folds smeared with your cream and gaping wide. She is dazed, breathless, but with a smile on her flushed face. You flip her over roughly, lifting her hips for a better view of her creamy ass. You spit loudly and messily onto her asshole and smack the hard pipe of your cock against her crack.
“Noooo,” she croons. “Please, not there.”
“Yes, there,” you laugh as you press the fist-sized mushroom of your cockhead to her tight pinky pucker. With a thrust, you overcome her clench and stuff your hard cock deep into her ass. You take her ass without concern for her discomfort as she howls with shock and pain. You grab her slender hips, pounding your cock up her ass, and making her cheeks jiggle and her tits swing.
“It’s too big,” she moans in obvious agony.
“You’re too tight!” You laugh, smacking her ass with your hand. “I have to loosen you up!”
You pressing her face down into the mud, her ass raised as you fuck in and out of her stretched pink hole. Your cock is raging, your need undimmed. Your swollen bollocks slap against the cummy heat of her pussy. The lewd wetness of her body only adds to your pleasure. You hunch over her, rutting into her tight asshole unrestrained. Your balls tightening and your cock swelling in her slippery hole.
“Are you… are you going to spill your seed in my ass?” Charlotte wails.
“YES!” You laugh, smacking her ass again. “YESSSS!”
“Oooooooh,” she croons helplessly.
With a last snarl of lust, you erupt into her ass. Gush after gush of your seed boils out of your throbbing cock, slicking each thrust and filling her ass with your huge load. You slow your strokes, savoring her clutching pucker, your lust receding.
You pull your cock from her ass with a raunchy slurp, watching your spunk drain from her gaping asshole. She moans helplessly as you stand above her.
“Go back to the waters,” you say as the effects of the potion begin to fade. “I have given you all I intend to give you.”
“Th-thank you,” she says, slithering upright, seeming to regain her bearings. Her luscious body is smeared with mud, but she is still beautiful as she embraces you and kisses you. “I will take good care of all our children.”
You feel a jolt realizing you have mated with the Scylla girl. She giggles as she slips back into the river and disappears.
“Well handled, big man,” says Theora from behind you.
“Ah, I did not know you were there, uh,” you look down, trying to tuck your oversized cock back into your trousers. “I thought the potion would be appropriate.”
“That seed you gave her,” says Theora, helping to tuck your cock away and buttoning your trousers. “Will give her at least a hundred offspring. You just sired a veritable army of monster girls.”
You glance guiltily at the river’s surface.
“Perhaps we should carry on before you find something else to impregnate,” chuckles Theora. “When I was flying I noticed some sort of building a few miles upriver. It might be a good place to shelter overnight.”
“Right,” you agree. “Uh, let’s head towards that.”
You and Theora set off once more, following the curve of the rushing river into the sweltering jungle. You cannot help but think about dozens of tiny monster girl Scyllas darting around the murky river, their faces slightly resembling your own.
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Parley

Tentacle-like vines squirm in the surrounding jungle, beginning to creep into the clear on every side. The beautiful plant girl stalks you, her lips curling into a cruel smile. You flick your gaze to Theora’s silhouette, writhing in the pitcher nearby. She is moaning in pain. Or is it pleasure?
You want to slash open the pitcher and free her from her predicament, but you know this would leave you vulnerable to Nepenthia.  You need to get Theora out. You need to reach some sort of bargain with the plant girl.
“Wait,” you say, lowering your sword and holding up your hand. “Let’s talk about this.”
“Talk? Not many animals want to talk with me.” Nepenthia strokes her delicate chin in consideration. “Very well, Lucas, let us talk. What is the subject?”
“My friend,” you say. “The feathered woman.”
“Yes, she is very delicious,” says Nepenthia. “I can already taste her skin beginning to melt. Oh, do not make that face. It is very pleasant for her.”
“Pleasant or not,” you say, stepping closer to Nepenthia and fighting not to be overwhelmed by her sweet scent, “I want to save her from your pitcher. What can I do to convince you to let her out?”
“Your liquid,” she says. “I enjoy the liquid of many animals, but human is my favorite. Let me drain some of your liquid with one of my cups.”
“Your… cups?” You ask, not sure you like where this is going.
Nepenthia gestures to a vine as it rises beside her. Instead of a flower, it sports a long, slender, fleshy green cup rimmed with pink. The opening for the cup is a narrow mouth lined with plump folds. The inside of the cup glistens with honey. The cup has a distinctly sexual appearance, as if it grew to resemble a woman’s cove separated from her body.
“You simply place your penis into my cup and let it suck out your liquid,” she says, teasing her finger at the opening of the cup. It gently closes on her finger and opens against when she pulls back.
“I’m not sure,” you say, feeling as if sticking your cock in that thing would somehow doom you.
“Well then, a simple kiss would also suffice,” she says. “You could pucker up and give me a juicy kiss on the lips.”
She puckers up, showing off her full, soft lips. Your cock jerks again at the thought of kissing the beautiful plant girl.
“Or you could do neither and let your poor feathered girlfriend melt into nothing,” she says. “It does not matter to me which you choose.”




What do you do?
Attack
Give the plant girl some of your liquid
Give Nepenthia the kiss




Parley

“This does not have to end with one of us dead,” you say, maintaining your guard and keeping your distance from the Succubus Queen. “I believe you. About Theora and Veleda. But I am not giving you the sword.”
“Then this ends with you dead,” says Rachelle. “It is as simple as that. I need to root my power in that sword and if you will not give it to me, I will take it.”
She lunges towards you, reaching for the sword. In a flash of silver, you take off her right hand. She howls with anger. Her severed hand smolders for a moment and bursts into flames that quickly consume it and reduce it to ash. With a crunch of bone and a pop of tendons re-stringing, Rachelle grows a new hand in an instant. She curls her fingers, her nails sharp enough to serve as claws.
“I cannot be killed in this place,” laughs Rachelle. “Chthona bends to my will.”
“You don’t have to bow down to this creature,” you shout to your mother and sister. “She is evil. She will use you and discard you.”
“I love them like my daughters,” hisses Lady Rachelle. “You know nothing of the bond I have with them, because you are a man and men destroy. They do not create. They do not nurture.”
It is your turn to howl with rage as you charge at her, swinging your sword wildly. She ensnares you with her tail, pulling your legs out from under you and knocking you to the floor. You mother and sister laugh and the Succubus Queen saunters towards you, her tail wrapped tightly around your legs.
“It is over, Lucas,” she says. “Hand over the sword and I will make it quite pleasant for you.”
It is as you are on your back, listening to your mother and sister mock you and Rachelle gloat, that you peer up at the ceiling of the chamber and see your mother and sister. Again? They are hanging from the ceiling bound up in chains, their mouths gagged and their eyes wide with terror as they watch your battle with the succubus queen.
Rachelle has been lying to you all along! These two slutty women are not your mother and sister.
“You’re right,” you say, looking to your mother and sister. “I should just give her the sword.”
You reverse the sword in your grasp and hold the handle out to Lady Rachelle. She smiles triumphantly and reaches for the weapon.
You reverse the sword again in a flash and slice Rachelle’s hand off. As it bursts into flames, you hack through her tail and free your legs.
“Fool!” The Succubus Queen snarls, her countenance becoming terrible and her wings spreading wide. “I will flay you from the top of your head to the tip of your cock. I will pull out your entrails and—“
You swing your sword with such force that it slices off her head with a single blow. Only the blade does not cut through Rachelle’s supple neck, it does not slice off her head, instead it produces a flash of blinding pink light. Unlike when you have captured other monster girls, the flash this time grows brighter and brighter, the sword shaking in your grasp as the light knocks aside your imposter mother and sister and spreads up to the ceiling to engulf your real family.
You feel yourself being pulled into the light, screaming as you are drawn into the blade along with the others.
You have won, haven’t you? You defeated the Succubus Queen. You do not understand what is happening as you tumble end-over-end through the bright pink light.
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Use a special ability

Parrying a few attacks from Lady Rachelle and dodging a few more proves that the Succubus Queen is faster than you and stronger than you. She also has the advantage of being on her own turf. You are going to need something to give you an edge. Something she won’t be expecting.
You have mastered four special abilities which might prove useful against the Succubus Queen. Theora taught you Startle Eye, which allows you to call upon the holy power of Veleda to summon an explosive ball of light, hopefully blinding Rachelle. Because this power relies on your faith in Veleda, you are not certain it will work.
Similarly, Dervish Strike allows you to focus your righteous fury and transform yourself in a whirlwind of slashing attacks with your sword. The hope is that you will strike so quickly and with such ferocity that Rachelle will not be able to block or dodge your onslaught. Will it work in the underworld? You don’t know.
Morelle taught you the skill of Maddening Pleasure, which utilizes intense focus and your intimate knowledge of female anatomy to pleasure a foe until she loses her mind and becomes catatonic or paralyzed with pleasure. That ability does not require any help from Veleda, but you would be trying it out on the Succubus Queen. It seems as if she might be pretty familiar with pleasure.
Finally, there is the ability Lure of the Lily, which relies on taking a well-timed fall in combat and convincing Rachelle that she has managed to kill you with her attack. With her guard down, she might decide to gloat over you or take a trophy, giving you a chance to deliver a sudden and lethal strike with your sword.
The Succubus Queen leaps at you, swinging her sharp-nailed hands like claws, narrowly missing your face and opening bloody slashes on your right arm. Even this fleeting, painful contact gives you a thrill of arousal. You watch her breasts jiggle in her armored bodice, nearly becoming entranced by the sight. You snap out of it before she can strike again.
You have to decide!




Which special ability are you going to use?
Use the Startle Eye ability
Use the Maddening Pleasure ability
Use the Dervish Strike ability
Use the Lure of the Lily ability




Finish the goblin with her mouth

Theora continues to wank the goblin’s bumpy little prick, looking from the beast’s glistening maleness to you. She bites her lower lip and in that moment you know what you need to see.
“Finish what you started,” you say, “with your mouth.”
“Oh!” Theora gives a delighted laugh. “You want me to put this creature’s filthy little thing in my mouth?”
“Yes,” you say, taking a step closer. “Suck him.”
“You not need do this,” croaks the goblin, squirming on the ground as Theora continues to pump her hand on his cock.
“Quiet,” she says. “You cannot refuse the blessing of an angel’s mouth.”
The goblin lifts his head from the ground and stares in disbelief as Theora leans over his cock and begins to run her pink tongue over the glistening tip of his cock. She locks up at you as she strokes and licks the goblin’s slimy cock.
“It’s so disgusting,” moans Theora. “Foul and unwashed. You want me to put this creature’s cock in my mouth?”
“Yesssss,” you moan, massaging your cock through your trousers.
“Mmmmmm,” moans Theora as her full lips part and she sucks the goblin’s hard, wet cock into her mouth. She begins slurping loudly on the goblin’s cock and bobbing her head up and down vigorously. She looks right at you, sucking goblin cock like a whore and staring into your eyes.
“So good!” The goblin squeals, twisting its head on the ground and thrusting its cock in Theora’s mouth. She does not relent, sucking harder and even massaging the goblins bollocks as she slurps and drools on his maleness.
You cannot resist the sight of the glorious angel pleasure the goblin with her luscious lips. You unbutton your trousers and take your cock out, stroking your sensitive manhood furiously to the sight of Theora slurping the goblins little green prick.
She pops her lips free of his cock with a wet pop and moans, “Oh, yes, Lucas. Stroke your cock while I pleasure this horrible little beastie. MMmmmmmmphhmm!”
She moans contentedly around the goblins cock, bobbing her head on him and greeting his desperate thrusts. He even dares reach his clawed hands down and grabs her head, forcing her down more. She lets him do it, moaning as she takes ever bit of his cock into her sucking mouth.
“Yes! I spill seed!” The goblin cried, humping furiously at Theora’s mouth and clinging to her golden tresses. “Taste! Taste seed! Aaaaaiieeeeee!”
The goblin tenses and Theora’s stuffed moan rises in pitch. There can be no doubt that the goblin is cumming in the beautiful angel’s mouth and the thought sends you over the edge. You jerk your cock hard, pleasure gripping you as you unleash thick ropes of cum onto the mossy earth at your feet. Theora’s eyes open and she stares at you as you milk the last of the seed from your cock.
“Ohhh, pretty wing lady,” moans the goblin. “You suck out all seed.”
Theora lifts her mouth from the goblin’s cock with a wet slurp. She cups a hand beneath her lower lip and opens her mouth to show you the goblins cum as she swirls it with her tongue and overflows some into her hand. Her silvery-blue eyes are heavy with lust as she sucks the cum from her palm and gulps the filthy goblin spunk down.
“Oh, gods,” you moan.
“Delicious,” she laughs, wiping a few drops from the corners of her mouth.
“So good,” says the goblin with a goofy grin on your face.
“Did you enjoy the show, Lucas?”
“Um, yeah,” you say, tucking her wilting cock back into your trousers.
“You sex hand while I sex mouth,” laughs the goblin as your face burns with shame. Theora laughs with him. He points at you and says, “Human is crazy!”
“He is a strange young man,” agrees Theora. “But we have much to do, my little green friend. It is time for you to go.”
The goblin pulls up his loincloth, grins at you one last time, and scampers off down the path to his village. Theora rises to her feet and approaches you. The smell of the goblin’s musky seed is on her breath as she says, “You are very strange indeed.”
You and Theora set off back into the jungle, following the path that veers clear of the goblin village. The journey is more difficult than on the other path, slowing your progress. The darkness of the jungle canopy is beginning to deepen, suggesting that night is falling. With the mountains still not in view, it seems unlikely you will reach them by dusk.
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Call upon Gretchen to defeat the goblins

Facing down four little goblins armed with poison-tipped arrows makes you think of your own poison expert and a large and powerful monster girl. Gretchen, your milky, cow girl alchemist, probably knows a thing or two about goblins.
You raise the Holy Sword of Veleda above your head and shout, “Gretchen emerge!”
There is a flash of pink light and the voluptuous cow girl appears before you. She is dressed in a halter top that barely contains her massive breasts and a pair of short pants that do a similarly in adequate job of covering her wide hips and round ass. She snorts when she sees the goblins. She tosses her golden hair over her small horns and stomps a hoof as she takes a step towards them.
“No come closer!” The apparent leader of the goblins warns her. The little goblins have adjusted their aim to point their arrows at Gretchen.
Gretchen’s brow furrows and she tenses, ready to charge at them with her head down. One of the goblins, squeaking with fear, looses his arrow at her. The dart-sized projectile sails through the air and thumps into the meat of Gretchen’s thigh. She looks down at the shaft protruding from her leg, calmly reaches down, and plucks it out. Blood trickles from the puncture wound. She holds the arrow up to her nose and sniffs.
“Bolotox?” She looks at the goblin that fired the arrow. “From the seward cap mushroom? Very deadly. Of course, I have trained my immunity to such toxins. Of course, the arrow hurts a bit.”
She snaps the arrow with finger, eyes going wide with anger. Her face reddens and her nostrils flare with rage. Another goblin fires an arrow, but in his fear, his shot goes wide and bounces off some rocks.
“I hate things that hurt!” Gretchen roars, stamps her hooves, and charges at the goblins. 
The goblins attempt to flee, but they start running far too late to escape Gretchen’s furious charge. She slams into one after another, bowling them over and smashing their bows to bits. When they try to get up, she kicks one square in his chest and stomps the head of another, knocking both out completely.
“Wait!” You cry, chasing after her. “Don’t knock them all out! That one! That one talks!”
She grabs the goblin you are pointing at and kicks the remaining goblin as it tries to stand. With his comrades knocked unconscious, the speaking goblin whimpers fearfully as Gretchen carries him back towards you. She tosses him unceremoniously at your feet and stands over him, triumphant, but still enraged, her huge breasts heaving and leaking milk.
“We need to ask him some questions,” you say as the goblin looks from you to Gretchen and tries to scramble away.
Gretchen grabs him again, slamming him down and momentarily smothering him under the weight of her enormous breasts. His legs kick helplessly as most of his upper half disappears beneath the squashed mounds of Gretchen’s milky tits. You grab his ankles and pull so that most of his face is uncovered. The heaving, creamy expanse of Gretchen’s breasts still covers the top of his head.
“Alright, goblin,” you say, pointing the tip of your sword at his scrawny chest, “start talking or Gretchen here is going to bury you for good under her breasts.”
The goblin’s beady red eyes flick in the direction of Gretchen’s creamy mounds, her nipples poking beneath her top and darkening the fabric with her leaking milk. He seems to consider accepting death by massive breasts, but decides, with a forlorn yip, to answer your questions.
“What want?”
“Where is your village?” You demand.
He points at the path that continues through the clearing and back into the jungle. It’s a lucky thing you encountered the goblins or you and Theora would have walked straight into a whole village of goblins.
“What’s that way?” You ask, pointing to a much fainter path just barely visible as it heads into the jungle.
“That? Empty house. Human leave.” The goblin glances from you to Gretchen’s breasts squished atop his head.
“There is no one at the house? Nothing on that path pas the house?”
“Green man,” says the goblin. “Green fur. Very dangerous. No like goblins.”
“Imagine that,” chuckled Theora.
“What about that way?” You ask, pointing to an unusual thicket of flowers at the edge of the jungle.
“Is dangerous flowers,” says the goblin. “We no go there. Hungry plants. Eat thing. We stay away.”
You consider asking the goblin a few more questions, but decide he has answered enough.
“Very well, you may let him go,” you say to Gretchen.
The cow girl keeps the weight of her breasts atop the goblin’s forehead and looks at you sweetly as she says, “Goblin milk has very unique characteristics. Perhaps I could extract some for alchemical purposes.”
“We do not have time for this,” interjects Theora.
You hold up your hand to dismiss her concerns. You want to help Gretchen’s alchemy, after all. Not to mention, you would like to see how she intends to extract the milk from the goblin.
“Go ahead, Gretchen,” you say. “You may take some of his milk.”
“What? Take milk?” The goblin squirms and looks fearfully at you. “I no have milk. I boy goblin.”
“Thank you, master,” says Gretchen. She takes four corked bottles and sets them on the ground beside the goblin. Then she leans over him, her huge tits straining her halter top against his belly and her round ass raised as she peels back the goblin’s loincloth. He squeals beneath her as Gretchen’s soft lips part and she takes his bump little cock, no bigger than her thumb, into her mouth. She looks up at you, her eyes heavy with lust, as she slurps loudly on the goblin’s wee prick. It whimpers and writhes under her, then begins to jerk its hips, fucking into her mouth.
“Mmm… mhmmmmm… mmmmmm,” moans Gretchen around his cock.
It scarcely takes a minute for the goblin to let out a shrill cry from beneath the cow girl. You can see the underside of its bumpy shaft twitching and Gretchen moans with pleasure as it spills its seed into her mouth. She lets its thrusts die away, then slides her mouth off the goblin’s glistening cock, and carefully spits the yellowish load of goblin cum into one of the small bottles. She stoppers it again and marks the paper on the bottle’s front with a symbol.
“Revolting,” says Theora, looking away.
“What does the symbol mean?” You ask.
“This one,” says Gretchen, holding the bottle up, “contains a compound of goblin milk and my saliva. It will have different properties than the other samples.”
“What other samples?” Theora demands. “That is enough, Gretchen, we must be—“
“No,” you interrupt. “Let her finish her collection.”
“Thank you, Lucas,” says Gretchen, smiling sweetly at you.
She kneels upright, straddling the goblin’s face as she unties her halter top and peels it free of her milky breasts. Her nipples are fat and her breasts round and laden with milk. Your cock jerks as she runs her hands over them, producing twin sprays of her sweet cream. You resist the urge to walk over and suckle from her trickling milk as she crawls down the goblin’s body, her huge tits dangling and dripping from her fat nipples. She kneels over his legs, giving you a good look at her plump ass swallowing up her tiny shorts as she squeeze’s the goblin’s cock between her breasts.
Although you admire the sight of her plush rear and her shorts so tight that you can see the outline of her cunt, you want to see what she is doing to the goblin. You shift to the side, watching as Gretchen wanks the goblin’s wee cock between her huge, creamy breasts. Her massive teats engulf his manhood completely. Even on the downward stroke it is not visible, but the goblin begins whimpering and moaning, “Soft. Is soft… ohhhh… soft.”
He thrusts his scrawny hips, fucking between Gretchen’s wanking tits and finally crying out as he releases his seed into the tight valley of her mounds. You can see the very first pumps squirting the yellowish spunk onto her breasts before this slides back down into her cleavage. She releases his cock and picks up another bottle. You watch as she scrapes the smudges of cum from her chest into the bottle. She marks it with a different symbol.
“Now a good wank with my hand,” says Gretchen. “A little milk for lube.”
She looks at you as she pinches and tugs her fat nipple, producing streams of milk that splash over the goblin’s wilted cock. It stiffens almost as soon as she begins stroking it with her fingers. Even at full hardness, she only uses three fingers to stroke his tiny cock. The goblin squeaks and whimpers, lifting his head to watch her pumping her fingers on his cock. Her breasts jiggle with the motion and she says, “That’s it, little one. Give me your milk. Put it straight in the bottle.”
She holds the rim of the glass bottle up to the head of the goblin’s cock. It watches, moaning, as its cock throbs and spits its filthy seed into the glass bottle. Gretchen expertly pumps out every drop, using the rim of the bottle to catch the last yellow-tinged droplet. She corks the bottle, marks it with a grease pencil, and sets it with the other two.
“Now can we be on our way?” Sighs Theora.
“One more sample,” says Gretchen. “And then I will be done.”
“No more,” whimpers the goblin.
His cock does not respond to her stroking fingers, so Gretchen feeds a fat nipple into his thin-lipped mouth and squeezes her breast. He gurgles as milk overflows down his cheeks. He must have swallowed some of her sweet, addicting cream, as he latches to her mound and she cries out with pleasure as he suckles her milk. The more he drinks, the more his cock swells, until it seems bigger and harder than you’ve seen it yet.
Gretchen runs her fingers over it and declares, “Good enough.”
She slides off her tight shorts and squats above the goblin, looking down into his beady red eyes as she lowers her wet pussy onto his cock. His bumpy green hardness disappears into her slippery folds and the goblin lets out a wail of pleasure. Gretchen bounces atop him, fucking him energetically, her huge tits bouncing and slapping against her belly. The goblin thrusts desperately to meet her, whining as his pleasure builds.
“That’s it,” cries Gretchen. “Fuck my pussy. Give me the last of your milk!”
“Aiiiiiiiieeeeee!” The goblin cries, grabbing her hips as he fucks furiously into her and pumps her full of his seed. Gretchen rides him until he goes slack, then she climbs off and squats above the fourth bottle. Theora makes a disgusted sound, but your cock twitches at the sight of strands of milky cum dropping from her freshly-fucked pussy and into the bottle.
“Well done,” she tells the goblin. “I think that was your biggest load of milk. Now… get out of here.”
The goblin scrambles to his feet. Gretchen begins packing up her vials.
“Now we can go?” Theora says as the goblin slowly backs away.
“Not yet,” you say, unbuttoning your trousers. You pull your incredibly hard cock out, the head glistening with precum. You are not concerned with Theora’s groan of disgust or the thought that your mother and sister are trapped. All that matters after watching Gretchen milk the seed from the goblin is that you need to have your own seed milked.
“Quickly now,” you say, thrusting your hips towards Gretchen.
“Oh, do you want me to collect some of your milk?” She giggles. “Of course, Lucas. Mmmm… let me suck it out for you.”
She drops to her hands and knees, her hips twitching and her huge tits hanging as she crawls over to you. The goblin watches with interest as Gretchen takes hold of your cock and slides it into her mouth. She moans as she sucks you, bobbing her lips on your cock and wrapping your straining hardness in the warmth of her mouth. Her tongue curls around you and flicks at your precum-smeared tip. The goblin sits up, watching. Gretchen notices and pops her lips free.
“I thought I told you to leave,” she says to the goblin.
“You rut with human,” says the goblin and there is a strange intensity to his tone. “You put human inside where goblin seed go.”
You realize he isn’t asking questions, he is telling Gretchen what to do. Gretchen seems about to smack the goblin with annoyance, but you think better.
“Y-yes,” you say. “Let me fuck you. Let me… let me feel where the goblin fucked you.”
“Oh? You’re so dirty, Lucas,” giggles Gretchen. “You like going after the goblin?”
She turns and leans her face down to the soft earth, raising her big ass so you can see her thick pink asshole and the glistening folds of her pussy. Sure enough, there is a yellowish, milky substance gathered at her cuntlips, the last of the goblin’s musky spunk still oozing from Gretchen’s depths.
“Ohhhh, yesss,” you moan, thrusting through the slick of goblin cum and deep into the hot, filthy slime of Gretchen’s pussy. Each stroke makes loud squelching sounds and you can feel the goblin’s oily spunk bubbling out and dripping down your balls.
“That is revolting,” says Theora, looking away.
It is depraved, but as you grab Gretchen’s meaty ass, all you can think about is how good it feels. The goblin grins and mocks, “You go after me! You second!”
“Ohhhhh fuck,” you gasp, feeling your cum surge.
Gretchen cries, “Yes, Lucas, mix your milk with his. Create an elixir inside me!”
You watch her ass jiggling, her pink knot clenching as you fuck forcefully into her hot cunt and explode with a ragged cry of pleasure. You pump your heavy seed into Gretchen’s depths as she coos and fucks back against you. The realization of your perverse act and the time you have wasted form a wave of guilt that sweeps over you even as you are still spurting the last of your seed into Gretchen’s hot cunt. You draw back, your cock smeared with goblin seed, the musky mixture dripping from her pussy. Gretchen quickly shifts and squats over a bottle, expertly catching the cum that drools out of her pussy inside.
“A precious elixir,” she declares, corking the bottle. “I will make something truly inspiring from this. As for you…”
She turns to the goblin.
“Be on your way!” She kicks at him and he goes scampering off into the jungle.
“As we should be on our way,” says Theora, unwilling to make eye contact with you after what she just witnessed.
You hold the Sword of Veleda up and declare, “Gretchen return!”
With a flash of pink light and a soft pop, the cow girl is returned to the Crystal Sanctum. You sheath the Holy Sword of Veleda, make sure your trousers are fully buttoned, and set off into the jungle. It is going to be a long and arduous journey to that abandoned human house.
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Make love to Theora

You do not need some potion to heighten your pleasure with Theora. Looking into the glistening pools of her eyes, you feel the depth of her need, and you feel that longing in yourself. The water drums steadily on the roof and walls of the dreary cabin, the jungle quiet but for the sounds of the storm. But here, close enough to touch, is a piece of heaven.
“Theora,” you whisper, leaning closer to her and stroking her cheek. “I need no elixir when I have your lips.”
You press a kiss to her soft lips. It is tender but she wraps her arms around you, pulling you into a more passionate embrace. She has been with you since the beginning of this adventure and you could not imagine surviving it without her. Her tongue meets yours as your kiss melts against her lips, sweet like honey, her hands stroking your back through your rain-damp tunic.
By the golden light of her magic, you undress, revealing your bruised and scratched body to her fingers and her tender kisses. She unbuckles your belt, takes down your trouser, and her warm mouth engulfs your cock. You groan, leaning your head back against the wall and cradling her head with your fingers woven into her golden locks. She massages your bollocks as her softly slurping mouth bobs up and down, warm and luscious around your straining cock.
“Th-Theora,” you moan, your pleasure rising far too quickly.
“Mmmmmmm,” she moans, giving your tip a hard suck before popping her lips off your cock. “It is alright, Lucas. I want it. I want to swallow your cum. Mmmmmm. Please, cum in my mouth.”
Hearing the often withholding and never submissive angel pleading for you to fill her mouth with cum sends you over the edge. She gazes up at you, her silvery-blue eyes heavy with lust, her full lips sliding over your cockhead again and her tongue flicking against your tip. Your cock jerks, pleasure pulsing through your manhood as you fire your cum into the beautiful angel’s eager mouth. Her eyes close with satisfaction at your first gush of cum and she bobs her warm mouth on your cock, swallowing your load.
“Oh, goddess, Theora,” you laugh as your cock becomes overly sensitive. “That was… that was incredible.”
“Mmmm,” she licks your cock, seemingly reluctant to abandon it. “It was delicious.”
She plants a few more kisses on the head of your cock, her hand gently stroking your spit-soaked manhood, but you wilt in her grasp. You have to gently encourage her to lift her head from your lap to get her to stop.
You kiss her without restraint, your tongue swirling eagerly into her mouth, tasting a hint of yourself, but mostly tasting the sweetness of Theora’s angelic mouth. You cradle her cheek, looking into her lust-heavy eyes as you pull back from the kiss.
“Let me repay the favor,” you whisper. “Make yourself comfortable.”
“That is not necessary,” she says, rising on her knees, “but I can tell by that look in your eyes that you will not be denied.”
“That’s right,” you say, giving her room to maneuver.
She could simply make her soft white gown disappear, but instead looks at you with smoldering lust as she slides the gown off over her head. You murmur appreciatively as she unsheathes her thick thighs, shapely hips and golden-thatched mound. Her gown catches on her plump breasts, lifting and dropping them as she pulls the soft material off over her head. Her creamy breasts heave and shift as she leans back against the rain-beaten wall. She looks at you as she raises her knees and feet into the air, exposing her pink cuntlips and the immaculate pink divot of her anus.
“You’re stunning,” you say. “Don’t tell Veleda, but you’re even more beautiful than her.”
“She would not appreciate that,” chuckles Theora, but there is a strange hollowness to your laugh. Did your words touch on something painful to her? You decide to put it from your mind as you confront the raunchy beauty of Theora’s perky pussy, glistening with her obvious arousal.
“Oh, Theora,” you moan, kissing her thighs and pulling her legs over your shoulder as you lean down to her sweet-smelling cunt. “Even in this dark place, you are radiant.”
You attack her delicate folds with relish, tonguing her hot slit and flicking your tongue against the hard bud of her clit. Theora moans, tossing her head and fondling her own breasts as you pleasure her. Your thrust two fingers into the hot clutches of her cunt, pumping them in and out as you suck her clit. Her first orgasm is unmistakable, her body glowing with a faint golden light as you suck atop her folds and pump two fingers into her pussy.
“Ahhhhh, Lucas!” She cries, grabbing the back of your head with one hand as you pleasure her pussy. She bucks her shapely hips, fucking herself against your fingers and rubbing her juicy pussy against your tongue and chin. Her sweet nectar drips from her fluttering folds and trickles from her pussy to her crinkled asshole.
You let her ride out her orgasm against your fingers and tongue, then you slip your fingers from her pussy and push her legs back even more. Theora moans in surprise as you begin licking her ass. You look up at her, lust burning in your eyes as you lap her hot hold, pressing your tongue into that delicate knot and the hot, steamy tunnel of her ass.
“You are so bad, Lucas,” she moans as you fuck your tongue deep into her asshole. You moan in agreement, thrusting your tongue as you reach up and begin diddling her clit. It is not long before you feel Theora’s tension build. She cums again, bucking and rubbing your face against her assflesh, your tongue probing deep into her clenching hole as you furiously massage her clit with your fingers.
Her pleasure spent, she eases back against the wall, panting and flushed. You rise from between her thighs and plant a sloppy kiss on her lips, your tongue swirling into her mouth as you roughly fondle her breasts.
“Fuck me,” she gasps. “I need your cock, Lucas.”
“You’re in luck,” you laugh, climbing between her thighs and pressing your hardness to her slippery pussy. You grip your cock at its root and rub your tip up and down her folds. “I don’t know if I’ve ever been harder.”
You gaze into her flinty eyes as you sink your cock into her slick pussy, sheathing every inch inside her and pausing as you feel her inner walls squeeze around your hardness.
“It feels bigger than usual,” she says.
“For you,” you whisper, kissing her as you begin to move your hips and stroke your cock into her tight channel.
You make love to Theora face-to-face, savoring each stroke and reading the pleasure on her face to know when to thrust harder or more gently. You watch her breasts bouncing as you fuck her, squeezing them and plucking at her nipples, leaning down to lash them briefly with your tongue. As you feel your pleasure rising, you can tell by her breathing that her orgasm is approaching as well. You reach beneath her, cradling her ass with both hands as you thrust hilt-deep into her pussy with every stroke, your balls squeezing against her asshole.
“Oh, Lucas, fuck me,” cries Theora. “Don’t stop. Ohhhh! Don’t stop! Make me cum! I want to cum with you!”
“Cum with me,” you grunt, sweat dripping down your face in rivulets. “Let me feel it. Cum with me, Theora!”
“Ahhhhhhhhh!” She wails and arches to thrust against your cock, her pussy clutching your manhood tightly. The sensation of the beautiful angel squeezing your swollen manhood is enough to send you over the edge.
“I am going to cum inside you!” It is not question. You thrust deep and explode inside Theora’s heavenly cunt, pumping your seed into the warm depths of her luscious cove. Your strokes are slow and intense, timed to the pulsing of your orgasm as you empty your load inside her.
“Oh, Lucas,” she moans, pulling you in for a kiss as you finish with your last few strokes. “That was incredible.”
You roll off of her, breathing heavily, flushed, and satiated. Theora curls beside you, kissing you and embracing you in a way that makes you forget you are in some horrible abandoned house in the middle of a jungle full of nightmares. She kisses your shoulder and neck, her legs over yours and her body soft and comforting.
“When this adventure ends,” you say, “where will you go?”
Theora rolls onto her back, looking up at the ceiling, her breasts rising and falling with her breathing, but no answer coming.
“Theora?” You ask.
“I go where the goddess commands,” says Theora. “Far away from you, Lucas. We will not see each other again.”
“You are certain of it?” You ask, surprised by her admission.
“I cannot be certain,” she says, running a hand over your chest. “Perhaps we will. Perhaps I can stay with you.”
“That would… I would like that,” you say with a smile, embracing her so tightly she cries out in surprise.
You fall asleep with her in your arms. You are awakened some time later, sore from sleeping on bare wood. You realize Theora is no longer asleep. You sit up and see her kneeling in the doorway, her head bowed and her hands clasped in prayer. You can hear her speaking and you strain to make out her words.
“Do not make me do it,” she whispers, her voice hoarse with emotion. “Please, my goddess, please do not make me. I cannot.”
You want to call out to her, to ask her why she is saying this, but you dare not interrupt her communion with Veleda. Before long, she ceases her prayers and returns to your side. Her arm wraps tightly around your back and she presses her cheek to your chest.
Sleep returns, but it is troubled by your worries about Theora.
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Drink the swirling potion and make love to Theora

Theora’s beauty is transcendent. It deserves something more than just your cock. It deserves more than a man or a woman could ever offer. But a man and a woman?
You take the bottle containing the swirling blue and pink milk potion from your hip pouch. You know Gretchen’s experimental potions are unpredictable, dangerous even, but it is just the sort of danger you want to make a memorable night with Theora.
“That?” She says, wide-eyed. “You are going to drink that?”
You answer her by removing the stopper from the bottle and tipping it to your lips. You lock eyes with Theora as you gulp some of the bottle’s contents, the milk potion tingling as it slides down your throat. You return the stopper to the bottle and stash it back in your hip pouch.
“What is that supposed to—“
Whatever she says next is lost to the blinding jolt of pain that hits your groin. It lasts only a moment, but the sensations that follow are in many ways worse. You can feel your cock splitting in half lengthwise and flopping apart. The two halves reform into two separate penises, sealing themselves sup again, one cock over the other as the rest of your body begins to transform into that of a shapely young woman. Your face feminizes, your lips plump, your muscles slacken and your breasts swell immensely. Your waist narrows and your hips and ass seem to inflate.
“Oh, by the goddess,” marvels Theora, watching your physical transformation. “Does that hurt?”
“A bit,” you say, your voice soft and girlish.
“But you look so beautiful,” she says, caressing your back up to your shoulder as your transformation completes. “Your breasts are as plump as mine. Oh, and your rear is so shapely. What do we have down here in your trousers…”
Theora slips a hand into your trousers and you both gasp as her fingers make contact with your double cock. She takes a moment to wrap her hand around each shaft and squeeze it in turn, seemingly to verify that she is not imagining things.
“Oh my,” she says, a smile spreading on her face. “We could have a bit of fun with these.”
“Yeah?” You grin at the thought. “What did you have in mind?”
“Stand up,” she says. “Let me see them.”
Theora kneels as you stand and let her unbuckle your belt and unbutton your trousers. You watch as she slides your undershorts down, letting out a low whistle as your twin cocks are revealed. Each is at least as larger as your former manhood, though the upper seems a bit larger. Theora strokes them both and you nearly fall over with the sensation of her massaging two sensitive cocks at the same time.
“Gods,” you laugh. “That feels amazing.”
“Let’s try this,” she says and leans forward to suck one as she strokes the other. You moan softly as she slides her warm mouth down to your root, easily fitting your upper cock into her throat as her hand pumps the length of the lower cock. She pops her lips free, looking up at you with her silvery-blue eyes heavy with lust. “Take off your tunic, Lucas. Let me see what you have become. Mmmmmm...”
Her mouth engulfs your lower cock, her tongue flicking beneath your tip and her hand stroking your upper cock, wet with your saliva. You gasp and fumble with your buttons as Theora slurps whorishly on your twin cocks, moving between them as you gradually release your newly plump mounds from the confinement of your tunic. Your areolas have grown and your nipples are thick and erect.
“Ohhhh, look at those,” moans Theora, moving back to your upper cock. “Play with them. Play with your big breasts while you fuck me with your cocks.”
You can hardly believe your eyes as Theora makes her gown dissipate and reveals her voluptuous body. She turns onto her hands and knees, lowering her dangling breasts to the rotten floorboards and lifting her creamy ass for you to see. You fall to your knees behind her and bury your face in her round ass, moaning as you run your tongue over her clenched hole. She sucks in a breath, reaching back to grab a handful of your hair and hold you with your face buried between her cheeks.
“That’s it,” she moans, “get it nice and wet for your cock.”
“Nnnnhnnn,” you agree, tongue-fucking her angelic asshole. You slip your feminine fingers into her steamy slit, pumping away and stretching out her tight pussy. You rim her tight picker and work your fingers in and out of her pussy. You could spend all day worshipping Theora with your fingers and tongue, but your two cocks demand attention.
You give Theora’s asshole a last lick and rise upright on your knees behind her. She looks back, watching you as you take hold of a cock in each hand and guide them to her steamy pussy and spit-lubed asshole. You both suck in a breath as you line your twin cocks up and gently thrust forward. Her pussy yields easily to your lower cock. It takes a bit more pressure to force your bigger upper cock past her reluctant ring and into the steamy sheath of her asshole.
“Ooooooh, Lucas,” she groans as you fill both her holes with every inch of your new manhood. “Yes, fuck me just like that.”
It takes no further encouragement. You grab hold of her plush hips and begin to pound both cocks into her hot holes. Your hips pat against her plump cheeks as you ram your slightly larger cock into Theora ass and your upper cock into her slippery channel of her cunt. You slide in and out, marveling at the sight of your new breasts heaving with the movements of your hips.
“Yes, fuck me,” pants Theora, her breasts swinging beneath her with each thrust. “Ohhhh, fuck me hard, Lucas. I need it. I need to be punished by both cocks.”
“Can’t hold out long,” you warn her as you begin to slam your cocks hard into her pussy and ass. She wails with pleasure, hissing encouragement and fucking back to skewer herself on your twin poles. The intense pleasure is rising. As she lets out a sharp cry, you feel her clutching you with the inner muscles of both holes.
“Cum!” Theora cries out. “Cum inside me!”
“AAaaaaaahhh, yesss!”
You wail with girlish ecstasy, thrusts your cocks into Theora’s holes and erupting in both. Your cocks seem to fire in alternating pulses, the top and then the bottom, again and again. Your cum floods Theora’s angelic core and the depths of her perfect ass. You squeeze tightly and ride her plush ass until the sensation becomes too intense. She tries to keep fucking back onto your cock, but you let them slip out of her holes and fall onto your back on the floor. Your twin cocks begin to wilt.
“No, I need more,” moans Theora, turning and dropping to her knees. She grabs hold of both of them a bit roughly, wanking them and then leaning down to lewdly slurp one into her mouth.
“Wait, ah, they’re still sensitive, AH!”
But Theora does not relent and in seemingly a few seconds she has both of your cocks hard and wet again. She climbs atop you, playing with your tits as she straddles your hips and slides down onto your hard cocks. Her cum-lubed holes take every inch you have to offer and she begins to ride you, vigorously.
“Oh my god,” you cry, reaching up to fondle her breasts, making a mutual circuit with her. She pinches your nipples and you pinch hers. You thrust your hips and she arches her back and thrusts hers. Sharing that mutual pleasure, staring into each other’s eyes, you ride to a climax together. You explode into her angelic pussy and ass for a second time. Or is it a fourth time? As your cocks pump her full of your seed, her tight holes clench tighter, inner muscles rippling with her wailing pleasure.
You collapse together, kissing and filthy, laughing with each other right up until the change begins. She strokes you and holds you against her breasts as you grunt and cry out, your body fusing back into its previous shape.
“I think,” you gasp, catching your breathing, “that the fun is over.”
Your solitary cock is flaccid and does not seem willing to stir. She prods it gently with a finger.
“Two was better than one,” she coos, kissing your lips and then your shoulder. “You filled me up so well. I don’t know if I’ve ever cum like that.
You embrace her and kiss her, ignoring the implication that you are less than satisfying when you have not been quaffing Gretchen’s potion.
You fall asleep with her in your arms. You are awakened some time later, sore from sleeping on bare wood. You realize Theora is no longer asleep. You sit up and see her kneeling in the doorway, her head bowed and her hands clasped in prayer. You can hear her speaking and you strain to make out her words.
“Do not make me do it,” she whispers, her voice hoarse with emotion. “Please, my goddess, please do not make me. I cannot.”
You want to call out to her, to ask her why she is saying this, but you dare not interrupt her communion with Veleda. Before long, she ceases her prayers and returns to your side. Her arm wraps tightly around your back and she presses her cheek to your chest.
Sleep returns, but it is troubled by your worries about Theora.
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Use the Lure of the Lily ability

You are being overwhelmed by attacks from Nepenthia’s vines. Maybe she wants a living meal and would abandon her attacks if she thought she had killed you. It seems as good a plan as any you can come up with.
You slash and hack at the vines attacking you, waiting for the right opportunity. You spot a vine whipping at your face and you lurch into the attack, taking the blow on your throat. You make a loud gagging sound as you pivot away and drop to the ground. You convulse for a moment and then become still. By concentrating, you keep your breathing extremely shallow.
“Lucas?” Nepenthia approaches you cautiously. “Did I hurt you?”
She is just out of reach. You hold your sword loosely, ready to tighten your grip and strike. But she needs to step closer. A vine nudges you and you continue to feign death.
“Awwww, I play too rough sometimes,” she says. “We could have had so much fun together.”
Vines suddenly wrap around your sword and pluck it from your grasp. More seize your legs and drag you across the ground. She lips you up into the air and drops you heavily into one of her pitchers. You cry out in pain as you fall badly on your shoulder and nearly dislocate it with the impact.
“Lucas!” Nepenthia cries. “You are still alive!”
She appears at the rim of the pitcher as you look up. She smiles sweetly as there is a glug and the pitcher begins to fill with pleasantly warm amber liquid. It rises around your ankles and up to your knees in seconds. The liquid soaks into your skin and spreads wonderful warmth. To your surprise, it also causes your cock to stiffen. You can think of nothing other than pleasure.
“That’s right,” coos Nepenthia, watching you as you begin fumbling with your belt. “Enjoy yourself, Lucas. Enjoy it as you melt away to nothing.”
You know it must be something to make creatures trapped in her pitchers docile, but knowing that and overcoming the potent poison in your thoughts is a different thing. Even though you know Theora is dissolving in a pitcher next to yours, even though you know you will melt down into food for the plant girl, you cannot stop yourself.
“Ohhhh, Nepenthia,” you moan, stroking your cock as the liquid rises up to your waist.
Not even the fresh pain in your shoulder can discourage you from the pleasure you are feeling. You sink down into the bath. You smile stupidly and writhing against your hand as you pump your seed into the amber colored liquid. The fleshy pink insides of the pitcher echo with your pitiful moans of pleasure and the slosh of the fluid as you squirm and writhe.
There is no escape or mercy. You can hear Nepenthia laughing faintly from the jungle, but you do not care if she is mocking you. All you care about is the mindless, overwhelming pleasure. By morning, there is nothing left of you but the golden necklace of Veleda.
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Use the holy symbol of Veleda

You dodge another flailing flurry of vines from Nepenthia. Praying to the goddess, you reach into your tunic and grasp the comforting weight of the golden necklace. You kiss the intertwine serpents and hold the amulet out towards the plant girl.
“In the name of Veleda, she of mercy and strength, I rebuke you!” The holy symbol begins to glow faintly in your grasp. You can feel the holy light of the goddess struggling to break through the jungle canopy. Another wellspring bursts forth from within you and the amulet begins to glow brighter.
“The light is wonderful,” coos Nepenthia, “but I cannot digest that silly piece of metal.”
A vine lashes out and strips the necklace from your grasp. You shout, trying to grab it back from her, but she tosses the golden amulet into the jungle.
“Sorry, Lucas,” she says, vines wrapping your arms and picking you up off the ground, “but no more silly tricks like that. It is time for you to join your feather girlfriend in one of my pitchers.”
“No, please,” you cry, kicking and struggling.
“Oh, I’m not mean,” says the plant girl as her vines carry you to one of the pitchers and hang you in the air above its yawning mouth. “I will give you something pleasurable to keep you company. How about one of my thirsty vines?”
A vine appears from the jungle. On its end is an oblong cup with a slit-like opening, this is surrounded by fleshy lips resembling swollen cuntlips. Honey drools from the opening of this obscene appendage.
“N-no,” you cry. “Not that! Please! Just let us go and—“
Your pleas are answered by a laugh from Nepenthia as her vines drop you into the pitcher beneath your feet. You cry out and drop into the fleshy chamber. The vine with the cup on one end descends with you. When it comes close, you bat it away. Amber liquid gurgles out of recessed channels and begins to fill the pitcher. You press back against the pitcher’s pink inner wall, searching for some sort of means of escape, but the wall is slippery and angled inward at the top, making escape impossible.
“Please, goddess,” you moan.
The level of the amber liquid rises from your feet to your knees and up to your waist. As more of your body is submerged, your clothing soaked, you feel a wave of warmth and pleasure wash over you. The need to resist fades and is replaced by an intense need for pleasure. Your body becomes hot with lust and your cock grows incredibly stiff. You strip off your clothing and begin to wank your cock. The obscene vine descends again, dripping with lubrication, offering its fleshy lips for your pleasure.
“Yessss,” you groan, grabbing it and thrusting into its fleshy opening. The warmth of it is incredible and it immediately sucks tightly to your groin. It begins to rhythmically pump your cock with suction, working your swollen tip down to your shaft and making lewd wet sounds as it slurps hungrily.
“Ahhhhhhhh!” You cry out as you are struck by an orgasm after only a moment. You spurt heavily into the vine’s cup, shooting out a massive load that leaves your legs trembling. You sink back into the amber liquid, the vine submerging with you and continuing to suck your cock.
You stew in pleasure, that general ecstasy punctuated with the intermittent but sharp, pneumatic pump of an orgasm into the vine. Your eyes close and you lose track of time. Your limbs soften and stop working. The warmth is all around you. Somewhere, nearby, Theora is moaning just like you as she bathes in the juices inside her pitcher.
As she, like you, dissolves into nothing.
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Call upon Oola to battle the yegrilla

This brute can impregnate most of your monster girls, ruling out the likes of Theora or Gretchen. You are fairly certain there is at least one of the monster girls immune to being knocked up. You hold the sword over your head and shout, in a commanding voice, “Oola emerge!”
There is a flash of pink light and a blob of violet slime drops from mid-air, splashes on the ground, and reforms quickly into a wobbling mound of violet goo. The yegrilla moves warily, staring at the slime. The familiar and very shapely body of Oola rises from the mound, the gelatinous mass consolidating into a lovely woman with a translucent body. Oola looks from the yegrilla to you, although it is always hard to tell where she is really looking.
“Awooo?” She burbles. “You want me to beat gorilla, Lucas?”
“Please, Oola,” you say. “Defeat this furry brute!”
“You not defeat me!” The yegrilla hoots and hops up and down, slamming his fists into the ground. Oola burbles, apparently unmoved by his masculine display as she launches herself at the green-furred yegrilla. He catches her in midair, slamming her to the ground and causing her body to splatter, deform, and reform around him, grabbing him with new arms.
“This should be good,” says Theora with an amused smile on her face.
The yegrilla, incredibly strong and filled with rage and lust, commences wrestling with the slime girl Oola, who is fearless, excitable, and also quite lusty. The yegrilla pummels her body with punches that splatter her onto the ground. He lifts her up and tears her apart, only to have her reform around him, giggling as if it is all a game. He swings and flips and stretches her body, but he seems unable to hurt her.
Then she wraps around his waist, her slimy appendages forming into her plump legs, her body become womanly once again, and his cock, hard and pink, buried inside her gelatinous cunt.
“OOOoooooOOOooo!” The yegrilla hoots, realizing that his massive manhood is buried in the slime girl’s gooey pussy.
“Awoooo!” Oola burbles with excitement and begins vigorously thrusting her hips and riding her translucent violet pussy atop his cock. He falls onto his back and she rides fully atop him, her huge gooey breasts jiggling and bouncing and splashing with each ride up and down his cock. The yegrilla stops fighting and grabs her generous slimy ass.
“So slippery!” The yegrilla grunts and you have a prime view of the pink pillar of his cock submerged in Oola’s slimy slit. You can see her inner slime gripping him and swirling around him, drawing him towards his orgasm.
“Awoo! Fuck me, mister gorilla!” Oola cries, tossing her slimy locks of goo and burbling with ecstasy.
“Ahhhhhh! No hold back!” The yegrilla thrusts violently into her, pounding his cock upwards with such force it seems as if it might push all the way through her gooey body. Instead, his huge cock twitches violently inside her. A stream of milky seed pumps out, quickly spreading as a hazy cloud inside her jiggling body.
“Awwoooo! Give me yummy juice!” Oola burbles happily, riding and squeezing the yegrilla’s spurting cock. Pump after pump fills her abdomen with a hazy opacity that slowly clears as she consumes his seed. It’s a familiar sight to you, but never one you have seen happen in such quantity.
“Oh, is good,” moans the yegrilla.
“Awoo, I want more,” croons Oola.
She slithers and slides and reforms her body so that her hips and ass stretch out into a head and neck. Her pussy becomes her mouth as the rest of her consolidates between the yegrilla’s furry legs. She begins lewdly sucking his cock, the length of it sliding down her neck and into her wobbling chest.
“So good,” moans the yegrilla.
“I think you’re rather enjoying this,” chuckles Theora, casting a glance down at your trousers.
“It’s, um, stimulating,” you say, your face reddening with embarrassment.
“Would this be more stimulating?” Theora murmurs, reaching down to your trousers and slipping a hand inside. You shudder as she wraps her grip around your cock and begins to stroke you inside your trousers. Your precum smears your undershorts as she leans her breasts against your arm and her lips beside your ear. “Do you like to watch a big, furry beast get pleasured by your favorite slime girl?”
“Awwwwoooo!” Oola moans with delight even though her mouth is wrapped around the yegrilla’s throbbing cock. This confuses him, but he puts a huge hand on the back of her gelatinous head and guides her to bob up and down on him, taking him impossibly deep and licking his furry bollocks with her slimy tongue.
“Ohhhh, Theora, that’s… I don’t know if this is a good idea,” you moan as your precum coats her hand and allows her to wank you with slippery fingers.
“Shhhhh,” she hisses into your ear. “It’s alright. Watch them, Lucas. Enjoy your perverted show.”
“OOOOooOOOoo!” The yegrilla hoots, thrusting his cock into Oola’s mouth and exploding down her neck and into her body. Spurts of cum dissolve into milky puffs inside her with each pump of his cock. He slows his savage thrusts and relaxes on the ground, his arms flopping to his sides as Oola continues to pleasure him.
“Master?” Oola says, lifting her slimy head from the yegrilla’s glistening cock. “Can I do more fun to the hairy man?”
“Um, yes, of course,” you say. “A bit more.”
“No more,” groans the yegrilla.
Oola ignores him, turning her back to him and presenting her big, jiggly, translucent ass and pussy. She slides his cock between her buttocks and feeds it into the translucent wrinkles of her gooey anus. He groans with helpless pleasure as she begins to ride her ass on his cock. Oola looks in your direction and smiles mindlessly as she bounces atop the yegrilla.
The perverse sight of the plump, wobbling slime girl riding up and down the yegrilla’s cock is stimulating enough to drive you to the edge. Theora purring in your ear and stroking your cock certainly is not helping matters. You let out a strangled cry and your cock pumps your load into your shorts. The thick, filthy slime covers Theora’s fingers and gushes down your shaft.
“Oooh, yes, Lucas,” she chuckles in your ear. “You are still a naughty boy after all we’ve done together.”
“I am a naughty boy,” you agree as she squeezes out the last of your cum.
Theora extracts her cummy fingers from your trousers and looks you in the eyes as she licks her hand clean. A few paces away, the yegrilla hoots weakly and you just manage to catch sight of his eruption into Oola’s wobbling buttocks. His cum pours into her slime, still plentiful, but greatly diminished from his first eruption.
“Sooooo yummy,” burbles Oola.
The yegrilla, dazed by pleasure, falls back into an exhausted slumber.
“That’s enough, Oola,” you say, raising your sword. “Oola return!”
With a pink flash, Oola vanishes, leaving you and Theora alone in the clearing with the snoring yegrilla. You slip past him easily, continuing in your journey towards the mountains. It won’t be much longer now before you have them in clear sight.
Onward to the mountain stained red by the setting sun!
CONTINUE >




Call upon Yasmeen to battle the yegrilla

You are not certain whether or not the yegrilla could make the huge lamia girl Yasmeen pregnant with his fertility rune. What you do know is that of all your monster girl companions you feel certain Yasmeen can physically overpower the yegrilla. She is twice the size of any human and her serpentine lower body is incredibly powerful.
You hold you sword above you head and command, “Yasmeen emerge!”
With a bright flash of pink light and a puff of smoke redolent of exotic spices, Yasmeen appears between you and the yegrilla. The ferocious brute staggers back in surprise.
“What this creature?” He grunts, his brow furrowed with worry.
Yasmeen towers over you both, her pale golden-skinned human upper half is that of a giantess, with enormous breasts barely held by a sling of fine gold chain, arms that could pick you and the yegrilla up at the same time, and a wide, smiling mouth that can open terrifyingly wide. Her serpent lower body is no less terrifying. Starting just below her human buttocks, the red scaled coils reveal her gold called underbelly. She slithers and circles around the yegrilla.
“I am Yasmeen,” says the lamia. “I am known for my appetite. What are you known for, little gorilla man? Perhaps, your deliciousness?”
To your surprise, the yegrilla steps towards her and pushes out his huge barrel chest.
“I known for strength! All beasts fear me! I will make you my mate and you will love me!”
“Oh, wonderful, well this should be fun,” she says, her reptilian eyes glittering with delight.
The yegrilla snarls and launches itself at her upper half. He slams into her with surprising force, knocking her back and smashing her into one of the ruined houses. Although Yasmeen was caught off guard by his initial attack, she recovers quickly, grappling with him and wrapping him up in the coils of her tail. He manages to force her to release him by delivering what seems to be a painful bite to her reptilian lower half.
“You awful beastie!” Yasmeen howls, flinging him away. The yegrilla lands on his feed, leaps to the top of one of the ruined houses, and leaps again to grab at Yasmeen’s neck and shoulders, his hand like feet digging into her chain sling and tearing it away from her enormous mounds. His frantic scrambling to get a good grip on her squeezes and mashes her breasts in his fight to subdue her.
It is a hopeless fight. He may be strong and fearless, but the lamia is just too large to be overcome. She throws him to the ground so hard that it stuns him and then seizes him so tightly in her coils that he cannot hope to bite her.
“Put down!” The yegrilla cries.
Yasmeen shifts her coils, chuckling softly as the yegrilla’s thick pink cock suddenly protrudes between her coils. She squeezes and slides her tail against his cock, making the yegrilla groan with dismay. She leans over him, dangling her breasts in his fast but keeping them out of reach of his fangs.
“This not how mate!” The yegrilla moans unhappily.
“But it feels nice, doesn’t it?” Yasmeen hisses as she wanks him with her coils. “You just want to explode all over my tummy.”
“Noooo,” moans the yegrilla. “Put down! I… I mate right!”
“I don’t think so,” laughs Yasmeen. “I recognize that glowing rune on your chest. You have been marked with a fertility sign. One drop of your seed would be enough to stuff my belly with your babies.
“Yes, do that,” pants the yegrilla. His cock, jutting between Yasmeen’s coils, is beginning to ooze precum, which further lubricates her smooth reptilian body.
The yegrilla is unable to resist his building pleasure and begins writhing and thrusting through Yasmeen’s coils. His cockhead pulses and bubbles with spunk like a candle shedding a stream of wax.
“Yes!” Yasmeen cries, her reptilian tongue flicking out. “Cum for me! Cum against my breasts.”
She slides them down his furry body and positions her huge mounds beneath his cock. He hoots desperately, fucking between her writhing coils. His cock, now almost crimson, pulses and shoots out massive streams of beastly spunk. His cum spatters against her dangling breasts, dripping from her wide areolas and thick nipples. She laughs and continues to milk his cock with her coils.
“S-stop,” he moans. “Too much! It hurt!”
“Oh, but it hurts so good,” laughs Yasmeen, an evil glint in her eye. His cock turns from red to purple and with another desperate snarl he cums again, thinner spurts of his seed spilling into her cleavage and glazing her dangling titflesh. Yasmeen laughs and says, “Now I will eat you up.”
She begins to unhinge her jaw.
“That’s enough,” you shout. “Let him go.”
“Right,” says Yasmeen. “He is filthy. I would probably catch some sort of disease.”
She unfurls her cum-spattered serpentine half and deposits the yegrilla on his back on the ground. He struggles to his feet, clearly weakened by Yasmeen’s rough handling.
“I not forget this,” he curses and hobbles off into the jungle.
“How about you, Lucas?” She says, wiping the yegrilla’s cum from her breasts. “Would you like to be my meal today? I’ll swallow you and that self-righteous bird woman as well.”
Your cock twitches in your trousers. Before you can reply to the perverse suggestion, Theora interjects.
“Absolutely not,” says Theora.
Seeing sense, you lift your sword above your head and command, “Yasmeen return!”
The huge lamia vanishes in a flash of pink light. The sounds of the jungle slowly return to normal.
“We should be on our way,” says Theora.
You adjust your trousers, hoping she does not see your cock stiffened from watching Yasmeen handle the yegrilla. You and Theora set off again into the jungle, heading towards the mountains that loom like shadows through the jungle.
Onward to find the mountain stained red by the sunset.
CONTINUE >




Rescued by Veleda

You thought your quest was over. You were certain you had failed in your mission. Yet here you are, kneeling in the vast heavenly temple of Veleda. Golden light streams through the open ceiling and flocks of white doves take flight. You can hear a chorus of female voices singing in the distance.
Veleda appears with a warm flash of light, glorious and huge, with ringlets of blonde hair spilling over her alabaster shoulders. She wears a thin, veil-like gown similar to the one Theora wears. Her eyes are sympathetic, but not completely forgiving.
“You have failed again, Lucas,” she says, her voice booming over and around you in waves you can feel physically in your body. “In your most important task. You have failed.”
“I… I am weak,” you say, groveling before her.
“Yes, this is true,” says Veleda. “But you are my chosen warrior. You must locate the entrance to the underworld to end the monster girl incursion.”
“Y-yes, my goddess,” you moan, your face touching the cold stone.
“You know that I cannot simply mend wound or turn back time to the exact moment of your defeat in this jungle,” says Veleda. “Saturana defies my holy interference. I can save you though, Lucas, and return you to the moment before you entered the jungle. Do not make the same mistakes again.”
“N-no, my goddess, I will not,” you say gratefully.
“Rise, Lucas LeBlanc, and face me,” she commands. You tremble with her holy majesty, rising to your feet and forcing yourself to look upon her radiant face. Her beauty is stunning, reminiscent of Theora, but perfected and even more delicate. Her eyes glow with golden light that becomes brighter and brighter. “Do not fail me.”
You hear the words echoing through a golden haze. The floor gives way beneath you and you are falling, faster and faster, plummeting back to the earth from Veleda’s temple in the heavens. The cool, whistling air and glorious, cloudy terrain gives way to the stifling heat and the endless green of the jungle of Saturana. With a last cry, you drop to the ground.
Theora places a steadying hand on your shoulder.
“Lucas, are you alright?” Theora asks, placing a steadying hand on your shoulder.
“Y-yes,” you say. “Just a bit delirious I think. I had a vision of the goddess.”
She takes your hand and gives it a squeeze.
“She will be by our side, Lucas,” she says, her silvery-blue eyes burning with her righteousness. “We will find the entrance and we will rescue your mother and your sister.”
Bolstered by Theora’s words, but unable to shake the feeling that you met with the goddess, you set off for the jungle. You reach the wall of massive trees and find that there are gaps between the tangles of barbed vines that you could not see from a distance. Still, the jungle is dense, and thorns tear at your clothes. You draw your sword and cut your way through the thickest foliage. It is exhausting work in the heat and even Theora’s face becomes red and her golden hair heavy with the sweat and humidity. Strange, huge insects bite at your arms and try to crawl up your trousers. You are constantly swatting them away from your neck.
“There,” says Theora, pointing out an archway formed by the interwoven lower branches of two nearby trees. The foliage thinned beneath the seemingly natural embrace of the two trees. As you approach, Theora points out a set of small footprints. “Goblin tracks.”
“So if we go that way, there will be goblins?” You say.
“Possibly,” she says. “Or whatever eats goblins.”
“Is there another way?” You ask, not really wanting to find out firsthand what might snack on a goblin.
“Listen,” said Theora, closing her eyes.
You quiet your heavy breathing and listen to the overlapping noises of the jungle. Rustling cycads, croaking amphibians, the buzz of swarms of insects, the calls of birds and tree-dwelling primates, and… yes… there.
“A river,” you say.
“Yes,” she says. “We could follow it to the mountains. It will be difficult going, no telling what we might encounter.”
“Or we take the path and get ambushed by goblins,” you say grimly.
The prospect of finding a river flowing through the jungle and then following it, fighting your way through the undergrowth, not to mention what might come out of the river, hardly seems appealing. Goblins jumping on you from the trees does not seem very pleasant either.
“Which path should we take?” Theora asks, looking at you expectantly, her beautiful face dewy with sweat.




Which way do you go?
Follow the jungle path
Follow the river through the jungle





The mountain stained red by the sunset

You and Theora arrive at the so-called Jaws of the Beast with a sudden emergence from the jungle. You step out from the trees and find yourself looking up at a monumental wall of gray and white stone. The mountain’s roots of jutting bedrock are furred with foliage, but the jungle itself ends absolutely, the trees forming a wall like a military formation arranged respectfully before the awesome sight of the mountains.
Some of the mountains are quite close to the jungle’s edge, others crowd out the horizon, misty and purple in their distance. Most are low enough to have vegetation all the way to their peak, though a few farther away rise so high into the cloudy sky that their tops are bare but for snow caps.
“I hope this red mountain isn’t one of those,” you say, pointing to the distant mountains.
“It is almost time,” says Theora, studying the sky behind you. “Look, the red of sunset paints the golden clouds at our backs. Soon those rays will reach the mountains.”
The sun slips beneath the clouds and edges the tops of the jungle’s highest trees to create long, strange shadows on the mountains. A moment more and in a burst of scarlet light, one of the peaks in the Jaws of the Beast transforms into a great bloody fang. You and Theora both gasp in amazement at the sight.
“There it is,” you mutter. The coloring is much more pronounced than you had expected.
“Then that is where we are going,” says Theora. “Come on, Lucas, we are almost there!”
You run towards the mountain, leaping easily over a stream and dodging around boulders overgrown with foliage. Even as the sun sets and the moonlight is your only guide, it is not hard to find a mountain. Finding the entrance into the underworld is a different matter. You follow the irregular rock wall. Theora flies above you, searching for a sign that you have found the right location.
It is the echoing sound of your footsteps that betrays the hidden entrance. You can hear them echoing as if they are inside the mountain.
“Something is concealing an entrance,” you say. “I can hear it! Listen!”
You toss a stone and the clattering sound echoes nearby as if the sound is reverberating in a tunnel shaft. You approach your best guess for the location of the sound. Feeling on the rock face, you suddenly plunge into a void that appears to be solid rock.
Before you can even shout, you find yourself sliding down a steep tunnel. Theora calls out, her voice echoing farther and farther behind you as you skid down to a rocky chamber. The moment you enter this room, groaning from some rough bumps, several torches burst into flames. The room is rough hewn through rock. Someone or something powerful has created this place.
“There you are,” cries Theora with relief, skidding into the room behind you. “I thought I had lost you to some sort of trap.”
You glance at her, but your attention is drawn to the huge door of burned black iron that stands against the far wall of the room. Walking slowly towards it, you can hear a faint rumble through the metal. Heat radiates from the door.
“This is it,” you say and reach out a hand to the door’s pull ring.
“Wait,” says Theora, moving to your side. She puts her hands on your shoulders. “Just wait, Lucas.”
“Why?” You release the ring with a clang and look at the angel. “My mother and sister are down there. We have braved the most dangerous place known to man to reach this door. Why stop now?”
“Because,” says Theora, her brow furrowing. “Because… I cannot let you through that door. Stop. Stop here. I… there are things you do not understand.”
“Now you speak madness,” you say, anger flashing. “We are here, Theora. It is too late for this.”
She cries out as you turn back and pull the iron door open with both hands. For a moment, you think you are not strong enough to open the door. Then its hinges given a terrible screech and the massive door begins to swing open, shedding flakes of ancient iron. The door swings faster and faster until it open the last few feet and slams into the wall with a resounding clang.
Beyond the doorway stands a curtain of red velvet. You touch it with your fingertips and it ripples like a cloth floating on the surface of a body of water. Or oil. Like a cloth floating atop oil. The inherent wrongness of this sensation makes your guts twist with fear. Your heart pounds in your chest and you try to take a deep breath to steady yourself.
“Lucas,” whispers Theora.
Turning back to look at her saves you from being blinded by the flash of golden-white light that explodes between you and curtain. You are knocked back, tumbling past Theora and landing awkwardly on the stone floor.
You manage to turn over quickly and sit up. Standing blocking the strange red curtain is the goddess herself. Veleda is beautiful, as always, but her eyes glow with golden fury and a holy fire seems to wreath her entire body. Her hair swirls around her head in the radiance that burns from her divine image.
“Veleda!” You cry.
The goddess ignores you and you are almost grateful as she casts her wrathful gaze upon Theora.
“It is time,” says Veleda, her voice so powerful that it tears at your mind.
“N-no,” says Theora, holding her hands over her heart. “No, my goddess, please. I cannot do this.”
“W-what?” You stammer, seeing the fear on Theora’s face. “What is this?”
“It. Is. Time.” The voice of the goddess booms through the room, sending flakes shivering from the iron door and causing several of the torches to sputter and go out.
“I cannot!” Theora cries.
Veleda’s hand reaches out towards you and you feel a tug at your waist. The Holy Sword of Veleda flies from its sheath and into Veleda’s hand. The pink crystal in the hilt grows so brightly it is almost painful to look upon. The goddess glides towards Theora, who trembles with fear.
“Strike him down,” says Veleda, holding the sword out to Theora.
“I will not do it,” whimpers the angel, looking as if she might fall to her knees.
“He will not do what must be done,” says Veleda, her voice booming with contempt that does send you to your knees. You cry out in anguish. She continues, “He is weak and of her flesh. It will cause him to succumb like all of mortal blood. Take his strength and pass through the gate.”
“Theora,” you croak. “Please, I don’t know what this is about. I—“
Theora moves with sudden determination, taking the sword from Veleda’s grasp and stalking towards you. Tears spill down her cheeks. You cringe, imagining her swinging the blade down to take off your head. Instead, she reverses her grip on the sword and holds it out to you.
“Take it,” she hisses, tears dripping from her chin. “Take it and go, Lucas. Now!”
. You take the sword and sheath it on your belt. Theora pulls you to your feet and shoves you towards the door.
“No!” Veleda roars with rage, causing you to stumble and nearly collapse again. You stagger towards the door, but cast a glance at the goddess and almost scream at the horror of her visage. Her body glows with crimson fury, her eyes red and her mouth open to reveal fangs. She appears demonic, her hands clawed and her flesh aflame.
Theora steps between you and the goddess.
“Strike him down, Theora,” snarls Veleda. “Claim his soul with that sword and fulfill your duty.”
“Every action I have undertaken in your name has made this world and its suffering worse,” cries Theora. “I am done performing evil in the name of good!”
“You insolent little harlot,” roars Veleda. “You cannot understand good. You do not know the suffering weakness will cause. Your sympathy for the mortal will not save him.”
“Not sympathy,” says Theora, wiping her tears and facing the goddess. “Love.”
Veleda howls with rage and you stumble towards the scarlet curtain, glancing back as the goddess takes hold of Theora’s wings. The feathers combust and with a sickening crunch and rip, Veleda tears Theora’s angelic wings from her back. Blood gushes from the wounds and Theora howls with agony.
“Go!” Theora cries, looking at you, her face contorted in pain. “Go, Lucas! Go!!”
“I made you in my image,” screams Veleda. “But you are not divine, so you shall be mortal! You will live out your days on earth! Wallow in the misery of these pitiful creatures!”
A gesture from Veleda flings Theora head over heels through the air and up to the tunnel towards the entrance in the mountain. You hear your companion’s agonized scream receding into the distance.
The goddess turn her attention to you, her demonic image seeming to ripple with glee.
“Now, as for you—“
You swing the holy sword at Veleda with a desperate cry of anger and betrayal. The blade strikes what would be the goddess’s breast. She explodes as easily as a bubble filled with glittering dust that sparkles as it falls to the floor. For a moment, you think you might have captured her in the sword like all of the monster girls you have defeated. Then her image reforms several paces away, beautiful for a moment and then instantly more terrible and angry than ever before.
“You think to smite me with my own blade!?” She launches towards you. “I will flay your flesh for a century! I will burn you from the inside out!”
You know you cannot defeat a goddess, but you know that she is powerless in the godless realm of Chthona. Your mind reeling with fear and anger, you turn from the goddess and leap through the oily curtain. You plunge headlong into the underworld, leaving behind the howling goddess, your wounded lover, and your mortal realm.
Veleda cannot reach you here.
Nothing can reach you in the underworld of Chthona.
CONTINUE >




Refuse to hand over the sword

After all you have been through, all you have lost, this arrogant queen thinks you will surrender your most potent weapon by dangling your mother and sister in front of you? You look away from their provocative outfits and lustful eyes. Why are they behaving in this way? Have they turned to evil or are they under Lady Rachelle’s spell?
“No,” you say. “I will not hand you the Holy Sword of Veleda!”
“The Holy Sword of Veleda?” She mocks your tone. “I made that sword. The bitch stole it from me ten thousand years ago and she has been passing it around to her lapdogs ever since. That palace you spend all your time in fucking your slaves? That was mine! Hina was my creation!”
“You lie!” You shout, brandishing the sword as if to parry her words.
“Lies? You have been fed nothing but lies by Veleda and Theora, although, well done seducing the angel away from her mistress. I see now why I like your mother so very much.”
“Do not speak of Theora or my mother,” you warn and point the tip of your blade at Lady Rachelle’s breasts.
“Veleda never intended you to reach my throne room and certainly not with my sword in hand,” says Rachelle, apparently unimpressed with your threat. “Lucas, have you ever wondered who it was that killed your father?”
“My father… fell ill and died,” you say, the tip of your sword dropping just a fraction of an inch.
“Your mother knew better,” says the Succubus Queen. “She swore off magic when she married your father, but she knew enough still to true see his body. She knew he had been cursed by a god. A pox was placed upon him by one of that god’s servants.”
“No,” you say and take a step back.
“It’s true,” says your mother. “That angel you journeyed with poisoned your father under the orders of Veleda.”
You stagger back another step.
“Yes, he sees it now,” says the succubus. “Your mother was never supposed to know. The angel came for your mother in her bed, but your mother escaped. She knew the truth, so she conjured me and journeyed with me to Chthona. She released the monster girls upon the world.”
“Why? No, this cannot be true,” you say.
“It is, Lucas,” says your mother. “And it has only just begun. Hundreds and thousands of monster girls are waiting to be unleashed upon the world. We will end the reign of the cruel human gods and Lady Rachelle will ascend to full godhood. She will becomes a glorious monster goddess to rule over mankind and the monsters.”
“And I will rule from that,” says the Succubus Queen, pointing at the sword in your hands.
“Why? Why did Veleda do it?”
“She needed a champion,” laughed Rachelle. “As she ever does. Once or twice a century she must create some crisis and summon a weak human champion to battle the monsters. She got her champions and I gave her the crisis she desired. One far more dangerous than she had anticipated.”
“No,” you mutter, drained by the truth of her word, the sword trip dropping to the polished floor.
“I have protected your mother and sister from Veleda,” says Lady Rachelle. “Join us. Surrender to me and I will reward you with eternity.”
“Do it, Lucas,” says your mother, reaching towards you. “Let Lady Rachelle rule.”
“All hail the Succubus Queen,” agrees Genevieve, her hands stroking your chest.
“No!” You shove your mother and sister back. “I don’t know what is truth or lies, but I know the evil you have done. I have seen it. This ends now. I will strike you down and seal this horrible place away forever. No more monster girls will be released onto the surface.”
“You enslave them for your pleasure in your palace!” Lady Rachelle rages. “In MY palace! You are no better than that thief goddess.”
“I will strike you down,” you say, gripping your sword tightly in both hands.
Your sister and mother moan with horror. Lady Rachelle slips behind them, stroking them as she says, “I am sorry, but I must destroy him.”
Your mother wails. Genevieve cries out and drops to her knees. You face the Succubus Queen, alone and resolute.




What do you do?
Wait
Parley
Attack
Use a special ability
Use an item
Surrender




Use the Holy Symbol of Veleda

Even if Veleda has turned her back on you, her benevolent message is real. To heal the sick and protect the weak and less fortunate is part of the covenant of mankind. You believe in that, whether it is derived from a goddess or it comes from within.
You dodge another attack from the Succubus Queen and reach into your borrowed tunic, yanking free the golden symbol of Veleda. You feel stronger and more confident as you grasp the intertwined serpents. Even if everything was a lie, if Theora murdered your father on Veleda’s orders, you believe in fighting for what is right.
You hold the symbol out and it glows brightly in your hand. Lady Rachelle howls and recoils, her beautiful face twisting into monstrous anger. For a moment, you think you have weakened her. You take a step towards her and she snaps back to her arrogant and yet alluring posture. She lashes out so quickly with her sharp-nailed hand that you barely see the movement. She plucks the holy symbol from your grasp and the light is snuffed out. She tosses the necklace aside.
“Really?” She sneers. “You turn to that murderous, self-righteous cunt? And where is she now?”
Rachelle grabs you by your shirt and her wings snap open. You let out a cry as she wings into the air, dragging you with her, spiraling up towards the ceiling. You cry out as you realize she is flying you towards two female figures chained to the ceiling, their bodies stripped naked and their mouths gagged. They are both naked and staring at you in horror.
“What… what about…?” You crane your neck and look down at the floor far below you. Your mother and sister have transformed into succubuses that bear no resemblance to your family. They were imposters!
“Veleda did this to your mother and your sister,” laughs Rachelle, swooping closer to Genevieve and your mother.
“No, you put them on the ceiling like that,” you cry, barely holding onto your sword.
“I only wanted them to see your foolish destruction, Lucas,” says Rachelle. “Once they saw you were a fanatic of Veleda, that your mind was gone and you are a man like all the others, bent on destruction. Then they would understand why I had to feast upon your soul. They would understand and join my succubi army to overthrow the world of men.”
You reach out a hand towards Genevieve, seeing tears glistening in her blue eyes.
“Oh, how very touching,” laughs Rachelle. She calls out to Genevieve, “Do not fear. I will not make him suffer. And you, my dear, will soon be one of my beloved daughters.”
The Succubus Queen twists your arms behind your back, causing you to cry out in pain and drop the Holy Sword of Veleda. The succubus that had been impersonating your mother launches into the air and catches the relic sword before it hits the floor. She flies it over to Lady Rachelle and bows her head as she passes the sword to the Succubus Queen.
“Very good,” laughs Rachelle. “Oh, I feel the power coursing through this weapon. An entire world in my hand.”
“You won’t win this,” you gasp. “There will be other heroes. Other swords.”
“Perhaps,” says Rachelle. “And perhaps I will swallow their souls like I intend to swallow yours.”
Your mother and sister moan against their gags. Rachelle casts a glance in their direction.
“Come, Lucas,” she says, winging away from your mother and Genevieve, “I will take you somewhere more private.”
You have little choice in the matter as she flies out through an opening near the top of the pyramid and into the massive cavern containing the demonic temple. You try not to look down at the steaming lake far below. Rachelle brings you to a small cave, cooler than the surrounding chamber, and lit by hundreds of glowing violet caterpillars nearly as big as your arms. They cover the ceiling and walls of the chamber, slowly and seemingly aimlessly making their wave over the surface.
“This is where I bring my prey sometimes,” says the Succubus Queen, dropping you lightly onto a bed of soft fronds. “They are Cataphrian Stingworms. Do not worry, they are mostly tame. They remind me of my home in the Cursed Tunnels of Eruoan.”
“You are an elf?” You say, not noticing the distinctive pointed ears of elves.
“I was the slave of an elf,” say Rachelle. “Long ago. He was impossibly cruel. He made me what I am.”
“A demon?”
“Vengeful,” says Rachelle, settling onto the bedding with you. “But not against you, Lucas. Oh, no, I am vengeful against the goddess who turned you into what you are as well. I must defeat her champion.”
“I was here for my family,” you say. “That is all that is important to me.”
“Aw, how adorable,” she says, sticking out her lower lip sympathetically. “But they are my family now. They will soon be my daughters, transformed into succubuses like all the other women who enter my realm.”
“You are no better than Veleda,” you say bitterly.
“Unfair,” says, Rachelle and her armored lingerie melts from her body and dissipates in wisps of sweet-smelling smoke. Even with your heart full of hatred for the Succubus Queen, you cannot look away from her sensual perfection. Her huge breasts dangle between her arms as she climbs onto her hands and knees, a seductive smile on her face and a glow in her violet eyes. Her breasts give way to a slender waist that widens into wide hips and an ass so luscious round and creamy that it resembles an onion.
“I would never have one of my minions tear you apart,” purrs Rachelle. She crawls between your legs and runs her hand over your bulging cock in your trousers. “I want you to enjoy the inevitable. I want you to want this.”
“Never,” you whisper, even as you tremble and your cock twitches in your trousers.
“Mmmmmm, I want you to take me like a man, Lucas,” she says, working your belt and unbuttoning your trousers. She frees your hard, crimson cock and wraps her perfectly soft hand around your shaft. Her touch buzzes in your sensitive flesh as she begins to gently wank your manhood. “Oh, yes, I know you want this Lucas. Do not just lie back and take it like some virgin or some old man. Caress me, kiss me, touch me, and fuck me.”
She teases the head of your cock with a fingertip and adds, “After all, this will be the last time you have the chance to fuck anyone.”
“Y-yes,” you say, your cock twitching in her deft hand. “Yes, I’ll do it.”
“Ohhhh, yes, good boy,” she laughs with delight, releasing her hold on your cock. She begins to crawl atop you and drags the soft weight of her breasts against your manhood as she does. The sensation of her dangling breasts sliding over your cock is enough to make you cum. You moan and jerk your hips as her tits are pressing over your cock and your cum gushes against her creamy chest. You moan and thrust, making only partial contact with her soft mounds, your orgasm intense, but somehow unfulfilling because of it.
“Gods,” you moan as she halts her climb just long enough for you to cover her breasts inc cum.
“No gods here,” she coos, continuing her climb up your body, smearing your cum on your shirt as she crawls. “Just a naughty succubus in need of a good, hard fuck.”
You think you cannot possibly rise to the occasion again only moment after spattering her cleavage with your cum. Then she kisses you, her sweet tongue thrusting into your mouth and her warm saliva as intoxicating as an elixir of lust.
“Mmmmmmmm!” You moan against her passionate kiss, embracing her and pulling her against you as you explore her luscious body with your hands for the first time. You stroke her sides and hips and slide your hands around to her plump bottom, squeezing her ample globes as your cock stiffens fully and twitches with need.
You roll her over and you are atop her in a moment, parting her thick thighs as you kiss her lips, her neck, and work your way lower. You gather her huge breasts in your hands, burying your face against them, ignoring the odd smear of your spunk to tongue her fat nipples and suck them each in trun. You kiss lower as she coos and writhes with pleasure. You press your hungry face between her creamy thighs and you breathe her sweet musk.
“Oohhhhh, yes, Lucas,” she moans, resting a hand on the back of your head. “Taste me.”
You lap eagerly at the hot folds of her cunt. You drink the fresh nectar of her pussy and explore her perfect demonic slit with your fingers and tongue. She bucks against you, thrusting her hot slit against your fingers and smearing your face with her sweet juices. You suck at her clit, gratified by each jerk and cry of her pleasure. You feel her orgasm rippling against your fingers, her pale body slightly luminous in the dark cave.
“Fuck me, Lucas,” she moans, slowly relaxing back onto the bed of fronds.
“Turn over,” you grunt. “I want to fuck you from behind.”
“Oh? Naughty boy! You like my big ass?” She rolls over, lowering her face to the soft bed, her breasts mashed beneath her as she lifts her hips and presents her cream ass and her violet-tinged pink holes. Her pussy glistens with her need. You know that luscious ass and those delicate folds are your doom, as vicious as the fanged maw of any predator, but you cannot resist her now. You are drunk on her nectar and your crimson cock is throbbing with need.
You take hold of Rachelle’s shapely hips and pull her back as you slam your cock into the hot cleft of her cunt. She howls with pleasure and you erupt inside her with that single stroke, pumping your seed into her clutching cunt. You can feel the unmistakable tug of her demonic feeding and see sparks of violet glowing around her folds. You cannot stop thrust, your hips spanking against her soft ass with each helpless stroke.
“Ohhhhhhhh yes, Lucas,” she cries. “Yes! Feed me your cum! Feed me your essence!”
“Oh, Rachelle,” you cry, desperately thrusting, your cock seemingly sucked deeper into her churning depths with every stroke. It feels as if you are falling, the pleasure only growing more intense as a second orgasm explodes through your body and you continue to spurt deep into her pussy. Her diabolical cunt squeezes and milks your spurting manhood. Her pitiless hunger feasts upon your life force.
By your third orgasm inside her, spurting out a diminishing flow of your seed, you have stopped thrusting. Rachelle is bouncing her soft ass back against you, slapping her flesh against yours as she impales her drooling pussy onto your cock. Each squeeze of her folds sends another ripple of pleasure through your body and another weakening pulse of your life force.
At last, you slump behind her, fall against her ass as you wither and sink into the darkness of oblivion. The last thing you feel is another orgasmic pulse inside her pussy. The last thing you hear is the succubus queen laughing with satisfaction.
Your life and your adventure are at an end. You have given yourself to the succubus and there will be no rescue from the underworld.
BAD END




Use the Dervish Strike ability

Theora always taught you to control your emotions, but without the divine inspiration of Veleda to fuel your abilities, your anger might be the key to unleashing your power. You allow your hatred build inside you as you square off against the arrogant Succubus Queen. She is beguiling, yes, but her lovely body and sensual movements cannot erase all the pain she has inflicted upon you and others. To torment you with your mother and sister, to offer them up as sexual prizes to you in some perverse game, cannot be forgiven.
“That look in your eyes would strike fear into a lesser demon,” purrs Rachelle. “But I have watched you, Lucas LeBlanc. I know your every weakness.”
She caresses her armored bodice and the silver and lace melt away from her soft breasts. She cups them and plays with her fat pink nipples, tinged with violet.
“Come here, Lucas,” she says. “Forget your worries and bury your face between my breasts. Pretend I am that angel you followed here, if it makes you feel any better.”
“You are an abomination!” You snarl. “And I will defeat you!”
She says something mocking, but your prolonged battle cry drowns out all other sounds. You let your hatred loose and swing with the ferocity of a man driven wild by cruelty. You swing again and again, your bones and muscles fused to the burning core of your anger. You spin as your blade flashes again and again, your body transforming into a lethal whirlwind of silver. You glimpse Rachelle, retreating in fear.
“In the name of my mother and sister!” You shout. “In the name of Theora and Morelle and all those humans you have fed upon! I will destroy you, succubus!”
She blocks your blows with her wings, which begin to break and become tattered as you slash across their leathery membrane. She parries some with her tail, but you slash at that as well until purple ichor is dripping from the wounds. With a last slash of your blade, you cut across her chest, opening a serious wound that sends her to her knees. Purple blood stains her pale breasts and she looks up at you, cringing in fear as you stop your blade a hair’s width from her neck.
“It is over,” you growl, readying to take off her head.
“Please! Don’t do it!” Your mother cries, tears dripping down her cheeks.
“Show her mercy, brother!” Genevieve wails and drops to her knees beside Rachelle. “She can be shown the error of her ways!”
“Yes, forgive me,” gasps Rachelle. “I have been a victim of Veleda, just like you.”
Rachelle’s violet eyes glisten with tears as your mother and sister cling to the Succubus Queen, pleading for her life.
“You have it all wrong, my sweet son,” says your mother. “You cannot strike her down.”




What do you do?
Strike down the Succubus Queen
Show mercy to the Succubus Queen




Use the Startle Eye ability

You dodge another lash from Nepenthia’s vines. You stumble on the recovery and she laughs, her monstrous eyes glittering. She has eyes, she is watching you, so she can be blinded. You will use Startley Eye and then finish her off!
You ball your off hand into a fist and intone a quiet prayer to Veleda. You reach out to the goddess from the darkness of this primordial jungle. She is so far away, but you feel her golden warmth inside you, welling up and filling your hand with her blessing. With a shout, you thrust your first toward Nepenthia’s face, open your hand, and unleash the Startle Eye.
Even with your eyes closed, the intense white flash of light is painfully bright. Nepenthia cries out, covering her eyes with her human hands. The after-image of the flash is still in your vision as you feel vines wrapping around your limbs.
“Oooooh that was so pretty,” coos Nepenthia and you realize she has not been hurt at all. “I do not get much light down deep in the jungle. I felt wonderful.”
“N-no,” you gasp as she strips your sword from your hand with her vines.
“Do it again,” she coos, stroking you with her human hands. “Please?”
“Let Theora go,” you grunt, fighting against her vines, “and I will do it as much as you want.”
“Mmmmmm, I think not,” says Nepenthia. She tears your tunic open with her human hands and leans down, kissing your muscular chest and running her tongue over your tiny nipples. You shudder as you feel her unbuckling your belt.
“Stop this,” you gasp.
“Shhhhh, stop fighting and enjoy it,” murmurs the plant girl as she takes down your trousers. Your undershorts follow and you moan as her soft hands caress your cock and your bollocks. She holds a hand up and spits a long stream of golden saliva into her palm. You watch in horror as she smears this on your cock. It is slippery and warms your flesh as she massages it into the shaft and the head of your cock. Worse, the more she strokes, the more you forget all your worries.
“Ohhhh, that’s… that’s good,” you moan.
“Yes, it is,” she says. “We can go into one of my pitchers and I will give you such pleasure. Would you like that, Lucas?”
You hear a moan and see Theora’s silhouette writhing in one of the pitchers. For a moment, you remember your mission and your need to save the angel from being digested by the plant girl. Then you feel Nepenthia’s hot mouth slurp around your cock, drawing your aching manhood into her eager mouth. Her honey coats your cock and drips from your balls as she bobs hungrily on your manhood. You thrust your hips against the creaking vines and she laughs with your cock in her mouth.
“Aaahhhhh!” You cry, forgetting all your worries as your cock throbs with pleasure. You erupt into Nepenthia’s sucking mouth and she moans around you, slurping and greedily swallowing every pump of cum into the back of her throat. She pulls free of your still-hard and crimson cock with a loud pop and satisfied moan.
“Are you ready for your new home, Lucas?” She asks, standing and taking your hand.
“Y-yes,” you say, a submissive smile on your face. “Anything, Nepenthia.”
“Such a good boy,” she laughs. The vines release you and the plant girl leads you across the clearing to one of her pitchers. It slowly tilts down, revealing a fleshy pink interior. You and Nepenthia climb inside and the pitcher tips upright once more. For a moment, you are afraid. Then the plant girl kisses you sweetly and the pitcher begins to fill with the pleasurably warm amber liquid.
“Nothing to worry about here,” whispers Nepenthia against your lips. “Now fuck me, Lucas.”
She turns and presses her body against the inside of the pitcher, thrusting her pert bottom and blushing cunt back towards you. The flower is gone, it must have fallen off to reveal her lovely human pussy. You cannot stop yourself, you grab her slender waist and thrust your hard cock deep into the warm, slick cove of Nepenthia’s pussy. As you fuck her, your pleasure rising quickly, the level of the amber liquid goes from your ankles to just below your waist.
“It feels so good,” you moan, not sure if you mean her clutching cunt or the warm liquid up past your knees.
“This is a happy place,” says Nepenthia, pushing her tight pussy back onto your cock. “We can have so much fun together.”
“Oh, gods, yes,” you cry, fucking harder and faster into her, desperately pounding her peachy pussy until you feel your cum rising. You lean over her, sweat dripping onto her pale green flesh as you take her in powerful thrusts timed to your orgasm. Pump after pump of your spunk pours into her plant girl pussy. That naughty flower seems to drink your cum, eager for every spurt.
“So delicious,” moans Nepenthia, sliding gently off your cock. Not a drop of your spunk drains out of her. She turns and eases you back into the liquid. She mounts you beneath the surface as only your head and neck are still above the liquid.
“Are you ready to melt for me?” She coos, her lips close to yours.
“Yesss,” you hiss.
“Good,” she says, kissing you and sharing her sweet saliva. “Melt in my pitcher.”
She rides you as the process begins. You cum again and again inside her, the warm liquid sloshing around you as your body becomes weaker and weaker. You caress her and kiss her and thrust into her until you can no longer move. She continues to ride you as you dissolve into the liquid, warm and happy, disappearing into the darkness beyond.
CONTINUE >




Attack

You have no intention of letting some half-tentacle, half-busty-blonde creature drag you into the river and suck the life out of you. Not even if having your life sucked out would feel amazing. You learned your lesson about that from Morelle. And Izabella. And sometimes Oola.
“Stay back, fiend!” You shout, brandishing your sword.
“Stay back? I have to get close for us to get to know each other,” says Charlotte, darting towards you and lashing out with her tentacles.
You slice at one of her tentacles, your blade cutting into the rubbery flesh. She cries out, withdrawing her limbs as blue-tinted blood dribbles from the wound.
“You awful man!” Charlotte cries. “How dare you cut me with your piece of metal!”
“I’ll slice up those tentacles and fry them in oil!” You shout, charging at her and swinging your sword.
Charlotte’s brow furrows in anger and her strange eyes seem to blaze with her fury. You realize, too late, that you have unleashed the Kraken.
“I will have your seed if I must twist it out of you!” Charlotte screams and meets your charge, her tentacles flailing at you. One wraps around your arm, wrenching it nearly out of your shoulder socket as she strips the sword from your grasp. She tosses you into the air like a ragdoll, tearing off your boots, clothing, and shirt, spilling your pouch and travel pack, and hanging you by your ankles. You are eye to eye with her as she suspends you upside down in midair.
“Let me go!” You cry, unable to kick your legs for the tentacles tightly binding them. “Put me down!”
“Shut up,” she says and smacks you in your face with a slap of her tentacle. The slimy tendril creepy up your inverted body towards your cock. You hiss as the cool flesh and suckers of her tentacle wrap around your flaccid cock.
She begins to stroke you and tug at your manhood. Another tentacle slides between your thighs, wrapping your bollocks before crawling its tip to your anus. You suck in a breath as the tip of her tentacle violates your tight hole, shocking you as it slips inside. The insertion stimulates your body and your cock becomes intensely stiff and swollen. Her slimy tentacle thrusts in and out of your ass, a sensation that is both horrifying and pleasurable.
Your cock begins to twitch and before you realize what is happening you are shooting out huge spurts of milky cum. Your seed spatters Charlotte’s breasts and shoulders and drips from her face. She stares at you angrily, milking you with her tentacles, forcing out your massive orgasm.
“Do you like that?” She asks, flicking your cum from her face with one of her tentacles. “I am going to force you to fertilize all my eggs, nasty little human, and you will never escape by lair.”
“Wait,” you whimper, your cock still hard and twitching. “What do you mean lair?”
Charlotte ignores your question and drags you across the muddy shore. She plunges into the water, her tentacles trailing behind her like a skirt and you caught by the two longest and most powerful of her tendrils. She pulls you under the rapidly flowing water, through the murky river and down into the depths. Your ears ache with the pressure and you feel certain you are about to drown.
Suddenly, Charlotte jerks you through a tunnel in a rocky outcropping underwater and you surface in a grotto deep beneath the riverbank. The musty smell of water and decay are overpowering, but you suck in grateful gulps of air as Charlotte pulls you onto a bed of soft river weed.
“Now you are home,” she says, sliding atop you and binding you with her tentacles. “And you can provide me with all the seed I could ever want.”
Your eyes widen and you gasp as you feel her sliding a tentacle back into your ass. The fullness and cold, slimy sensation stiffens your cock. The Scylla girl slithers atop you, wrapping you up tightly as a tentacle draws your hardness to the hot cove of her pussy.
“There,” she croons. “Do you feel it, human? You will fertilize me every day until your stones are emptied. I will never let you go.”
“Oohhhhhh,” you whimper as she slides the hot cauldron of her cunt down onto your cock and begins to fuck your ass with her tentacle. She smiles cruelly, riding your hard cock and fucking you relentlessly, her squishing tentacle probing some spot inside your ass that is driving you quickly towards the brink. You cry out, pitifully, “Oh! I’m cumming! I’m going to… ahhhhhh!”
Your cock erupts inside her and she laughs knowingly, twitching her human hips and squeezing your spurting cock with her steamy inner walls. You cum again and again, driven to a terrifyingly long orgasm by the hot walls of her pussy and the relentless thrusting of the tentacle in your ass.
“That’s it,” croons Charlotte, bucking her hips. “Cum again and again for me. Soak my eggs in your virile human seed. Then I’ll give you a little rest before we start again.”
“A-again?” You stammer, your cock still twitching inside her pussy.
“That’s right,” she says. “You are my mate forever.”
Your moan of despair is covered by a cruel kiss, her slimy tongue thrusting into your mouth like another ravenous tentacle. You tremble inside her, the tentacle in your ass driving you towards another orgasm without your cock ever softening.
Looking up into her monstrous eyes, feeling the damning pleasure of her squeezing cunt, you know you will never escape. You will spend your life mating with the Scylla girl.
CONTINUE >




Follow the jungle path

“Better the danger we know, right?” You say.
You lead the way beneath the arch and follow the path, faint as it is. The jungle is rampant and the travelers on this path too infrequent to create much more than a thinning of the undergrowth. Here and there you encounter bald patches of mud, spotting more footprints of goblins and less identifiable creatures.
Although you are unpleasantly tense, the path does at least make for quicker going. Theora seems to know the general direction of the mountains you are seeking and the path seems to continue in this direction. You never see the mountains, not with these overlapping layers of massive jungle trees, but you trust that Theora knows her way.
You reach an area where the terrain is more broken up into green outcroppings of vines hanging over rocks and narrow gulches carved by streams. It is the closest thing you have come to a clearing since entering Saturana. Far from easing your worry, it increases your fear that you may encounter one or more of the creatures that traveled the path ahead of you and Theora.
Your concerns prove well-founded.
“Watch out,” hisses Theora.
You hear the goblins speaking to one another in high, guttural voices a moment before you see them and they see you. There are four of them, crouched around a stream, washing the blood from a gutted amphibian similar to a huge bullfrog. They look at you with beady red eyes and quickly abandon the meal they were preparing.
The four goblins stand upright only slightly taller than your waist. They are bald, with mottled green-brown skin, pointed ears, unpleasantly large noses, and long, spindly limbs. They are wearing loincloths and armed with crude bows and arrows. You brandish your sword as they scurry to better vantage points and nock their arrows.
“Watch out for those arrows,” murmurs Theora. “Goblins like to tip them with poison. You should let me handle this.”
“You?” You glance at Theora. Her full attention is on the goblins.
“Or one of the monster girls,” she says. “Call one forth from your sword to fight the goblins. Their poison will not work on us.”
One of the goblins takes a step closer to you and Theora, stepping out ahead of his comrades. He is slightly larger than the other three. He calls out in a high, scratchy voice, “What you want, humans?”
“He speaks,” says Theora was some surprise.
“I speak,” says the goblin. “What you want? You not go here. This our place. You leave.”
“Not really an option,” you say.
“Then we fight,” growls the goblin.




What do you do?
Tell Theora to fight the goblins
Call upon Morelle to defeat the goblins
Call upon Oola to defeat the goblins
Call upon Gretchen to defeat the goblins
Call upon Izabella to defeat the goblins
Call upon Yasmeen to defeat the goblins





Follow the mysterious path through the jungle

You decide that making your way through fruit that might explode and dissolve your face is worse than whatever could be on the mysterious path through the jungle.
“We go that way,” you say, pointing to the path at the bottom of the hill.
“Very well,” says Theora. “Let us hope that luck is on our side.”
You and the beautiful angel set off down the hill and into the jungle. This path is overgrown compared to any you have traveled so far, sometimes disappearing entirely before you or Theora can locate its continuation in the dense foliage.
You hack your way through thick jungle ferns and fight your way past stinging insects that seem to want to buzz down into your shirt. The heat of day builds around you, as oppressive as the dark canopy of the trees. Various jungle birds and animals call out from the trees. Some birds sing dirges and there is some screaming call that reminds you of a terrified child. Needless to say, this caterwauling does nothing to calm your nerves.
“This is worse than the city,” you mutter to Theora. “I visited Elzeheim once, when Genevieve first joined the wizard’s academy there. Awful place, rats everywhere, too many people. Cutpurses in every alley. There were respites though. The temples, the public squares, the bustling market. But this…”
“The jungle is the city of the wild things,” says Theora. “And this jungle is cursed. It is one giant slum of thieves and murderers and they will all take what they can if you give them the chance.”
“Right,” you say, nodding and casting a wary glance at snapping foliage nearby. “Let’s not give them any chances.”
You continue on your way, beating a path through the jungle and fighting off various pests and vermin. You are not aware that you have reached a village until you notice that the trees have thinned out. Theora tugs at the sleeve of your tunic and points at a cabin. It has collapsed and it overgrown with broad-leafed vines. You spy several more buildings, camouflaged by vines and, in one case, sporting a small tree from inside the structure.
Despite the ruinous state of the village, there is a sense that someone is here. You are certain it is either your imagination or spirits.
And then the green man steps out from the largest of the structures.
He stands two heads taller than you, broad-chested and covered in thick fur with a distinctive mossy green color. His huge arms and torso are longer than a human’s, giving him the appearance of a great ape, and he walks with a swaggering movement that suggests the same. A strange symbol glows on his chest, indicating he is under the influence of or using magic. His face is simian, with a heavy brow and small, dark eyes. He sees you and Theora and peels back his lips to reveal fangs so large they are almost tusks.
“A yegrilla,” gasps Theora. “I thought they died off long ago.”
“OoOoooO!” The creature bellows, thumping his chest with fists as big as your head. He charges forward, skidding to a stop barely an arm’s length away. He exudes a foul vegetable smell and you realize the green mossy color of his fur might be some sort of growth of plant matter clinging to his furry body. His dark eyes burn with hatred and you cannot help but notice the thick cock dangling between his short, muscular legs. When he speaks, it is with a savage voice and a tongue that struggles to form words. “You invade my home? I smash you to bits!”
“That symbol,” says Theora. “That is a fertility rune. Old magic.”
“That right,” snarls the yegrilla. “I need to breed. I make you bride, pretty bird creature. And I make little boy into slave!”
“You’re not going to do either of those things,” you say, drawing your sword and brandishing it.
“Lucas, you can’t fight this creature,” murmurs Theora. “He will tear you limb from limb. You have to rely on one of us to tame him. But beware, that fertility rune means he will impregnate anything that can be impregnated. If he does that, we will be enslaved by him. Do you understand?”
“Even the girls from the crystal?” You ask as the yegrilla roars and beats his chest again.
“Yes, Lucas! If they can be made pregnant, it is a risk! Be careful who you choose!”
Any further conversation with Theora is impossible as the yegrilla charges between you, spinning and swinging his mighty limbs. You both avoid his attack, but he smashes the trunk of a tree, splintering the wood and sending the tree crashing to the ground.
You will have to rely on your monster girls or Theora to best the yegrilla.




What do you do?
Tell Theora to fight the yegrilla
Call upon Morelle to battle the yegrilla
Call upon Oola to battle the yegrilla
Call upon Gretchen to battle the yegrilla
Call upon Izabella to defeat the yegrilla
Call upon Yasmeen to defeat the yegrilla




Use a special ability

If Nepenthia were just a plant girl trying to seduce you, that would be one thing, but she has dozens of tentacle-like veins and she is slowly digesting Theora. You have to do something quickly. You need to use a special ability.
“Come here, Lucas,” laughs Nepentia, gyrating her hips and running her hands over the flowers covering her nipples. “Have a sniff and I promise you will no long have any worries.”
“Stay back!” You warn, swinging your sword to fend off another lashing attack from her vines.
You have the ability to summon the holy might of Veleda to blind your foes with a bright flash. Startle Flash was the very first ability you learned.
Theora also taught you the Dervish Strike ability, which will transform you into a spinning thresher of destruction. You might just be able to chop a plant girl down to size with that sort of aggressive ability.
Then you have the power of pleasure taught to you by Morelle. She instructed you on how to pleasure a woman so profoundly that she loses all sense of what is happening. This might leave Nepenthia open to a quick, lethal attack.
Then again, there is the Lure of the Lilly. By feigning death or serious injury, you might be able to trick Nepenthia into revealing her week spot.
You cry out as a thorned vine slashes through your tunic and leaves your shoulder dripping with blood. You must decide quickly!




Which special ability are you going to use?
Use the Startle Eye ability
Use the Maddening Pleasure ability
Use the Dervish Strike ability
Use the Lure of the Lily ability




Knock the goblin out and leave him

“Knock him out,” you say. “Give us time to get away.”
“Sorry,” says Theora, releasing the goblins cock from her grasp, “but it is time to get some sleep.”
“Wait!” The goblin cries, trying to sit up.
Theora punches him in the side of his head, her knuckles colliding with his skull with a loud thump. The goblins red eyes roll back in his head and he topples over. Theora rises to her feet.
“I feel a bit bad leaving him in such a state,” she says, glancing back down at the goblin.
“What, you wanted to finish him off with your hand?” You suggest.
“No,” she says, her eyes flashing with silvery-blue anger, “I meant leaving him unconscious. Who knows what beasts might creep up on him while he is out.”
You pluck a branch from a nearby tree and gently cover the goblin’s unconscious body.
“There,” you say. “He’s hidden.”
You and Theora set off back into the jungle, following the path that veers clear of the goblin village. The journey is more difficult than on the other path, slowing your progress. The darkness of the jungle canopy is beginning to deepen, suggesting that night is falling. With the mountains still not in view, it seems unlikely you will reach them by dusk.
CONTINUE >




Parley

“W-wait, hold on,” you say, backing away from the river’s edge. “We don’t have to fight.”
“Ooooooh,” croons the Scylla girl. “I know! I do not want to fight you! I want to mate with you!”
She slithers atop her tentacles with alarming speed, keeping you retreating and dodging desperately as you try to talk with her.
“Stop!” You cry, growing desperate as she seems to be trying to herd you back towards the river. “Stop this and let’s talk!”
She slows her pursuit and cocks her head.
“Human boys never want to talk,” she says. “They usually yell like this ‘Aaaaaah! Stay back!’ and then they run into the jungle.”
“Look, I mean you no harm,” you say, lowering your sword. “I don’t even need to capture you in my, well, that’s a whole other issue, but I am not trying to defeat you. I just need to pass.”
“I need a mate,” she says, her tentacles parting to reveal her lewd, humanlike pussy.
“I can’t be your mate,” you say. “I am trying to save my family. My mother and sister—“
“Your family?” She cocks her head again and stop chasing you entirely. “You have a family and you want to save them?”
Sensing an opportunity, you push the family angle, “Yes! Yes, my mother and sister are being held by the Succubus Queen in the underworld. I have to reach them. I have to save them.”
“Ooooh,” she croons, her tone shifting from excitement to sympathy. “I cannot stop you from saving your family. But… you must fertilize my eggs. It will not take long. I promise. I have a full clutch inside me.”
Her tentacles part again and she reveals her human pussy once more, this time the tips of two tentacles rub invitingly at her glistening cove, teasing apart her folds to reveal a tight inner channel. Your cock twitches at the sight.
“P-perhaps,” you say, “we could agree to a deal. I fertilize your eggs once and you let me be on my way to save my family.”
“Ooooooh! Trading! I know about humans and trading!” She slides her skirt of tentacles back into place and rises so she stands above you. She has a serious expression as she glides towards you and holds out a human hand. “We will shake our hands together on this agreement.”
You resist the urge to laugh at her and you take hold of her hand. It is cool and slightly slippery, as if her human half excretes the same slime as her tentacles. You grip her hand firmly despite the slime and shake to seal the agreement.
“Oooooh,” she croons happily. “Now we will mate.”
Her tentacles creep towards you, slimy tendrils slipping into the cuffs of your pants and reaching out to unbutton your shirt. You step back quickly.
“Now, hold on, this is about trust,” you say. “You can just tie me up with tentacles and ride me for hours. I want… let’s do it from behind.”
“Oooooh?” She turns around, looking at her round, human ass over her shoulder as she pushes it towards you. “You want to thrust into me from behind like a beast? Oooooh, you humans are very strange, I could do all of the work for you if you let me be atop you.”
“No, I want to have some control,” you say.
You swallow and your cock stiffens as you admire the luscious roundness of Charlotte’s bottom, her blushing hairless cunt, and the reddish knot of her anus. Just below her buttocks, human thighs give way to red spots which become her eight powerful tentacles.
“Oooooh,” croons Charlotte, “then mate with me, human.”
“Lucas,” you say.
“Mate with me, Lucas,” she corrects and lowers herself on her tentacles. She arches her back to present her plump bottom and flushed cunt to you and watches over her shoulder, wiggling her hips slightly to entice you.
It does not take much. You unbuckle your belt and take down your pants and shorts. Charlotte croons at the sight of your hard cock. You grip its base and step towards her, resting one hand on the soft globe of her buttock. Her flesh is cool and slippery, but you feel the heat radiating from her pussy as you press even closer.
“Oooooh, yes, put your mating flesh inside me,” she moans. “My womb is aching for your seed.”
“A-alright,” you say a bit sheepishly. You press your tip to the hot folds of Charlotte’s cunt and thrust into the steamy cauldron of her depths. You groan at the sensation of her warm, slippery channel squeezing around your cock. A tentacle slides between your thighs and begins to gently massage your balls. You thrust deep into Charlotte’s hot hole, grabbing her soft ass with both hands, spreading it and stretching the knot of her asshole as you watch your cock sliding in and out of her glistening cunt.
“Mate me,” she cries. “Fuck me! Fuck me with your breeding stick!”
“Yes!” You cry, pounding into her and slamming your hips against her slippery ass. It slaps wetly, sending ripples traveling up her body and making her breasts swing with each impact. Your grip tightens on her shapely rear and your pleasure builds with each thrust into the hot, clutching tunnel of Charlotte’s cunt. It is just as wonderful as any human or monster girl you have fucked before, but somehow tighter and warmer, almost like Morelle’s tail.
“I can feel it!” Charlotte cries as you pound your cock into her pussy. Her tentacle tightens around your balls. “Cum for meeeee! Cum with me!”
She throws back her head, hips twitching and her pussy gripping you tightly. A musical sound of pleasure comes from her and seems to vibrate through her to reach your cock. It is more than you can stand. Gripping her shapely hips, you slam deep into Charlotte’s aquatic cunt and explode, pumping your fertile human seed into her egg-stuffed womb. She squeals with a new note of pleasure as your man milk melts into her eggs, fertilizing dozens in an instant.
Her rippling inner walls seems to grip and massage you, drawing out your orgasm beyond all reason, until you are shocked and gasping as you continue to spurt into her depths. Finally, her inner hold relinquishes you and you slip out of her creamy pussy to fall lightly onto the tentacles around your legs.
“So many,” she says, rubbing her tummy. “And they will be so big and strong, like their father. Thank you, Lucas.”
She kisses your lips, her mouth cold, but her tongue exciting and sensual as it delves into your mouth. You hold her slippery body against yours for a moment and then Charlotte is laughing and sliding back into the river. The Scylla disappears beneath the churning water and you are left weary and dazed, sprawled in the mud beside the water’s edge.
You are not certain how much time passes as you stare up at the growing gloom visible through the jungle canopy that reaches even over the river. You become aware that a shadow has fallen across you.
“That was stupid,” says Theora and she grabs your tunic and hoists you to your feet. “Those creatures are dangerous. You are lucky she did not take you back to her lair.”
“She just wanted, I mean, I told her about my family and she wanted to—“
“I know what she wanted,” says Theora, reaching down and stuffing your flaccid cock into your trousers. She buttons up your pants and buckles your belt a little too tightly. You grunt and loosen it. Theora looks ahead to the river. “We should continue along the river. I saw something when I was up in the trees, a clearing of some sort barely a mile ahead. It looks like a house. We might be able to shelter there for the night.”
“Um, alright,” you say, still feeling embarrassed about what you did with Charlotte.
You and Theora set off again along the river. You tell yourself that from this point forward you will remain focused on saving your mother and sister and you will not allow yourself to be distracted by any big-breasted beauties with skirts of tentacles.
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The holy symbol of Veleda

You dodge another attack from the Scylla girl, just managing to stay out of the grasp of her stretching tentacles. You feel the weight of the holy symbol of Veleda thumping against your chest as you maneuver. That golden necklace is the key to your survival, you are certain of it.
You reach into your tunic and grasp the heavy amulet, feeling the familiar twist of the serpents. You begin to speak a simple prayer to Veleda honoring her benevolence and beseeching her for her aid. Through the dismal atmosphere of the jungle, you feel the prickling of Veleda’s righteous touch. She is with you.
“Stay back, fiend!” You shout, holding the holy symbol outstretched towards Charlotte. A faint glow emanates from the golden amulet.
Charlotte draws up short, cocking her head and blinking her strange eyes curiously as she looks at the amulet.
“It is beautiful,” she says, lashing out and snapping it out of your hand. “It is lovely. Thank you, human boy. Such a fine gift.”
You watch in disbelief as Charlotte fastens the necklace around her slender neck, the heavy amulet hanging against the swell of her bare breasts.
“That wasn’t… I didn’t mean…”
Your words trail off as Charlotte slithers excitedly towards you, stroking your legs and chest with her tentacles. Her human hands caress your shoulders as she sinks down to eye level with you.
“It is the most magnificent thing any mate has ever given me,” she says. “Let me reward you for your generosity, human.”
“No, t-that’s not… you don’t have to, oh gods…”
Your words trail off again as Charlotte’s tentacles unbuckle your belt, open your trousers, and slide you undershorts down. Your semi-hard cock springs free and you gasp in wide-eyed shock as the Scylla girl lowers her face to your cock. She looks up at you with her strange, golden eyes and croons, “Oooooh, your mating flesh is so big. I want to place it inside my mouth.”
You can only nod in agreement with this plan as Charlotte parts her soft lips and slides your cock between them. Her mouth is cool, wet, and slippery as she takes you to the back of her throat and caresses your tip with a nimble tongue. You groan as her throat contracts and gulps down several inches of your hard cock. Buried in the silky squeeze of her throat, apparently causing her no discomfort, it is all you can do to keep from exploding immediately.
Charlotte has an incredible technique, sliding your manhood into her soft, slippery throat and swallowing repeatedly against your tip as she applies sucking with her lips. Her tongue is almost as dexterous as one of her tentacles, curling against your shaft and stroking up and down. She keep her lips pressed to your groin, her delicate nose mashed against your pubic thatch as she gulps again and against around your sensitive cock.
“Oh… that’s… amazing… ahhhhhHHHH!” You grab hold of her head, thrusting even deeper into her throat. Charlotte gurgles, but makes no effort to dislodge you as you fuck her slippery throat. In only a few strokes, you reach your limit and plunge beyond it. Hot pumps of pleasure release your seed straight down Charlotte’s swallowing throat. She gulps and slurps contentedly at your cock, draining your seed with a gentle hunger.
“Ahhhhhhh,” she moans, sliding your spent cock from her mouth. “Now you will see my home and we will be mates. Forever.”
“What? Wait, I—“
Your words are knocked from your mouth as Charlotte takes hold of your legs and knocks you to the ground. She drags you swiftly behind her with four tentacles and plunges into the river. You cry out as you are pulled beneath the rushing water. She swims easily with the current, turning and drawing you deeper into an underwater cave. Just as you are certain you are about to drown, you emerge in a subterranean grotto.
“This is our home,” says Charlotte, dragging you onto a bed of moss.
“I can’t do this,” you cry.
“Shhhhhh, you will enjoy it,” she says, stroking your face with her human hand as her tentacles crawl over your body.
Her pussy, unlike the rest of her, is steamy hot. It descends onto your cock as she mounts you, pinning your wrists with tentacles when you try to resist her. She kisses your lips, her mouth cool and rubbery as she thrusts her tongue deep. You whimper helplessly beneath her as she rides your cock, her tight cunt clutching at you with every stroke and her plump, perky breasts heaving.
“Your cock is so good,” she moans. “I love it! I want it inside me! All of your cream!”
“Oh, gods,” you hiss. “No, please! NooooaaaaaAAAAH!”
You fuck helplessly into her pussy, causing her to bounce atop you as you explode deep in her slippery channel. She croons with ecstasy, her inner walls rippling around you as she seems to join you at the peak of pleasure. Her exquisitely tight pussy milks your cock until you can hardly stand it. She is relentless, kissing your lips as she continues to ride your cock past your refractory period.
“Please, stop,” you gasp.
“We have so many babies to make,” she laughs. “There is no stopping now!”
It is the sensation of your pleasure rising once more that tells you that there will be no escaping from Charlotte. You have been mated by the monster girl.
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Drink the blue milk potion

Dodging another onslaught of flailing vines, you reach into the pouch on your hip and retrieve the bottle containing the blue milk potion. You unstopper it quickly, knock back a gulp of the potion inside the bottle, and return it to your pouch.
“What was that?” Nepenthia wonders almost idly. “A delicious liquid? I enjoy liquid.”
Warmth spreads from your throat down to your belly and reaches burning tendrils through your body. You groan in pain and drop to your knees, doubling over and vines wrap around your neck and lash your shoulders and back. The pain of being whipped by the vines is nothing compared to the burning in your flesh as your muscles bulge and swell, your neck thickening, your arms and legs becoming huge, and your shoulders broadening. Your cock swells painfully in your trousers.
You rise to your feet, staring at Nepenthia with lust and rage pulsing in your veins. Her vines try to pick you up off the ground and you tear free of them as if they were made from wet paper. She recoils in shock as you begin to charge at her, faster and faster, roaring with rage as you tackle the beautiful, slender plant girl to the ground.
“What are you!?” She cries. “What are you… what are you doing? Are you a demon!?”
“Yes!” You snarl, tearing away the flowers covering her breasts and her delicate, humanlike pussy. You practically rip your belt pulling down your trousers. Your huge cock swings free, big as your forearm and thick as your wrist, corded with veins and dripping with precum. It thumps loudly against Nepenthia’s slender abdomen.
“You brute! That is too big for me! Stop this!” She beats her little fists against the slabs of your muscles. You laugh, pinning her hands above her head with one massive fist. Her vines are even less effective, whipping and tearing at you and doing little more than leave some shallow scratches.
You take hold of your massive cock in one hand and guide it to the slick folds of Nepenthia’s blushing pussy. She sucks in a breath as you thrusts forward, skewering her tight cunt on your huge cock and bulging her belly with the force of your stroke. She wails with shock as you begin to rut into her pussy like a beast. You roughly palm and slap her perky tits, pinching and twisting her nipples to elicit more cries of shock.
“Ohhhhhh! Your cock is… too big!” She wails.
You ignore her, pounding hard and fast into her, making her little breasts wobble with the beastly pummeling of your thrusts. You keep her hands pinned to the ground as your cock swells inside her. Slippery, honey-sweet liquid drips out of her, oozing down your balls and lubricating each stroke of your huge manhood.
“Yes! You want me! You’ve got me, you flowery slut!” You laugh ferociously as she whimpers beneath you, taking your thrusts, but betraying no enjoyment.
It isn’t until you feel your cock throb and erupt inside the slender plant girl that she begins to moan. You launch a massive load into her clutching cunt and she wails with ecstasy, her look of discomfort becoming one of rapturous pleasure.
“Yesssss! Fill me with your liquid!” She moans.
Your cock does not flag for a moment. You keep it buried in Nepenthia’s fluttering fucksleeve as you flip her onto her hands and knees. She moans some protest, but you roughly smack her ass and plunge your cock so deep into her pussy it feels as if she might burst. Her perky mounds bounce beneath her as you hammer your cock in and out of her tight channel.
“You want liquid?” You snarl, grabbing a handful of her green-blonde hair. “I will drown you with my seed!”
Nepenthia wails wordlessly as you pound her pussy and fill it with another massive, gushing load of your cum. You pull out of her cunt with a wet slurping sound and do not hesitate to slam your cock into her tight, blushing asshole. The plant girl howls and grabs at the ground beneath her as you plunge her pink pucker with your enormous cock. Her ass is even warmer than her pussy and it is not long before you feel your cum rising in your tightening balls.
“Take it!” You roar, basting her bowels with a fountain of your hot spunk. Your strokes slow until, with a final grunt, you pull out of her stretched asshole.
Nepenthia remains face down on the ground, twitching and helpless in the aftermath of your brutal fucking. You pick up your sword, walk over to her, and finish her off with a swing. There is a flash of bright pink light and she is gone. By the time you recover from the afterimage of the flash, you are stricken by the transformation. You drop to your knees and then curl into a fetal position as you moan with the agony of your shift back into your normal body.
You become aware of someone moaning nearby. You realize the vines have withered and the pitchers have collapsed and spilled their contents. Theora is rising onto her hands and knees, her pale flesh scalded pink by the plant girl’s digestive liquid. You hurry to her side and help her into a kneeling position.
“I remember feeling so much pleasure,” Theora says, touching between her scalded thighs. “Was I… I was in a coffin?”
“You were in one of her pitchers. The plant girl Nepenthia.” You help Theora to her feet. “I trapped her in the sword.”
“Then we must continue,” says Theora, smiling wanly. A golden glow suffuses her for a moment and the pink burns fade from her skin. She summons a gown to cloth her naked body and takes a stumbling step forward. You support her with one arm until she can regain her strength and set forth into the jungle.
Onward to the mountain stained red by the sunset.
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Surrender

You lower your sword, feeling your will to fight ebb away. After all you have sacrificed and lost, you cannot go on. You know the fate you will suffer at the hands of the Succubus Queen and it is a more merciful ending than living with the knowledge your mother and sister have turned on you and the goddess herself has forsaken you.
“You are right,” you say resignedly. “I have been abandoned or betrayed by all my allies. Even my family. I cannot hope to win this fight and even if I did, what is the point?”
“Awwww,” the Succubus Queen saunters closer and pouts out her lower lip. “I know, Lucas. Being a hero for an ungrateful bitch like Veleda is an unenviable task. I can make it all go away. If you give your soul to me, I will end you with absolute pleasure. Now then, give the sword to your mother.”
Your mother steps forward and holds out her hands. You resisted giving the sword to Lady Rachelle, but as you look into your mother’s lust-crazed blue eyes you know your battle is over. You hand her the sword and she smiles and backs away.
“Now then, Lucas,” says Rachelle, offering you her hand. “Take my hand and we can go somewhere private.”
Feeling a cold thrill of impending doom, yet also relief at ending your quest, you take the Succubus Queen’s warm, soft hand. Pleasure radiates from her touch. She pulls you with her through the throne room, out a door, and into a long hallway. She leads you to a bedroom with a massive four poster bed decorated with golden statues of Lady Rachelle striking erotic poses. The scent of lust is overpowering in this room. How many men have ended their lives on this very bed?
“Do not be afraid,” says Rachelle, stroking your cheek and forcing you to gaze into her glowing violet eyes. “You are mortal, so you must end eventually. I will give you the best ending you could ever hope to have. Are you ready?”
You nod slightly and her smile is warm and almost kind. She undresses your trembling body with her confident hands. You marvel at her beauty threatening to overflow her armored lingerie, each piece revealing just enough of her creamy golden flesh to make your cock jump in your trousers. She bares your chest, strokes your muscled body, and slides your trousers down your thighs. Your crimson cock juts from your hips, dripping with precum from your heightened arousal.
“Ohhhh, yes, let us start simply, Lucas,” she says, wrapping her warm hand around your cock. “I will not gorge myself upon you. A feast as sweet as the Hero of One Thousand Lives must be savored.”
She presses a soft kiss to your lips, her armored bodice crushing her breasts against your chest. Her lips part and her sweet, intoxicating tongue thrusts into your mouth. You melt into her kiss, pleasure shuddering through your body as her hand tightens on your cock. You moan against her, feeling the lightest tingle as she samples your life force. This prickling sensation, warm and pleasant, is enough to make your cock twitch. Pleasure rushes through you and in only a few seconds you are spurting your seed heavily against her hip and abdomen, painting thick white ropes that drip from her lacy armor.
“Oooh, Lucas,” she moans, licking your cream from her fingers. “You are every bit as delicious as I had hoped.”
With a wave of her hand reminiscent of Theora, the Succubus Queen sheds her armor from her body in a sweet-smelling puff of smoke. The violet-tinged cloud flees from the peaks of her creamy breasts and slides over the furrowed valley between her plump thighs. Her breasts are enormous and impossibly perky, capped with wide areolas and thick, motherly nipples. Her cunt is bare but for a white tuft above it to match the hair upon her head.
“My gods,” you moan, taking in the voluptuous fullness of her lovely body. Perhaps perishing at her hands is not such a bad ending.
You embrace her against, feeling her warmth against you for the first time. Her kiss is hungrier, tinged with the salt of your seed and your cock, easily made stiff again by her lovely body, presses against her belly.
“I want to suck you now, Lucas,” she whispers against your lips. “Would you like that?”
“Oh, yes, please,” you moan.
“Please?” She giggles, sinking down to a crouch before you.
Her tongue teases your tip and you feel as if you might cum from that alone. You fight back the urge, waiting for her full lips to part and engulf your straining cock. She slides down to your root, tongue pleasuring your tight sack as her silky throat caresses your tip.
“Ohhhhh, Rachelle!” You cry, thrusting a bit deeper, pressing her nose into your groin as you erupt down her throat. You shoot again and again, spurting straight down the Succubus Queen’s swallow gullet, spilling your seed and feeling a tug deeper inside you as she swallows your life force along with your load. You are left dizzy, but still on your feet, as she pulls her mouth free of your cock with a wet slurp. She looks up at you, teasing your tip with a few more licks to keep your cock hard.
“I want you inside me, Lucas,” she purrs, keeping one hand on your cock as she slides onto her back and raises her knees to expose the glistening, violet-tinged folds of her pussy, gaping slightly to reveal her inner pink. Her tail curls up from just beneath her asshole, waving invitingly towards her pussy. She bites her lower lip and looks up at you with longing in her eyes.
A part of you knows that her every move is intended to manipulate you and yet it does not matter, you need to fuck her. You drop to your knees, taking hold of her thighs and pushing her feet up higher. Your cock is so hard that you guide it with your hip movements to her slick folds and push inside the steamy channel of her cunt. Her violet eyes blaze and she croons with ecstasy as you sheath every bit of your cock deep inside her.
“Ohhhhhh!” You cry, thrusting without control, pushing in and out and fighting from the first stroke not to cum. Her inner walls grip and massage your cock with as much intent as the muscles of a hand. Her huge breasts sway with the force of your thrusts. You arch atop her, slamming hard and deep, making her gasp with ecstasy. The pleasure in her face is enough to drive you to the brink.
“Don’t hold back,” cries Rachelle. “Cum for me, Lucas! Cum inside me!”
“Ahhhhhh! Yesssss!” you throw back your head, fucking deep into her clutching cunt as you explode. Your hot seeds bursts against her demonic womb and you feel her feeding heavily on you, drawing out your essence with her ravenous cunt. You thrust until you feel darkness edging your vision. You manage to pull back, gasping, your cock growing quickly soft as your heart strains in your chest.
“You should have given me every drop,” chuckles Rachelle. “But I can take the rest, Lucas. Lie back. Relax. I will drain you dry with my tail.”
“N-not your… not your tail,” you gasp, looking at the lewd mouth of her tail.
“My ass?” She offers, turning around and waving her plush rear in your face.
“L-lick it,” you moan, your drained cock stirring at you gaze up at her round cheeks and the naughty clench of her anus.
“Oh, even now you think of my pleasure,” she giggles. “Very well, have a taste of my ass, Lucas. I promise you will find none sweeter.”
Her luscious ass descends on your face, smothering you between her plump cheeks. For a time, you are lost in the fiendish scent of her perfumed rear, your tongue lapping at her velvet divot. You moan as you lick her ass, imagining how it will feel when your cock slides past that tight ring. She rides her cheeks against your face and you realize, with a gasp, that her mouth is on your cock. Then your tongue slides into her hot back passage and you forget anything other than lust and pleasure.
“Nnnnnnnn!” You cry, your tongue stuffed deep into her ass. Your cock twitching and swelling in her sucking mouth.
“Yesssss!” She cries against your cock. “Yes! Give it all to me!”
You moan with pleasure, tongue-fucking her demonic dirt hole as your cock jerks and pumps another load into Rachelle’s mouth. She slurps gratefully on yours spunking cock, her ass clenching around your tongue almost as if she is cumming. You feel your life force flowing into her, your world growing darker by the moment.
Finally, with a last whimper, the darkness floods over you. The last thing you feel is your tongue slipping from her clenching asshole.
You have willingly given your soul to the predation of the Succubus Queen. Your adventure is at an end.
BAD END




Drink the pink milk potion

The Succubus Queen feeds on male sexual energy. Transforming yourself into a woman might give you the edge you need to overcome her erotic powers. At least that is what you tell yourself is the reason you reach into the pouch on your hip and take out the bottle containing the pink milk potion. You pop the stopper with your thumb and tilt the bottle to your lips, gulping again and again until the bottle is empty. You have never had so much of one of Gretchen’s potions.
“What was that?” Lady Rachelle asks, stopping short of you and looking at you curiously. “A bit of brandy for courage?”
You cannot answer her. The sweet, creamy potion burns down your throat and straight to your belly, where the hot coals of its magic send out warm, soothing pleasure radiating through your flesh. Your transformation is sudden. Your face becomes much more feminine, your male musculature softens into shapely femininity, your waist becomes slender, your hips widen, your ass plumps, and you grow enormous breasts. Most shocking of all, your cock inverts and reforms the sensitive channel of your new womanhood.
“My, my, my,” says the Succubus Queen, observing your transformation with a raised eyebrow. “You are quite lovely as a woman.”
Though your male lust has been obliterated by your transformation, you feel a new heat forming between your thighs and a trembling desire to kiss, caress, and pleasure the beautiful succubus. She saunters closer and when you raise your sword she gently pushes your hand down to step even closer.
Her armored lingerie melts away like smoke, revealing a body every bit as luscious and ample as you expected. Her breasts are huge, areolas wide, and nipples thick and pink like a nursing mother. Her creamy mounds of flesh give way to her slender midsection and wide, round hips. Her round ass and blushing, glistening pink pussy draw your eye. You find yourself short of breath, your own large, soft mounds heaving with your hot flash of desire.
“Look at what you have become,” whispers the Succubus Queen, reaching up to unbutton your straining tunic. Your breasts bounce free and Rachelle palms them roughly, playing her thumbs over your sensitive pink nipples. You suck in a breath as she teases your aching buds with her touch. She presses her own mounds against you for comparison. Her nipples are thicker, her areolas wider, and breasts bigger. As she mashes her warm mounds against yours, you feel a tingling of pleasure that arcs through your body.
“Ohhhhhh,” you cry, your fuller feminine lips falling open. Rachelle seizes the opportunity to kiss you, pressing her hot body against yours and thrusting her honeyed tongue into your mouth. You moan, unable to resist the sweetness of that kiss. Her hands work your belt and slide your trousers down from your shapely hips. Your cry of pleasure is muffled by her kiss as she runs a hand between your thighs and massages your tender pussy.
“Yes, so lovely,” gasps Rachelle against your lips. “Why would you ever want to be a man when you can be a woman? A creator!”
Your answer, if you could have even managed one, is smothered by another hungry kiss from the succubus. She drags you down to the floor, pressing her luscious body atop yours, her supple flesh making you hum with need and tingle everywhere you are making contact.
You part your thighs and she presses between them, lips to lips and breasts to breasts, the heat of her vulva so close to your own. Then you feel something growing and swelling against you. With a gasp, you look down to see a maleness sliding from between Rachelle’s shapely thighs. Her cock is somehow feminine in its appearance, pale and violet tinged at the delicate cap.
“You want it, don’t you?” Rachelle hisses, her breath hot against you. “It’s alright. It is the lure of the cock. It draws us all, even my succubus daughters. Touch it.”
You reach a tentative hand between you and Rachelle, your fingers brushing over the bulge of her cockhead. She sucks in a gasp, jerking with pleasure and causing her huge breasts to jiggle. You laugh despite yourself, fascinated by the reaction, enthralled by the sight of her manhood. You look to her for permission and she gives you a slight nod. You grasp her demonic cock, squeezing lightly, feeling the give of it beneath the hardness. You can barely remember your own former manhood as you stroke Rachelle’s stiff cock.
“Ooohh, that’s it,” moans the Succubus Queen. “Do not be afraid of it. You want to do more than stroke it though. I can see it in your eyes.”
“Y-yes,” you confess.
“Go on,” she says, cupping the back of your head as she rises on her knees. “Taste it.”
Your doubt lingers only for a moment, then you lean you lower your face to her sweet-scented cock, part your lips, and taste the welling drop of her precum. Rachelle groans with pleasure, cradling your head and rubbing her cock against your lips and tongue.
“Suck it,” she hisses.
You obey instinctively, parting your lips and moaning as your mouth is filled with her stiff maleness. The pleasure of having a cock in your mouth is new and strange. You look up at her, lust in your eyes as you begin to bob your mouth on her cock.
“That’s a good girl,” moans Rachelle. “You will make a fine succubus with those cocksucking skills.”
“Mmmmmm,” you moan again, strangely flattered by her words. The more you suck, the more you taste the sweet oily nectar of her precum. You suck her harder, more eagerly, wanting to taste more. You crave her cum in your mouth.
“That’s it,” she hisses as you bob and slurp on her cock. “A good succubus knows how to drink the essence of a man as he spills his… ooooohhhh… seed in her mouth. Make me… oooohhh… make me spill my seed!”
“Mmmhhmmm!” You moan hungrily around her cock, looking up at her as you suck. Your drool spills down her shaft and drips from her tightening bollocks. She thrusts against the back of your throat and suddenly there is a great quantity of warm, thick liquid spurting into your mouth. It overwhelms your senses and you swallow, amazed by its sweetness and plentiful quantity.
Rachelle throws her head back, cradling your head with both hands as you suck out every drop of her cum and swallow it all down like a good succubus.
“Oh, you are ready,” she laughs. “When you meet your first man, his will not be nearly as sweet as mine, but it will be even more satisfying as he gives up bits of his soul with each spurt.”
“It was delicious,” you moan as she pulls her cock from your mouth. “I want more.”
“I will give you something even better,” says Rachelle. “Lie back and I will give you a new destiny.”
Your quest and your struggle are forgotten. You are drunk on the cum of the succubus, wanting nothing more than pleasure and the promise of something more. You sprawl on the floor, your thighs wide apart and your pussy dripping with need. Rachelle climbs between your thighs, rubbing her still-hard cock against your tender folds. You moan and writhe against her, begging, “Fuck me, please!”
“Of course, my sweet,” says Rachelle. Her violet eyes glow as she gazes down at you and thrusts into your newly-made cunt. The pleasure – the intense sensation of fullness – makes you wail with pleasure on Rachelle’s first stroke. It as if she has filled you with that destiny in a single stroke and your orgasm jolts through your arching body. Spasm after spasm of orgasmic pleasure grips at her thrusting cock and sends your mind into a daze of ecstasy.
“Yes!” Rachelle cries, fucking hard and fast into your throbbing pussy. Her huge breasts sway, her thick nipples rubbing against your buds. You cum again and as this second orgasm reaches its peak, Rachelle throws back her head and howls with demonic ferocity.
It is an orgasm like no other. The explosion of pleasure deep inside you seems to wash away every lingering trace of doubt. Your humanity is burned away, your mind melted and reformed in the inferno of your climax and your womb filled with the seeds of your rebirth.
When Rachelle finally slides her spent cock from your creamy pussy, you look up at her with new, violet tinged eyes, the first buds of your horns growing from your head.
“Arise, Luciana,” says Lady Rachelle, taking your hand.
You stand on shaky legs, a smile spreading across your face as you understand your new purpose. Your batlike wings spread on your back and your tail curl around your shapely thigh.
“My daughter,” says Rachelle, embracing you lovingly you and kissing you on your soft lips. You kiss her back, filled with a new hunger and a new purpose, adoring of your mother, the Succubus Queen.
There will be no more quest to save the world. You are one of a multitude in the Succubus Queen’s monster girl legion. Though your life continues in the service of evil, your adventure is at an end.
BAD END




Call upon Morelle to battle the yegrilla

You hold your sword above your head and shout, “Morelle emerge!”
With a flash of pink light and a puff of sweet-smelling smoke, the lovely young freckled succubus appears before you. She is dressed in a flimsy baby doll and nothing else, her nipples erect and tenting beneath the sheer fabric that hangs against her plump breasts. Her round ass peeks out from beneath the delicate skirt. Her tail twitches, shifting the skirt even more to reveal her violet-tinged cuntlips glistening with her constant arousal.
“Ohhh, Lucas, you picked me!” She cries with delight. “Who do I have to battle?”
“Who this?” Grunts the yegrilla, looking from you to Morelle with confusion. “You bring another bride for me?”
“You’re going to marry me!?” Morelle giggles and bounces up and down with excitement, her plush rear wobbling and her breasts jiggling with each bounce. “Oh, mister green gorilla man. I will be such a good wife! I cook, I clean, I’ll take care of everything. Especially that big, thick, pink gorilla cock.”
“Ruhh?” The yegrilla seems even more confused as Morelle presses against him, stroking his simian face. He might not be sure what to do with the beautiful succubus, but his cock responds to her touch and her scent, rising to full hardness. She presses a kiss to his lips. He grunts and violet magic flickers around their lip lock.
Morelle molds her lovely body to the great furry slab of the yegrilla’s chest. Her hands move down his belly to the glistening pink head of his cock. It twitches as she touches it with her fingers, whispering softly so that only the brute can hear. She sinks down to a crouch before him, violet eyes aglow as she looks up at him and runs her tongue around the beastly tip of his cock. The yegrilla hoots like an animal. She parts her lips, casting a glance in your direction as she slides her mouth down onto the yegrilla’s cock.
“Ohhhhhh so good,” moans the yegrilla. “Make my seed… make it… aaaAAAOOOoooOOOoooo!”
He shouts like an ape as his cock visibly twitches, the underside throbbing as he pumps Morelle’s mouth full of his cum. She slurps without pause, gulping down his simian seed and fondling his furry balls. Violet magic swirls around her as she also drains some of the brute’s essence. If it had been you, that would have left you completely at the succubus’s mercy. Yegrilla is made of stronger stuff. He grabs Morelle’s head and pulls her mouth off his cock with a wet pop.
“Enough suck,” he said. “I mate with you now.”
“Oooh, yes,” moans Morelle. “Mate with me, you big-cocked brute!”
“Morelle, no, don’t mate with him!” You shout, but your words go unheeded as Morelle sprawls on the grassy earth and parts her shapely thighs. The green-furred yegrilla leaps atop her, thrusts into her slick pussy with a single stroke that leaves him grunting like an enraged ape. He ruts furiously into her, his pink cock appearing a disappearing as he plunges into Morelle’s tight young pussy.
“Ohhhh, it’s so much bigger than Lucas’s!” Morrelle cries, wrapping her legs around the brute.
“Who that?” The yegrilla grunts, fucking her hard and fast.
“Don’t worry about him,” coos Morelle. “Just some boy I know.”
You exchange a worried look with Theora, your face burning with shame. Perhaps worse than the lashes of Morelle’s dismissive insults is the fact that your cock is rock hard watching the beautiful succubus getting pillaged by the yegrilla. She seems to be in ecstasy, caressing his shoulders and squeezing his bulk between her thighs as he ruts furiously into her pussy.
“OOOooooOooo, so good!” The yegrilla hoots. Each slam of its beastly cock into Morelle’s tight pussy makes her breasts bounce. “I mate you now!”
“Oooohhh, yesss!” Morelle cries, throwing back her horned head. “Mate me! I’m cumming! I’m cumming on your huge cock!”
She works her hips beneath him, eager to take the yegrilla’s massive pink member. Her perfect succubus slit lewdly swallows his cock down to the root with every stroke. The yegrilla pounds into her, grunting loudly as he blasts his brutish cum deep into Morelle’s demonic core. A violet light flickers around his shaft and around her pussy. But there is another flash. A rune appears above Morelle’s mound.
“What is that?” You cry.
“The mark,” gasps Theora. “The beast has bred Morelle. We have to leave this place, quickly.”
Theora slips away, but you are rooted to the spot, your cock twitching at the sight of Morelle being mated by the yegrilla. Her expression changes from playful pleasure to rapturous love.
“Oh, yes! Breed my pussy! Fill me with your mighty monkey babies!” Morelle caresses the yegrilla, fucking against him as his cum overflows her fertile pussy.
“OOOoooOOooo!” The yegrilla hoots, beating its huge fists against its chest and finishing inside Morelle with a final few strokes. It pulls its huge pink cock out of her pussy with a loud slurping sound and you watch as an incredible amount of simian spunk oozes from her violet-tinged cunt. The yegrilla looks at you and bares its tusk-sized fangs. “Come here, slave boy. You clean mate for more mating.”
“W-what?” You moan in disbelief.
“Oh, that’s right, Lucas,” moans Morelle, shifting her body so her well-fucked pussy is facing you. “Get over here and clean my mate’s cum off my pussy. I know you want to taste all this nasty yegrilla cum.”
“No, I don’t want to taste that!” You cry, feeling your stomach tighten into a knot and your gorge rise.
“Too bad!” The yegrilla snarls and grabs you by the back of your tunic, violently tossing you to the ground between Morelle’s thighs. He slaps a foot on your back and pushes your face down towards Morelle’s messy cunt. You breathe in the strong musk of his seed. “Clean pussy! You slave boy now! Clean up or I break you in half!”
You whimper as you stick your tongue out and taste the salty, disgusting flavor of the yegrilla cum covering Morelle’s blushing cunt. The succubus moans with pleasure, wrapping her tail around your neck and using it like a leash to drag your face down.
“Do a good job, Lucas,” she moans. “Ooohh, that’s more like it. He’s really got his tongue in there. Oh, if I didn’t know better, I would think you like the taste of his cum dripping out of my pussy.”
“Nnnnnnnnnn,” you deny her, looking up as she plays with her nipples and watches you cleaning her pussy with your tongue.
“Now go lower, don’t miss my ass.” She tilts her hips to give you better access. You lap at her crack, where the cum that dripped from her pussy now coats her raunchy divot. You lick it out, cleaning up the spunk and growing more and more enthusiastic. “Oh, you’re such a good boy, Lucas. Now go stand over there. You may stroke yourself as my mate fucks me.”
The yegrilla laughs as you obediently walk away and begin flogging your dripping hard cock. The yegrilla takes Morelle in several positions, grabbing her horns for leverage and pummeling her hot cunt. You jerk off pitifully, spilling your seed on the ground and gradually adjusting to your new life as a slave.
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Surrender

Nepenthia’s beauty and the intoxicating scent of her flower are too much for you to resist. Even knowing that Theora is doomed, you toss aside your sword and walk towards the plant girl. She giggles and gestures for you to get on your knees. You obey her immediately. She beckons you to crawl and you crawl. She parts her slender thighs and thrusts the red flower covering her mound in your direction.
“Take a deep sniff,” she says, wiggling her hips enticingly. “All of your worries will go away, Lucas.”
“Oh, gods, yes,” you moan, crawling between Nepenthia’s supple thighs.
You breathe in the scent of her scarlet flower, inhaling the pollen as tickling warmth suffuses your entire body. Your cock stiffens and you feel an overpowering lust. You forget about Theora and your quest. You forget about anything other than the beautiful plant girl standing over you.
“You are a good boy, Lucas,” she says. “Maybe I will keep you for a while. Would you like that?”
“Ohhhh, yes,” you moan, kissing Nepenthia’s thigh and looking up at her adoringly.
She giggles, “You are so cute.”
Her flowers fall away from her breasts and her mound, revealing her pale green nipples and the delicate folds of her cunt dripping with her nectar. Her hand on the back of your head is all the guidance you need. You press your face to the hot furrow of her cunt and begin to lap at her nectar. Nepenthia coos with pleasure as you tongue her slit, drinking whatever honey she gives you and obediently burrowing your tongue into her hot trench, lapping at her clit, and, as she turns to present her firm little rear, to lap at her blushing asshole.
“Ooooooh, you are so good,” she croons, wiggling her hips and rubbing her ass in your face. “I think I need to taste your liquid. Some animals make so much. I like to take it from them before I put them in my pitcher. Would you like me to take some of yours?”
“Y-yes,” you moan, your cock throbbing hard.
She pushes you onto your back and her vines slither out of the jungle and begin tearing apart your clothing. Your cock is rock hard, jutting up from your hips and obscenely red.
“Look at that,” says Nepenthia. “It is already leaking liquid.”
She runs her fingertip over your cockhead and holds it up to show you the glistening precum. She pops her finger into her mouth and you groan as she sucks the juice free.
“Mmmmm, saltier than some,” she says. “I like it though. I want more.”
She falls between your legs and sucks you into her mouth, her warm, sweet-smelling saliva like honey as it soaks down your cock. She slurps and moans eagerly, looking up at you with amusement in her inhuman eyes. Her skill with her mouth speaks to her thirst for your cum and her cradling hand soon has your balls tightening. You feel yourself tensing and she laughs around your cock.
“Ohhhh, Nepenthia,” you cry, your cock swelling in her mouth.
“Mmmmmmm,” she replies, bobbing furiously on your cock.
You thrust between her soft lips and your cock pulses, throbs, and spurts your seed into her sucking mouth. Each pump of your seed is gone the moment it leaves your cock, spilling down her throat and into her eager belly. Nepenthia drinks your cum and keeps sucking, even as you writhe and cry out, trying to escape her mouth. Her vines descend and wrap around your arms and legs. She continues to suck you, forcing you to cum again and again, your cock only softening after your fourth intense orgasm.
“Mmmmm, so yummy,” she says, your flaccid cock slipping from her lips. “Now get up, I have some work for you…”
Nepenthia has you clean up her clearing, pluck weeds from her roots, and remove rocks she can somehow feel beneath the soil. You labor hard. Whenever you grow tired or doubt begins to creep into your mind, Nepenthia is right there with a flower for you to smell. You breathe deeply and remember that nothing is more important than the plant girl. As night falls, Theora ceases her moaning inside the pitcher. You hardly care. You are cradled in Nepenthia’s arms, kissing her and sliding your cock into the warm depths of her cunt. Her fluttering pussy seems to drink your seed with the same eagerness as her mouth earlier in the day. She manages to coax you into cumming twice, but you still have not recovered from your earlier pleasures.
Day after day, you tend to Nepenthia, feed her your seed, and grow weaker and weaker. Finally, she lowers you into one of her pitchers, gives you a last kiss on the forehead and tells you, “Now is the time to be a part of me forever, Lucas.”
You cannot resist the warm and comforting lure of the liquid that fills the pitcher. Soon, you sink deep beneath the liquid, darkness closing in around you.
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Drink the swirling milk potion

“What is the point of stalling like this?” Charlotte asks, pursuing you around the river’s edge and wearing you down with frequent attacks from her tentacles. “I will catch you soon and then I will breed with you and you will live with me as my mate.”
You can see she is going to win if you don’t do something. You need a radical solution. You need to resort to the swirling milk potion. You are never quite certain what it will do to you, but it is worth the risk.
Buying yourself a moment with a swinging charge, you retreat and slip the bottle out of the pouch on your hip. You unstopper it with your thumb, glancing at the glowing, swirling liquid inside before tipping the bottle to your lips. Sweet, strong-tasting liquid pours across your tongue and burns slightly as you gulp it down.
Charlotte stops, hesitating at the sight of you quaffing the potion. She cocks her head to the side, nictitating membranes sweeping her inhuman eyes as she watches you.
“What is this, human?”
“It is… something… special,” you gasp, dropping heavily to your knees.
You begin to shake, your body changing, muscles slackening and your face feminizing. You feel your breasts swelling into large, perky mounds that strain the buttons of your tunic. Your waist narrows, your hips widen, and your ass fills out your trousers. Your manhood begins to shudder and strain. You let out a girlish cry of pain as your penis suddenly splits into two. These halved cocks seal themselves and swell to at least the size of your normal erection. You gasp at the sensation of two cocks rubbing inside your trousers.
“I have something for you,” you laugh, rising to your feet and burning with the need to fuck Charlotte senseless in her pussy and ass.
“W-what do you mean?” She backs away, raising two tentacles defensively. “What do you have?”
“These!” You shout, unbuckling your belt and yanking down your trousers and undershorts. The Scylla cannot help but gasp at the twin cocks you reveal to her, both erect and twitching with your intense need to fuck.
“How did you… how is it… you have two! And your face has changed! And your chest!” Charlotte blushes deeply, covering her mouth with her hand as if embarrassed.
“Oh, you like these?” You say, popping open the buttons on your tunic to reveal your soft creamy mounds and your thick pink nipples.
“Ooooh,” croons the Scylla, “they are so pretty.”
She reaches out her human hands and touches your breasts, squeezing and fondling them gently. You thrust them into her palms and lean in to give the Scylla girl a kiss on her soft lips. Her mouth is cool and faintly sweet. Her tongue is every bit as nimble as one of her tentacles. You press closer, mashing your big breasts against her smaller mounds. Your twin cocks rub against the slimy mass of her tentacles. You thrusts through the writhing appendages and feel the warmth of her cunt.
“I will mount you,” you say, “in both holes.”
“No,” she gasps. “I cannot. Not in both. You would not enjoy that. You can only mate with one hole the other is not for mating.”
“That is for me to decide you slimy river slut,” you laugh, tossing her to the river’s edge and grabbing two of her tentacles in each hand. You push and pull them until you expose her red-tinged pussy and the reddish knot of her asshole. They are both slimy with her natural lubrication, making it easy for you to guide both cockheads to her tight holes.
“Ooooooh,” she croons. “You can’t do it! Please! Not theeerrrreee!”
She wails and tosses her blonde hair as you thrust into her pussy and ass in a single stroke. Your upper cock sinks easily into the steamy folds of her cunt; your lower cock requires a harder thrust before her clenched divot yields. She gasps and you groan with womanly pleasure as your lower cock finally pushes past her ring and sinks into her asshole.
Both holes are incredibly hot and slippery, making it easy for you to quickly build up a rapid stroke. You lean over her, releasing her tentacles and pinning her human arms to the ground as you plunder both her holes at once.
“Ooooooohhh, yes, it is better than I thought,” cries Charlotte, looking up at you. “Like you are mating me in my ass. Even though there are no eggs. It is good.”
“Yes, it is good,” you laugh, leaning over her, your heavy breasts swinging and dragging against her tits. You kiss her, mashing your tits down against hers, pounding hard and deep into her clutching pussy and incredibly tight and silky ass.
The motions of your body are feminine and new, writhing and sliding against Charlotte’s slippery flesh as you fucking her harder and harder, your pleasure building with every stroke. You can hardly believe it, your kiss hungry as you ascend to the brink of your climax.
“Aaaaahhh!” Charlotte croons against your lips, her tentacles wrapping around you and pulling you deeper. “I am cumming!”
She didn’t need to tell you that for you to know. You can feel it in the stiffening of her body, the way her tentacles grip your feminine ass and lower back tightly, and the way her ass rhythmically clenches against your lower cock. Her squeezing pleasure, gasped directly into your kiss, is enough to push you over the brink. You cry out girlishly against her, kissing her slender neck and pressing down hard atop her as you bury both cocks deep in Charlotte’s holes and explode.
Your seed pumps into Charlotte’s pussy and clutching ass with intense, alternating spurts. Every blast of your seed seems to propel the Scylla girl back to the peak of her own orgasm.
“You are breeding me in both holes,” she gasps. “You are breeding my ass with your human seed!”
You fuck her until your cocks begin to soften, slumping atop her and kissing her as she strokes your shoulders and back.
“That is a very good mating,” says Charlotte, caressing your head with a tentacle. “Now we will go back to my home and we will mate again and again.”
“What? No, I’m going to—“
But Charlotte moves with astonishing speed, wrapping you tightly in three tentacles and dragging you into the nearby river. You cry out one last time as the Scylla girl drags you beneath the rapidly flowing water. You cannot see anything, but you feel as if you are going to drown as she takes you deeper and deeper.
Suddenly, she is dragging you through an underwater tunnel and up into a grotto under the ground. She pulls you out of the water and onto a mat of soft moss.
“You nearly killed me,” you gasp, trying to catch your breath.
“You turned back into a boy,” say Charlotte, looking down at your normal human body. “And you only have one piece of mating flesh now.”
“Yeah? That was a potion,” you say.
“Do you have more of this potion?” Charlotte asks.
“Yes, but it’s in my pouch up on the river’s edge.”
“I will retrieve it,” says the Scylla and before you now it she has dived back into the water of the grotto, leaving you behind in her cave. You contemplate some means of escape, but your sword was left behind and the tunnel was too long for you to traverse at a normal human swimming speed. You are still trying to think of a way to contact Veleda or Theora when the Scylla girl returns with your potions.
She hands you the swirling potion and tells you, “Transform again. I require to be bred in both my holes.”
She gets on her hands and knees, or what would be her knees if she had any bones in her tentacles, and offers up her luscious pussy and ass. Seeing no alternative, you unstopper the bottle, feel the change come over you, and eagerly plunder both her holes with your hard cocks.
“Yessss,” hisses Charlotte. “Breed my hole again. Mate with me again and again.”
It is as you pound your cocks into her tight pussy and silky ass, that you know you have lost, that you will be her obedient mate for as long as you survive.
Or at least until your prayers to be rescued are finally answered.
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Call upon Yasmeen to defeat the goblin

You draw the Holy Sword of Veleda and hold it above your head, shouting out, “Yasmeen emerge!”
With a flash of pink light and a sudden gust of dry, hot wind, the giant figure of Yasmeen appears in the midst of the clearing. She towers over you and Theora, a giantess on an immense snake’s body, the goblins no more than toys compared to her huge size. She is terrifying and beautiful, her shapely breasts swaying as she slithers and turns from you to the goblins.
“What is this, Lucas? Some treats for me to devour?”
The goblins fire their arrows, which bounce harmlessly off her armored scales. She hisses and charges at the goblins and they screech in terror and bolt for the jungle. She thunders off in pursuit, disappearing into the tree line with a crash of foliage.
“Don’t eat them all!” You shout after her, although you have no idea if she heard you.
“I rather hope she does not eat the one that can speak the common tongue,” says Theora.
You hear terrified screeching from more than one goblin somewhere in the distant jungle. The sound of snapping branches moves from directly in front of you around to the side, at which point Yasmeen finally emerges from the jungle. To your surprise, she holds one goblin in each arm and two more wrapped up in her serpentine body.
“I brought them back,” she says, panting and flicking her tongue excitedly, her huge breasts heaving in the golden sling she is wearing. “Now may I eat them?”
“I have some questions to ask them,” you say, stepping towards her. You shout as you address the goblins, “Which of you spoke before?”
“I speak,” whimpers one of the goblins wrapped up in Yasmeen’s tail. She lifts the goblin towards you, wrapped in her crimson scales, his arms pinned at his sides, he looks pathetic.
“You are going to answer some questions,” you say, “and if you answer truthfully, my friend here won’t eat you and your friends.”
“Awww,” pouts Yasmeen, sticking out her lower lip.
“I talk! I talk!” The goblin cries, trying to wriggle free. Yasmeen constricts here coiled lower body.
“Where is your village?” You demand.
“On path,” says the goblin. “Not far! Many goblins there!”
“What that way?” Theora asks, pointing to a fainter path through the jungle.
“Ah, that is… ah! So tight! It is… empty house! Left by humans!”
“Humans? Are they nearby?” You ask.
“No, gone long ago,” says the goblin. “All that left is green man. Furry man. Very dangerous.”
“What about the path with the flowers?” You ask.
“Past house to garden,” says the goblin. “It more dangerous than green man. Plant… plant eat brother.”
“Lovely,” says Theora.
“Speaking of eating goblins,” says Yasmeen. “If you have your answers, can I eat them now?”
You are tempted to let the pouting lamia devour the goblins, but you turn to Theora for advice.
“You should not encourage her,” she says, before you can even ask a question. “She must be weaned of her hunger for sentient creatures.”
“Right,” you say, nodding in agreement. You turn back to Yasmeen and say, “No, we should let these… goblins…”
Your words trail off as you realize Yasmeen is only holding the two goblins wrapped in her tail now. Thet goblins are whimpering and looking up at Yasmeen and the huge lamia’s belly looks awfully distended.
“Oh, Yasmeen,” you sigh. “You ate two of them?”
“What? No? I let them go,” says Yasmeen, looking around as if wondering where the goblins might have gone. The bulge in her belly shifts and you hear muffled voices from inside her belly.
“She ate them! She a—!“ The goblin that speaks the common tongue is suddenly cut off in his shouting as Yasmeen constricts him so tightly his eyes bulge.
“Don’t kill him!” You shout. “Let these two go. No more eating the goblins.”
She pouts again as she lowers the goblins to the ground and unwinds her tail. They both gasp for breath and stumble away, heading towards the path through the jungle.
“How about you, Lucas?” Yasmeen hisses, reaching for you with one of her big hands. “Want to give them a little seasoning?”
She wets her plump lips and smiles seductively. You imagine how your cock would feel sliding into her hot mouth, thrusting against her serpentine tongue, and explode down her throat. Would she try to swallow you along with her cum?
“Absolutely not!” Theora says, grabbing you by your shoulder and saving you from finding out the answer to that question. “Send her back, Lucas.”
“Right,” you say, holding your sword up. Yasmeen starts to complain, but you command her, “Yasmeen return!”
In a pink flash, the huge lamia is gone, a thunderclap of air departing with her.
“I do not like that one,” says Theora with a shake of her head. “Come on, let’s be on our way.”
“Right,” you say, hoping Theora does not notice your erection.
You and Theora set off back into the jungle, following the path that veers clear of the goblin village. The journey is more difficult than on the other path, slowing your progress. The darkness of the jungle canopy is beginning to deepen, suggesting that night is falling. With the mountains still not in view, it seems unlikely you will reach them by dusk.
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Use the Maddening Pleasure ability

You lower your sword, which causes Charlotte to stop her attack and look at you cautiously. You lunge towards her so quickly she actually cries out in surprise as you embrace her and press your lips to hers. Your kiss is hot, hungry, your tongue thrusting into the cool sweetness of her mouth. Her lips are almost rubbery, but her tongue stirs and she moans with surprised pleasure against your kiss. Her tentacles wrap around you, drawing you deeper into her arms. You resist the urge to fight her off and betray no fear.
“What was that?” She asks.
“I realized my foolishness,” you say, sliding a hand up her slippery flesh to cradle her left breast. You fondle it and gently tease your thumb back and forth against her fat nipple. “I looked at your beauty and I knew I had to show you the ways of pleasure.”
“Oooooooh!” Charlotte croons lustily. “Yes, show me the way of human pleasure. What is your name, so that I may sing it when I you drive me to climax?”
“Lucas,” you say, kissing her long neck and slender shoulder.
“Lucas,” she repeats, her tentacles cradling you as you kiss your way to her breast, tonguing and then sucking her nipple. She gasps with pleasure, watching you with her alien eyes lidded with lust. “Yes, suck them. Soon our spawn will suck my mother’s milk.”
“Mmmmmhmmm,” you agree, moving to her other breast, sucking even harder and eliciting a cry of pleasure. Your hot mouth lingers, moving between her breasts as your fingers tease her glistening nipples. Her skin is coated in a thin layer of slime with a sweet taste. Licking and sucking her is like licking and sucking a giant candy.
“Oooooh, put your breeding flesh inside me,” moans Charlotte, gyrating her hips and making several of her tentacles swish against the mud. “I need to be mated.”
“Not yet,” you say. “First, you need pleasure.”
You kiss your way down her flat belly, unsure of what you will find as you reach her lower abdomen. Her hips and human backside end at her upper thighs, which bloom with reddish spots that become the roots of her eight main tentacles. You are in front of her, on your knees, as you face two smaller tentacles that cover her vulva like rubbery curtains. Breathing her scent, slightly afraid of what you will find, you push those small tentacles aside and reveal her puffy, reddish, but otherwise human pussy. Breathing a sigh of relief, you lean in, caressing her thighs above the roots of her tentacles as you press a kiss to her slick pussy.
“Ahhhhh, your mouth,” she cries. “Oh, and your tongue too! Ahhhh! That is not how you mate with me!”
Charlotte’s puffy pussy is steamy hot in contrast to her cool body temperature. You through your tongue into it and it is almost uncomfortable how hot it is, but as you nuzzle, lick, and suck at her pussy, you forget any such minor discomfort. Your tongue finds Charlotte’s clit and she begins to moan and writhe, rolling her hips to fuck her juicy folds against your mouth.
“Ooooooh!” She croons loudly. “Your tongue… is touching me… ooooohh… somewhere I have never felt before!”
“Mmmmnnnnnn,” you agree, flicking and sucking the bud of her clit, driving her to louder and louder moans of pleasure. Her tentacles tremble with her ecstasy. Her hands hold your head as she rides against your tongue. You can see her eyes rolling back in her head as she cums with powerful spasms that send her hot nectar flowing into your mouth.
And suddenly she is back from the brink, grabbing you up in her arms and furiously stripping off your clothing with her tentacles.
“I need you now,” she cries. “I need your seed!”
She throws you to the muddy shore and is atop you before you can even protest. Her tentacles wrap around your hard cock and guide you to her slippery heat of her pussy. She sinks down onto your cock, moaning as her pussy squeezes around you, writhing and sliding over your sensitive manhood.
“No,” you gasp. “No, I wasn’t done… ohhhh… showing you the… limits of… ohhhhhh…”
Your words trail off as you look up at the beautiful monster girl. She rides her pussy up and down your hard cock, her plump breasts bouncing and swaying with the motion of her hips. Her tight, steamy-hot pussy draws you quickly towards your limit. Your hands find her hips and then her soft ass. You squeeze it and encourage her, lost to the pleasure of her tight pussy, lost to her satisfied smile and golden, alien eyes.
“Ohhhhh,” you moan pitifully, your cock pulsing inside her as you shoot a heavy load deep into her monstrous pussy. She cries out, her inner walls milking you, her tentacles caressing your thighs and reaching up to your balls as you pump your seed into Charlotte’s fertile pussy.
You are beaten. You know it. Even as she slides off of you and takes hold of your feet, you offer no resistance.
“Now I will take you to my home,” she croons. “Where we will live together forever, making so many babies.”
You whimper helplessly as you are dragged into the river to disappear beneath the surface. In Charlotte’s secret grotto, on a bed of musty moss, you will live out your days as her personal breeding tool, fucking her whenever she desires and emptying every drop from your balls with each passing day.
CONTINUE >




Use the Lure of the Lily ability

“Give it up, Lucas,” sneers the Succubus Queen as she nearly wraps her tail around your neck. “I am faster, stronger, and smarter than you will ever be.”
“Maybe,” you say, “but you are also a coward. Face me like a queen instead of a cutpurse!”
You know what you have to do. You cannot best her even if you do provoke her into a direct fight, but you can use your Lure of the Lily ability to convince the succubus she has already won.
“Come and get me,” you taunt. “If you are not afraid of me.”
“Afraid!? I will rend you limb from limb for your insolence!” The Succubus Queen launches through the air, her wings snapping open to lengthen her leap. Her claws rake across your chest, slashing ribbons from your shirt and slicing stinging, bloody scratches across your body. You batter her back, forcing her to parry several quick blows from your sword.
You see her attack coming quick enough to dodge it; a mace like swing of her tail aimed at the side of your head. You pretend to be angling for a strike and step into the blow, taking it on your shoulder instead of your head, but reacting as if she has smashed you in the temple. You roll your eyes back in your head and drop face down upon the floor. You make sure to scratch your temple with the guard of your sword as you go down, creating a convincing flow of blood for a cracked skull.
“Get up,” she snarls, kicking you in the side. “Lucas! Get up!”
You do not move. You still your breathing, making it so shallow it is barely detectable. You are in an almost trancelike state as the Succubus Queen leans over you and flips you over, blood trickling hot down the side of your face and dripping onto the floor.
“He’s dead,” says your mother, seeming not to care.
“Good,” says your sister, leaning over you. “He annoyed me. You said he was annoying, my queen, but you never mentioned how annoying.”
It takes every bit of your willpower not to cry out as your mother and sister transform into a pair of succubuses. They are not your mother and sister at all, but two completely unrelated demonesses disguised as your family. The Succubus Queen does not gloat over you and only comes near you to wrench your sword suddenly from your grasp.
“Get him out of my throne room and clean up this blood,” says Rachelle, her heeled, armored boots clicking on the floor as she saunters out of the throne room admiring the Holy Sword of Veleda.
The full extent of your folly does not become clear until you are being dragged out of the throne room by the two succubuses that had posed as your mother and sister.
“Do you think we should feed him to the bone sisters?” The question comes from the succubus that had impersonated your mother.
“Nah, you can never tell when they’re hungry for flesh. Give him to the wormlings,” says the other succubus.
The idea of being fed to either of these monstrosities stirs you from your torpor. You roll to your feet, kicking away both their clawed hands.
“He lives!”
“But the queen does not know! Let us take this feast for ourselves, sister!”
The two demonesses moan with lusty glee and leap upon you, tearing off your bloody clothes as you struggle against them. In seconds, one has you pinned beneath her thighs and the other is vigorously riding your cock. You fight with them desperately, trying to get them both off your body, but the smothering scent of the demoness atop you is intoxicating. You yield to the hot, slippery pleasure of the other’s cunt, shooting hard and deep into her clutching pussy as you begin to pitifully lick the other’s cunt.
They use you and feed upon you, drinking your seed with their kisses, their sucks, and their luscious, squeezing pussies. They seem to relish drawing you to the brink of death and giving you a few moments to regain your senses. All the same, it is over quickly, as they share the final blowjob that finishes you off, their tongues intertwine as you sputter out the last of your seed. They share your milky cum and your tingling essence with a final swapping kiss.
You slump back, engulfed by the darkness of oblivion with no hope of rescue.
Your adventure is at an end.
BAD END




The abandoned cottage

The evening gloom of the jungle closes in on you as an impenetrable darkness. Only the faintest moonlight can be glimpsed through the overlapping canopy and the jungle sounds seem to deepen to an ominous growl. You hear things moving around you in the dark and your imagination is forced to conjure beasts that could rip you to pieces. Your anxiety grows as you stumble over creepers and blunder through thorns that rip at your tunic.
“There,” whispers Theora. “I see a small clearing ahead.”
You can see it too. The clearing allows a bit more moonlight to spill through the trees so that in the blackness of the jungle this spot ahead seems to faintly glow. Theora takes hold of your hand in the darkness and squeezes it reassuringly. If nothing else, you can see the beautiful angel’s pure white feathered wings in the darkness. Your spirits rise with each step you take towards the clearing, filling you with the brimming hope that there will at last be some relief from the oppressive darkness and lingering heat of the jungle.
You reach the jungle’s edge, bursting through into the moonlight of the clearing, and your relief turns to dismay. There can be little doubt that this is a cursed place. You notice the skulls first, since they are mostly intact. Perhaps a dozen of them, some scattered atop pebbles and others almost completely overgrowing with mushrooms and vines. You spot a crumbling ribcage, the remains of a pelvis, and disarticulated leg bones that leave you to imagine a human torn to pieces by some jungle creature.
The house at the center of this clearing is scarcely a cottage. Its rotten door hangs from its hinges and windows gape like empty sockets, weeds growing out from inside the cottage.
“Not very inviting,” says Theora.
“Maybe we should climb up in a tree and camp there,” you suggest, casting your gaze around the huge jungle trees.
The rain seems timed to discourage this idea. It begins as a patter heard in the canopy above. You scarcely feel a drop, but you can hear it and see signs of it glistening on the trunks of the trees. Then, with a roar, the storm comes and the rain gutters down the jungle giants and slashes across the clearing. For all its rot, the roof of the cottage before you seems intact.
The force of the rain preempts any further discussion. You and Theora run into the cottage, soaked in seconds, clinging to one another as you step into that dark cabin. Theora lights the cabin’s only room with magic and wards the windows and doorways with runes that glow for a moment in midair before fading into the gloom.
You are surprised to discover that the interior of the cabin is mostly intact. There is even a bed, though its blankets and straw mattress are so musty and crawling with bugs that you throw it out into the rain to clear space on the floor. Pieces of broken furniture and a mildew-darkened painting speak to the previous occupants. You pick the family portrait off the floor and can just make out a tall, well-built man, a stern, but beautiful woman, and several children.
“I really don’t want to think about what happened to these people,” you say, doing it anyway as you picture the skeletons outside in the clearing.
“Humans were not meant to live in Saturana,” says Theora, taking the painting from you and setting it down with its face against the wall.
“Yeah, that tends to be the problem with us,” you reply, giving Theora a wan smile. “We think we can go anywhere and do anything. Some people would see a place like this jungle as just another challenge.”
“And you?” Theora asks, standing very close to you, her face lit by the gently bobbing light of the magical flame she created.
“Saving my mother and sister are enough of a challenge,” you say. “After this, I think I would like to live in a city. Maybe I will go with my sister to the capital of Elzeheim. I saw it once when my father and I took her to join the wizard’s academy and I will never forget the red roofs and the way every street just led to another street, on and on, with people everywhere.”
“You are not made for a city,” says Theora, stroking your back. “You should rebuild your farmhouse.”
“Maybe. But not in St. Ingbert. I do not want to live there any longer.”
Theora nods sadly. Something else seems to be weighing on her. You sit in the musty cabin, listening to the rain, your backs against the wall as you watch the entrance.
“There will be great sacrifices needed to defeat the Succubus Queen,” she says. “Painful sacrifices.”
You look at her and see that he silvery-blue eyes are glistening as if she is about to cry. You take her hands and squeeze them reassuringly.
“I will not sacrifice you, Theora,” you say. You lean closer and kiss her and the sadness seems to melt from her. Your lips part and you taste the sweetness of her mouth, the warmth of her body radiating through her damp clothing. She pulls away after a moment and you sit beside her, listening to the rain and Theora’s murmured prayers to Veleda. Her words, spoken in the indecipherable tongue of angels, nevertheless comfort you.
She stops praying and there is silence. Her voice is soft and close to your ear as she says, “Make love to me tonight, Lucas.”
Though exhausted from your journey, you cannot refuse such a request. You see the need in her eyes; the need to connect with you again and to reassure each other in the midst of this terrible place. You shift to face her and you hear the clink of the potions given to you by Gretchen.
“Of course,” you say to Theora, caressing her cheek. “Would you like me to use one of my potions?”
Theora seems surprised by the offer, but a smile plays at her lips. She seems intrigued by the offer.
“If it is your desire, Lucas,” she says, pressing her shapely body to yours. “Take me as you like. I need you.”
Such a confession from the angel is both exciting and worrying. It seems like weakness and Theora never shows weakness to you. 




What do you do?
Make love to Theora
Drink the blue potion and make love to Theora
Drink the pink potion and make love to Theora
Drink the swirling potion and make love to Theora




Drink the swirling milk potion

Everywhere you turn more of Nepenthia’s vines slash out of the jungle or creep from underfoot to try to snare you. Even when you manage to deflect her attacks with a cutting strike, you are being pricked with thorns and worn down with the effort.
“This is amusing,” giggles Nepenthia, watching you somersault to avoid her vines. “I could spend hours at this game, but I am afraid you will not last more than a few more minutes.”
If that, you think. You need a wildcard. Something unexpected. And there is only one potion that fits that description. Avoiding another of the plant girl’s attacks, you roll to your feet and quickly draw the bottle containing the swirling milk potion from the pouch on your hip. You pop the cork and tip the bottle to your lips, swallowing a large amount of the sweet, faintly salty potion in a single gulp. You stopper the bottle and return it to your hip as the potion warms your throat down to your belly.
That heat gathers and builds and you feel the change coming over you with a sudden surge. Your body begins a transformation that sears through your muscles and alters your entire physique. Your muscles slacken and swell into enormous breasts that strain your tunic, your face changes to become delicately feminine, your waist narrows, hips widen, and your ass becomes plush and ample. No change is more dramatic than your cock, which splits in half along its length and becomes two cocks, one over the other, each as large as your former phallus.
Nepenthia stands watching this transformation with curiosity, her vines temporarily halting their attack so she can observe what is happening.
“You have become a girl human?” She giggles. “Oh, there are so many things I can do with a girl human.”
Vines suddenly lash your arms, winding from your wrists up to your shoulders and stretching your arms wide apart. The buttons pop open on your tunic, exposing your heaving breasts. Nepenthia approaches, looking you over, caressing your cheek and running a sweet-smelling finger over your lips.
“Yes, there are many thing I could do with you,” she coons, running her fingers down your neck to the shuddering mounds of your tits. She plays her fingers over the fat buds of your nipples and you suck in a breath.
“I’ll let you do whatever you want with me,” you whisper. “Just let Theora go.”
“I can do whatever I want with you,” says Nepenthia. “And the winged woman is too delicious to let go.”
Her hand trails down your flat tummy to your trousers. Her leafy brow crinkles as she notices the bulge.
“What is this?” She says, fingers pressing against your twin cocks through your trousers. “Your male flesh is intact. No… there is more of it! How curious!”
She quickly unbuckles your belt and lowers your trousers and undershorts. Your twin cocks pop into view, jutting obscenely from your feminine hips, huge bollocks between your slender thighs. Nepenthia gasps at the sight of your cocks, aroused by her sweet scent and teasing touch.
“Let her go,” you say. “I’m so much more interesting than her.”
“Perhaps you are right,” she says, stroking your cocks with her fingertips and then grasping one in each hand. You moan as she tugs them roughly. “Very well, if you give me enough of your liquid, I will release you and the bird creature.”
“My liquid?” You ask.
“From these,” she says, squeezing your cocks and then releasing them. Her hands go to your breasts and she squeezes those as well. “And these. Enough to fill me with your delicious liquid. If you cannot make enough, well, I will have to eat your friend.”
“I can do it,” you gasp. “But I don’t have any milk in my breasts.”
“Milk? Oh, I can fix that,” says Nepenthia with a laugh. She takes a step back from you and two vines shoot towards you, each tipped with a hypodermic barb. The needlelike tips pierce the soft flesh of your breasts and sting you with tingling venom.
“Ah, what is… what is happening?” You look down at your already enormous breasts and watch as your creamy mounds swell, fine veins appearing beneath the surface as your breasts grow heavier and heavier, your nipples swelling. Your mounds become painfully taut, almost as if they might burst, and then you cry out as your left nipples begins to spray out a fine mist of milk. A moment later, your right nipple does the same.
“Oh!” Nepenthia cries out and darts forward. “It is going to waste!”
She latches her mouth to your left nipple and begins to suck greedily at your spurting milk. The sensation of your warm cream spurting from your breast into her sucking mouth is strange and pleasant. A vine tipped with a fleshy cup slithers into view over Nepenthia’s shoulder and this latches to your right nipple. You feel a steady rhythmic suction from the cup and you can see your milk gurgling into it before being sucked up the translucent vine.
“So sweet!” Nepenthia gasps.
The sensation of having your breasts suckled and releasing your milk is too much. With a hoarse cry of pleasure, your twin cocks begin to jerk and throb, untouched. Cum shoots out of them both, spattering Nepenthia’s legs.
“Oh, no, we mustn’t waste this liquid either,” she cries.
She abandons your left breast, allowing another cup-tipped vine to descend from the jungle and latch to your breast. With both of your mounds being suckled, the plant girl turns her full attention to your cocks. She first licks up the cum you have already spurted and then begins to suck your cocks, moving back and forth between them.
“No, no, this will not do,” she declares, stopping to admire your glistening cocks, already on the verge of erupting again. “I must not miss another drop. I will have to handle them both at the same time.”
“W-what do you mean?” You gasp, pleasure surging from your nipples to your twitching cocks.
Nepenthia rises to her feet, turns, and bends over at the waist. She looks at you over her shoulder and reaches a hand back to spread her firm little rear to expose her blushing pink asshole and the glistening pink folds of her pussy.
“Two holes for two cocks,” she coos.
“Oh, goddess,” you moan.
Soft-sheathed vines rise from the ground and wrap around your cocks. These delicate tendrils guide your manhoods to Nepenthia’s holes as she backs onto your twin cocks. Your lower cock slides easily into her slick pussy and you groan as her warmth engulfs you. Your upper cock takes more pressure to overcome the tight clench of her anus. You briefly wonder why a plant girl even has an anus and then you are buried in the warm, tight, and surprisingly wet and slippery depths of Nepenthia’s asshole.
You cum almost instantly. She rides back, laughing, her holes squeezing your twin cocks as you spurt again and again inside her. She does not stop riding you even as your orgasm recedes.
“More,” she declares, bouncing her firm bottom against your feminine hips. “I need more liquid.”
She rides harder and the cups of her vines suckle harder at your breasts, working to extract every drop of your milk. You only managed to hold back for a few seconds before you are cumming again, firing deep into Nepenthia’s luscious holes. Her body seems to drink your seed, leaving nothing to overflow as your twitching cocks pump in and out of her pussy and ass.
The plant girl is insatiable and tireless, but you have only so much to give her. By the sixth orgasm, your cocks are beginning to hurt and your breasts are drained. She rolls her hips, bouncing on your raw cocks, looking back at you with her eyes pleading for more of your seed.
“I can’t… can’t give you anymore,” you moan. “The potion… the potion won’t last much longer.”
“It’s not enough,” says Nepenthia. “I need at least ten orgasm.”
You cry out, as much in pain as pleasure, as your cock throb again and dribble cream into her suckling holes. It is the last orgasm you can manage.
“I suppose I will just have to eat you and your friend,” says Nepenthia, sliding off your cocks.
“What? I give you all of my liquid,” you gasp as her vines start to lift you off the ground.
“Not enough,” she says. “I want it all.”
As you are being lifted towards one of the pitchers, you realize she never intended to honor your agreement. She intended to digest you and Theora both in her pitchers. You hear the angel moaning and writhing in a nearby pitcher and anger surges inside you. This surge is accompanied by the fortuitous transformation back into a normal man. It happens so quickly that your arms slip free of the vines and you drop to your feet on the ground.
Nepenthia is still turning to see what has happened when you ram the blade of your sword through her back. It would have driven through her to the hilt, but instead it puncture her and she disappears in a flash of bright pink light. You recoil, momentarily stunned. As you recover, you realize the crystal in the hilt of your sword is glowing.
The vines begin to wither and the pitchers droop and burst open, spilling their contents into the clearing. Theora gasps and you hurry to her side. Her pale flesh is scalded pink and she seems delirious, but otherwise unharmed.
“W-what happened?” She moans, lifting her head weakly.
“Nepenthia,” you say, “a plant girl. She dragged you into one of her pitchers and was digesting you inside. I defeated her.”
“Of course you did,” says Theora with a smile.
You pick her up into your arms and kiss her lips. A faint golden glow suffuses you both and you feel your body by healed as Theora’s skin returns to normal. She is still a bit woozy from the poison, but with a wave of her hand she is wearing a fresh gown and looking much like she normally does.
“We must continue on our way if we are to reach the mountains before sundown,” she says.
“Right,” you agree, giving her a supportive arm to lean on as you set off into the jungle.
Onward to the mountain stained red by the sunset.
CONTINUE >




Call upon Gretchen to battle the yegrilla

This overbearing, big-cocked brute needs a foe that is just as robust and sexual as him. The only monster girl in the palace who fits the description is a certain extremely-busty blonde with tiny horns and an obsession with milk.
You hold your sword above your head and shout, “Gretchen emerge!”
There is a crack of thunder and a bright pink flash and Gretchen materializes before you. She is wearing tight denim shorts over her ample rear and a tied off blouse that reveals her soft belly and barely covers her enormous breasts. You can see her thick nipples straining the blue fabric of her blouse. She clops her hooves and turns from you to the yegrilla.
“Is that hairy beast who you want me to beat?” She asks, tossing her blonde hair over her small horns.
“That’s right,” you say. “And don’t let him knock you up.”
“I mate with you,” grunts the yegrilla.
“Oh yeah?” Gretchen stomps the ground and lowers her head. “We’ll see about that, fur ball!”
She charges at the yegrilla. He hoots and launches into a charge to meet her. The charging cow girl and the furious yegrilla collide with a loud crunch and both go spinning away from each other, tumbling and falling to the ground. It only takes them a moment to get to their feet and they are charging again. Gretchen is faster and more powerful once she gets going, but you notice with some concern that she is slower to get up each time they collide.
“Look at her tunic,” murmurs Theora.
Gretchen rounds, circling awkwardly in the space between buildings, and you see that the yegrilla has torn open her blouse. Her huge, creamy breasts hang free, their fat pink nipples engorged and dripping with her plentiful milk. The yegrilla smiles, baring his tusk-like fangs.
“Big milk on you,” he grunts. “You make good mate. Feed many babies!”
She snarls and charges at him, swinging both fists in a haymaker as she shouts, “But I don’t want babies!”
The yegrilla ducks her attack, wraps his long arms around her waist and uses her momentum to throw Gretchen to the ground. She pushes up onto her hands and knees, but is too slow to rise. The yegrilla is upon her, grabbing her by her shorts and yanking them roughly down from the creamy globes of her ass and down her thick thighs. He bares the pink pucker of her anus and the blushing folds of her cunt.
“Let go of me!” Gretchen cries, trying to kick her hooves backwards.
“Quiet, milk woman,” growls the yegrilla. “I smell your sex. You want baby now. I give you baby. Many babies!”
His pink cock glistens and throbs with his arousal. He grips the root of the massive appendage in his fist and guides it to Gretchen’s slippery cunt. She tries to get up, to push him away, and he shoves her back down to her hands and knees. Gretchen lows like a cow as the yegrilla thrusts his huge cock into her glistening cock, stretching her wide and filling her with his beastly manhood.
“He’s going to mate with her,” you gasp, your cock twitching in your trousers at the sight of the yegrilla plundering Gretchen’s plush pussy.
The yegrilla grab’s Gretchen’s shapely hips and pounds her hard, each smack of his furry hips sending ripples through her plump bottom and making her huge breasts swing beneath her. He is relentless and Gretchen does not seem to be resisting him. She throws her head back, mooing loudly and pushing her round ass back onto his cock. Her wildly swinging breasts flick droplets of milk out as the yegrilla punishes her pink pussy.
“I’m cumming!” Gretchen lows. “Ohhhhhh, yesssss, mooooooOOooo!”
“OooooOooooOooo!” Hoots the wild yegrilla, thrusting into her clutching cunt. He snarls and bares his huge fangs and you can tell by his ragged thrusts that he is exploding inside Gretchen’s tight pussy. There is a momentary flash of light from beneath her and you can just barely make out a glowing rune that has appeared on her lower abdomen, just above her pubic thatch.
“Ohhhhh, yes, fill me with all your cum,” moans the lowing cow girl. “Give me all your milk deep inside my womb. Make me heavier and milkier with all your babies.”
“OooooOooo!” The yegrilla hoots, his strokes slowing as he finishes pumping his cum deep into Gretchen’s eager cunt. “I give you lot of babies. So many babies. Oh, you make tired. I give you more.”
“We need to go,” says Theora, tugging at your sleeve. “Now.”
You hesitate, watching the yegrilla pull his huge pink cock from Gretchen’s pussy. You can just make out the raunchy slurping sound his cock makes as it slides out of her creamy cunt. A moment later, his cum gushes out of her stuffed pussy and drools in long strands down from her messy cuntlips.
“Boy,” shouts the yegrilla. “Boy slave! Come here. Clean up mate!”
“W-what?” You look over at Theora only to realize she has slipped away.
“Yeah, Lucas,” moans Gretchen, squashing her tits on the ground beneath her and resting her face in the grace. She wiggles her huge ass back and forth to taunt you with the perverse view of her cum-stuffed pussy. “Come and clean me up. I know you want to taste his milk fresh from my cunt.”
“No,” you say as you back away. “No, that’s not something I want at all. Gretchen you were supposed to beat him without—“
The yegrilla covers the distance to you in two bounding leaps. He grabs you and slings you easily over one shoulder, the Holy Sword of Veleda dropping from your grasp.
“You clean up mate,” grunts the yegrilla, carrying you over to Gretchen and dumping you on the ground behind her. He easily palms the back of your head with a huge hand and pushes your face towards her big, creamy ass and cum-dripping pussy. “You clean so I give her more babies! Now! Or I crack head like tago nut!”
You’re not sure what a tago nut is, but you can imagine the yegrilla crushing your skull easily enough with those massive hands. You look from the savage brute to your close-up view of Gretchen’s clenching pink asshole and the cum-smeared mess of her pussy.
“Lap up all the sweet milk,” moans Gretchen. “Then share it with me.”
“Oh, goddess forgive me,” you murmur, diving your tongue into the hot folds of her pussy. The foul, salty flavor of the yegrilla’s spunk fills your mouth. You resist the urge to retch and lick Gretchen’s plump folds, tasting her silky nectar mingled with his cum.
“Mooooooo,” she moans, pushing her ass against your face. You ride your tongue up and lick her ass, pleasuring her pink pucker as the yegrilla’s foul slime decorates your chin. You lap it all up while Gretchen rides your tongue, cumming so hard against your subservient face that she forces out a gush of the yegrilla’s spunk right into your mouth. It is the most revolting thing you have ever done, yet as you continue to pleasure Gretchen’s plump rear, you find yourself enjoying being used.
“Now come here, slave boy,” lows Gretchen. “Give me a milky kiss.”
You crawl up beside her and she smashes a kiss to your mouth. Her tongue thrusts against yours and tastes the plentiful spunk filling your mouth. You share it with her, passing it back and forth, swallowing some as it is diluted with her sweet saliva.
The yegrilla pulls you roughly away, breaking your kiss with Gretchen.
“Mine,” he growls. “You go stand far away. Watch if want. I give more seed to mate.”
“Ooooh,” moans Gretchen, turning to offer him up her pussy and ass once again. “Fuck me some more, you big furry beast!”
As you slink off to watch your former lover being bred by the yegrilla, you know your quest is at an end. You have become a cuckolded slave boy to the yegrilla.
CONTINUE >




Use the Startle Eye ability

You begin to mutter a prayer of focus. It used by the scholar-monks of Veleda, but it is intended to focus the mind rather than plead for the goddess’s assistance. You intone the words, fighting one handed to fend off jabs of the Succubus Queen’s tail as you ball your other hand into a fist. You feel the strength building inside you. Even cut off from the light of the goddess, you are able to harness your inner light and focus your righteous strength in your clenched fist.
With a shout, you thrust your fist towards Rachelle. The succubus stares directly at your hand as you open it and unleash the pent spark of holy light. It bursts with a powder-shot bang and flashes brighter than the sun, if only for an instant.
“AAhhhhhhh! You bastard! What is this?” Rachelle recoils, grabbing at her eyes and apparently blinded by your use of Startle Eye.
You take hold of your sword in both hands and line up a swing of the blade that will take off the succubus’s head. Suddenly, you are seized from behind by two sets of arms, each as strong as iron. You realize you have been grabbed by your mother and sister.
“What are you doing?!” You cry. “Let me finish this!”
“No, Lucas,” says your mother. “We love our queen.”
“Lady Rachelle is good to us,” says your sister.
“Hold him,” snarls Lady Rachelle, wiping tears from her eyes. “Don’t let him go. Hold this tricky boy.”
You struggle against your mother and your sister, but they are incredibly strong and all you manage to do is exhaust yourself. Rachelle recovers from the flash and approaches with an angry sneer.
“You honestly believed that would work?” She laughs, taking hold of the blade of your sword and twisting the handle out of your desperate grip. “I will take that. Far too precious to be in your possession. And as for you, Lucas. I think your luck has run out.”
She tears open your shirt and runs her fingers down your chest. Your body grows hot and tingling wherever she touches you. By the time her hand reaches your belt, your cock is throbbing hard and leaking precum into your trousers. She yanks your belt open and roughly slides down your trousers. Your hard cock, crimson and glistening at the tip, bounces free.
“Your mother never told me it was so big,” chuckles Rachelle, running her delicate fingers up your shaft and teasing the sensitive head of your cock. You whimper helplessly, on the brink of exploding from that simple touch. The worst humiliation is that your sister and mother are laughing as Rachelle toys with your cock.
“Ohhhhh, please,” you moan, the tingling in your cock intensifying as Rachelle swirls her fingertips around your cockhead.
“Please? You want to cum for me?” She kisses you, thrusting her demonic tongue into your mouth before you think to stop her. The sweetness of her mouth is incredible, like a candy melting on your tongue, and you feel warm all over. You thrust your hips, rubbing desperately against Rachelle’s fingertips until you whimper against her mouth and cum. Hot ropes of your spunk shoot out and spatter onto the marble floor.
“Oh, he likes that, your majesty,” laughs Genevieve.
Your mind is elsewhere, for in addition to the pleasure of your half-ruined orgasm sputtering onto the floor, you are overcome by the pleasure of Rachelle feeding from your kiss. She finally breaks the kiss, leaving you gasping and dizzy.
“A little kiss and you look ready to fall over?” Rachelle prods your cock and it jerks with an aftershock of your pleasure. “Well, in that case, I know just the thing to finish you off.”
She motions to your mother and sister and they obediently drag you down to the ground. You struggle with them again, but you are even weaker than before. With a wave of her hand, Lady Rachelle sheds her magical armor, revealing her huge, flawless breasts, wide areolas and thick nipples. Her violet-tinged cunt is directly above your cock as she stands astride your hips.
“Oh, no,” she says, seeing the fear in your eyes. “You might survive once in my fiendish cunt, Lucas. I intend to finish you in one.”
She turns around, revealing her big, creamy ass. She squats slowly, exposing the violet-tinted knot of her demonic asshole. She looks back at you, licks her fingers, and rubs her spit-wet fingertips around her clench. Then, smiling back at you, she grips your cock and squats on it. Her ass yields to your hard cock, swallowing you up in the intense heat and silky slickness of her back passage.
“Ohhhhhh,” you moan, writhing beneath her as her big ass rides down to the root of your cock and then slides back up again. You want to cum immediately, but you hold back, trying not to watch her big, luscious ass sliding up and down your cock.
“Don’t fight it, Lucas,” she says. “It’s over. So relax and enjoy it.”
You don’t listen to her. You try to look away from her stretched asshole and big, creamy ass riding up and down your cock, but her tail wraps around your head and forces you to look. The sight is mesmerizing. Combined with your rising pleasure, the view of her ass bouncing on your cock entrances you.
“I’m going to cum,” you realize helplessly.
“Yes, you are,” moans Rachelle. “Good boy, Lucas. Cum for me. Cum in my ass.”
“Fill her ass,” says your mother.
“Yes, spill your useless seed into her ass,” agrees Genevieve.
“Ohhhhhhhh! Ahhh!” You writhe beneath her, barely more than a leaving toy for her pleasure, or a meal she is tormenting before devouring. You thrust upwards, helplessly, your cock erupting deep in her slippery ass. Pump after pump of your seed bastes her silky passage. With each intense pump of your orgasm comes an even more powerful rush of your life force being devoured by the Succubus Queen.
“Oh, yes, you sweet, delicious boy,” moans Rachelle, clearing savoring her feast. “Don’t stop until you have given me every, mmmmmm, morsel.”
She slows her movement, but continues to ride her ass up and down your cock with deliberate swings of her hips and the tight, clenching ring of her asshole. You cum again and again, uncertain whether it is one endless orgasm or several strung together. As the last spasm of pleasure boils up your shaft, you feel the darkness closing in around you. It is warm and simple.
“Goodbye, Lucas,” laughs Rachelle, give your cock a final squeeze with her asshole.
The darkness wells up, flooding your senses and erasing everything you used to be. You have been devoured by the succubus. There will be no rescue. Your adventure is at an end.
BAD END




Hand over the sword and have your mother and sister

You look from your voluptuous mother dressed in red to your beautiful sister in virginal white, both of them staring at you with lust-heavy blue eyes, and you know you cannot choose between them.
“I will give you the sword,” you say to the Succubus Queen. “But I get them both.”
“Oh? How greedy,” chuckles Lady Rachelle, the sound of her voice making your cock jerk in your trousers. She continues, “Very well. You may have them both. A bargain for the price of one sword.”
You set the sword into Lady Rachelle’s hands without hesitation. You feel a weight lift from your shoulders as you abandon your quest to defeat the Succubus Queen. She laughs, turning the sword over in her hands.
“Yes, well done, Lucas,” she says. “Have your prize.”
Your mother and sister saunter towards you as the Succubus Queen departs from the throne room whistling and spinning the blade playfully in her hands. You cannot help but watch the lovely demoness go. The moment that golden door closes, your attention is drawn back to your mother and sister.
“Thank you for choosing us both,” says your mother, pressing her luscious body against you. “We can be a family again.”
“Yesss,” moans Genevieve, pressing beside your mother, just as beautiful and inviting. “We can be a better family than ever before. We can be together in all new ways.”
“Y-yes,” you murmur. “Better than…”
Your words trail off as your mother and sister both sink down to their knees. You gasp in disbelief as they unbuckle your belt and unbutton your trousers, freeing your hard crimson cock. They giggle with delight, your sister grasping your cock and seeming to marvel wide-eyed at your size. Your mother looks up at you with need as she massages your heavy bollocks.
“Let us repay you for your heroism, my beautiful son,” she moans, caressing your stones. “Your sister wants you to be her first and I want you to pound me senseless.”
“Mother,” you moan, watching Genevieve begin to stroke your cock as your mother fondles your bollocks. “You... you cannot mean to… ohhhh…”
“I know you have lusted after us both,” says Genevieve. “It’s alright, Lucas. We secretly lusted after you as well. But there is nothing to hold us back in the underworld. We can be together forever.”
Any further objections are driven from your mind as your sister and mother lean forward as one and begin pleasuring you with their warm, eager mouths. Your mother goes low, tonguing and slurping lewdly at your bollocks, but it is your sisters hot, soft mouth, closing around your cock, that nearly drives you to orgasm in an instant.
“Oh, gods,” you moan, watching Genevieve bob down your cock and take you nearly to the root. You feel her silky throat squeezing around you. She must have learned to suck cock at the wizard’s academy. Was it fellow students in the dorms or was it her randy instructors, enjoying the attention of an eager young pupil from the farmlands?
Before you even realizing what is happening, you are cumming in your sister’s mouth. Pleasure races up your cock in hot pulses and you spurt heavily against her tongue and down her talented throat. She swallows each pulse of your seed, her eyes gazing up and you and flickering with violet magic. You feel something even more intense than your orgasm, a pleasure that wells from your core, but you cannot deny the intense pleasure of your sister’s sucking mouth.
Genevieve pulls her mouth away, looking up and rolling her tongue through the milky seed filling her mouth.
“Let me have a taste,” says your mother, drawing her into a kiss. They pass your seed back and forth between them in a kiss so lewd it ensures your cock does not flag for a moment. They giggle and slurp at stray droplets that spill out of their mouths. Their bodies are idols of mature and youthful perfection.
“I need his cock,” says your mother. She looks up at you, stroking your manhood and kissing your leaking tip. “Can you give me your cock, Lucas? Can you fuck mommy?”
“Oh, mother,” you moan. “How do you even speak such things, let alone do them?”
“How? Because I must, Lucas,” she says, rising and pushing you onto your back. “Because mommy needs your cock.”
She climbs atop you, straddling your hips with her thick thighs as she lifts the red dress up and over her head. Her huge breasts dangling above you, lovely as you look up into your mother’s blue eyes. You notice something moving on the ceiling above, but then your mother slides down onto your cock, engulfing your hardness in her sweltering pleasure pit. She leans over you, practically shaking her huge, swaying tits in your face as she begins to ride you. Her pussy squeezes around you with every stroke and her big, plush ass smacks against your hips.
“Ohhhhh, mommy,” you moan, reaching up to fondle her breasts that once flowed with mother’s milk for you. “Oh, it’s so good.”
As your mother rides atop your cock, your sister crawls around to your head. She leans down and gives you several tingling kisses.
“Oh, my sweet brother,” she moans against your lips, “I want you to taste me. Will you taste my pussy?”
“Yesss,” you moan and your sister lifts her virginal white dress and climbs atop your face, straddling it and embracing your mother in a kiss. You grab hold of your sister’s peachy white bottom and bury your face against it, stuffing your nose in her sweet-smelling crack and lapping at the hot fruit of her cunt. Her nectar spills into your mouth and she cries out with pleasure in your mother’s arms.
The sensual overload of having your cock ridden by your mother and your face smothered by your sister sends you over the edge. You cling to Genevieve’s pert bottom as you howl with pleasure, sliding your tongue from her sweet cunt and into her crack, tonguing her asshole as you explode deep into your mother’s pussy. With each orgasmic pulse you feel a powerful tug of something deeper. Violet starbursts sparkle in your vision and you feel profound ecstasy and gratitude as you mother rides your cock.
“Don’t stop,” moans Genevieve. “Lick my ass, Lucas.”
She pulls her ass apart so you can see your tongue rimming her pink hole and delving into her hot ass while her pussy spills its nectar on your chin. Your mother does not stop her riding. She works her hips and takes you closer and closer to another orgasm. You cry out again, your tongue deep in Genevieve’s ass as you spill more of your seed into your mother’s rippling cunt. You feel another intense wave of pleasure. This time, you feel weakened by it and your arms drop to your sides, too heavy to lift.
Your mother dismounts from your cock and Genevieve dismounts from your face and you realize, to your horror, that both women have changed. They now sport horns and their faces have changed to reveal that they are not your mother and sister at all. You try to croak a refusal as they begin sucking your cock, taking turns deepthroating your throbbing hardness.
Your head falls back on the stone floor and you find yourself looking up at the ceiling of the throne room. As you feel your orgasm building, you realize, to your horror, that your mother and sister ARE present in the throne room. They are hanging from the saliva, suspended by chains, alive and gagged, forced to watch everything that has just transpired.
“Ohhhhh, Lucas,” moans the succubus impersonating your mother in your mother’s voice, “cum for us. “Cum in Genevieve’s mouth.”
You can hold back no longer. You whimper sadly as your seed churns and erupts into the demonic mouth of the hungry succubus. With your cum, you feel her sucking out the last of your life force. Darkness flickers at the edge of your vision. You thrust into this false Genevieve’s mouth, shooting hard, your soul tumbling into her hungry mouth.
And then the darkness is all around you and the last thing you hear is a contented moan from the succubus sucking your cock.
She has devoured your soul and there will be no rescue coming in Chthona.
BAD END




Through a cursed and burning realm

The heat of the jungle of Saturana is like nothing compared to the roaring furnace of Chthona. You step into a realm of burning lakes of fire, geysers of foul-smelling steam, and shadows that seem to boil with hateful life. Every tunnel and cavern is cast in the glow of flowing lava that bursts from walls and pulses in burning veins in the walls.
You discard your tunic and then your trousers. You only wear your shorts for modesty and your boots to suffer the heat of the stone beneath your feet. You cross bridges through air hazed with the heat of an oven over oceans of burning rock and you crawl through tunnels so narrow you think they might be impassable, feeling as if your hair might set fire in the heat.
You are certainly not alone in your journey. You spy hunched beasts that walk like upright oxen, their eyes dull and their interests elsewhere. You see great hordes of wretched, hairless men, mobbing together and moaning with their suffering. These groups terrifying you and cause you to creep with the utmost care, lest they see you and rip you limb from limb in jealousy or perhaps hunger.
Worst are the terrifying female creatures that sometimes drive these mobs of men from place to place, lashing them with barbed whips and screaming in a language that makes your mind recoil in horror. The female creatures are giant and spindly-limbed, with bony wings of tattered leather and hideous, drooling faces. More than once, you witness one of these creatures picking up one of the men she is driving and eating him like you might eat a morsel of meat.
Each time you are certain one of these creatures has caught you, it passes you by with disinterest. Even one of the huge witches, towering and clattering on her stilt-like legs, glances in your direction and then simply looks away, whipping at her herd of moaning men and continuing on. They are letting you pass, you realize. But pass where? Without Theora, you have no real idea where you are going. You simply continue on, doubtful that you could retrace your steps and escape through the scarlet curtain.
The passage of time worries you, but you know many hours and perhaps days have passed by the intensifying thirst you experience. Your mouth goes dry and you consider attacking one of these horrifying demons to drink its blood like some vampiric beast. You also consider entering the sword and feasting with your companions, imagining a respite that you know you cannot take. Entering the sword and leaving it unattended in this realm would be a risk too great to take.
You continue on, exhausted, but unwilling to surrender to fatigue. Through a perverse city of burning stone and howling madness, across a plane where burning statues rise and twist up from the cracked soil, and into a great, steaming hot spring that billows around you as you carefully leap from rocky pad to rocky pad.
At the center of this scalding spring is a pyramidal temple that seems worked from brass and gold. You reach a staircase that ascends towards an entrance, forming a stone bridge across the churning heart of the hot spring.
You do not see the succubuses until they have you in their clawed clutches. They swoop down from the darkness above and each takes hold of one of your arms, lifting you off your feet and laughing gleefully.
“A human boy! At the queen’s temple?” The slender, pale demoness with black hair laughs cruelly as she lifts you by your left arm.
“Do you feel him, sister?” Moans the voluptuous blonde holding your other arm. “He burns with life! A feast delivered to us!”
“Put me down!” You cry desperately, your voice hoarse from thirst as you scream and kick your legs.
The succubuses answer you with more laughter, carrying you through the air and onto a balcony that judge from one of the faces of the unholy pyramid. They drag you into a room reminiscent of a seraglio, with satin cushions and curtains to create layers of semi-privacy. All around you are the intoxicating sounds and smells of pleasure, mingling with rich incense, silhouettes of lovers visible through every curtain. It takes you a moment to realize that every figure you see is a succubus. All are beautiful and demonic, most female, but some with phalluses sprouting from between their legs.
You moan helplessly as your captors drag you into a curtained area and toss you down upon the plush cushions. You reach for your sword, but black-haired demoness is holding your sword belt and the sword in her hand. She tosses it aside and stalks towards you, her violet eyes burning with lust.
“He needs water, Liana,” says the voluptuous blonde, bringing a silver goblet and a pitcher covered in condensation. “We slake his thirst before we slake our own.”
“Oh, boring, Syndra,” says the succubus with the silky black hair. “I was only going to take a bit from him. Just a taste. For now.”
“I… I am here to see Lady Rachelle,” you say, crawling backwards across the cushions.
“Sh-sh-sh,” shushes Syndra, moving behind you and bracing you against her huge bust straining at her scarlet corset. “Relax, human. You are safe now. Nothing to worry you.”
“Yeah,” coos Liana. “Nothing more to worry you ever again.”
The slender, raven-haired demoness crawls on her hands and knees in her black leather trousers and corset, her firm ass wiggling from side to side as she approaches. Despite your exhaustion and thirst, despite your need to save your family, the look of the succubus is intoxicating. You cannot tear your gaze away from her glowing violet eyes.
“Have a drink,” murmurs Syndra, the sweet-scented softness of her breasts shifting as she brings the goblet around to your lips. “You will feel better with some water. Then we will all feel better together, won’t we?”
“Mmmmmmm,” you moan, letting her press the cups to your mouth. You gulp the cold, clean water. You swallow again and again until the goblet is empty. Your thirst is not nearly parched. Syndra refills the goblet as Liana crawls between your legs and looks up at you as she begins massaging your cock through your sweat-soaked shorts. Despite your weariness, you rise to her touch, moaning as you gulp a fresh goblet of water.
“Someone has a lot of seed waiting for us,” giggles Liana.
“Take a little,” says Syndra, “but don’t be greedy, sister.”
“S-stop,” you moan, water spilling down your cheeks. “Don’t… don’t do this. Let me go.”
“Awwwww, you don’t want to go,” teases Syndra, leaning her face over yours. “You want to have fun with us. We’ll make you feel really nice.”
Exquisite warmth envelops your cock as Liana slides your hardness into her gently sucking mouth. The sweet pleasure of that embrace is nearly enough to make you explode in an instant. You shudder as she takes you down her throat, tonguing your balls as she effortlessly sucks your cock. You struggle weakly, trying to escape, which only seems to press you deeper into Syndra’s welcoming cleavage. She leans her face over yours and kisses you upside down. Her tongue thrusts into your mouth and you feel an intense surge of pleasure as she begins to feed on your essence.
The sensation of your life force flowing into Syndra’s mouth is enough to drive you to your peak. You cry out against her hot, sweet, smothering kiss and explode into Liana’s mouth. Your cock pulses again and again, spunk flooding her mouth as you release your essence in powerful throbs of ecstasy. Syndra’s feeding is steady and Liana gulps down massive mouthfuls of your life force with each spray of your seed.
“Mmmmmmm, dodn’t take too much,” moans Syndra, breaking her kiss with you. “I want to ride his cock.”
“Oh, it’s so delicious,” moans, Liana, sucking every drop of your orgasm from your cock and rolling your spunk around her mouth with her tongue. The two succubuses lean over you and kiss, sharing your load of cum back and forth until they have swallowed the remnants. Liana shifts atop you, straddling your face. You cry out as her bare, black-thatched cunt descends onto your mouth. You cannot help but tongue her sweet pussy as Syndra climbs atop you and rides down onto your cock.
You are lost. Beaten. Pleasure becomes your only concern as the two succubuses use your cock, your tongue, and your essence to slake their thirst for your soul. Some part of your duty to your mother and sister surfaces in your mind. You moan, “Lady Rachelle.”
“Wait, he is speaking again,” laughs Liana.
“Let’s hear what he has to say,” says Syndra, stopping her ride atop your cock, but still squeezing you in the steamy walls of her pussy.
“What is it, silly little boy?” Liana asks leaning her pussy back from your face so you can answer her.
You look up at her, the nectar of her cunt still sweet on your lips, and you manage to say, “Lady Rachelle, ohhhh, has my sister and mother. She is keeping them prisoner. She knows…”
Your words trail off and as you erupt again inside Syndra’s rippling pussy, you moan, “I’m coming.”
“Oooooh,” moans Syndra, resuming her ride atop you as you fill her slick pussy with your cum. “Yes you are, you naughty boy.”
“Wait,” says Liana, completely dismounting from your face. You gasp for air, even as your cock continues to twitch and spurt inside Syndra’s pussy. You look up at the raven-haired succubus, now standing over you with a lock of concern. She turns to her friend, still bouncing on your cock, and says, “Get off of him. Do you know who this human is?”
“No, but he has so much essence,” moans Syndra, continuing to ride your cock, her inner walls milking your hardness.
“He is Lucas LeBlanc,” hisses Liana, fear creeping into her voice.
“Lucas… LeBlanc?” Syndra’s hips stop moving and you feel her pussy tense around you. “The boy the queen is waiting for?”
“Yessss,” hisses Liana. “Now get your jiggling rump off of him before you kill him! We must bathe him and drag him down to the throne room.”
Your lusty interlude is ended as they drag you to a scalding hot spring and dunk you beneath the bubbling water. Syndra climbs into the water with you, scrubbing you with a sponge that further strips off the grime that has accumulated on your body during the journey through the underworld. It hurts so much it feels as if she is trying to draw blood.
“Alright, I’m clean,” you cry, pushing her away and clambering out of the hot spring. Liana is waiting to towel you off. The two succubuses dress you in a pair of cream-colored trousers and a black button-down shirt with epaulets of gold braid. They provide you with a pair of riding boots that fit remarkably well. Syndra even tries powdering your face and combing your hair like you are going to a royal court.
“Enough of this,” you say, shoving the demoness away.
“Oh, he’s a feisty one after he’s had a bath,” says Syndra. “Wasn’t so bossy when his cock was buried in my—“
“Enough of that,” warns Liana. “If the queen catches wind we fed on him she’ll have our heads.”
“And I’ll tell her,” you say, standing up straight. “Unless you give me back my sword and take me to her right away.”
The succubuses exchange a look and Liana shrugs.
“If he tries to attack her with it, she will just kill him,” says the raven-haired succubus.
“Right, she’s probably going to kill him anyway,” agrees Syndra.
They hand you your sword belt and sword and you set off with them through the pyramidal temple of the Succubus Queen. They transform their costumes to decadent, erotic finery; lace swaddles their curves and they walk on high-heeled boots. Their heels click on red-veined marble floors and moans of pleasure and pain echo up through the brass walls of the temple.
A succubus in banded crimson armor stands beside a door crafted from solid gold. She steps forward, still somehow alluring in her collar-to-ankle armor, and she blocks your path, menacing you with a sharpened war fork.
“Halt, mortal!” Shouts the armored succubus.
“Oh, back off, Mirissa,” says Syndra. “This is Lucas LeBlanc.”
“Is it?” The succubus guard lowers her weapon, but approaches you warily. She looks you over. “He seems a bit pale. Have any of the girls been feeding on him?”
Liana casts a worried glance in your direction.
“No,” you say. “It has been an arduous journey.”
“Mmm, I bet,” says Mirissa. “Very well, Lucas LeBlanc. You may enter.”
“What about us?” Demands Syndra. “Isn’t there some sort of reward?”
Mirissa eyes the busty blonde succubus with contempt.
“I can pass along that you expected to be bribed for doing your duty to the mother of us all,” says Mirissa, contempt in her tone and in her violet eyes. “Would you like to wait here?”
“N-no,” says Syndra, taking a step back.
“We were leaving,” says Liana, taking her sister by the arm. “No need to tell Her Majesty who brought him.”
Mirissa watches them go, then turns the handle of the huge golden door and swings it slowly open. The hinges are silent and the gold finely-polished. The armored succubus stands aside and you see into the throne room of the Succubus Queen.
Lady Rachelle sits atop a finely wrought throne so delicately crafted that it appears to be made of gold lace. The Succubus Queen is the most beautiful thing you have ever looked upon. Her flesh is a pale gold, her eyes glowing with malevolent violet beauty, her smile winsome and her body a living fantasy of perfection. Her gaze meets yours and she rises slowly from her throne, elegantly, her legs the perfect length for her curvaceous body.
She wears an intricate costume somewhere between jewelry and armor that leaves little to the imagination. Her breasts bulge from beneath the spiked chest piece and the groin piece is hardly big enough to cover her mound. She wears such a lewd costume with absolute confidence, tossing her long, white braid of hair behind her back as she strides towards you.
Even her demonic aspect is comely. Her horns seem to be polished soapstone and her wide wings, stretching behind her, are immaculate pink held taut on delicate ribs. Her tail is curls around hip and winds down her leg like a serpent, the lewd tip with glistening petals as inviting as any woman you have ever known.
You cannot resist her. You drop to your knees, your cock hard in an instant. You struggle to remember Theora’s face; to picture any woman other than the Succubus Queen. Lady Rachelle saunters towards you across her vast throne room, a smile on her beautiful face.
“Rise, Lucas Le Blanc. You have come a long way, but we are together now.” Her words caress your ears and make your hardness twitch in your trousers. She holds out a delicate hand and says, “Give me the sword and you will be reunited with your mother.”
“My mother?” You had forgotten her in the face of Lady Rachelle’s beauty.
“Or your sister,” says Lady Rachelle.
Your eyes widen as your mother and your sister, Genevieve, approach Lady Rachelle on either side. Your mother is bustier even than the succubus, a plumpness you recall withering away after your father’s death. Her health has clearly returned, her cheeks are rosy and her blue eyes are sparkling and clear. Only her smile lines and the lines at the corners of her eyes betray her age. She wears a clinging gown of ruby red that drapes invitingly off her ample hips and hangs from her breasts with a low cut to reveal her creamy cleavage.
Genevieve is as beautiful as you remember her as well, her blonde hair a bit shorter, her face more youthful, but her curves nearly as lovely. She wears a similar gown to your mother, but in virginal white that seems obscene with her small nipples jutting beneath the fabric.
“Mother?” You say, tears welling in your eyes. “Genevieve?”
“We are here for you, Lucas,” coos your mother.
“You want them, don’t you?” Lady Racehlle purrs, stroking her fingers down your chest to your belt. She teases a fingertip against the handle of the Holy Sword of Veleda. “You can have your mother. Or your sister. Perhaps both? Whatever you desire, Lucas LeBlanc. All you need is to give me your sword.”
“Give her the sword,” whispers Genevieve. “And you can have me.”
She takes a step towards you, her slender leg sliding through the slit in her skirt. She runs her hands over her soft mounds and down to her hips.
“You can have anything you desire within the walls of my temple,” says the Succubus Queen. “Your mother has missed you. She has told me so much and is eager to please you. Genevieve loves you dearly. She has said you are brave and wise. She told me that you would surely know the right decision when you are presented with this choice. Now, hand me your sword and you may take any pleasure you desire.”
The Succubus Queen holds out her hand and looks at you expectantly.




What do you do?
Hand over the sword and have your mother
Hand over the sword and have your sister
Hand over the sword and have your mother and sister
Hand over the sword and ask for the Succubus Queen to pleasure you
Refuse to hand over the sword




Use your Dervish Strike ability

You swing your sword back and forth, warding off Charlotte’s tentacles as she tries to probe your defenses. Your back and forth swinging accelerates as you begin to focus your righteous anger and murmur prayers to Veleda to give you strength. You speak your words, swinging faster and faster, and then you scream them, becoming a blur of rapid slashes, stabs, and slices.
“Ooooooh!” Charlotte croons fearfully, her tentacles flicking and whipping to meet each of your strikes. “Such anger! Do not be so angry, little human boy! I will not hurt you!”
“You are an abomination!” You roar, your blade flashing again and again like those silver fish that leapt from the river. Charlotte retreats towards the river’s edge, barely keeping up with your whirling, spinning, furious attack.
Suddenly, one of Charlotte’s tentacles is wrapped around your sword arm. You are stopped mid-swing. You look down at your wrist and forearm and try to pull it free of her deep red tentacle. Another tentacle whips out and pulls the sword from your grasp. You cry out and Charlotte grins as she tosses the sword over her shoulder. It falls into the river with a splash.
Your heart sinks, but you have little time to dwell on your sudden disarming. Charlotte croons excitedly and grabs you up in her tentacles. They tear at your clothing, stripping off your tunic, your trousers, and your underwear in seconds. A cool, slimy tentacle wraps around your cock, spreading slippery mucus and stroking you as your cock stiffens in the slimy embrace.
“Are you going to behave now?” Charlotte scolds, tickling your nipples with her tentacles and coiling a slimy tendril up and down your hard cock. “Are you going to mate with me like a good human boy?”
“N-no, please,” you say as Charlottes tentacles bind your arms and legs completely. “Let go of me.”
“Oooooh, no! Not after you were such a bad boy swinging that sword around.” She knocks you on your back and is atop you in an instant. Her cool tentacles guide your cock to the intense heat of her cunt. She sinks down onto your manhood and you groan as her steamy inner walls contract around your stiff cock. She croons, “Such a big boy!”
Charlotte rides atop you, her tentacles rippling and quivering as she rolls her hips and slides her hot cunt up and down your straining cock. She smiles at you, but there is no sympathy in her golden eyes. She is performing the task she must to breed herself with your hardness. You moan as your pleasure builds, swelling inside you like the pressure building beneath the ground before a geyser explodes. You are mesmerized by the sight of her luscious breasts heaving with each roll of her hips, slapping lightly as they rise and fall.
“Oh, gods,” you moan, feeling your pleasure building. You strain against the tentacles binding you to the ground. You thrust upwards as much as those tentacles will allow, spearing your cock into Charlottes clutching cunt. You roar with pleasure as your orgasm erupts inside her.
“Ooooooooh!” She croons, stroking your chest with her hands. “Oooooh, yes, fill me with your fertile human seed!”
Her pussy milks your spurting cock, drawing out pulse after pulse of your seed until it feels as if you are cumming a second time immediately after the first. You groan and shake as she drains your cum with her squeezing pussy.
When Charlotte finally slides off of you, there is no hope of escape. She keeps her tentacles wrapped around your legs and drags you into the river behind her. You cry out briefly before submerging in the rushing water. She drags you through the swift river, down into her underground hideaway. It is a buried grotto of lapping water and a mossy bed.
“Here is where you will be my mate,” she says, depositing you onto the moss. “Now we are going to mate some more.”
She is on you before you have finishing gasping for air from your swim through the river. As Charlotte pleasures her pussy with your human cock, you know you will never escape her clutches.
“We are going to make so many babies,” she croons, riding atop you and driving you inexorably to your next massive orgasm.
CONTINUE >




Travel through the dense flowers

“We go through the flowers,” you say, shouldering your pack. “At least we have some idea of what we are up against.”
You and Theora set off down the hill and into the thicket of flowering plants. The burst fruit are like large, oblong apples with a ruff of bright red and yellow petals near the top. They look harmless, but you can see the partial remains of animals on the ground, dissolved wherever the nectar splashed onto their bodies.
“Grisly,” you note. “I’ll be sure to keep my distance.”
“A good plan,” says Theora, gesturing to a burst fruit you had missed. You step wide around it.
Twice, you come close enough to the fruit to trigger their reaction. Both times you manage to avoid the sudden shower of nectar. Although the second time, Theora loses a feather and it is splashed with the nectar. You both glance back as the feather and quill from her wing hiss and dissolve into slime in scarcely a second.
Beyond the burst fruit, you encounter saw-toothed plants that snap at you as you pass by, bright pink thorns that emit a strange melodious sound, trees that are decorated with ribcages of animals, and huge flowers with the ape like reptiles that leap through the trees stuck into liquid.
You reach a small clearing lit by a shaft of sunlight that spills miraculously through the canopy. There is a lovely sweet smell in the air, almost like a baking fruit tart, and you notice numerous vines sprouting red flowers. You approach one of the vines to get a better smell of the aroma.
“Lucas, do not go near—“
Before Theora can get the words out, vines lash out from behind her, wrapping her up like living ropes. She is dragged out of the clear and into the jungle. You cry out, drawing your sword and chasing after her just as vines lash out at you. With a swing of your sword, you manage to slice off the ends of the vines. You dodge a second attack and pursue Theora into the jungle.
Thankfully, the angel leaves an obvious path through the foliage. You glimpse her white gown and know you are on the right path.
“I’m coming, Theora!” You shout.
More vines unwind from the branches of a nearby tree and try to grab at you as you pass. One successfully wraps around your sword arm, but you toss your sword into your other hand, catch it, and hack off the vines. You continue your pursuit, smashing through a final barrier of foliage and stumbling into another clearing.
You arrive just in time to see Theora being hoisted into the air by her ankles and dropped into a green cylindrical pitcher plant partially filled with liquid.
“Theora!” You cry as her silhouette is visible pressing against the inner wall of the pitcher. She begins to moan and drops down into the liquid, writhing and seeming to thrust her hips.
You look around the perimeter of the clearing and realize there are more than a dozen such pitchers, each as large as a carriage.
“Do not worry,” says a sweet voice. You almost cry out in surprise as a beautiful woman steps out of the jungle. She is tall and slender, with pale green flesh and blonde hair tinted green. Her modesty is only concealed by flowers and sprigs of leaves that seem to grow from her flesh. You realize that her body is connected by tendrils at her ankles to some larger stalk hidden shadows.
“W-who are you?” You demand. “What have you done with Theora?”
“I am Nepenthia,” says the woman, pressing against the nearest pitcher and showing you her firm, round bottom. She kicks up a leg coquettishly. “What is your name?”
“L-Lucas,” you say, brandishing my sword. “Let my friend out of your pitcher.”
“The winged woman?” The plant girl smiles. “She is just having a bath. She likes it, don’t you?”
Nepenthia is answered by jostling and moaning from the pitcher containing Theora.
“What are you doing to her?” You demand.
“What I do to everyone that I meet,” says Nepenthia, prancing towards you playfully. “I melt them down to yummy nutrients, slurp them up through my roots, and then I turn them into more pitchers.”
A pitcher nearby gurgles and overturns and sludge and bits of bone come sloshing out onto the ground. Not even the strong smell from the flowers can cover up the stench of the digested matter. You have to suppress a gag.
“Mmmmm, a yummy treat,” says Nepenthia. “Just salt beast. Your friend is already starting to taste even better.”
“Theora!” You cry hoarsely and are answered by another moan from inside Nepenthia’s pitcher.
“I bet you will taste just as delicious!” Nepenthia says with delight on her face. “Come, Lucas. Smell my flower.”
She thrusts her hips forward, lewdly waving the red flower blossoming from between her legs. It is identical to the flower on many of the vines. Other vines, bare, like the ones that grabbed Theora, are creeping towards you from the edges of the clearing.




What do you do?
Wait
Parley
Attack
Use a special ability
Use an item
Surrender




Use the Dervish Strike ability

Nepenthia’s vines are launching out of the jungle at you in ever-greater numbers. You swing your sword and hack at them, but she seems to have endless tendrils to harass you. Even when you chop the end off one, it reforms its tip and attacks again moments later. You need to outfight her and you know the ability that will turn you into a shredding whirlwind capable of mowing through her vegetation.
You begin with a double slash, hacking through three vines attacking you as you advance towards Nepenthia. She does not seem to sense any danger, but as you murmur devotional prayers to Veleda and focus your righteous fury, your blade begins to whir and spin. You spin with your sword, lashing out in every direction and slicing easily through the vines. They drop by the dozens, all around you, green liquid splattering from your blade.
“What is this?!” Nepenthia cries, backing away from you. “This is not human!”
“Face the fury of Veleda!” You roar, spinning and slashing through every vine she puts in your path. They try to go for your legs, but your blade is a silver shield, hacking them apart before they get close.
Nepenthia realizes you cannot be stopped and turns to run, but it is too late. You close in on her, shredding the last of her vines and going straight for her back. There is no honor to chopping down a fleeing foe. Then again, she chose to run from your blade.
“Noooo!” The plant girl cries.
The first two swings open slashes on her fibrous back. The third cuts deep into what would be the spine of a human. Instead of killing her, there is a flash of bright pink light and a blast of force that knocks you back a step. Your momentum stalls as the plant girl is absorbed into the crystal in the hilt of your sword. You are left breathless and still fueled with fury. All around you, the vines begin to wither and die. The pitchers sag and burst open, spilling their contents into the clearing.
Theora, covered in sweet-smelling amber liquid, slides onto the ground nearby. You rush to her side. Her skin is pinkish instead of creamy white, but she seems otherwise unharmed. You help her to her feet.
“Lucas?” She croaks, lifting her head and looking at you with bleary eyes. “W-what happened?”
“You were captured by Nepenthia, a plant girl,” you say and hold up your sword. The crystal in the hilt winks and glows faintly. “I took care of her.”
“You have her,” says Theora, smiling at the glowing pink crystal in the hilt of your sword. You embrace her passionately, kissing her lips and eliciting a cry of surprise. As you kiss, a golden glow suffuses her, healing her pink-burned skin. It spreads to you, revitalizing you and restoring some of your male energy.
You glance around at the pitchers and vines which are withering and drooping with the plant girl gone.
“We need to get out of here,” you say.
“We must continue,” says Theora, smiling sweetly. Side-by-side, you continue into the jungle.
Onward to the mountain stained red by the sunset.
CONTINUE >




Use an item

The vines lashing at you from the jungle and the intoxicating scent of Nepenthia’s flowers provide dual threats to your chances of victory. You need something to even the odds. As you dodge another attack from the plant girl’s vines, you overextend yourself and hear the bottles clink in your hip pouch. You feel the weight of the necklace thump against your chest. Of course! You could use an item.
But which one? You have four items that could help you in your fight against Nepenthia.
The Holy Symbol of Veleda that hangs around your neck was a gift from Theora and blessed by the high priest of Veleda in St. Ingbert. Its holy power might repel the vines and terrify an abomination like Nepenthia.
Then there are the three potions given to you by Gretchen, the alchemist cow girl, at the start of your adventure. The blue milk potion will enhance your masculinity, causing your muscles to bulge, strength to grow, and your cock to become huge and insatiable. She also provided you with a pink milk potion, which will transform you from a man into a woman. You are not certain how this would help with Nepenthia, but perhaps it would confuse the plant girl.
Finally, there is the swirling pink and blue potion. This chaotic elixir never does the same thing from one bottle to the next, but you can be certain it will have a shocking effect.
“Stop stalling,” taunts Nepenthia, “and come and give my flower a sniff.”




Which of your items do you want to use?
Use the holy symbol of Veleda
Drink the blue milk potion
Drink the pink milk potion
Drink the swirling milk potion




Wait

You step back, keeping your distance from Lady Rachelle’s tail. The tip of it ends in fleshy petals like a flower with a mouth like opening at the center of the petals. You can only imagine the sort of power such an appendage would have if it managed to latch onto your cock. She smiles cruelly, circling you as your mother and sister weep nearby.
“Don’t you see what you are doing to them?” She mocks. “Give it up, Lucas. This is foolish. Join your family by my side.”
“Never,” you say, glaring at her. Staring into her violet eyes. Watching the movements of her tail, back and forth again and again like a serpent. She moves closer and closer, your guard slips, and suddenly she is standing against you. Her sweet scent fills your nostrils. Her hands caress your chest. She almost casually plucks the sword from your grasp.
“You only needed a little affection,” she whispers, leaning her lips close to yours.
“Never,” you repeat, but your voice is soft, your eyes unfocused, and your cock straining in your trousers. Her body is so soft and warm, pressing against you, her hand slipping down to remove your belt and unbutton your trousers. Her lips suddenly on yours, so warm and sweet, parting and inviting you into a deeper kiss. The moment her tongue meets yours, you thrust forward, spurting cum onto her bare thighs.
“Oh, Lucas,” she moans, grasping your spurting cock and stroking it. Her touch prolongs your pleasure as you spurt out your seed onto her legs and all over her hand.
“I didn’t… how did…”
“Shhhhhh,” says Rachelle, pressing a finger to your lips. “It is all over now. Enjoy it, Lucas.”
Her tail slithers out from around her hip and you watch in horrified fascination as its petals open wide and its mouth drools with oily slime. Its delicate folds yield to your cock and your manhood is sucked inside it all the way down to your root. The intense heat and rippling motion combine to make you cum almost instantly, your explosion enhanced by the powerful force of Lady Rachelle drinking your life essence.
“Yes, that’s it,” she says, stroking your cheek and pressing her breasts against you. “No fighting it now. Give in to the pleasure.”
“Ohhhhh, it feels so good,” you moan, your hips jerking erratically as the bobbing, slurping tail does all the work for you. “I’m going to… going… AAAAHHHHH!”
You thrust desperately into the slurping lips of her tail, the petals fastened tight against your groin as it drains another intense orgasm from your cock. Your legs tremble and give out and you drop to your knees. Lady Rachelle stands over you, gloating and glorious, as her tail continues to suckle at your unflagging cock. You feel another orgasm rising as your mother and sister join Lady Rachelle.
“Pitiful,” says your mother, looking down at you as the tail gurgles around your cock.
“Ahhhhhh!” You cry, cumming again, spurting so hard and with such essence that the world begins to dim.
“He’s cumming again,” laughs your sister. “He won’t last more than a few more seconds.”
“That’s right,” says Lady Rachelle, sliding an arm around your mother and sister. “I can feel his life waning. He wants to give me every drop though, because deep down, Lucas is a good boy.”
“Theora,” you whisper, reaching out at nothing as your cock explodes again, spurting out the last of your essence into the suckling tail of the Succubus Queen. In the intense wave of pleasure, darkness rises up to swallow you. With a last few violet sparks and a cruel laugh from Lady Rachelle, you are gone.
The Succubus Queen’s tail releases your flaccid cock and your withered remains collapse to the floor.
There will be no coming back from this defeat. Your journey is at an end.
BAD END




Attack

“You want this sword?” You say, side-stepping a lash of the Succubus Queen’s tail. “I would be happy to give it to you!”
With a cry of anger, you lunge at the succubus, your sword coming a finger’s breadth from impaling her chest. She dodges aside at the last possible moment and lashes out at you with a kick at impossible speed. You slew sideways and manage to stay on your feet. You swivel and turn to face her again, cocking back your sword to strike her down.
She is already upon you, grabbing your throat in her clawed hands and leaping to drive both her knees into your chest. The force of the impact pitches you over backwards and the succubus rides you down to the ground. She lands so heavily atop your chest that it knocks the breath from your lungs. As you lie there, struggling to breathe, Lady Rachelle grabs hold of your wrist and wrenches the Holy Sword of Veleda from your grasp.
“I will take that,” she says, ripping it from your grasp. She throws your sword across the throne room. There is an explosive crack of impact and the blade embeds in a stone pillar.
“No!” You cry.
Rachelle grabs the front of your tunic and lifts you up into the air. She holds you above her head, her fist twisted in the fabric of your shirt and pressing against your throat. You beat uselessly at her arms and kick with your legs. You might as well be kicking stone. She looks up at you and laughs.
“You almost had me,” she sneers. “But almost will not save your life today, Lucas LeBlanc. Your soul is mine! Will you have the fire or will you feed me your soul?”
“Bitch!” You cry, barely able to breathe with her fist pressing against your throat. “Can’t have my soul!”
“The fire it is then!” The Succubus Queen shrieks with laughter and carries you to your mother and sister. To your horror, your own flesh and blood works together to haul open a huge hatch set into the floor. Intense heat radiates through the opening as the Succubus Queen holds you over it. You look down and see an immense lake of fire beneath the temple.
“N-no,” you cry, staring down in horror at the bubbling surface of magma.
“You should have fed me your soul,” laughs Lady Rachelle. “It would have been much more pleasant for you.”
She lets go of your shirt and you plunge through the hole in the floor and down into the lake of magma beneath the unholy pyramid. Luckily for you, the magma is so hot that you are incinerated almost instantly. You hear yourself screaming as you dissolve into the roaring flames that burst from the surface of the lake.
Unfortunately, you are dead and there will be no rescue for you in the cursed underworld of Chthona. Your adventure is at an end.
BAD END




Strike down the Succubus Queen

Your mother and sister are bewitched. You cannot let their desperate pleas weaken your resolve. With a roar of determination, you swing your sword and slice through the neck of the Succubus Queen. Only the holy sword never makes contact with her neck. Instead, there is a burst of bright pink light and a powerful shockwave that knocks you on your back and sends you sliding across the floor.
Your mother and sister are sent reeling as well, only they begin to change, their flesh and clothing reacting like steam and burning away in the pink light. They are transformed into succubuses, revealed to not be your mother and sister at all, but two imposters using their seductive magic to conceal their identities. They howl with rage and flew from the growing pink light and rushing winds.
You look up as the bright light grows bigger and bigger and are shocked to see your mother and sister hanging from the ceiling of the throne room, suspended by chains. They are gagged and are cringing against the bright light. It grows to consume them and you.
Suddenly, the floor seems to fall away beneath you or maybe you fall through it, you cannot be certain, but it feels as if you are being sucked towards the sword that was in your hand a moment ago. You plunge through a radiant pink void. You can vaguely see the silhouettes of your mother and sister, still bound by chains, but falling through the pink nothing with you.
You have won, haven’t you? You defeated the Succubus Queen. You do not understand what is happening as you tumble end-over-end through the bright pink light.
CONTINUE >




Use an item

The Succubus Queen lashes out with her powerful tail, its lewd tip flinging sweet-scented nectar at you as you duck and roll of out her reach. She snarls with frustration. You are the one who is truly frustrated. No matter how quickly you dodge or counterattack, the Succubus Queen is faster. When your blows are landing, she easily turns them aside or overpowers your strike. You need a way to even the odds. You need to use one of your items.
But which one should you use? The Holy Symbol of Veleda might normally have driven fear into the heart of the demoness, but you are in her unholy realm and you are not certain that your prayers to Veleda would find a sympathetic goddess.
You also carry the three potions given to you by Gretchen and derived from various alchemical ingredients and the milk of her laden breasts.
The blue milk potion stimulates your libido and your physical masculinity, making you stronger and enlarging your cock to immense proportions. Although a big cock and physical strength might help you overpower Lady Rachelle, an unrestrained lust seems a dangerous quality to embrace. You might overpower her only to fuck her until you perish.
The pink milk potion does not heighten your lust, but it does transform you into a beautiful, voluptuous woman. This might confuse Lady Rachelle and limit her ability to drain your life force.
Finally, the swirling pink and blue milk potion unleashes chaotic effects and has unpredictable results. If you are truly beaten by the Succubus Queen, this might be just the thing to reset the battlefield and give you a chance for victory.
“Give it up, Lucas,” sneers Lady Rachelle, swiping at you with her claws and nearly ripping your sleeve into ribbons. “You are weak and mortal. I am eternal.”
You are growing weary and she only seems to be growing stronger by the moment. You have to choose!




Which of your items do you want to use?
Use the Holy Symbol of Veleda
Drink the blue milk potion
Drink the pink milk potion
Drink the swirling milk potion




Hand over the sword and have your mother

Raw sexuality radiates from the Succubus Queen, but it is your own mother that draws your attention. You have missed her so terribly. Missed her smile, her kind eyes, her shapely hips and thick thighs, the more than ample swell of her bust and those thick nipples of hers jutting lewdly beneath her tight red dress.
“Mother,” you say, drawing your sword.
She steps forward, that familiar smile on her plush lips, but a different sort of twinkle in her eyes. She puts her hand gently on yours and guides the sword into the Succubus Queen’s hands. Lady Rachelle takes the blade, her violet eyes glowing brighter and a cruel smile spreading on her face.
“Yes, yes, thank you, Lucas,” she says. “There you are, Annabelle. He is yours.”
“Thank you, your majesty,” says your mother softly in a voice that makes your cock twitch in your trousers. You never imagined this moment, never thought it possible.
The Succubus Queen takes your sister by the hand and leads her out of the throne room, leaving you alone with your mother in the vast hall. Your mother squeezes your hands in hers.
“Why did you leave me?” You ask.
“Oh, Lucas, my beautiful boy,” she caresses your face, the motherly gesture belied as she presses her generous breasts against you. “I did not want to leave you behind, but I had a very important task. I always planned to return. And here we are, my love, reunited by your bravery. Promise me.”
She holds your face in her hands, kissing your cheeks and your lips.
“Promise you what?” You ask.
“Promise me you will never leave my side again,” she says, her blue eyes pleading.
How could you do anything but promise her what she wants to here?
“I promise, mother,” you say.
“Oh, such a good boy,” she says joyfully, kissing you again. This time, your mother’s soft lips linger on yours, her body so warm and soft that you feel both at ease and aroused by her touch. You know it is wrong, but you cannot control your desire. You try to tell you that it is this place. Whatever the reason, your manhood throbs with need as your mother kisses you again and again.
Her lips part and her tongue delves into your mouth. You know it is wrong, but you cannot resist as the kiss deepens and her warmth is all around you. She seems to hunger for you, moaning as she breaks the torrid kiss, “Oh, my son!”
“Mother,” you cry as she pulls your head to her cleavage. You reach up and cup her huge breasts through her dress. They are so big and so soft, their creamy tops nearly burst out of the flimsy garment.
“Oh, Lucas, pull them out,” she moans. “Suck mommy’s breasts.”
“Y-yes, mother,” you moan, pulling the front of her dress down below the huge swells of her creamy mounds. Her areolas are wide and pink, her nipples thick and fleshy. You have never seen them before, certainly not up close like this, not since you were a nursing tot. Your mother croons with lust and guides you to her left breast. You open your mouth, tongue lapping her wide areola and centering on her thick bud. You suck it into your mouth, looking up with lust into your mother’s blue eyes.
“Oohhhh, yes,” she moans. “Suck them harder. Don’t be gentle, my sweet boy. Suck mommy’s breasts.”
You move to her other breast, assailing it with long, wet licks before tacking her fat nipple into your mouth and sucking hard. You nibble gently at it and she cries out with delight, pulling the back of your head to mash your face into her huge mounds of titflesh.
“You like mommy’s breasts, don’t you?” She moans, caressing the back of your head and watching you lick and suck her breasts.
“Oh, yes, mommy,” you cry, your cock twitching in your trousers.
She lifts your head from her cleavage and strokes your chest with both hands, her eyes flecked with violet as she smiles sweetly at you.
“My boy has become so big while I have been away,” she says, stroking your chest down to your abdomen. “I can feel your huge muscles, Lucas. And… what’s this? A big, hard cock. Would you like to feel mommy’s breasts stroking your cock?”
“Oh, gods,” you moan. “We shouldn’t do that.”
She is already sinking down to her knees, ignoring your concerns. As she begins to unbuckle your belt and unbutton your borrowed trousers she says, “No gods down here, my sweet. Only us and all the pleasure we can have together.”
You watch in stunned, lustful disbelief as the woman who raised you grasps your hard cock and begins to stroke it. Her hand is soft and exquisite. It is as tender as the hand that wiped the tears from your eyes when you skinned a knee. She looks up at you and runs her tongue over your cockhead. You moan pitifully at the depravity and pleasure of the sensation. She takes your between her soft lips, sucking gently and covering your cock in copious amounts her hot saliva.
She pulls back, trailing spit, and leans higher on her knees to guide your cock between her huge breasts. The pleasure of being squeezed between them is like nothing you have experienced with a woman before.
“Ohhhh, mother,” you cry as she wanks you with her plush mounds. Your crimson cock bursts through her soft cleavage with every stroke and she catches it between her lips, sucking hard on your tip. Her tongue flicks at your slit, now leaking plentiful precum.
“Give it to your mother,” she gasps. “Ohhhhh, Lucas, I want to taste your seed. Shoot your cum into mommy’s mouth.”
The shameful pleasure is too intense to hold back. You thrust your hips, fucking between your mother’s soft breasts, your cock racing towards ecstasy as you look down on her beautiful face. Her lips are parted and catching your cock on every thrust. You slam forward, her huge mounds jiggling with the force of your thrust, your crimson cock shoved into your mother’s whorish sucking mouth. You explode between her lips, pumping your cum against her tongue. You are struck by a wave of pleasure far beyond any orgasm. You thrust again and shoot again, noticing the growing violet glow in your mother’s eyes.
“M-mother?” You gasp, your strokes slowing as she continues to suck your cock, draining the last of your spunk. But she is draining something else too. You can see violet energy flickering around her lips. You try to step back from her, but she keeps her mouth latched to your cock, sucking you lewdly and moaning around your manhood. “Mother, stop it, please!”
She pulls her lips from your cock with a loud pop of suction and looks up at you with a crazed look in her sparkling violet eyes.
“Fuck your mommy, Lucas,” she moans. “I need your big boy cock in my hot mommy pussy.”
She turns around, settling her upper body on her huge tits and lowering her face to the floor of the throne room. She grabs a handful of the back of her dress and pulls the skirt up her plump, creamy thighs, over her blonde-furred cunt, to reveal the full expanse of her plush bottom. She wiggles her hips slowly from side to side, inviting your gaze.
“Fuck mommy’s wet pussy, baby,” moans your mother.
Your cock is as stiff as ever. You know it is wrong, that something terrible is happening, but with the ecstasy of your orgasm fresh in your mind, you cannot hope to resist her invitation. You grip your hard cock at its root and move behind her creamy white ass.
“Fuck me,” she moans, tilting her wide hips to offer up the blushing folds of her glistening pussy. You can actually smell her arousal and it makes your cock twitch in your hand.
You cannot stop yourself. You grab her plump rear and squeeze tightly marveling at the soft expanse of it as you press your cock to the drooling cleft of her pussy. You moan with depraved lust as you thrust your cock deep into your mother’s steamy fucktunnel. Her pussy is hot, wet silk around your cock, squeezing you and rippling around you as you fuck her with fast, desperate stroke. Your hips pound against her jiggling ass and you fuck her relentlessly.
“Oooooh, yes, Lucas,” she pants, pushing back against you with every thrust. “Give me your cock. Give me your seed. Your essence!”
“Mommy!” You cry, thrust desperately into her pussy and exploding, pumping her tight channel full of your cum. You feel a powerful tug from deep inside you and a wave of pleasure atop pleasure. Violet light crackles around your mother’s rear as her hot cunt drinks your load and your life force with each spurt.
She fingers her plump asshole, moaning, “More! Fuck my ass, Lucas! Fuck mommy’s ass!”
This is all far beyond even the most perverse fantasy you have experienced of your beautiful mother. She is begging for it, her scent thick in the air, her body seemingly built to satisfy your urges. You slide your cock out of her pussy with a wet slurp and press it to the violet-tinged flower of her anus. She seems to suck you inside her ass, drawing your unflagging cock deep with a single stroke.
You are in heaven, wallowing in the heat of her ass, oblivious to the wing that sprout from your mother’s back and the dark red hair the spills down over her shoulders. Even when she looks back on you and you see another’s face, you do not question the pleasure of her ass milking your cock as you explode deep inside her. Pump after pump of your hot seed races through your cock and bursts deep into her clutching asshole.
“Ohhhhh, mommy!” You cry, slumping against her big, soft ass. You collapse against her, unable to stand as she drinks your life force. You slide down to the floor, your cock finally popping from her hot hole as you moan and collapse to the floor.
“Lucas, mommy isn’t done yet,” she giggles, turning to face you. This is not your mother at all, it is some other succubus who has used her insidious magic to transform her face and body. She laughs mockingly as she begins licking and sucking hungrily at your cock.
“N-no, please,” you moan. “Where is my mother?”
The succubus pops her lips free of your cock only long enough to answer you.
“Why, hanging from the ceiling, watching every moment,” laughs the succubus, pointing up.
You are horrified to see your mother and sister, mouths gagged, are hanging from chains around their arms and legs, facing downward and watching every moment of your depravity. You have just enough strength left to call out to your horrified, wide-eyed mother.
Then you explode again inside the sucking mouth of the demoness, your life force spurting out with every gush of your spunk. The succubus slurps relentlessly at your cock, prolonging your orgasm and the pleasure even greater than your climax, until the darkness closes in around you.
“Mother!” You cry one last, desperate time as darkness swallows you up completely.
There is no hope. No rescue from the depths of Chthona. Your life and your quest are at an end.
BAD END




Give the plant girl some of your liquid

You focus on Nepenthia’s strangely erotic cup as a droplet of honey rolls from the full lips and down the side. The plant girl murmurs softly, stepping closer to you.
“It will feel wonderful,” she says, caressing your shoulder and neck.
“And if I give you some, you will release my friend?” You say, glancing at Theora’s silhouette. Theora moans and writhes inside the pitcher and your cock twitches.
“Oh, if that is still what you want,” she says, stroking your shoulders from behind. Her hands move down your back and she reaches around your waist. She begins to unwind your belt. “Now, just relax, Lucas. This will feel wonderful, I promise.”
The scent of Nepenthia’s flowers is almost overwhelming. You turn your head away from the flower that seems to grow from behind her ear. She draws down your trousers and your undershorts and your hard cock bounces free.
“Oooh, your penis is large,” she says and fondles your balls. “There is much seed for me.”
“N-not sure that’s how it works,” you say, glancing at her soft hand working the length of your cock. She only giggles in reply. She takes hold of the dripping cup with her other hand and guides it to the head of your straining cock. Your tip brushes against the soft folds at the cup’s entrance and you let out a deep groan, surprised by the radiating warmth.
“I told you that you would enjoy it,” chuckles Nepenthia. “Now take a deep breath. Ready? Here we go…”
She slides the cup over your cock and your sensitive manhood is grasped in a velvet vice of incredible warmth and wetness. The cup begins to throb around your manhood and you let out a surprised cry as an orgasm seizes you in scarcely a moment. Your cock twitches and pumps your seed into the cup. Nepenethia chuckles and says, “Do not be ashamed. Most beasts can last only a moment the first time.”
“F-first time?” You gasp as the cup continues to throb warmly around you, milking out the last of your spunk. It continues, through your agonized refractory period, and into the hot rush of another orgasm quickly building.
“Yes, some beasts can cum a dozen times,” says Nepenthia, caressing your abdomen. “Of course, I do not expect that from a human. Perhaps nine?”
“Nine!? That’s to… aaAAAAHH!” You look down as your cock twitches in the slightly translucent bell of the cup and your cum is quickly sucked away into the vine.
“Mmmmmm, so yummy,” giggles Nepenthia. “That’s two. Relax, Lucas. Enjoy the pleasure few of my guests are privileged to experience.”
Your knees buckle and Nepenthia holds you and eases you down to the ground. Her cup suckles your cock mercilessly drawing out another orgasm. Your toes curl and you whimper helplessly as Nepenthia kneels beside you, stroking your head.
“That’s five,” she says, mussing your hair. “Oh! And six already! You are quicker than most!”
“Please, take it off me,” you moan.
“Shhhhhh,” she says. “Close your eyes and picture your love feathered girlfriend, her warm mouth around your cock. That’s it, thrust into it. Just like that. Give it to her. Straight down her throat, Lucas. Ohhhhh, so much more.”
By the seventh orgasm, there is not even a twinge of pleasure. Instead, your cock throbs raw as if something is squeezing inside you that should not be contracting. Your final orgasms are pitiful, barely a few drops, but the cup continues to suck.
“That’s ten!” Nepenthia cries with delight.
“Enough!” You cry.
“Oh, very well,” she says. The cup releases its grip on your cock with a wet pop and slides away. Your manhood is left red, raw, and swollen, a suction ring surrounding your root. “I suppose you will be wanting your bird creature back.”
You manage to pull yourself upright using your sword. The pitcher containing Theora tips over and she spills out along with a small puddle of amber liquid. It smells sweet – as intoxicating as Nepenthia’s flowers – but Theora seems to be coming around. Her skin is pinkish instead of creamy white, but she seems otherwise unharmed.
“Lucas?” She croaks, lifting her head and looking at you with bleary eyes. “W-what happened?”
“You were captured by Nepenthia, a plant girl,” you say, gesturing to Nepenthia. “She put you in a pitcher and tried to dissolve you. I made… a deal with her. She is going to let us leave now.”
“Oh,” says Theora as you help her up. “That is very nice of her.”
“I did not say I would let you go,” says Nepenthia. “Only that I would release your bird woman. I have done so. Now I will put you both in the same pitcher so you can melt together.”
Nepenthia launches her vines at you. Though drained by her cup, you have been expecting a double cross. You swing your sword with two hands, slicing off the vines and lunging at Nepenthia. She has just enough time to cry out in shock as you plunge your sword into her chest. Instead of finding her heart, the plant girl explodes in a flash of pink energy that knocks you back.
“You have her,” says Theora, smiling at the glowing pink crystal in the hilt of your sword. You embrace her passionately, kissing her lips and eliciting a cry of surprise. As you kiss, a golden glow suffuses her, healing her pink-burned skin. It spreads to you, revitalizing you and restoring some of your male energy.
You glance around at the pitchers and vines which are withering and drooping with the plant girl gone.
“We need to get out of here,” you say.
“We must continue,” says Theora, smiling sweetly. Side-by-side, you continue into the jungle.
Onward to the mountain stained red by the sunset.
CONTINUE >




Hand over the sword and have your sister

Gazing upon your beautiful young sister as she poses seductively, your cock twitches in your trousers and you know you must have her. Such forbidden pleasures have been denied you, but all you need to do is hand over your stupid cursed sword and you can experience the taboo pleasures of embracing your own sister.
“Yes,” you whisper, looking into Genevieve’s lust-heavy blue eyes. “Yes, I will give you the sword for my sister.”
“Oh? Such a wise decision,” laughs the Succubus Queen. “Come here, Genevieve. Your brother has chosen you.”
Your beautiful sister saunters closer, each step revealing her lovely body swelled into the ripe fullness of adulthood. She winks at you as she takes your hands and guides them towards the Succubus Queen. Lady Rachelle lifts the Holy Sword of Veleda from your grasp and you feel as if a weight is lifting from your shoulders.
The Succubus Queen laughs and says, “Thank you, Lucas. You have made a wise decision. Enjoy your sister’s company.”
Lady Rachelle takes your mother arm-in-arm and they depart from the throne room, the succubus queen whistling a tune and swinging the holy sword playfully in her free hand. You watch Lady Rachelle depart with your mother, feeling a pang of regret that you did not choose your mother.
“There, it is over now,” says Genevieve sweetly. “No more quests. No more fighting. We can be together forever.”
“Oh, my sweet sister,” you moan, throwing your arms around her. “I wish could have protected you from all this.”
“But you are with me now, Lucas,” she says, looking into your eyes. “That is all that matters to me.”
She cradles your cheeks in her hands and looks adoringly up into your eyes. You feel the welling of emotion. You see the loveliness of her body.
“Do you like my dress?” She asks, taking a step back and touching her breasts as she runs her hands down her youthful curves. “I picked it out just for you.”
“It is beautiful,” you say. “A bit revealing though, don’t you think?”
“But I wanted you to see everything, Lucas,” she says, turning around and contorting her body into alluring poses that show off her slender waist and round, firm bottom, her plump breasts and hard nipples, and the curve of her hips in the white dress. She turns back around to face you. “I am so glad you have chosen me, Lucas. I want you to be my first.”
“Your first?” You whisper, your cock twitching at the thought of defiling your sister’s virginity.
“Yes,” she whispers, caressing your cheek as she looks up into your eyes. “Oh, Lucas, I know it seems wrong, but anything is possible in the temple of the Succubus Queen. We do not need to restrain our lust any longer. I am yours. You are mine. Let us be together as one.”
She leans up and kisses you softly on the lips. Her warm kiss lingers. You put your arms around her and pull her tighter, returning the kiss with twice the passion. Your cock throbs in your trousers at the thought of what your sister is saying. You thrust your tongue and she yields to you, giving up the sweetness of her mouth in a moan that seems to reverberate through your body. Your lips tingle with the forbidden kiss, her mouth hot and seeming to suck at you with her torrid need.
“I am so wet for you, Lucas,” she moans, taking your hand and sliding it under the skirt of her white dress. You feel her lack of underwear on her supple thighs. You reach your hand between her legs, guided by Genevieve to the warm flower of her pussy. You caress her delicate folds and she cries out softly against you.
“Oh, Geneiveive,” you say, brushing a lock of hair from her flushed face as you gently probe her pussy with your other hand. “You are so beautiful in my arms.”
“Will it hurt?” She whispers, her eyes heavy with need.
“A bit, perhaps,” you say. “I have never been with a virgin before.”
“Is there nothing you can do to ease the pain?” She wonders, her hips moving as she rubs her little pussy against your stroking fingers.
“Yes, of course,” you say. “There is something.”
You kiss her again, your kiss ravenous and unrestrained. She moans against your forceful kiss as you slide the dress down from her shoulders. Bit by bit, you reveal her creamy flesh, exposing her shapely bust as you peel the white dress down from her body. The fabric hangs for a moment on the hard buds of her nipples. You peel it lower, exposing the pert curve of her teenage mounds. She shivers as you bury your face against her breasts, kissing them and licking at her little pink nipples as you drag the dress lower.
“Oh, Lucas, it feels so good,” she cries as you suck at one of her tender tits. “You pop your lips free and move to the other breast, looking up at her as you suck at her nipple.”
“Yesss,” she cries, clinging to your head and thrusting her soft breast against your face.
As you pleasure and fondle her breasts, your hands slip lower, dragging the tight silk of her dress down from her hips and down her thighs, exposing her firm buttocks and the barely-thatched mound of her virgin cunt. Her pink flower glistens with need. The innocent scent of her arousal fills your nostrils as you sink down to your knees.
“Are you certain?” Genevieve moans, bracing her hands on your shoulders. “This seems so strange. You are my brother and I am your sister, yet you are so close to my naughtiest parts.”
“Not naughty,” you reply, stroking her supple thighs. “Beautiful. Your lovely flower.”
You lean your face between your sister’s parted thighs, breathing her scent deeply as you run your tongue over the dewy folds of her cuntlips. She sucks in a breath as you taste her sweet nectar. Your beloved sister and you are lapping at her cunt, burrowing your tongue into her virgin slit, and flicking your tongue against the tiny bud of her clit.
“Ohhhhhhh! You are licking my quim!” She cries, holding your head, pulling you against her warm pussy. You worship her sweet folds, lapping at her nectar and sucking at her delicate lips. Her clit is so small in comparison to most women you have been with, but you find it with your tongue and assail it until Genevieve is wailing with pleasure. She works her hips, fucking against your tongue, crying out, “Taste me, Lucas. Taste your sister’s sweet cum!”
Hearing her speak such lewd words makes your cock twitch mightily in your trousers. You moan against her virgin cunt, drinking her intoxicating juices as you pleasure her pussy with your tongue. Her thrusts against your mouth slow, her fragrant juices spread from your nose to your chin. She steps back, her thighs trembling as she releases her grip on your head.
“Take me now, Lucas,” she moans, sinking down to the floor. “I need to feel it. I need it inside me.”
She settles onto her back and parts her legs, pulling them up with her hands beneath her knees to expose her perfect pink pussy and the little pink divot of her anus. You cannot resist her. You know it is wrong, but your need is greater than your adherence to taboos. You kneel before your sister and take your cock out of your trousers. She moans lustily at the sight of your crimson cock, precum already drooling from your manhood.
“It’s so big, Lucas,” she moans. “Be gentle with me.”
“As gentle as I can be,” you promise.
You tease the fat head of your cock against the slick silk of her cuntlips, looking into her lust-heavy blue eyes as you rub your cock up and down her delicate folds. You thrust into her with a measured stroke, feeling the delicate membrane resist you and then yield with a faint bursting sensation. She cries out and you feel the hot trickle of her virginal blood spill from her channel. Genevieve trembles beneath you, her breasts heaving and her eyes glistening for a moment.
You stop your stroke, feeling her incredibly tight pussy squeeze around you.
“Are you alright, my sweet sister?” You whisper.
“Y-yes,” she moans. “Yes. Do not stop. Take me.”
You begin to move atop her, your strokes gentle but growing in speed. Her soft mounds heave slowly with each stroke. Her face contorts in a mixture of pleasure and pain. She gasps, stroking your chest, tearing at your tunic. She moves her hips, meeting your strokes, her pussy squeezing around you.
“Ahhhhh!” You cry with sudden need, your cock throbbing deep inside your sister’s pussy. You pump your cum into her depths, moaning as you feel a deeper pleasure. A faint violet energy plays around her and you notice the glowing flecks of violet in your sister’s blue eyes. But the ecstasy of your orgasm is too intense for you to question what is happening. You thrusts harder into her, your orgasm seemingly doubled, your pleasure pouring out into her until it overflows her tight channel.
“Yes, Lucas,” she cries. “I need more. I need it! Fuck me! Fuck me harder!”
Somehow, your cock does not flag, and you snarl with lust, thrusting into her juicy pussy. You slam in and out of her folds, moaning and grunting as you feel her pussy fluttering around you with each stroke. With remarkable speed, you feel yourself on the edge again. You roughly palm one of your sister’s breasts, squeezing her titflesh and pinching her delicate nipples.
“Oh, Genevieve,” you gasp. “I am going to cum again.”
“Yes, Lucas, yes!” She cries, her face flushed and eyes glowing violet with her need. “Fuck me! Cum inside me!”
“Ahhhhh!” You throw back your head and explode again, burying your cock to the hilt in your sister’s tight pussy and pumping her full of your cum. You spurt again and again, feeling that same double sensation of pleasure and a tug as if something else is leaving your body.
The orgasm recedes and you feel faint. Your cock finally begins to shrink. You topple, landing heavily on your back, gasping and moaning weakly.
Genevieve kneels over you, a wicked smile on her face as you see her visage change to that of another woman. You do not recognize her, but she is beautiful, with smoldering brown eyes and a short cut of straight golden hair. Her physique changes only slightly, other than her demonic characteristics such as large, black horns, delicate leathery wings, and tail with a lewd tip designed to drink the life force from a man.
“Y-you’re not… you’re not my sister,” you gasp, too weak to fight this demoness away as she takes hold of your cock, leans down, and begins sucking your flaccid manhood. Her incredible mouth and dexterous tongue draw you to hardness in seconds. She pops her lips free of your cock and looks up at you with a violet glow in her lusty eyes.
“Your sister and mother are watching us,” she says, pointing up to the ceiling. You look up, horrified to see your mother and sister, chained and gagged, hanging from the ceiling of the temple. They are dangling in such a way that they can see the throne room. They have watched, unable to stop you from performing this depraved act on a succubus disguised as your sister.
“Nooo,” you moan, too weak to rise.
“Yes, Lucas,” purrs the succubus. “Now give me the last of your essence.”
Her mouth descends on your hard cock and there is nothing you can do to resist her. She sucks you with the merciless skill of a demoness who has drained the life of a thousand men with her luscious mouth. Her lips work your cock and her tongue curls beneath your tip, flicking at your cockhead as she drives you to the brink.
“Forgive me, Genevieve,” you cry out, looking up into your sister’s eyes high above as you explode into the succubus’s mouth. Pump after pump of your cum fires into that ravenous mouth, spilling down her throat along with your essence. You cum endlessly, spurting a terrifying quantity into her demonic mouth until you feel as if you are falling. A darkness yawns before you, warm and wet, drawing you deeper. You croak with fear as you are sucked into this void.
“Mmmmmmmm,” you hear the succubus moan around your cock as your soul passes into her body.
There is nothing left but the darkness. Your quest, and your life, are at an end. There can be no rescue from the demonic underworld of Chthona.
BAD END




Attack

You glance again at the silhouette of Theora writhing in Nepenthia’s pitcher. The plant girl looks at you expectantly, twirling her green-blonde hair with one of her long fingers.
You are struck with sudden rage at Theora’s predicament. There will be no surrender to this herbal harlot! You will strike her down for trying to devour the most beautiful thing in all the world. Nepenthia seems to realize what you intend a moment before you raise your sword and charge at her. Vines fly out of the surrounding jungle, wrapping one arm. You twist and pull and slice the vines with your sword. Nepenthia dances back, still smiling, but betraying a hint of fear at your ferocity.
“You can’t have her!” You roar, hacking through several more vines.
“Calm yourself, Lucas,” says Nepenthia. “I can share so many pleasures with you.”
She drops the flowers from her pert breasts, revealing her pale green nipples. She moans and plucks at her hard buds as she looks at you lustily. You ignore this provocation, hacking your way through the vines. You plunge your sword into the pitcher containing Theora. Sickly-sweet liquid pours out, steaming hot, and Theora with it. Her body is naked, her skin pink from the digestive properties, but she seems unharmed. She moans and lifts her head.
“Lucas, is that you? Am I dreaming?”
“No,” you say, offering her your hand. “You’re not—“
Before you can help Theora to her feet, vines wrap around your waist and pull you off your feet. Nepenthia prances towards you. With a wave of her hand, several vines slither off to begin binding Theora.
“Let her go!” You snarl.
“I think not,” says Nepenthia. “Your little songbird is going to be drained dry since she is so much trouble.”
Your eyes widen with rage as you see two vines with hypodermic barbs slither towards Theora. One plunges into her inner thigh and the other digs under her arm. She screams in pain as her blood begins to drain down the translucent tubes of the vines.
“Now, as for you, I have another plan,” says Nepenthia, reaching her nimble fingers down to your groin. She grabs your cock through your trousers. “You can watch your friend empty out as I take some of your liquid.”
Nepenthia begins to unbuckle your belt, but the cruel plant girl has miscalculated. The sight of Theora being exsanguinated fills you with a white hot anger. Your muscles strain and you fury boils over into a roar. The vines wrapped around your arms burst into flames. Nepenthia shrieks, recoiling from the fire as you brandish your sword.
“How did you do this?!” Nepenthia cries.
You swing for her slender neck. Just before the blade makes contact, there is a bright flash of pink light and a low boom that knocks you back. The pitchers burst and spill their contents onto the ground. The vines wither and slip out of Theora’s arm and leg. She collapses to her knees, crimson trickles down the creamy white of her body.
Nepenthia is gone. The crystal in the hilt of your sword glows faintly.
“Lucas?” Say Theora, seeming to shake off the influence of Nepenthia’s flowers and digestive sap. “What happened? Are you alright?”
“I am fine,” you say, rushing to her side. “You are bleeding.”
She looks down at the trickles of blood and waves her hand. A faint golden glow suffuses her body and the blood stops as the puncture wounds close.
“I remember feeling so much pleasure,” Theora says, touching her thighs and her breasts. “Was I… I was in a coffin?”
“You were in one of her pitchers. The plant girl Nepenthia.” You help Theora to her feet. “I trapped her in the sword.”
“Then we must continue,” says Theora, smiling wanly. You can tell that she has been weakened by the plant girl’s vines, her flesh still mottled pink in places from the plant girl’s digestive sap. You put a supportive arm around her as you continue into the jungle.
Onward to the mountain stained red by the sunset.
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Drink the blue potion and make love to Theora

You want to impress Theora and give her the proper fucking you cannot normally muster. You draw out the blue potion bottle and hold it up, the contents swirling and glowing faintly in the musty cabin. Theora raises an eyebrow.
“Are you certain about this, Lucas?” She asks.
“No,” you say with a wink.
You unstopper the bottle, raise it in a toast and tip it back against your lips. You gulp down a large swig of the sweet milky contents and return the remaining potion to your hip pouch. Warmth spreads from your belly outwards as Theora looks on with concern. You double up, your back and shoulder muscles tensing and then swelling larger and larger until your tunic is nearly tearing. Your muscles all over your body enlarge and your cock swells so much that it hurts as it strains your trousers. You quickly unbuckle and unbutton your trousers, your mind caught in a haze of anger and lust.
“Are you alright?” Theora asks with concern. You cannot answer her through your clenched jaws. She reaches out and strokes your shoulder and it is like touching off a powder charge.
You snarl and leap at Theora, grabbing a fistful of her gown and tear it away, her plump breasts jiggling into view. You palm one, squeezing and shaping it roughly as she cries out beneath you.
“Lucas! My goddess, you are out of control!”
“Your tits! Devour your tits!” You growl like a beast, palming both of her breasts, mashing them together, and plucking and twisting at her fat pink nipples. She wails as you roughly twist her nipples. You lean down and suck them each in turn, lewdly and loudly, her breasts glistening with your spit.
You bite one areola and she cries out and punches at your head. You pull back, leaving a ring of red teeth marks around her pale areola.
“Too rough,” she cries, smacking at your face.
“Not rough enough!” You snarl, grabbing her in your arms and flipping her over with ease. You tear away the rest of her hanging gown, baring her creamy buttocks, thick thighs and the gold-thatched pink of her cunt. You swat her ass, causing her feathered wings to flick open and her head to jerk upright. You grab a handful of her golden hair in one hand and begin to rub the hot seam of her pussy with your other. You chuckle as you feel the slickness of her steamy cunt, “Oh, you’re wet.”
Your raging hard cock will not be ignored for long. It twitches between her thighs as you smack her ass again and take hold of your cock. You stroke it and thump it against her shapely rear, rubbing along her crack and thumping upwards between her thighs to smack your cock against her clit. This rough teasing lasts all of ten seconds before you can no longer stand to hold back. You press the immensely swollen head of your cock to her tender folds.
“It’s so much bigger,” she cries out. “Be careful!”
You growl at her words. You release your hold on her hair to grab her ass with your hands, spreading her cheeks and holding her ass steady as you press your cockhead to her folds. You feel the hot velvet of her pussy against your tip and you thrust forward with a savage snarl. Theora wails as you sheath every inch of your enlarged cock into her tight angelic cunt. You bottom out inside her, slamming your cock to the limit and swinging your heavy bollocks against her clit with a thump. You pull out and slam it back in again. Theora lets out a gurgling cry, somewhere between pleasure and pain, as you hammering her hot hole with the huge pillar of your cock.
Each thrusts smacks against her jiggling ass and sends her dangling breasts swinging. You pump in and out of her pussy, fucking her hard and fast, sweat pouring down your face the whole time. Theora howls with pleasure, throwing back her head and cumming on your cock with sudden violent force. You feel her inner walls clutching tight around your cock and you can see her pink pucker flexing with each orgasmic spasm.
Even as her orgasm seems to recede, your lust intensifies. You take hold of her wings, pulling them back for greater leverage and plunging her pussy with mighty strokes. You take her with deep, powerful strokes that leave her moaning and her stretched pussy fluttering.
“You want this cum?” You roar, hammering into her hungry hole.
“Y-yes,” she gasps. “Oh, please, Lucas! Cum for me!”
“Cum in that holy cunt,” you growl, watching your massive cock slam into her cunt and pull back out again gripped tight by her pink pussy.
You smack your hips against her ass so ferociously that the flesh-on-flesh impact sounds as if you are snapping wood. Her creamy cheeks redden and her pussy clutches intensely at your cock. With a last howl of pleasure, your cock throbs inside Theora’s hot pussy and you explode. She wails in unison with you as torrents of hot cum paint the inner walls of her pussy. You slow your strokes, savoring each flutter of her silky pussy and each throb of your cock as you fill her with your cream.
You slump over her back, breathing heavily and dripping sweat onto her supple flesh and her feathered wings.
“Suck it,” you growl.
“W-what?” Gasps Theora, a tremor running through her pussy.
You pull your huge cock of her stretched cunt with a lewd slurp, watching as a stream of milky cum drains from Theora’s gaping pussy. Your cock, though losing its hardness, is still huge and drooping like a pump hose. Theora turns slowly, sweeping sweat-plastered locks from her face as she turns her attention to serving your cock.
“That’s it,” you groan as she begins to lick your fat cockhead. “You like this potion, don’t you? You like my huge cock.”
“It’s so big,” she gasps, running her tongue over your swollen ridge and cleaning off the traces of cum on your veined shaft. She begins kissing and slurping at your cock as her hands caress your manhood. You watch with barely restrained lust as the beautiful angel worships you crimson horse cock.
Her lips stretch wide, her eyes watering profusely, as she begins to suck you. The sensation of her hot mouth pleasuring your cock draws you back to full hardness, her drool spilling down your shaft to drip from your balls. You grab a handful of Theora’s hair and pull her head back, spit trailing to your fat cockhead.
“Are you ready for more?” You ask and she nods and manages a submissive smile, running her tongue over your cock.
You grab her roughly and contort her body so that the back of her head and shoulders are on the ground and her body is bent vertically so that her pussy is facing upward. You stand above her and feed your cock into her slick, creamy pussy with a loud squelch. She whimpers as you stretch her pussy once again with your cock. You fuck in and out of her like this, but only to coat your manhood with the mingled froth of your cum and hers. After a dozen or so strokes, you pull your huge cock out of her pussy and press it to the pink knot of her asshole.
“N-no,” gasps Theora. “It’s too big!”
“It will fit!” You snarl and thrust your cock into divot of her anus. Your well-lubed manhood bulls its way past her clench and you stuff her angelic ass full of your hard cockmeat. Her eyes go wide and she wails in shock as you thrust balls-deep into her perfect pink asshole. The hot, tight tunnel of her ass yields to your cock with every stroke. Even in your excited state, you are gentler with her than before, but you drive steadily in and out as your pleasure builds.
Theora begins moans as you drive your cock in and out of her ass and her moans intensify as you rub furiously at her clit with your thumb. Her breasts flop against her tucked chin as you slide in and out of her tender asshole.
“You want this cum?” You growl, feeling it churning in your tightening balls. “Do you want that pretty ass filled with cum?”
“Ohhhhh, yessss,” she moans as you plunge in and out of her stretched asshole. “Fill… oooooohhhh… fill my ass.”
You let out a savage roar, holding her legs as you bury your cock in her ass and explode. Your orgasm is both more intense and more prolonged than when you filled her pussy. You slow your strokes, panting like an overexerted beast as you pop your cock from her asshole and let your cum spill out of her naughty pucker and drip onto her face and breasts.
Feeling suddenly lightheaded, you release her and stumble back. You drop to your knees as the transformation begins, your body shifting and softening as your massive muscles retreat. Your cock is still twitching as it begins to retreat.
As you recover from the potion, a wave of guilt washes over you at how you handled Theora so roughly. You are surprised to see her wearing her gown, immaculate, and smiling as you finish your return to normal size.
“I… I thought I hurt you,” you croak.
“Oh, no, Lucas,” she coos. “I rather enjoyed your forceful handling. When you are under the influence of that blue liquid, your cock is… mmmmm... well, it is special.”
You embrace her and kiss her, ignoring the implication that you are less than satisfying when you have not been quaffing Gretchen’s potion.
You fall asleep with her in your arms. You are awakened some time later, sore from sleeping on bare wood. You realize Theora is no longer asleep. You sit up and see her kneeling in the doorway, her head bowed and her hands clasped in prayer. You can hear her speaking and you strain to make out her words.
“Do not make me do it,” she whispers, her voice hoarse with emotion. “Please, my goddess, please do not make me. I cannot.”
You want to call out to her, to ask her why she is saying this, but you dare not interrupt her communion with Veleda. Before long, she ceases her prayers and returns to your side. Her arm wraps tightly around your back and she presses her cheek to your chest.
Sleep returns, but it is troubled by your worries about Theora.
CONTINUE >




Drink the pink milk potion

“Stop fighting,” croons Charlotte. “I only want to mate with you and love you forever and ever. Is that so wrong?”
“Stay back,” you warn, swinging your sword to keep her tentacles at bay.
If all Charlotte wants to do is mate, you can think of a surefire way to deny her what she desires. You reach into the pouch and take out the bottle containing the pink potion made mainly from Gretchen’s magical milk and her sexual fluids. You use your thumb to pop open the stopper and tip the bottle back against your lips, gulping down a measure of the warm, sweet liquid.
“What was that?” Charlotte asks, cocking her head as she looks at you curiously.
You quickly stopper the bottle and return it to your pouch. Not a moment too soon, as you drop to your knees with the force of the transformation. It begins with your facial features, your chin narrowing and your lips becoming fuller, your nose more delicate and your eyes more feminine. Your muscles soften, your hips expand, and your breasts strain your tunic as they swell to bursting. Strangest of all is the sensation of your cock inverting and pushing up into your body, its flesh and texture changing, the sensitive spots rearranging as you become, physically at least, a woman.
“You are a girl human,” says Charlotte.
“That’s right,” you say, “and I certainly can’t mate with you as—“
Charlotte interrupts you by launching her two longest tentacles at you suddenly and wrapping them around your arms. She drags you closer, drawing near and looking at you curiously with her strange eyes.
“Fascinating,” she says, looking you from top to bottom. “You have become a girl human in only a few seconds. Are you fully like a girl human?”
She seeks to answer her own question, more of her tentacles sliding over your body, unbuttoning your tunic to reveal your plump, soft breasts, and sliding down your trousers and undershorts to expose your brown-thatched cunt and your delicate feminine folds. You cry out as her slippery tentacles wrap around your breasts, binding them gently, squeezing them and coiling around them so that the tips of her tentacles flick at your hard, pink nipples. The sensation is incredible, each flick of a tentacle sending a jolt of pleasure through your body and to your clit.
“They are bigger than mine,” she says, pressing her soft, slippery mounds against your new breasts. You gasp as she rubs her nipples back and forth, sensitive buds to sensitive buds. As she is using her own breasts to explore your body, her tentacles continue to explore. Two tentacles writhe between your thighs, suckers pulling gently at your flesh and the slippery tip sliding against your tender folds. You suck in a breath, looking into Charlotte’s strange eyes.
“Oooooh, you are very warm all over,” croons Charlotte. “I will give you pleasure.”
You try to deny her, but then her lips are pressing against your in an intense, but strangely cool and rubbery kiss. Her lips part and her slithering, serpentine tongue pushes into your mouth. You moan against her as her tentacle pushes into the hot cove of your cunt. You arch in her embrace, pleasure pulsing from your clit, through your pussy, and up to your throbbing nipples.
Before you realize what is happening, you are being lifted into the air by Charlotte’s tentacles. She holds your knees bent and legs apart with two tentacles and two more supporting your ass.
“W-what are you doing?” You cry.
“Giving you pleasure,” says Charlotte. “It is how I pleasure myself when I am lonely.”
You suck in a breath as her tentacle thrusts into your tight pussy. Your eyes widen and you cry out as another tentacle burrows between your cheeks and invades the tight knot of your anus. Her tentacles slip and slide out of your tight holes vigorously. Thin mucus spills from your holes and creates lewd, wet sounds as she plunders you with her tentacles.
“Ohhh, gods,” you moan, bucking your hips and unable to escape the pleasure. You look into her alien eyes as she fucks your pussy and ass, squeezing your breasts and flicking your tender nipples. “AhhhhHHHH!”
You arch and buck hard, wailing as a female orgasm radiates in waves through your body, causing your pussy and ass to clutch at the tentacles and bounce from your clit back to your nipples. The circuit of this pleasure is a full-body spasm of ecstasy, driving you higher and higher with each thrust of her tentacles. You cum again and again, one orgasm seeming to melt into another, your body aflame with pleasure as Charlotte watches you and seems to study you.
The pleasure ends almost as suddenly as it began. Charlotte drops you into the mud, her tentacles releasing you and slipping from inside you.
“It is a pity that you are no use to me,” says Charlotte. “We would have had so much fun together.”
She slithers back into the river, leaving you gasping and dazed as aftershocks of your intense orgasms continue to shudder through your body. The change back from Lucia to Lucus begins slowly. You are still transforming, pulling on your clothes, when a warm breeze heralds Theora’s return.
“Are you alright?” You croak, buttoning up the last of your tunic.
“Yes,” says Theora. “Are you alright? That must have been strange for you.”
“You saw it?” Your face flushes with embarrassment.
“Just before she left,” says Theora. “It was brave. And effective.”
“Right,” you say, glancing at the river and still feeling those tentacles thrusting in and out of your body. “Can we just get moving again?”
“Of course,” says Theora sympathetically. “When I was flying I saw a building of some sort upriver. It might be a place we can shelter for the night.”
You and Theora set off following the river as it winds its way into the jungle. A sense of shame prickles at your face and you glance over at the river beside you, wondering if Charlotte might return and you might once more experience the pleasure of being a woman.
CONTINUE >




Use your Lure of the Lily ability

You trade blows with Charlotte’s tentacles. She’s fast and almost has you more than once, but each time you manage to twist your sword out of her grasp or deliver a minor slash that causes her to recoil. All the same, you know where this is going. She is confident and almost casual as she parry’s each of your swings. You are wearing down, your sword growing heavier with each swing.
The Lure of the Lily. Of course, that would play on your visible weakness and give you a chance to find Charlotte’s weakness.
You renew your efforts, swinging and striking at Charlotte, making bolder attacks, but always careful to retreat in time to elude her counterattacks. Then, at a moment of your choosing, you let her slam you across the face with one of her lashing tentacles. It knocks starts into your vision and stings against your lips and cheek. You exaggerate your reaction, crying out, spinning and falling to the ground.
“Ooooh!” Charlotte cries with concern. “I was not trying to hurt you, human boy!”
You are face down in the mud, holding your breath, focusing your mind to remain lifeless as the Scylla girl approaches. She strokes you with testing tentacles, running her slimy tendrils down your back and along your side. It takes every bit of willpower not to twitch or cry out as her tentacles caress your neck.
“Human?” She coos with concern, leaning over you. Her human hands and two of her tentacles gently roll you onto your back. You fight to hold your breath as she touches your face with concern. “Oh, no, I did not hit you that hard! Wake up, human boy! Please!”
She shakes you gently from side to side. You are tempted to reach for your sword and drive the blade into her neck, but something tells you to continue the ruse. You flop lifelessly in her arms as she picks you up, shaking you as if trying to wake you.
“Please! Oh, human boy! I am so sorry! I only wanted to mate with you! Now I have killed you!” She drops you back into the mud and cries out, “Charlotte! Why are you so violent!? Why must you do these things!”
She is sobbing as she slides back into the river’s water, the last of her tentacles disappearing beneath the surface behind her. You let out the breath you have been holding and resume your breathing, but remain motionless in case she is also perpetrating a ruse.
You are startled by a hot breeze and a thump in the mud beside you.
“Well, that was fairly unimpressive,” says Theora, standing over you. “Playing dead? I don’t remember teaching you that skill.”
“I learned it in the desert,” you say, rolling over onto your back and squinting up at the angel.
“Ew, you are filthy,” she says, looking at your mud-slathered body. “Clean yourself and let us be on our way before that slimy harlot decides to return.”
“Got rid of her, didn’t I?” You say, rising to your feet and shaking off the mud.
You clean up in the river and join Theora at the edge of the jungle. She has managed to salvage one of the fruit she picked earlier and she offers you a syrupy-sweet slice. With a nod of thanks, you and Theora set off again along the river. It seems unlikely that Charlotte will return, but you keep checking the river’s edge, not quite sure whether you are afraid she will leap out or that you hope to see her again.
CONTINUE >




Use a special ability

To face a creature like Charlotte you know you must use one of your special abilities. You keep your guard up, staying away from her swiping tentacles and trying to prevent her from herding you towards the river’s edge.
A special ability, yes, but which one? You consider your options.
Startle Eye uses the power of Veleda to conjure a blinding flash of light. Charlotte’s eyes seem large and sensitive. Maybe this power would disorient her enough for you to deal a blow and capture her in your sword’s crystal.
Then again, her lovely human half, extending down to her hips and shapely ass, must feel similar pleasure to humans and other monster girls. Perhaps you could use the ability Morelle taught you to give Maddening Pleasure to a woman until she is in a daze and vulnerable.
Then again, there is something appealing about the direct approach. Dervish Strike summons the righteous fury of Veleda and allows you to wield your sword in a whirlwind of strikes. Surely not even an eight-legged, two-armed octopus woman will be able to block your ferocious attack.
Finally, there is your most recent power, the Lure of the Lily, which relies on feigning a mortal wound and crumpling to the ground. If Charlotte thinks you are dead, she might leave you alone, or she might grab you and try to eat you. In which case, you could spot her vulnerability and finish her off quickly.
Charlotte lashes out suddenly with her longest tentacles and comes so close to grabbing your sword that she leaves sucker marks on your wrist. You dance out of reach, your heart pounding and chest heaving with effort.
“I am wearing you down, human,” she taunts. “Stop fighting and give up. I promise I will not hurt you.”
“Not giving up,” you say with a grimace.
“Really?” She laughs. “What are you going to do?”
Good question. It’s time to choose.




Which ability are you going to use?
Startle Eye
Maddening Pleasure
Dervish Strike
Lure of the Lily




Follow the river through the jungle

“I don’t relish the thought of being waylaid by a pack of goblins,” you say, gesturing to the path through the jungle. “Let’s follow the river. See if that gets us any closer to these mountains.”
“It will,” promises Theora.
You and Theora venture through the jungle, following the sound of flowing water until you reach the bank of a wide, muddy, quick-flowing river. The water thunders over stones and carries the occasional branch past you at a great speed. The water is coming from the mountains and as you follow the curve of the river you are moving against the river’s flow, a slightly disorienting experience that makes it seem as if you are moving much faster than you are in reality.
The banks of the river are sometimes steep, as if recently collapsed into the churning water, and other times form gently sloping banks or side channels where the water slows a bit.
“A lot of rain in the jungle,” says Theora, raising her voice to be heard over the rush of the river. “I doubt it ever slows much.”
“Wouldn’t do for fishing,” you agree.
This river is much wider and more intimidating than the Renn or the Pulska back in St. Ingbert. The Renn was wide but gentle and the Pulska, your favorite for fishing orange-nosed scarl, was hardly more than a deep stream. This is a true river. If you fell in, you are not sure you could swim back out.
The hike is not easy in the sweltering heat, but you feel you made the right decision to stay near the river. Whenever the river’s turn forces you into the jungle you are reminded of just how claustrophobic and slow the journey might have been. Staying the river’s edge, you see strange fish that leap from the water and flash silver in the air, tortoises as big as wagons, and finned serpents that hiss at you from the water’s edge if you get too near.
You travel until evening draws near and decide to rest for a bit on a wide open expanse close to the river’s edge. You sit down on a rock by the water and watch the river flowing past. There are many of the leaping fish and you consider devising some sort of trap to catch some of them when they jump out.
“I think I see some amanga fruit in that tree over there,” says Theora, pointing to a tree laden with spiky yellow fruit on the other side of the river. “I am going to fly over and see if I can’t pick us a few to have something to eat.”
She takes to the humid air, her wings beating a breeze against your face for a moment as she wings it across the river. You are in the process of trying to get a stone out of your boot when you hear something splashing at the edge of the river. For a moment, you think it is one of the serpents that hiss at you, but then you see reddish tentacles writhing out of the water. The river churns for a moment and then, with surprising speed and agility, a creature comes crawling out of the water. It is half beautiful woman and half octopus. River water drips from her blonde hair as she rises upright atop a carriage of tentacles. She does not seem to have full legs, but she has the upper thighs, hips, and buttocks of a shapely woman. Her skin is pale and her eyes are large, golden, and with rectangular pupils.
You jump to your feet as the creature comes towards you, standing a good head or two taller than you on her muscular tentacles. You draw your sword from its sheath.
“What in the name of Veleda are you?” You ask.
“I am Charlotte,” she says. “What are you? A human boy?”
“A human man,” you correct her.
“Lucas, watch out! It’s a Scylla!” Theora shouts and dives from the sky at Charlotte, losing her fruit in the process. Charlotte whips around and slams Theora from mid-air with two tentacles she launches with terrifying speed. Theora collides with a trees and breaks several branches on her way down.
“Stupid bird woman!” Charlotte screams. “Stay back! This human boy is mine!”
Charlotte whirls back around, her plump breasts jiggling as she faces off against you.
“Ooooh,” she coos, “put the sword down, handsome little boy. I don’t want to eat you, I want to mate with you. Again and again. You can fertilize all of my eggs.”
She parts her tentacles and reveals a human-like pussy with reddish lips, glistening with arousal.
“Come and put it in me,” she says. “Humans have such nice mating tools. It has been a long time since I have mated with one.”
“Stay back,” you warn, holding up your sword.
“Ooooh,” she coos. “Are you going to try to attack me with that little sword? That might be fun!”
It’s clear that Charlotte is not going to accept “no” for an answer. You are going to have to battle her.




What do you do?
Wait
Parley
Attack
Use a special ability
Use an item
Surrender




Morning in the jungle

You wake up covered in nothing but a thick layer of morning dew. You blink your eyes to the early gray light penetrating the morning’s mist and realize you are alone in the ruins of the house. Theora is nowhere to be seen. You sit up and are jerked away fully by the realization that there is a centipede as long as you forearm resting on your thigh. You swat it away and scramble to your feet.
You make sure to shake out all your clothes before you get dressed. The night before with Theora was intense. You expected to wake up with her beside you.
“Theora?” You call softly, unsure if there is danger afoot. You pass through the ruined door of the house with your hand on your sword. In the morning light, you can see that the house was built on a low hill. Theora is atop a nearby hill, looking out at the jungle with her back to you. She seems to sense that you are watching her and turns to wave to you.
You join her atop the other hill. It is taller than the one with house and provides a sliver of a view of the distant mountains through the jungle canopy.
“There,” she say, pointing to the range. “We can make it by sundown if we set out soon. And if we don’t encounter anything too dangerous.”
“Right,” you say, rubbing your chin. “It’s that second one that we might have a bit of trouble with. Danger grows on trees in these parts.”
“Perhaps literally,” says Theora. “Do you see that?”
“Those flowers?” You say, trying to follow where she is pointing.
“There is a path through those dense flowers,” says Theora. “But those are not flowers. Those are the top of burst fruit. They sense vibrations and explode their nectar onto any animals nearby. The nectar is filled with some alchemical concoction that can reduce a man or woman to bone in a matter of seconds.”
“So we don’t go that way,” you say.
“At least you can see the burst fruit and be careful of them,” says Theora. “The other path is over there. We don’t know what exactly we might encounter in that direction.”
You clasp your hands and turn your eyes to the heavens. “Veleda, watch over us.”
Theora gives you a strange look. You shrug.
“So which way should we go?” You ask.
“You are the Hero of One Thousand Lives,” says Theora. “You must decide our path through the jungle. Whichever way you choose, we must reach the mountains by sundown. There are over a hundred peaks. We have to know which the correct mountain is or it might be another day of searching to find the entrance to Chthona.”
“Well, I guess I have to pick then,” you say, walking to the edge of the hill and looking down at your two possible paths through the jungle.




Which path do you take through the jungle?
Follow the mysterious path through the jungle
Travel through the dense flowers




She should fuck the goblin

Watching beautiful Theora stroking the filthy little goblin’s bumpy cock has you rock hard. You need to see more. You need to see the glorious angel and the degenerate runt rutting like beasts!
“You should fuck the goblin,” you say.
“Really?” Theora’s eyes widen in surprise.
“Really?” The goblin squeaks in equal disbelief.
“Yes,” you say, taking a step closer and resting your hands on your hips. Theora’s gaze drifts to the obvious bulge in your trousers.
“You want to watch this horrid little creature shove his warty cock into my pristine pink pussy?” Theora teases out each word. “That’s what you desire?”
“Yes!” You say, rubbing the bulge in your trousers.
“I must say, Lucas, you are a dirty one,” cries Theora. “But handling this goblin’s wee cock has me soaking. A good fucking is exactly what I need!”
She rises to her feet and unceremoniously gathers her white gown up in one fist and lifts it off over her head. Her plump breasts and stiff, pink nipples are exposed to the goblin’s wide-eyed view. Her shapely hips and gold-thatched cunt invite his stare. You have a view of her shapely rear as well as she steps astride the goblin’s scrawny hips, towering above him and seemingly ten times his size. She squats over him, grabbing hold of his glistening cock as her delicate pink pussy descends onto the goblin’s hardness.
“Oooooooh,” she lets out a breath as her tight pink folds part around the goblin’s obscene, bumpy cock. You watch in lustful awe, squeezing your cock through your trousers as you watch her perfect ass descend and her delicate cunt engulf the goblin’s cock down to its balls.
“So good,” gasps the goblin, its tongue lolling out of its mouth and its face contorting almost as if it is in agony.
“Yesssss,” hisses Theora and the angel’s wings open as she begins to ride atop the goblin’s scrawny body. Her ass smacks against his hips and her pussy slides up and down his bumpy cock, swallowing it up with each downward stroke. The goblin dares to reach its clawed hands out, caressing Theora’s powerful thighs as she squats up and down.
“You like watching me fuck him?” Theora asks suddenly, her silvery-blue eyes blazing and her hips rolling. “You like watching me ride my… ooooohhh… pussy on this little goblin’s beastly cock?”
“Oh, gods, yes,” you moan.
“Then stroke your cock,” she croons, bouncing her ass as she leans forward over the goblin. “Stroke your cock as you watch me fuck this little brute.”
You can hardly unbutton your trousers quickly enough. Your stiff, crimson cock fills your hand and you begin to stroke yourself vigorously to the sight of Theora squatting and riding atop the goblin. The scene only becomes more intense as she leans forward so far her plump breasts are crushed by her biceps and she kisses the goblin on its thin-lipped mouth. The horrid little creature squeals with delight, thrusting up to meet her riding pussy and you watch as its pink tongue swirls and twines with Theora’s.
“Mmmmmmm!” The angel cries, her wings spreading and her brow furrowing with pleasure. “Oh, yes, fuck me!”
The goblin’s clawed fingers indent the flesh of her hips as he holds tight and hammers his wee cock upwards into her slick cunt. The sight is too much, you can feel your cum churning and your balls tightening. Theora’s wings snap open wide and she throws back her head, wailing with pleasure. In the same instant, the rutting goblin squeals with his ecstasy.
“Aiiieeeeeeeee!” He shrieks, desperately thrusting up to meet Theora’s pussy.
“Yes!” The angel cries, tossing back her head and her golden locks. “Cum for me! Cum inside me!”
“Yes! I cum!” The goblin squeals and in that moment you explode in milky ropes onto the ground, watching the goblin hammer his hips and pump Theora full of his filthy seed.
“Oh, goddess, I can feel it inside me!” Theora cries, riding hard and seemingly eager to take every drop of goblin spunk. You ride the peak of your pleasure and descend into guilt and self-loathing as you realize what you have encouraged.
Theora, laughing, rises slowly from the goblin’s spent cock. Yellow-tinged spunk drips from her freshly-fucked pussy, dropping in gooey globs onto the goblin beneath her. She rises, unsullied by her encounter with the pitiful creature, standing proud and with her flushed breasts thrust forward. She turns to you, her silvery-blue eyes blazing as her gazes wanders down to your rapidly deflating cock.
“Did you enjoy that, Lucas?” She asks.
“Y-yes,” you confess.
She shoves the goblin with her toes and he scampers out from beneath her. He looks at her longingly, but she says, “Go. Back to your village. You have a tale to tell your friends that they will not believe.”
The goblin ducks its head submissively and scurries off, up the trail towards its village. Theora turns her attention back to you, her hips rolling sensually as she approaches. She caresses your cheek and leans her lips close to yours.
“You have more sides than I thought when I met you,” she murmurs, stroking your cheek. You can smell the musk of the goblin’s seed clinging to her cunt. She kisses you and you are certain you taste a faint hint of the foul bitterness of the goblin’s mouth.
She pulls away from the kiss, waves her hand, and her gown paints itself across her shapely body.
“We had best be on our way before the goblin returns with his whole village looking for a fuck.” Theora smiles mischievously, as if the thought of being gangbanged by a randy village full of goblins is not entirely unappealing to her.
You and Theora set off back into the jungle, following the path that veers clear of the goblin village. The journey is more difficult than on the other path, slowing your progress. The darkness of the jungle canopy is beginning to deepen, suggesting that night is falling. With the mountains still not in view, it seems unlikely you will reach them by dusk.
CONTINUE >





Finish the goblin with her hand

You look from Theora’s sparkling and her smile down to her hand grasping and wanking the goblins bumpy cock. She runs her fingers over his tip, smearing the precum down his shaft and lending each pump of her hand a lewd, wet sound. The goblin squeaks and squirmed with lust.
“I think you have begun something,” you say to her, “and you should finish it.”
“Oh?” Her smile widens and her long lashes droop lustily. Her tone changes to almost a whisper as she says, “You want me to keep wanking this filthy little beast’s cock?”
“He has been, um, helpful,” you say. “Reward him with some relief.”
“Relief,” she chuckles at the word. “I’ll give him some relief then, Lucas. You can watch while I give him so much relief.”
Your cock twitches at the way she is speaking to you in her almost breathless voice. You watch raptly as she pumps her soft hand on the goblins straining cock. He whimpers and whines and thrusts his slender hips, fucking his cock through her grasp. Theora’s plump breasts bounce with the rhythm of her wanking hand, stroking him and tugging the goblin towards his orgasm.
“Ohhhhhh, winged woman, it is good,” cries the goblin. “Seed is coming.”
“Did you hear that, Lucas?” Theora gasps, looking you in the eyes. “His seed is coming. He’s going to shoot it all over.”
Your face is flushed with more than just the sweltering jungle heat. Your cock jumps in your trousers and you have to fight the urge to take it out and wank it urgently to the sight of Theora pleasuring the goblin.
“Yes,” you hiss. “Make him spill his seed.”
“Oh, do you hear that, my little beast?” Theora leans the weight of her bust against the goblin’s shoulder as she pumps her hand on his cock. “The Hero of a Thousand Lives wants to watch you cum. Will you cum for me?”
“Y-yes,” cries the goblin. “AAaaiiiieeeee!”
His shrill cry signals his orgasm as he fucks through Theora’s hand and his thumb-sized prick launches out yellowish streams of his spunk. Theora cries out with delight, watching and milking his spurting cock, draining his balls with her deft hand. She strokes him until every drop his gushed from his green gonads and trickled over her fingers like molten wax. She takes her hand away, showing you the webbing of slimy spunk between her fingers.
“So much for such a little creature,” she says. She wipes her hand clean on the goblin’s loincloth. “Now go. Leave us.”
He gets up and scampers away, following the same path as his companions.
“He even got some on my gown,” she says, looking at a few discolored spots on her white garment. She waves her hand and the goblin’s seed is cleaned away. Theora returns her attention to you, her gaze alighting on your achingly hard cock tenting your trousers. “My, my, Lucas. I think you enjoyed that.”
“I like to watch you work,” you say, managing a smile despite the strained discomfort in your trousers.
She rises, tracing a teasing fingertip over your chest, coming so close that you can smell the faint hint of musky goblin seed on her fingers. She presses her lips to your ear.
“You are a complicated man, Lucas,” she whispers hotly.
Although you enjoyed watching her wank the goblin’s cock, there is no relief for your need. You and Theora set off back into the jungle, following the path that veers clear of the goblin village. The journey is more difficult than on the other path, slowing your progress. The darkness of the jungle canopy is beginning to deepen, suggesting that night is falling. With the mountains still not in view, it seems unlikely you will reach them by dusk.
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Call upon Izabella to defeat the yegrilla

Most of the monster girls you have met would seem at risk to being impregnated by the yegrilla and his fertility magic. One exception is surely Izabella, with her cold, undead body incapable of becoming a mother. It’s a grim thought, but it just might be what saves you from defeat.
You hold your sword up over your head and command, “Izabella emerge!”
There is a bright flash of pink light and a chill wind blows through the village. Mist is suddenly thick on the ground, muffling sound and blotting out the direct sunlight breaking through the thinned canopy of trees. Izabella appears amid the fog, clad in a black dress that flares wide at her ankles, clings to her slender legs, and leaves little to the imagination in regard to the shape of her lovely body. Her dark hair is pulled back severely from her face and worn in a silver claps. Her flesh, from her cleavage to her arms, is a pale blue color reminiscent of a lifeless corpse. Her feminine eyes glow a faint reddish hue and her smile betrays her vampiric nature.
“Lucas,” she says, “so good of you to invite me on your adventure. Ah, and what have we here? A green-furred brute. I believe it is a yegrilla.”
“Yes, I am yegrilla!” Grunts the brute. “What you?”
“I am Izabella,” says the vampiress, gliding effortless closer to the yegrilla. “I believe I saw one of your kind in a zoo cage once. Pitiful creature. They had taught it to sing songs.”
The yegrilla snarls with fury. “I make more! I put babies in you! Izabella make mate!”
“Oh?” She laughs haughtily. “This should be fun.”
The yegrilla beats his chest with his mighty fists and launches into a charge at Izabella. His shoulder catches her in her slender midriff and she flops over his shoulder, apparently defenseless. The brute hoots triumphantly and flings her down upon the grass.
“Now I take mate! You weak! I strong!” He looks in your direction and adds, “You be slave boy!”
“Oh, please stop,” says Izabella in a monotone. “Help me. Help. You brute.”
If the yegrilla notices her deadpan act, he ignores its significance. The beast has only eyes for his blue-skinned bride. He grabs a handful of her black dress and tears it open, freeing her heaving breasts with their slightly darker blue nipples. He rips again, revealing her darker cuntlips glistening with her deathless arousal. The yegrilla roughly palms Izabella’s left breast, squeezing it and tugging at her small nipple. She lets out a cry of pleasure, no longer acting.
She gasps as his hand roughly grabs her right breasts and he shapes and plays with her mound. She cries out, “Are you going to give it to me, you awful brute?”
“Give you babies,” he grunts and hefts his glistening pink cock in his hand. It is thick and quite long now that it is erect. It is also horribly bestial, with a narrowed tip and a shaft marked with faint capillaries and veins. He pushes Izabella’s thighs wide apart and roughly smacks his cock against her folds. She coos with need, squirming helplessly beneath the green-furred monster.
“Now is where we see if your gamble has paid off,” whispers Theora, watching what is happening with interest that borders on the unseemly. The sight of the angel watching the perverse scene with such interest arouses your cock even further, causing it to twitch in your trousers.
The yegrilla grabs hold of Izabella’s slender waist and uses his furry body to bend her legs back as he positions his cock at her dewy folds. She howls with pleasure as the brute thrusts forward, sheathing every slippery inch of his cock in the tight folds of her undead pussy.
“Oooooo?” He hoots curiously and stops. “It cold?”
“Yes,” moans Izabella. “But doesn’t it feel nice when… ooooohhh… I squeeze your big, beastly cock inside me?”
“OOoooOOOOoo!” The brute hoots, recovering from his doubt and beginning to roughly fuck into Izabella’s pussy. His strokes sheath his pink cock in her blue folds with every stroke. The force of his rutting causes her soft mounds to jiggle and sway. She moans rapturously and you cannot help but notice Theora moaning in much the same way.
Sensing an opportunity for a bit of fun, you move behind Theora, caressing her shoulders and leaning your lips close to her ear. “You like to watch Izabella, don’t you?”
“She is… she is a beautiful creature,” admits Theora. “Dangerous, but beautiful. And with the beast… ooooohhh… look at how she responds to his every stroke. She is a master of controlling his pleasure.”
“You respect her control,” you murmur and kissing her neck and shoulder. She gasps, pressing back against you, her ass squeezing against your hard cock. You whisper hotly in her ear, “Watch her then. Watch Izabella being fucked by the brute while you are fucked by me.”
“Ooooh, Lucas,” she moans, pushing her ass back against your cock. “We should not be doing this.”
As the beast ruts roughly into Izabella in the clearing, you gather up Theora’s gown in one hand and slide it up the backs of her shapely thigh, slowly revealing the creamy globes of her ample ass. Her gold trimmed cunt is blushing pink and slick with her arousal. It only takes a moment for you to free your cock from your trousers and press it against that warm seam. You both suck in a breath as you thrust forward, pressing your cock into her tight pussy and your hips flush against the cushion of Theora’s ass.
“OOOoooooOooooo!” The yegrilla hoots, violently pounding his cock into Izabella. “I give seed! I make babies!”
“Yesssss!” Izabella cries. “Yes! Fill me with your cum!”
You fuck Theora hard and fast, reaching around to grope her soft tits through her gown as your hips spank her creamy ass with every stroke. Her steamy cunt grips you and she moans softly with every stroke. There is no missing the subtle arch of her back as she pushes back against you, inviting you to fuck her even harder, to match the bestial frenzy of the yegrilla.
“OOOOOOOoooooOO!” The hulking yegrilla throws back its simian head and howls with pleasure. You can tell by Izabella’s cry that the brute is pumping her undead pussy full of his load.
“Ahhh, Theora!” You cry, roughly squeezing her breast through her gown and slamming deep into her pussy. You explode only seconds after the brute, pumping your hot seed into your angelic lover’s slick pussy. She moans with pleasure of her own, pushing back hard and squeezing her ass against your hips. She rolls her hips as her pussy milks out every drop of your cum.
“Why you no marked?” The yegrilla wonders, looking at Izabella with confusion. “I give you babies.”
She wraps her long legs around the beast and leans up to kiss him and caress his simian face.
“My sweet ape, I have no life to give our children,” she moans. “I am afraid, the only promise I can give you, is that you will enjoy my feeding.”
“Your feeding?” The yegrilla furrows his heavy brow.
Izabella’s mouth opens wide and for an instant you see a flash of her white teeth and sharp fangs. She sinks them into the yegrilla’s muscular neck. He lets out a moan, grabbing her as if he intends to toss her aside like a ragdoll, but he stops as the pleasure of her feeding flows through his body. He moans and falls back, sinking to the ground with the vampiress clinging to him and slurping at his bloody neck.
You slide your cock from Theora’s creamy pussy, watching some of your spunk drip out of the beautiful angel’s folds. You tuck your cock away and she pulls her gown down, turning to kiss you on the lips.
“That was foolish,” she says, but she is smiling and flushed.
The yegrilla whimpers helplessly, his arms limp and his spade-sized tongue lolling from his mouth. His face seems ashen.
“That’s enough, Izabella!” You shout.
“Mmmmm?” She looks over at you, her red eyes luminous as she continues to feed.
“You heard me,” you say, holding the sword aloft above your head. “Izabella return!”
“Awwwww!” She pouts. With a flash of pink light and a rush of warm air that pushes away the fog, she disappears.
You carefully approach the yegrilla and prod him with the tip of your sword. “He’s alive. Should I finish him off?”
“Not exactly sporting,” says Theora. “Leave him. If he cannot call this jungle a home, where would he belong?”
“Fair enough,” you say, sheathing your sword. “Then let us be on our way.”
You and Theora set off again into the jungle, heading towards the mountains that loom like shadows through the jungle.
Onward to find the mountain stained red by the sunset.
CONTINUE >




Embark upon your quest in Saturana

“You have prepared your slaves? You are ready?” Veleda asks, standing golden and glorious over you and Theora.
You return the holy sword to its sheath and force yourself to gaze up at the goddess’s radiance.
“Ye—“
The word does not even have a chance to pass your lips. The goddess flicks her fingers and you are launched into a bright golden light, falling upwards into the air, shouting and spinning as Theora plunges alongside you, calm, her white wings spread. You travel a vast distance in seconds, arriving on the ground as if dropped from a height of only a few feet. You stumble as Theora lands gracefully, wings folding closed on her back.
A wave of heat and humidity washes over you. Sweat breaks out on your forehead and almost immediately soaks your tunic. Before you, towering into the misty sky, stands a wall of vegetation like nothing you have seen before. You have heard of jungles, you thought you could imagine them, with their huge trees, creepers, and brightly colored ferns, but this is overwhelming.
The trees are as big around as castle turrets and reach their branches out to the span of a farmer’s field. Strange furry creatures and brightly-colored birds move among the dense greenery. Thorned vines seem to curtain any path through the trees. The effect is oppressive. Demoralizing. How could you hope to find anything in such a place?
Theora places a steadying hand on your shoulder.
“Do not let Saturana get into your mind,” says the angel. “Its roots reach down into evil. It is corrupted by the darkness in the soil. It will corrupt you as well, if you allow it into your mind.”
“Sure, keep the giant evil jungle out of my mind,” you say, “as we walk through it. Should be easy.”
She takes your hand and gives it a squeeze.
“I will be by your side, Lucas,” she says, her silvery-blue eyes burning with her righteousness. “We will find the entrance and we will rescue your mother and your sister.”
Bolstered by Theora’s words, you set off for the jungle. You reach the wall of massive trees and find that there are gaps between the tangles of barbed vines that you could not see from a distance. Still, the jungle is dense, and thorns tear at your clothes. You draw your sword and cut your way through the thickest foliage. It is exhausting work in the heat and even Theora’s face becomes red and her golden hair heavy with the sweat and humidity. Strange, huge insects bite at your arms and try to crawl up your trousers. You are constantly swatting them away from your neck.
“There,” says Theora, pointing out an archway formed by the interwoven lower branches of two nearby trees. The foliage thinned beneath the seemingly natural embrace of the two trees. As you approach, Theora points out a set of small footprints. “Goblin tracks.”
“So if we go that way, there will be goblins?” You say.
“Possibly,” she says. “Or whatever eats goblins.”
“Is there another way?” You ask, not really wanting to find out firsthand what might snack on a goblin.
“Listen,” said Theora, closing her eyes.
You quiet your heavy breathing and listen to the overlapping noises of the jungle. Rustling cycads, croaking amphibians, the buzz of swarms of insects, the calls of birds and tree-dwelling primates, and… yes… there.
“A river,” you say.
“Yes,” she says. “We could follow it to the mountains. It will be difficult going, no telling what we might encounter.”
“Or we take the path and get ambushed by goblins,” you say grimly.
The prospect of finding a river flowing through the jungle and then following it, fighting your way through the undergrowth, not to mention what might come out of the river, hardly seems appealing. Goblins jumping on you from the trees does not seem very pleasant either.
“Which path should we take?” Theora asks, looking at you expectantly, her beautiful face dewy with sweat.




Which way do you go?
Follow the jungle path
Follow the river through the jungle





Drink the blue milk potion

If Lady Rachelle is the demonic peak of femininity, you must become the ravenous masculine ideal to overcome her! You dodge another lash of her lewd tail. You reach into the pouch on your hip and retrieve the bottle containing the blue potion. You flip the stopper off it and, ignoring the instructions given to you by Gretchen, you quaff the entire potion. It is a much larger amount of one of her elixirs than you have ever taken before.
“What was that?” The Succubus Queen laughs. “One of your silly potions given to you by that big-breasted heifer? That will not save you now, Lucas.”
The change begins almost instantly. You feel the hot, sweet liquid burning its way down your throat. It reaches your belly and seems to spread, sending tendrils of heat through your flesh. Your muscles begin to swell, your body growing larger and more broad-shouldered. Your neck and shoulders bulge with muscles, your chest rips open your tunic, and even your legs swell so much that they rip the legs of your trousers.
“Oh my,” says the Succubus Queen, raising an eyebrow as she observes your masculine transformation.
Your cock swells, lengthen, stiffens, and finally tears through your trousers. It is as big as you forearm, bulging with veins, your bollocks the size of apples in your huge sack. Your grotesquely massive cock sways as you take a step towards the succubus. You don’t just want to fuck her, you want to pound her into jelly with your massive cock.
“Come here, demon,” you growl in a deep voice that is barely your own.
“Oh, with pleasure my hulking young hero,” giggles Rachelle. She sheds her armored lingerie like a flower dropping petals after a frost. Your lust surges at the sight of her ample body. Her breasts are enormous, incredibly perky, and capped with wide areolas and the thick nipples of a nursing mother. Her waist is slender, but her hips are incredibly wide, drawing your attention to her blushing, lust-slick cunt.
She saunters towards you, hips sway, breasts jiggling, and a fearless lust burning in her violet eyes. You leap at her, tackling her to the ground and savaging her with a forceful kiss. She laughs against your lips as you roughly for her plump thighs apart, the sensitive head of your cock rubbing against the hot, slippery furrow of her cunt. She tries to embrace you, but you snarl and grab her wrists, pinning them above her head with one hand. You kiss her neck and her heaving, jiggling breasts, slurping at her thick nipples and leaving them glistening with your drool. You smack her mounds, growling and watching them wobble, you oversized hands leaving red marks on her tender flesh.
“Oh, you’re so rough,” moans Rachelle, crying out with each smack and rocking her hips to rub her steamy cunt against the underside of your massive cock. “I like it rough!”
“You like it rough? Well, I’ll give it to you rough then,” you laugh, grabbing hold of your cock and slamming it down to the root into the hot, slick channel of her pussy. You drive until you can feel her walls reluctant against your tip and your huge bollocks mashed against her ass.
“Yessss! Fuck me with that horse cock!” Lady Rachelle arches her back, offering her cunt up to you as you slam your hardness into her clutching tunnel. The pleasure is incredible as her walls ripple around you and her whole body jiggles and shakes with every mighty thrust.
“Not a beast,” you snarl, sounding like one. “A man! To fuck your demon cunt!”
“Yes! A big, strapping man!” Rachelle wails. “Pinning me to the ground and fucking me so hard! AAhhhhhhh! Cum with me!”
You roar with savage lust, pounding your huge cock into her distended abdomen, plunging into her with such force that her breasts slap against her chin with each thrust. She wails, arching hard, her pussy clenching tightly and rhythmically around your thrusting manhood. Your roar grows even louder as your pleasure surges, your huge balls tightening and your cum bursting from your massive cockhead. Your seed pours into her stretched pussy, the orgasm intense and driven to greater heights by a powerful throbbing in your core.
“Yesssss! Give it all to me!” Rachelle cries, her eyes open and staring into yours. You see the glow in those violet eyes and you know she is draining your essence. Not just feeding, but devouring you.
“N-no,” you growl, trying to pull back. Your body moves as if of its own volition, thrusting into her in a frenzy, another orgasm surging through you and more of your cum pumping into her rippling pussy. You stroke again and again, your breath ragged, sweat falling from your muscular chest and dripping against her splashing tits. You weaken, losing your grip on her wrists. She pulls them free and braces your shoulders, helping you stay upright. Your hips continue to move, her sucking cunt devouring your cock.
“Yes, every drop, Lucas,” she moans. “I need it all!”
Her legs wrap around you, pulling your massive cock somehow even deeper into her core. It is as if her demonic pussy is sucking you, slurping and draining your life and your cum. You let out a strangled cry and cum again, gushing into her, darkness closing in all around you.
“No,” you moan. “Noooooo…”
Your croaking voice trails off as the darkness washes over you. That hungry darkness welcomes you as you fall, forever, into the depths of the Succubus Queen.
You have been devoured by Lady Rachelle. There will be no rescue by Veleda. No last minute chance of escape. Your adventure is at an end.
BAD END









En Route to the Heavens

The palace seems empty without your harem of monster girl companions. Theora was thrown into the world by Veleda. By your command, Hina sent the other monster girls and your mother and sister back into the world to escape the judgment of Veleda. Only you and the palace’s caretaker, Hina, remain behind to possibly face the angry goddess.
The sunset pink light filtering through the windows of the castle flickers like the flame of a guttering candle. Trickles of mortar dust spill from the ceiling. A wave of force ripples over you and you stumble into Hina’s arms. The lovely golem girl smiles at you.
“Master, you must decide,” she says, a hint of urgency disrupting her usual calm. “You have only seconds before we are in the possession of Veleda. Once she holds the sword, I will be powerless to assist you. She will be my new master.”
“W-what are my choices again?” Your insides feel as if you are in a wagon that has broken loose from its horses and is racing down a steep hill.
“I have enough power to set you back to your home with the others,” says Hina. “If you go now you might be able to find one of them again if that is what you seek. You will not have a thousand lives nor the power of the sword, but you will have all the courage that was always within you, Lucas.”
“What if I do not want to go back?” You cry.
“I can create a place for you to remain within the crystal. It will be a duplicate of this palace and I will detach several golems to assist you. Food, drink, and pleasure will be plentiful, but you will never be able to leave.” Hina caresses your face, her glassy blue eyes looking into you. “But we will have each other, master.”
“And what of Veleda?” You look into Hina’s eyes, holding her slender body against you.
“She will never find you there,” says Hina. “And she will not know to ask where you are within the sword. However, if you do not act quickly, we will arrive in her realm. You will have no choice but to face the goddess.”
“Will she punish me?” You ask.
“I cannot know the mind of a goddess,” says Hina, “but I know her past deeds. Those who have crossed her or betrayed her, even for good reasons, are usually punished in terrible ways. Torn limb from limb, flayed down to their bones, dissolved in a whirlwind of acid, eaten alive by--”
“Right, I understand,” you say. “A grisly fate.”
You have knelt before the giant goddess more than once. You have faced her contempt and wilted. You can only imagine facing her fury instead. Would it be bravery or foolishness to confront her? Do you want to be eaten alive by whatever Hina was about to say?
A rumble shakes the palace, tumbling alabaster bricks loose that smash like cannon shots onto the floor and burst apart. One of these lands close enough to shower you with dust and debris.
“Master!” Hina cries. “Veleda is close! You must decide!”




What do you do?
Tell Hina to send you back home
Stay with Hina in a copy of the palace
Stay and face Veleda




Settle down on the family farm with your mother

You decide to stay with your mother and restore the Le Blanc farm. Genevieve stays for a few more days, helping you to buy new livestock and stock up on food in St. Ingbert. You stand before the statue of the saint in the town square. You think about all of the tales of his glory you learned in school and temple and you wonder how much of those stories were true. Did Veleda dispose of him as summarily as she probably would have disposed of you if you had given her the chance?
“I don’t think they are going to build a statue you,” your sister chuckles, poking you in the side with her elbow.
“What do you think happened to him?” You ask as you walk with her back to your cart laden with supplies to last you and your mother through the winter.
“I would like to think he lived out his days on a farm somewhere, with a nice, beautiful wife and lots and lots of fat little children.”
Genevieve gives your shoulder a squeeze as you approach the cart. You smile uncertainly and offer her a hand up onto the cart. As you are preparing to climb up yourself, you hear someone call out your name.
“Lucaaaasss!” A woman calls out from across the market square. You look around and realize it is coming from the balcony on the second floor of the Bawdy Maiden. Your eyes widen and your cheeks redden as you realize Ella Deneva, the raven-haired beauty with the big breasts, is calling out to you from the brothel’s balcony. You try to hide your face, but it’s no use as she calls out again, “Lucas! Leave that skinny bird in the cart and come and spend some coin with me!”
“I’ll have you know I’m his sister!” Genevieve shouts back. “And my brother does not visit brothels!”
Your face reddens several more shades as Ella laughs at your sister’s declaration. Ella waves with a handkerchief, leaning against the balcony railing and flaunting her impressive cleavage before sauntering back into the brothel.
“What a rude woman,” mutters your sister.
You can’t make eye contact with her. You climb into the wagon and set off for home.
“That woman that was waving to me?” You are miles from town when you finally work up the nerve to confess, “I know that woman. I’ve, um, visited her before.”
“Lucas!” Your sister cries, scandalized. “You paid a woman of ill repute for…” She lowers her voice and whispers, “Sex?”
“Yes,” you say, feeling absolutely humiliated. “Yes, I went there once or twice, to the, um, brothel.”
“And you like that sort of woman?” You sister stares at you, her cheeks flushed as well.
“Ella? She, um, she knew what she was doing.” Your sister quickly looks away from you, missing your ashamed grimace. “I won’t go back.”
“What?” Genevieve seems even more shocked by you declaring you will not visit the brothel. “No, Lucas, you’ve been through so much. If you have, um, certain needs and you can afford to spend the coin, you should go and satisfy your, you know, your desires.”
“My desires?” You say as your cock stiffens in your trousers at the memory of what you did with Ella.
“I will never speak of this to mother,” says your sister. “She does not have to know.”
Things return to normal between you and your sister before you arrive back home, but each time she catches your eye she seems to be smiling with the secret knowledge of your brothel habits. For your part, you are already fantasizing about next summer’s harvest, when you can pay several visits to the Bawdy Maiden. Perhaps you could even take some odd jobs in town and earn spare coin to seek pleasure with Ella Deneva.
The next morning, Genevieve returns to the wizard’s academy in Elzeheim by means of a courier wizard. The blue-robed courier is gaunt and humorless as he waits for her to bid farewell and heft her pack onto her back. She takes the courier’s hand and with a quick incantation they vanish in a flash of rippling blue light. You witnessed this magic once before, when Genevieve left for her first semester at the wizard’s academy.
“Now it’s just us,” says your mother, giving you a pat on the shoulder. “Let’s make a new life here.”
You go back to work on the farm. With autumn upon you, there is little work to be done in the fields, leaving you time on most days to ride into town and seek extra work. You cook and clean at the taverns in St. Ingbert, paint houses, mend wagon wheels, and work in the smithy. By the end of the first month, you have more than enough coin for a visit to Ella at the Bawdy Maiden.
“I knew you would visit me again,” she purrs, leading you to a small, dingy room that smells of sex. “Lay your head down on my breast, Lucas, and let’s spend some time together.”
She opens her bodice and her plump breasts fall free, their pale magnificence marked with red lines from the bones of her corset. She pulls you to them and you breathe in her strong perfume as you kiss and lick her luscious tits. You suck on her nipples as she reaches a hand to your trousers and expertly takes out your cock.
“Mmmmm!” You cry, your face buried in the warmth of her cleavage as she wanks you one-handed.
“That’s it, my sweet boy,” she moans. “Suck them. Suck them while I stroke that lovely cock.”
You maul her tits with both hands, shaping and molding them against your face as you kiss them and move back and forth between her plump pink nipples, sucking hard and making her moan with delight. Her hand never stops moving on your cock and it seems only moments before your cock is throbbing in her grasp. She quickly pulls her skirt up and away from your seed as it spurts across her creamy thigh and against the fuzzy mound of her pussy.
“Ooooh, you were so excited, Lucas,” she moans, wanking out every drop of your spunk. “You went off so quickly.”
“S-sorry,” you say, shuddering with the sensitive aftershocks of your orgasm.
“Don’t apologize, sweetie,” says Ella, stroking your face. “I tell you what, slip another three silver bits to me and I’ll let you recover, give it another go. What do you say?”
You know you shouldn’t. You feel guilty enough with what you have already spent, but you cannot resist her voluptuous, aging beauty.
“Right, yeah,” you say, paying her the three silvers. “Could I, um, you know…”
“Probably, but you have to tell me, sweetie,” she chuckles, stroking your chin. “What do you want?”
“Can I lick you until I’m hard again?” You ask, feeling a lash of humiliation as she raises an eyebrow and her smile spreads.
“Lick a whore’s cunt?” She grins. “Not many men would ask. You know more than a few lads have been there today. I clean up after each, but...well, I wouldn’t blame ya for rethinkin’ things.”
“I want to taste you,” you moan, feeling a surge of debased lust.
“Well then,” she leans back and parts her shapely thighs to reveal her glistening, womanly cunt. “Taste me, Lucas.”
You stare at the raunchy sight for a few seconds, your spent cock beginning to twitch as you watch her fat asshole clench and her fleshy cuntlips ooze with her nectar. She reaches up and grabs your head, saying, “If you’re going to lick me then get to it.”
You moan with lust as she pushes your face down to her cunt. You breathe in the musk of her sex, sweat, and perfume mingling from her cunt to her wrinkled asshole. You lick her eagerly, tasting the faintly salty sweetness of her pussy up to her fat clit. You tongue her ample bud and she coos with pleasure, thrusting her swampy cunt against your face. You revel in the act of pleasuring this womanly whore. Ella is a goddess to you as you tongue her velvet asshole and her slippery cuntlips. She moans and fucks against your face, using you for her pleasure.
“Yessss! Oh, Lucas, you naughty boy! Make me cum!” She bucks on the bed, the frame creaking as she fucks against your eager tongue and smears her juices on your face. There is no mistaking her orgasm as her thighs clamp painfully tight against your head and her fragrant fluid gushes into your mouth and down your chin. When she finally releases you from the pillow vice of her thighs, she gasps, “Now, baby. Give me that cock!”
Your cock is burrowing into the mattress and you are ready to fuck. You get up on your knees between Ella’s parted thighs, taking hold of your fat cock and guiding it to the soaking slit of her cunt. She watches as you tease her hot entrance.
“Fuck meeee,” she moans, licking and sucking her own fingers with apparent need as she gazes up at you.
You thrust into her pussy and she wraps her legs around you, pulling you into the hot, slippery, soft sleeve of her cunt down to your balls. You fight not to cum, but it’s no use. You last all of ten strokes before giving a desperate whimper and exploding deep inside Ella’s clutching cunt.
“Yessss,” she moans. “That’s it, give it to me, sweetie. Every drop.”
“Ohhhhhh, it feels so good,” you cry, emptying your load into her hot folds until you feel it overflowing her pussy and trickling down your balls. You collapse atop her and she strokes your back and shoulders.
“There’s a good boy,” she says. “I like you, sweetie. Any time you want to come back. Half price.”
“Oh, gods, thank you,” you moan, rolling off of her. “I can’t stay away from you for long.”
It’s the truth. You visit Ella over and over again during the autumn and winter. Your mother does not seem to mind that you disappear for days on end, as long as you come back with something from the shops in town. Sometimes, you have to wait to visit Ella until she is done with other customers. You both seem to know, without speaking about it, that these are the times you most enjoy visiting her. You can feel her pussy loosened by the cocks of the men before you and sometimes she is in such a hurry she forgets to bathe. You feel their slippery cum still in her pussy as you take her hard. It’s those times that seem to make you cum even faster.
Your frequent visits cross the line into something more personal. Ella visits you at the inn and then at your farmhouse. You take meals with her and visit the small flop she keeps in town. You still pay her at the brothel, but as off as not it is free. But paying customers come first. When a man visits her apartment you stay out of the bedroom while she pleasures him. On a few occasions you have to remind the man to pay or force him to get out. Other times you watch her with the man through a crack in the door, watch the woman you consider your lover pleasure a man with her mouth or between her breasts.
Some men insult you and call you a cuckold, but you do not care. Ella always returns to you and she eventually begins to sleep with you in her bed. You actually enjoy that she is a whore and do not see a problem with her pleasuring men.
“I think I want to marry you,” you gasp after a long night of sex, gripping her plush rear as you slowly pull your cock from her creamy pussy.
“I have heard men say that before,” she chuckles, turning around on the bed and lighting a cigarillo. “But I can tell by your eyes that you mean it.”
“Yes, I do,” you say, producing the ring you have saved for since harvest days. “Will you be my wife, Ella?”
“I won’t give you any children,” she says. “Don’t want none. But I suppose…if you’re alright with your wife fucking strangers—“
“I want you to fuck strangers,” you quickly interject.
“Then yes,” she laughs. “Yes, I’ll be your wife.”
You embrace her and kiss her. The kiss deepens and despite cumming three times already, your cock begins to stiffen. You start to move atop her, but she pushes you gently away.
“Can’t, sweetie,” she says. “The mayor’s son is comin’ over again tonight and I have to take a bath for him. But you can watch from the closet if you want. I’ll fuck you again after.”
“You are too good to me,” you say, kissing her soft lips. “I’ll draw you a bath.”
As you fill the tub for your whore wife, you realize you have found an unexpected sort of happiness in the life you have made for yourself. You wouldn’t give it up for anything.
THE END
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Pleasure and loneliness

It is difficult to judge the passage of time within your palace, but Hina has made days and nights in the sky so that at least you can judge when to rise and when to sleep. You think it has been 200 or so days since you made your decision and arrived in this separate realm. You have spent your time trying to better yourself, though you often wonder about the purpose of such endeavors.
You have learned to paint pictures and have created likenesses of your mother, father, sister, and Theora. You are currently working on a painting of Morelle, which you intend to hang beside your bed in your favorite bedroom in the palace. There are nearly thirty bedrooms and you have spent time in each with your constant companion and lover, Hina.
With her, you have learned fencing and how to play the mellolin. You have built a small cabin on the ground apart from this place and you she has constructed another small house for you in the desert. The hard work is necessary to offset all of the rich, delicious food Hina prepares for you every meal. You feast for supper and for breakfast and lunch she regularly brings you meals on serving trays or in a picnic basket when you are laboring in the field. Sometimes you insist that Hina joins you for dinner, though she does so without any relish, betraying that it is merely an act.
You are working on your cabin, chopping wood cut from trees that grow back overnight. You are shirtless, your muscular arms well-defined by the hard work and sweat trickling down your back. Hina watches you from nearby, forbidden from helping you, but seeming to enjoy observing your labor. She smiles when you glance over. Your aching arms tell you that it is time for a break from the work. You bury the ax in the chopping block and wipe your face and neck with a towel. A cool breeze stirs across your body as if summoned to make you more comfortable.
“Do you intend to work through your lunch or would you like to have me fetch you something to eat, Lucas?” Hina smiles hopefully. She seems to derive the most pleasure from serving you in one way or another. It’s a fact that annoyed you at first, but one you have come to terms with over the many days you have spent with herr.
“Not just yet,” you say, approaching her. “I thought you looked quite beautiful standing there and watching me just now. I would like to spend some time with you, Hina.”
“Oh? Oh!” She seems to grasp what you mean and her ever-present smile spreads. “Yes! Very good, master! I will fetch my sister equipped to give you the fullest pleasure.”
“No, not today,” you say, stroking the guide Hina’s cheek. “I want to spend that time with you.”
“My sister is much more capable to give you the pleasure you—mmmmmmphmmm.”
She finishes her words against your lips. Even the golem girl knows when passion is more important than service, her porcelain lips parting and her soft tongue meeting yours. You caress her delicate body, stroking her slender waist, her shapely hips, and the pert curves of her bottom.
“Oh, Lucas,” she moans.
You scoop her up into your arms, eliciting a surprised laugh from the lovely golem. She is quite heavy for her size, being made from porcelain, magical rubber, glass, and stone, but you carry her across the clearing and enter your partially finished cabin. The bed you built creaks as you settle her upon the sheets, stripping off delicate dress and revealing the intimate details of her body. Her nipples are sculpted onto her breasts, forever stiff, but her quim is made from the same rubbery material as her joints.
You kiss her lips again, moving down over her body and caressing her pert breasts and her forever-stiff nipples. Your kiss reaches her slender thighs and she moans and parts her legs. Her honey-sweet nectar glistens at the folds of her cunt. You part her lower lips with your fingers, eliciting another soft cry from the golem girl. You look up at her as you let your tongue find the spot that drives even the guide Hina’s wild. She cries out, her fingers twisting in the sheets as she thrusts her quim against your tongue. Her nectar is as sweet as honey, but slippery on your tongue.
“Lucas, you do not need to…ahhhhhhhh...give me such pleasure!” She rolls her hips, fucking against your tongue with mechanical precision. You can feel the throbbing bud of her clit at the cusp of her cuntlips. Her legs tremble against you with the tension of her pleasure. You moan against her, licking without relief, your cock hard and pressing against the bedding.
With a sudden cry and a sharp thrust of her hips, Hina reaches her peak. Her nectar pours into your mouth and you drink the slippery fluid as you suck at her tender folds. You hold her porcelain thighs as she bucks against your tongue, riding out the heights of her pleasure before finally relaxing back onto the bed. You give her cunt a last few licks and move atop her, freeing your hard cock from your trousers and rubbing it at the entrance to her slick pussy.
“Yessss, fuck me, Lucas,” she moans, looking up adoringly at you. “Please, my love. Please, fill me with your hard cock.”
You thrust into her without hesitation, laughing at the tight slickness of her cunt as it grips your sensitive cock. Your balls press against the cool porcelain curves of her ass, the soft clench of her rubbery anus tightening with each thrust. Her mouth opens in a cry of pleasure and you lean down to kiss her again, burying your tongue and your cock inside her with each stroke. Her hands caress your shoulders and her legs wrap around your hips, pulling your into her clutching depths.
“I want you to know,” you gasp, your breath coming heavily, “that I do not regret my decision.”
“Lucas?” She cries, looking up at you with confusion. “What decision do you mean?”
“To stay here,” you groan, thrusting faster into her slick pussy and gazing into her twinkling blue eyes. “To be with you forever and to sever my connection with the outside world.”
“Oh, Lucas, you make me so happy when you say such things,” she cries. “I am apart from my other sisters, but I do not miss them so long as I have you. Cum for me, my love. Cum inside me.”
“Ahhhhhh!” You throw back your head, stroking hard and fast into her petite body, her cunt gripping and squeezing you with each thrust. Your pleasure rises swiftly and your hot cum bursts inside her. She wails as she feels the warmth of your seed, holding you even tighter as you shoot again and again until your seed is spent in her depths. You fall heavily atop her, out of breath, your cock slowly wilting as your seed trickles from her soaking cunt.
“I love the feel of your warmth inside me,” she says, stroking you and looking up at you adoringly. “I wish you could stay inside me forever.”
You lay your head upon her porcelain breast and listen to the soft whirr of her inner mechanisms powered by some magical energy. She strokes your head.
“I love you, Hina,” you murmur. “All of you.”
“We love you, Lucas,” she says. “All of us.”
You roll onto your back, sitting up against the headboard. The night air blows pleasantly through the unfinished wall. Hina crawls between your parted thighs and looks up at you as she begins to caress and lick your cock. She sucks gently at your balls and coaxes you back to full hardness. Without being asked, the lovely golem girl begins to suck your cock. Her glassy eyes never waiver from you as her head bobs steadily up and down on your cock. Your tongue tickles beneath your cockhead, driving you towards another eruption.
You reach down and caress her, watching her savor the pleasure she is giving you. Yes, this was the right decision. You have never been happier.
CONTINUE >
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Travel to Vorokesh to find Yasmeen

“Vorokesh,” you say.
“Where?” Genevieve gives you a confused look.
“I know of it,” says your mother. “It is far, far away from here. I will need your sister’s help to muster the magic to send you there. Once you are there, we will not be able to call you back to us. Do you understand?”
“Yes, I understand,” you say.
Your mother fetches an antique map from a sealed iron chest that somehow survived the destruction of your farmhouse. She unrolls the map upon the earth, setting rocks upon the four corners as you and your sister join here in studying the shapes of the world.
“Here is Vorokesh,” says your mother, pointing to a tiny drawing of a city on the edge of a vast expanse of trackless wilderness. “On the edge of the Sea of Sand. It is a gathering place for traders, merchant clans, and outlaws.”
“I have been there before,” you say. “It is where Theora and I hired guides to take us to Kazadar.”
“The Sea of Sand is cursed against magic, but we can send you to Vorokesh.” She takes Genevieve’s hand and your hand. “Are you ready?”
“Yes,” you and your sister answer at once.
“Repeat after me, Genevieve,” she says and begins a chant in the magical tongue. You do not understand their words as they chant together, but you can feel the magical energy building within them and making your fingers tingle. Your hair stands on end and sparks flicker all around you. There is a sudden sensation like you are falling and then you feel your mother and sister slipping out of your grasp.
You land face down in the desert just outside the city of Vorokesh. You push yourself up on your hands and knees and spit sand from your mouth. A trio of traders standing with pack mules on the road leading into the city stare at you with bewildered expressions.
“A big bird dropped me from its beak,” you say, brushing the dust from your clothing.
They continue to stare as you walk past them and enter the bustling city. Although there are walls to protect Vorokesh from some ancient invaders, the edge of the city blur into the surrounding desert with merchant encampments, wagon trains, and peddlers all setting up beyond the gates. These folk are mostly from the surrounding countryside outside the Sea of Sand and your questions in search of Yasmeen go unanswered. You head through the gates, seeking out the shadier area of an already shady city. You have few coins in your pocket, but it is enough to buy a hot tea and a pastry filled with spiced meat.
“You are not from here,” says the swarthy pastry-seller as you sit with him in his small shop.
“I am looking for someone,” you say. “She is unusual. If you can help me find her, I might be able to spare a few more coins.”
“Ah, I want to help,” says the man as he strokes his dark beard. “Tell me more of this girl.”
“Not a girl,” you say. “A woman. Very large an unusual, as I said. She calls herself Yasmeen. She is a lamia."
“No, no, I have not heard of this woman,” says the pastry-seller. “I mean, yes, I have heard of her, but she is gone, my friend. She was taken from Kazadar and the cursed city has fallen into chaos. You do not want to go to this place.”
“No, you do not want to go there,” says a voice behind you.
Three armed men are standing behind you in the doorway of the shop. Their leader, a dark-skinned man with a bald head, flashes you a white smile.
“I heard you asking about Yasmeen,” says the man. “My boss will be interested in your questions.”
“Your boss?” You say, reaching for your sword and forgetting that it is no longer on your hip.
“Yeah,” the man chuckles. “Toad runs Vorokesh.”
They grab you by the arms and muscle you out of the shop. The throngs of people make way for the three warriors as you are taken through the streets. You arrive at the familiar building made from red bricks. You notice a number of armed men you do not remember seeing during your last visit to Toad’s lair. It seems as if Toad is preparing for a minor war.
You are dragged into the same dusty throne room where you last stood face-to-face with Toad. The bloated lizard man is resting on his throne, his hands drumming lazily on his enormous belly. He blinks his reptilian eyes and wets his lips with his huge tongue as you enter. An expression that approximates a smile spreads across his face. Your heart beats faster and your cock twitches at the memory of what happened that night when you faced off against Toad’s champion.
“Lucas Le Blanc,” he croaks. “I remember you. Theora’s pretty boy. Where is your big tough angel today?”
“She’s around,” you say, trying to feign bravado as you shrug off the guards.
“You and Theora caused quite a bit of trouble at Kazadar,” croaks Toad, shifting his bulk and sitting upright in his throne. “Took down Yasmeen. Impressive. I hear that town hasn’t been the same since. Lots of gangs finding their way to Vorokesh. Making trouble for me.”
“I only wanted Yasmeen,” you say, shrugging as if Toad’s troubles were not your doing.
“Kill the head of the snake and the body will die,” croaks Toad. “No Yasmeen. No more Kazadar. Lots of good trade lost. Lots of trouble for me. Now why are you in Vorokesh? Making more trouble for me?”
“No,” you say. “I’m looking for Yasmeen again.”
“Are you now?” Toad croaks with amusement, his throat inflating and vibrating.
“Know anything?” You ask him.
“I know that your angel is gone and you’re no longer under the protection of Veleda,” says Toad. “A crueler kin might have you beaten or killed for what you did, but I see potential in a pretty young boy like you, Lucas.”
He waves to one of his men and they bring over a leather pouch. He takes out a glass bottle with a stopper and you are surprised to see it filled with creamy pink liquid. It appears to be the same sort of pink liquid that Gretchen created with her milk potions. If it is the same, this liquid can turn a man into a beautiful woman.
“Stop looking for someone who doesn’t want to be found,” says Toad. He tosses the bottle at your feet and it lands softly in the sand. “Drink this and join me.”
“Join you?” You say.
“Yes,” croaks Toad. “As my pleasure slave. No more worries. No more troubles. You’ll always be wanted. You won’t have to worry about Yasmeen or Theora. Only about my pleasure.”
Toad idly strokes at his filthy loincloth. He shifts in his throne.
“Drink the potion,” he croaks. “It is the best offer you’ll have.”
Drinking that potion is not going to get you any closer to Yasmeen. In fact, you fear that drinking it will change the way your brain works and make you lustful and submissive towards Toad. You might willingly become his slave. Then again, he is surrounded by armed guards. Getting answers from him is not going to be easy.
Toad’s bulging eyes blink inhumanly as he stares at you.




What do you do?
Drink the potion and become Toad’s slave girl
Refuse and threaten him for Yasmeen’s location




Travel to Edelbern to search for Oola

“I found Oola in the ruins of the ancient temple of Dunesef,” you say, pointing to the village of Edelbern on the map. “I would like to find her again and if Hina sent her home it will be there. It’s not far from here.”
“Oola?” Your mother gives you a questioning look.
“The, um, protean girl,” you say.
“The slime girl,” clarifies Genevieve. “Lucas, are you sure you want to go find a slime girl? Those things are barely even sentient. You might as well, you know, stick your manhood into a bowl of jam.”
“Genny!” Your mother cries in shock at your sister’s words.
“That is not fair to Oola,” you say. “She is intelligent and sweet. She loves me. Don’t worry, sister. Edelbern is not far. I won’t need your magic to take me there.”
Genevieve tries to apologize as you gather up your pack. You shoulder it and set off, ignoring your sister’s cries to reconsider and your mother’s confusion about why you would want to find a slime girl for romance. You only have room in your heart for the gooey beauty of Oola. She was always so happy around you; always eager to give you pleasure. You want to be with her more than anyone else.
The walk east to Edelbern is shorter than many of your recent adventures and you are motivated by the need to find Oola before she gets into trouble. After one night under the stars by the campfire, you reach the dismal village and approach the temple devoted to the dwarf god Dunesef. Other than a few hand-sized spiders and a hissing lizard, you do not find anything of note. Not even the slippery residue Oola sometimes leaves behind when she slides over a surface.
You head back into the town. Since clearing out Oola, many of the townsfolk have returned. They look at you warily, but do not flee or shutter up their doors as you approach.
“I’m looking for the slime girl,” you shout. “I took her from this place weeks ago, but I think she has returned. Have any you seen her? Any of you?”
A young boy steps out from a ramshackle farmhouse.
“I heard strange singin’ in one of them caves in the hills,” says the boy. “Ma and Pa told me not to go up near there no more.”
The boy points up to a wooded hillside overlooking the town. Before you can inquire further, his mother draws the boy back into the farmhouse and his burly father steps out.
“Go on! You’re not from these parts. We want no trouble.” The man says. “Be on your way.”
No thanks for the hero. You are accustomed to the poor treatment by now. You nod to the man and set off through the village and on up into the hills. Darkness descends and you make camp without seeing or hearing any sign of Oola. You are half asleep beside the fire, your belly full of roasted squirrel, when you hear a faint, echoing song.
“AwwoooooooOooo,” comes the voice, sounding mournful.
“Oola,” you say, throwing aside your blanket and pulling a torch from the fire.
You set off through the dark forest in the direction of the sound. It comes again, louder than before, echoing out in a burbling melody. “AwooooOOOoooOoOooo!”
“Oola!?” You call out.
“Awwooo?” She burbles inquisitively.
You run towards the sound of her voice, holding your torch out as you reach the mouth of a cave. A shape moves in the darkness. The torchlight catches its jiggling surface and you see a shapeless mass of violet slime. In an instant, it launches itself at you, knocking the torch from your hand and falling atop you. By the time its weight has carried you to the ground, the formless violet ooze has become a voluptuous gooey girl with an overjoyed smile.
“Master!” She burbles excitedly. “You came back to me!”
“Mmmmmmphhhmmm!” You try to answer her, but she is smothering you with sweet, gooey, passionate kisses. You attempt to speak ends up with her sugary sweet tongue thrusting into your mouth. You stop trying to speak and embrace her, letting her sweet, aphrodisiac saliva soak into your mouth as you caress her gooey shoulders down to her big, slippery ass.
“I thought you left Oola forever, master,” she coos even though her lips are still locked to yours and her tongue is slipping and sliding in your mouth. “I was with you in castle and then I am here and master is far away.”
You pull away from the kiss, gasping for breath.
“I had to find you, Oola,” you say, looking up at her translucent face. “You…you are the one I want to be with.”
“Be with?” She burbles, cocking her head to the side.
“Stay with,” you say, your face going hot as you squeeze her wobbling ass. “Forever.”
“Forever?” She burbles.
“Oola, I want you to be, I don’t know, um, my wife,” you say, laughing at the thought of having a slime girl for a wife. You had never considered it before this moment, but with her taste on your lips and her gooey weight in your arms you have never been more certain of something.
“Wife? Me? Awwooooo!” She burbles joyously. “Never thought I would be wife to human! Master, you are so good to me. Awooooo! Thank you!”
“We’ll make a home together,” you say, leaning up to kiss her lips again.
“Master,” she says, speaking once more even though you are passionately kissing her. “We can have many slime babies too! I will make many slime daughters and we will be a happy family.”
As she makes this pledge, her slimy fingers ooze into your trousers, unbuttoning the material as her fingers wrap around your cock. Her slime is cool and slippery as she grasps you in her hand and begins to stroke you. You moan into her kiss, giving in to the pleasure as she draws your manhood into her slime body.
“Ohhhhh, Oola,” you cry against her lips.
“Your cock is so warm, master,” she burbles. Her inner walls grip your cock as she begins to ride atop you, her huge gelatinous breasts wobbling and bouncing. You reach up to them, squeezing and shaping her soft goo-flesh. You tug at her slimy nipples and she croons with pleasure, bouncing and heaving atop you, her jelly ass slapping against your thighs.
“Oh, gods,” you moan.
“You can give me seed, master,” she cries. “Like you give to your wife. Oola. Your slime wife. Awoooo!”
She burbles loudly with pleasure, throwing back her gooey locks of slime hair as her inner walls ripples and squeeze around your swollen cock. Still gripping her soft ass, you thrust upwards, sending ripples shivering through her body with every stroke. You can see your cock deep inside her, reaching your peak in her translucent abdomen.
“Yesssss! Oh, Oola, take my cum!” You cry, your fingers sinking into her slimy hips. Your cock throbs and launches jets of milky cream into her violet body. Your cum spreads and dissipates in a liquid cloud within her, slowly being absorbed into her slime flesh. As you are spunking, she cries out, seeming to join you in her climax. Her inner slime massages and squeezes around you, milking out every drop of your load.
“Oola,” you laugh as she continues to ride you even as your spent cock becomes overly sensitive. “Oola, please, slow down. We’ll have all the time to have fun together.”
“Sorry, master,” she burbles, sliding off of you and reforming on her side, curled against you. “I became very excited when you told me I would be your wife. I will cook the house and clean the food for you, master. We will be happy.”
“I know,” you say, stroking her slippery cheek. “A nice, peaceful life together. Just the two of us.”
CONTINUE >




Life as Izabella’s slave

You are waiting for Izabella in her private suite as you are every night. Some nights she does not return to her room, but tonight, after a long visit with the duke, she slips into the bedroom looking rather disheveled. Her hair is unkempt and her face is much more flushed than her normal pallor. A thin trickle of blood stains the corner of her mouth. Her sheer, billowy nightgown barely conceals the blue buds of her nipples and the dark folds of her cunt. You feel a hot stab of jealousy, but remind yourself that her husband is only a puppet and you are the man she truly relies upon.
“My lady,” you say, bowing low. “How may I serve you?”
“My husband has made me filthy,” she says. “Draw me a bath and undress. You will bathe me. Thoroughly.”
Your cock stiffens at the thought of bathing the lovely vampiress. You excuse yourself from her sitting room and to the lavatory, drawing hot water up from the underground boiler and into the tiled bath. It is as big as rooms in your old house, an entire pool finished in white and blood red tiles with a mosaic of Izabella’s face underwater.
You set out towels, bathing oils, lotions, combs, and a brush. You undress before a mirror, admiring your pale body and the many small marks your mistress has left on your flesh when she was hungry. The pleasure of her drinking your blood is almost as exquisite as the rare chances for sexual pleasure she grants you.
“He was absolutely disgusting tonight,” says Izabella, entering the lavatory and casually shedding her gown. “He demanded I suck on that pitiful little worm he calls a cock and then he shoved it in my bottom.”
She turns and reaches back, spreading her cheeks and revealing her puffy cuntlips and the slimy wrinkle of her asshole smeared with his cum. The sight of her poor little hole so roughly treated by her bloated brute of a husband fills you with anger.
“Please, my lady,” you say, gesturing to the tub. “I will cleanse your body and ensure you do not suffer any pains.”
“Of course you will, my faithful servant,” she says, walking past you and stroking her fingers across your face. You follow her into the steamy tub, helping her ease onto her hands and knees on one of the benches. She leans over the edge of the tub, her plush rear raised and her used holes exposed for you to clean. You begin by pouring pitchers of warm water over her ass and down her crack.
She moans as the water rinses away the surface mess her husband has left behind. You follow this first wash by lathering her crack gently with soap and spreading the foam to her delicate, well-fucked pussy. Her husband may not be well-endowed, but he pounds her roughly when he is in the mood. Your touch is as delicate as your beautiful mistress deserves. The perfumed soap overcomes the foul musk of her husband’s seed.
“I can feel his filthy seed inside me, Lucas,” she moans as you rinse the suds off. “Get it out, please.”
“May I use my fingers, my lady?” You ask, hoping she does not insist you use your tongue as she forced you to once before when she was cross at you.
“Of course, my good boy,” she says, smiling sweetly.
She reaches back with both hands, spreading her ass obscenely. You kiss her fingers and her pale cheeks as you slip your fingers into her crack and begin to probe at the tender ring of her anus. You push your digits into her slippery hole, feeling the foul discharge of her husband still slimy inside her otherwise immaculate hole. You begin to scoop out his seed, cleaning it from her and into the soapy tub. You pull more and more out, her muscles occasionally clutching around your fingers, until you are satisfied that she has been emptied.
“You are so gentle,” she moans. “So unlike that horrid brute I call my husband.”
Once you have cleaned her pussy and ass of any trace of her husband, you begin to kiss her tender holes and lather them with your tongue. She moans softly, pressing her rear against your face as you service her and suck at her sweet nectar. You lap at her clit, gratified by hearing her moans grow louder and heavier.
“Yessss, just there,” she cries. “Oh, my husband could never find this spot. Your tongue is a wonder, my sweet boy.”
“I live to serve you, my lady,” you moan, reaching into the water and stroking your cock as you pleasure her with your fingers and tongue. You pump two digits into her tight ass and suck at the hard bud of her clit. She wails, her sweet voice echoing from the tiles as she cums against your tongue.
Of course, you are not done with the pleasures. You dry her body and then you oil it until her pale flesh glistens. She reclines on one of the couches in the lavatory and you kneel between her thighs, tonguing her pussy as she watches.
“Remember when you defeated me, Lucas?” She moans softly. “Oh, to see you now on your knees is such a pleasure.”
“It is my pleasure as well, my lady,” you moan, kissing her sweet cuntlips.
“Tonight, a special treat, I think,” she says. “Let the mistress serve her servant.”
“My lady?” You ask, but she is already rising from the couch and directing you to sit. She drops to her knees, her luscious body shining in the lamplight. Your stiff cock juts from your lap. You can hardly believe your luck as she wraps her pale hand around your crimson length and begins to stroke.
“Mmmmmm, I can feel your heart beating through your cock,” she chuckles. “So much more virile than the duke. Mmmmmm.”
“Ahhhh!” You cry as her cool, slippery mouth descends on your cock. Her lips are so velvet soft and she knows just how to suck to draw you to your limit. Her teeth prick teasingly at your sensitive cockhead and her deft tongue flicks beneath your tip, stimulating the spot that drives you mad with pleasure. Her head bobs in your lap, drawing you close to your climax in seconds. You cry, softly, “Mistress, please, it’s too good.”
“Mmmhmmm,” she agrees, softly popping your manhood from her lips. “I want to taste it, Lucas. Cum for me. Cum in my mouth.”
You cry out as her lips descend once more. She slides down on your cock, taking you to the back of your throat and then deftly swallowing you deeper still. The sensation of her silky throat squeezing around your cock is enough to push you past your limit.
“Cumming!” You cry, pleasure rushing and your cock throbbing powerfully in her mouth. She winces at your first spurt as your seed gushes straight down her throat. She swallows around your pumping prick, drawing out your pleasure and causing you to thrust reflexively, pushing even deeper into her throat. With your pleasure comes a wave of guilt. “Oh, mistress, I’m sorry. I did not mean, ohhhh, to cause you any discomfort.”
“Mmmmnnnn,” she moans around your cock, her apparent enjoyment vibrating around your tip. She finally pulls her lips from your cock, releasing your softening manhood to thump against your thigh. She licks a few errant drops of cum from your leg and your balls. She lifts her head and kisses your lips, sharing a hint of your salty taste as her tongue swirls against yours.
“My lady, you are too good to me,” you say.
“Yes, I am generous,” she whispers between kisses. “But now I am hungry. Tilt your head to the side so that I might have my supper.”
“Yesss ahhhhhh,” you moan as her fangs sink into your neck and she begins to drink your blood.
As always, you feel a cold prickle of fear, never certain that she will stop before you perish. Then again, you can think of no better way to serve your beloved duchess.
It is a dream come true.
CONTINUE >
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Seek out a monster girl in the river

It takes you the better part of a day of traveling through the sweltering jungle to reach your destination.
The river that cuts through the jungle of Saturana is wide and swift. It has an ugly, muddy appearance and there is a large quantity of debris fallen from the trees that overhang the river or washed in by the heavy downpours of rain. The muddy banks of the river are overrun with thumb-sized crustaceans that try to squirm into your boots. Like the rest of Saturana, it is hellish, but you hope to find a monster girl lurking beneath that churning water.
“Hello!” You shout. “Hello is anyone there?”
Fish leap from the river, startling you as they sail through the air and splash down beneath the churning water’s surface once more. They seem to move in a pattern, launching into the air in groups. It takes you a moment of watching their strange habit to realize that something large is moving beneath the surface, darting closer to you and then away again, frightening the fish out of the water as it moves.
Whatever it is knows you are standing there and is warily approaching closer each time. You hold your breath as the water churns and wake appears, moving quickly towards you. Much quicker than before! You stumble as you back away from the river, toppling backwards into the slimy muck.
The Scylla girl bursts from water and leaps atop you without any hope of avoiding the writhing, ensnaring mass of her tentacles. From the waist down she is an octopus with huge, sucker-lined tentacles as big and powerful as your arms. From the waist up she is a nude and quite beautiful woman, with pert breasts, pink nipples, and a fetching face somehow made more alluring by her inhuman eyes with their rectangular irises. Her glee is evident in her wide smile as she lands atop you and completely wraps you up in her tentacles.
“What is this? A boy come to me?”
“I’m Lucas!” You cry.
“I’m Charlotte!” She replies, mimicking your tone.
Her weight shifts and she reaches up to your face to caress it with one of her tentacles. She reaches down with a hand and strokes the other side of your face.
“You are a very handsome boy,” she purrs. “I want to make many babies with you.”
“That…that’s what I want too,” you gasp, smiling despite your fear. “I…I came to find you. To find, um, to find a mate.”
“OooooooOOooh,” she croons excitedly, her body shivering and her tentacles reaching into your trousers and popping the buttons. You suck in a breath as her cool, slimy tentacles make contact with your sensitive manhood. Your cock stiffens against her touch and she giggles. “Very excited boy. Let us make some babies right now.”
“Ohhhh, yes,” you moan.
Once Charlotte knows you have no intention of resisting her, she releases your arms, allowing you to slide your hands from her slimy tentacles to her shapely hips, up her lovely body to her soft, pert breasts. You run your thumbs over her pink nipples and she coos with pleasure. She shifts her weight atop you and you feel the warm seam of her pussy against your cock. You thrust eagerly, your tip finding her folds and pushing inside her hot channel.
“Ohhhhh, big boy,” she croons. “Yes, you want this!”
“I want this,” you pant, thrusting into her almost desperately. No river stench or scurrying crustaceans can distract you from the writhing pleasure of the Scylla girl’s warm pussy. You thrust urgently, holding her breasts in your squeezing hands as she bounces atop you. Her pussy is so incredibly tight and seemingly filled with small, soft bumps that massage your hardness each time she squeezes around you.
“Cum for me,” she moans. “Fill me with seed, Lucas!”
You slip your hands down to her hips and around to her plush ass, pumping your cock in and out of the tight, squeezing sleeve of her cunt. She croons with pleasure, obviously enjoying your frenzied thrusting as much as you are. Her strange, sing-song cries seem to vibrate through her body. You thrust deep, arching in the muck beneath her and sheathing every bit of your cock deep in her clutching cunt. With a hot rush of ecstasy, your cock erupts in her depths, gushing pump after pump of your seed against her fertile womb.
“Ahhhhhhh! Flood my eggs!” She sings. “Fill me with your sweet human boy cum!”
You thrust again and again until your cock is too sensitive and your energy is spent. You slump beneath her and she grinds atop your softening cock for a few more seconds, her squeezing walls gently pushing you out of her creamy pussy.
“Now you are mate,” she giggles. “Are you ready to go to our home?”
“Yes,” you moan, stroking her hips as you smile up at her.
Charlotte gathers you up in her tentacles and plucks you from the mud. She leaps easily into the river, dragging you beneath the waves and swimming rapidly through the flowing water. You hold your breath as long as you can, suddenly becoming afraid that she intends to drown you as she plunges deeper and deeper. Then you are being dragged through a submerged tunnel, up again, and thrown, gasping, onto a bed of damp river weeds.
You are in a submerged grotto, struggling to catch your breath as Charlotte slides next to you on the spongy bed of river plants. She coos sweetly, stretching out beside you and caressing your face and body with several tentacles. One of her human hands slips down to your cock, cradling your bollocks and then wrapping around your shaft. She gives your flaccid manhood a squeeze.
“Welcome home, Lucas,” she croons. “Are you ready to make more babies?”
She leans over your lap, sucking you into her warm mouth, and you know it will be impossible to refuse Charlotte anything.
CONTINUE >





Toad’s favorite concubine

“One hundred goats per year,” demands Toad. “I will hear no more of it. If you want to sell your wares in Vorokesh, then you need my protection. And I require one hundred goats.”
The merchants know better than to argue with the crime lord they know as Toad. You know him by a different name. Grazzek is your master, your lover, father of your children, and your world. You are his favored concubine, chained to serve as a reminder of his power as you kneel beside his throne. He watches the merchants leave and reaches out a hand to stroke your enormous breasts. Your tits are heavy with milk from birthing two clutches of his spawn. You do not feed or care for these reptilian creatures, though you love them, they are tended to by the crones while you remain by your master’s side.
He amuses himself with squeezing your breasts and making them spurt milk into the sand at the foot of his throne. He chuckles and you smell the distinct musk of his cock stirring. You lick your lips eagerly as his pink wedge slides like a curious serpent from the slit in his groin.
“Master?” You look up at him hopefully. “May I pleasure you?”
He waves his hand lazily and tugs on the chain leash secured to a collar around your neck. He pulls you off balance and you tumble between his meaty legs. You lift your head, looking up at the glistening pink pillar of his cock with your well-trained adoration. You lick from his scaly slit up to the narrow tip of his cockhead, swirling your tongue around him as his precum oozes out. You rise higher on your knees, cooing lustily as you squeeze your bare breasts and squirt your warm milk onto his cock.
“Oooooo,” croaks Grazzek. “Always so much milk for me, my lovely.”
“Yes, just for you, master,” you cry, squeezing your breasts and tugging at your fat nipples. Your milk covers his cock, sliding down to his scales and dripping from his thighs. Each pulse of your cream from your pink nipples sends another shudder of pleasure through your body.
“Squeeze my cock between your udders, pretty Lucia,” croaks the frog. You moan lustily as you capture his slippery cock between your milky mounds and squeeze him so tightly that milk steadily drips from your nipples. You slide your tits up and down around his cock, doing all the work as he lounges lazily on his reinforced throne.
“Master, your cock seems bigger every time I pleasure you,” you moan, lapping at the oozing tip of his cock and tasting more of his sour precum. You move your whole body, well-trained after your time in his service to move in a sensual and appealing fashion. He rests a hand atop your head, allowing you to pleasure his tip with your tongue as you fuck him with your bouncing breasts.
“Ahhhhhh!” He croaks, his throat inflating. “Bathe in my seed, my lovely!”
“Yes! Oh, master! Cover me in your mighty cum!” You cry, wanking him eagerly with your breasts until his cock fountains into the air, splashing your face, into your open mouth and showering your breasts in his slippery slime. You slow your bouncing breasts, wanking him out with a tight squeeze for his dripping cum to join the flowing milk from your fat nipples.
You do not wait for his command to begin licking his cock clean. You make a raunchy show of scooping his cum from your breasts and legs and sucking your fingers clean. Grazzek watches and chortles with delight, his broad belly shuddering with his amusement.
“My sweet Lucia,” he laughs, beckoning you back to his stiffening cock. “Please seat yourself upon my cock. It is time for us to make another clutch of offspring.”
“Ohhh, yesss,” you cry with delight, your milky tits bouncing and splashing milk as you jump to your feet. Your chains clink as you crawl onto Grazzek’s wide lap. Your cunt is throbbing with need and you giggle and coo as you grab his cock with both hands and rub his slippery tip against your steamy cunt.
“So warm,” croaks Grazzek, resting a hand on your shapely hip. “Now I breed you, Lucia.”
He pushes down and you thrust your hips, impaling your pussy onto Grazzek’s fat pink cock. He stretches your cunt in a familiar way, your slick folds opening around him and widening as you slide down to his base. You begin to move atop him with practiced vigor, sliding your clutching cunt up and down on the magnificent pillar of Grazzek’s cockmeat.
“Yes, breed me, master,” you cry, your huge tits beginning to bounce and flick droplets of milk into his croaking mouth. He sticks out his tongue and lets your swinging tits graze against his huge, slippery pink tongue. You ride faster and harder, crying out with pleasure, feeling his huge cock stretching you up to your core.
“Your milk is sweet as honey,” croaks Grazzek, smacking your ass as you ride his slippery pink cock. “Your teats will grow even fatter with another clutch inside your belly!”
He lashes your breasts again and again with his wide tongue, slurping and kissing at your wildly bouncing breasts. Your plump rear slaps against his lap as your hot cunt devours his fleshy cock. You feel it swelling inside you and by the croaking sound he is making you know he is close.
“Oh, master yes,” you cry. “It’s getting so big! Cum for me! Cum inside your slave slut’s pussy!”
“Ahhhh, Lucia!” Grazzek croaks loudly, his hands gripping your plush rear. “Take my seed, my sweet slave!”
You wail with pleasure as his cock erupts deep inside you, painting your fertile human womb with his reptilian spunk. Each pulse of his cum sends a wave of orgasmic bliss rippling through your body. Your milk gushes from your sensitive breasts as you are bred once again by the mighty crime lord. Your cunt continues to clutch at his drooling cock as it begins to wilt and retreat from your creamy pussy.
“Oh, thank you, master,” you pant, falling atop him and kissing him.
“Get off of me,” he croaks, shoving you aside and making you land beside his throne with a painful thump. “Go clean up. You stink of cum.”
“Yes, master,” you pant, dragging your chains behind you as he releases them from his grasp.
Though he may dismiss you summarily, you know by the way that he watches you depart that you are his favorite among his many concubines. You can hardly wait to give birth to another clutch for your reptilian master.
CONTINUE >
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Set off on a journey to find your love

Thinking of all of the monster girls you have met over the course of your adventure, you know you must seek one of them out to find the woman you love. Unfortunately, that monster girl is not Morelle, who is too young and too unpredictable for you to ever truly love. If it were her, you could simply walk over to the Cardin farmhouse to admit your feelings. Instead, you must journey out into the world to find the woman you seek.
“I cannot stay,” you tell Genevieve and your mother. “The woman I seek is out there, among the monster girls, and I know I will find happiness with her.”
“With a monster girl?” You mother says with surprise.
“They helped rescue us,” Genevieve reminds your mother. “If this is what Lucas wants, then he should find the girl he seeks. But which one? And where is she?”
“Yes, we can help you with our magic,” suggests your mother, seeming to come around on the idea of you seeking a monster girl for a lover. “But we have to know where you want to go.”
You could go to Vorokesh and find out where Yasmeen has gone. Toad might know the answer. Or you could travel to Edelbern in the hopes of finding Oola. Gretchen has probably returned to her farm in the small village of Bruno. Izabella, well, she will be in the Nightlands. If you want to meet Nepenthia you should probably go to Saturana. Charlotte never joined your quest, but she is probably there as well. And then there’s the Succubus Queen. Maybe you can find her in Saturana.
The one monster girl you have no idea where to begin is also the one you were closest to during your adventures. Theora taught you almost everything you learned about being a hero and she was cast down for sparing your life. If you want to find her, you will have to search far and wide to find the beautiful angel.
“Lucas,” says Genevieve, placing a comforting hand on your shoulder. “Let us help you. All we want is for you to be happy.”
“Yes,” says your mother. “Whoever you want to find, we will help you find her. Just tell us where you want to go.”




Where do you want to go?
Travel to Vorokesh to find Yasmeen
Travel to Edelbern to search for Oola
Travel to Bruno and find Gretchen
Enter the Nightlands to find Izabella
Return to Saturana
Embark on a quest to find Theora




Confess your true feelings for Morelle

“I can’t stay here,” you say, frowning at your sister. “I don’t…don’t belong here now. At least not like this. I need to…I need to tell someone how I feel.”
“You have feelings for one of the monster girls, don’t you?” Your sister asks, a smile spreading on her face.
“Don’t look at me like that!” You protest.
“No judgment,” she says. “You were surrounded by interesting and very beautiful women. I’m sure one of them caught your fancy, Lucas. But which was it?”
“Morelle,” you say. “I always thought, I mean, before she was a succubus, I thought Morelle was cute. I wanted to ask her to the harvest dance, but I could never work up the nerve to do it. After everything we survived together…I think I have strong feelings for her.”
“A succubus?” You mother gives you a doubting look. “Do you not recall that a succubus helped cause all these problems? You had to rescue me from a succubus.”
“Morelle is different,” you counter. “She’s…you’ll see once you get to know her.”
“Mother,” your sister murmurs, placing a calming hand on your mother’s shoulder. “You know that succubus was with Lucas when we escaped. Morelle Cardin is just another victim of the Succubus Queen.”
“I don’t trust a demoness,” your mother mutters. “Not after what Rachelle did to us.”
“She’s not Rachelle,” you say forcefully. “Mother, I love you, but I will not hold back my feelings for Morelle because another succubus was cruel to you. Morelle is…well…she isn’t good exactly. But she cares for me and I care for her. I want to be with her.”
“Then tell her that,” says your sister.
The best your mother can do is turn her back on the conversation. She calls out from distance, “Go and tell her then, Lucas. But I warned you.”
“Thank you, mother!” You cry, already turning to run through the dusty field towards the Cardin house.
Running towards the Cardin farmstead reminds you of that night, seemingly so long ago, when you arrived to find that innocent red-headed Morelle had been transformed into a violet-haired succubus and gone to prey upon the Woodley brothers. She had nearly killed them with her essence-sucking lust before you arrived and saved them.
You approach the modest Cardin farmhouse and hear Mrs. Cardin muttering to herself as she feeds the chickens.
“Mrs. Cardin,” you call out as you run up to the chicken coop. “Are you well?”
“Well?” She looks at you, scattering feed for the chickens. “Well? My daughter has come back to me with horns and bat wings and all my son and husband can do is stare at her and lick their chops. Only a matter of time until something damned unnatural transpires!”
Your eyes widen. You had not considered the effect Morelle’s succubus transformation might have on her own family.
“I might be able to help with that,” you say. “If, um, Morelle is amenable.”
“How do you mean?” Asks Mrs. Cardin, walking over to the fence. She was once a beautiful woman, but the years have been hard to her. Her kind face is heavy with lines and the luster has left her scarlet hair. She is quite busty, but her peasant dress does not support her mounds and they have the pronounced sag of age and motherhood.
“Well,” you say, wetting your lips, “I have certain feelings for Morelle and I mean to confess them to her. We could have a life together.”
“Ah! Yes! That might just work! She had a lot to say about you when she showed up at our house a few hours ago. I love the girl, don’t get me wrong, but she’s different. She’s, well, dangerous to her father and brother.” Mrs. Cardin grabs your hand. “Quickly now. I put her to chores, so she should be safe, but the way they were acting we had better hurry.”
You and Mrs. Cardin enter the house unannounced. Mr. Cardin, stern and lean, and Benny Cardin, just grown and still a bit soft, are both sitting at the supper table with their backs to the door. Their hands are in their laps and it is hard to mistake what they are doing under the table. Their hands continue to pump even as you and Mrs. Cardin step inside. They are so focused on what is happening in the kitchen that they pay you no mind.
Morelle is making supper, leaning over the oven and checking on a dish she is baking inside. She is wearing a peasant dress not too different from the one her mother is wearing, but it fits Morelle’s luscious body like a glove. The ruffled skirt is somehow taut around the peachy roundness of Morelle’s bottom and her plump breasts strain at the bodice as she stands and turns to see you. She tosses aside the spoon she was using to stir and cries out, “Lucas!”
Her demonic nature is mostly hidden, though her horns remain curling out from her forehead and back over her violet hair. She comes bouncing over to you, her father and brother watching every movement until they suddenly realize you and Mrs. Cardin are both in the room. They hurriedly “adjust” their trousers and put their hands up on the table. Mr. Cardin groans with envy as his succubus daughter throws her arms around your neck and begins passionately kissing you.
That kiss is all that matters to you. With Morelle’s warm body pressed against you and her lips against yours, you hold nothing back, letting your tongues meet and some of your essence flow into her in a rush of pleasure. You almost offer that taste to remind her of your eagerness for her feeding and she takes full advantage, sucking out so much that your legs are momentarily weak and violet light dances around your locked lips.
You finally pull back, gasping, and look into her glittering eyes.
“You came to see me,” she says. “Oh, Lucas, will you stay for supper?”
“Well, of course, but there is something I wished to talk to you about, Morelle,” you say. You take her hand and, gazing into her eyes, you sink down to one knee. “Morelle, we are both young, but we have shared an adventure that has changed us forever. I can think of no woman more perfect to continue to share my life with. You are beautiful, clever, and I enjoy your company. It would—“
“Yes! Of course, Lucas!” She cries, picking you up with her demonic strength and pulling you back into an embrace. “I want to be with you forever!”
You kiss again, her lips intoxicating and your cock throbbing in your trousers as she presses her luscious young body against you. Morelle slips a hand down the front of your pants and grabs hold of your cock right there in front of her family. You gasp, remembering you are being watched, and grab hold of her wrist.
“Morelle, we should not do this right here,” you say, forcibly extracting her hand from your trousers.
“Don’t mind us,” says her father.
“Yeah, keep going,” agrees her brother, who has resumed stroking himself under the table.
“Oh, no, that’s quite enough, Lucas and Morelle,” declares Mrs. Cardin, opening the door to the farmhouse. “Out to the barn with the two of you. There’s a lovely hayloft where you can enjoy each other’s company.”
You have never climbed a hayloft latter with such eagerness before in your life. Morelle is laughing as she kneels beside you, unbuckling belt your belt and whipping it out of your trousers. Her excitement as she pulls down your pants allows her demonic nature to appear, her wings pressing out of her back and her naughty tail slithering from under her skirt.
“Oh, someone missed me,” she says, teasing the front of your underwear and its wet patch of precum glistening in the lantern light. She pries your underwear lower, popping your stiff cock free and leaning down to run her devilish tongue over and around your tip. “Since we’re getting married, this hardly even qualified as a sin.”
“Ohhhhhhh,” is the only response you can offer as Morelle’s warm mouth descends onto your cock and begins sucking you with hot, wet perfection. Her tongue swirls like a serpent around your shaft and tickles beneath your sensitive tip. She looks up at you with pleasure-lidded eyes as she bobs her mouth up and down on your cock, her fingers massaging your tightening bollocks.
“Oh, Morelle,” you moan, stroking her horns and her silky hair. “I knew I had to be with you the moment I returned. Oh…you’re going to make me cum…already.”
“That’s okay,” she says happily, her lips brushing against your cockhead. “Cum in my mouth, Lucas, my love. Mmmmmphhhmmm!”
Hearing her call you “my love” is enough to send you over the edge. You thrust between her luscious lips and explode into the hot suction of her mouth. Her eyes flicker with magical essence as she drinks your seed and your soul with each pump of your cock. You fire again and again, your orgasm so prolonged and intense that it feels as if you might perish. But no, your sweet succubus lover does not want to kill you. She releases you from her mouth with a wet moan of satisfaction, lashing your sensitive tip with her tongue to clean away the last drops of your seed.
“Your turn,” you moan. “Sit your lovely ass on my face.”
“Oh! Of course, my love,” she croons.
With a fling of her hand she disintegrates the peasant skirt, revealing satin lingerie that could only have come from her demonic magic. She kneels astride your face, her peachy bottom above you and your head enclosed by her stockings and garters. Her hairless cunt glistens with her arousal and the tiny, immaculate knot of her anus clenches tighter. You caress her ass with both hands, spreading her wider and admiring her creamy cheeks before hugging around her thighs and pulling her ass down heavily onto your face.
She cries out with surprise, “Ah! Don’t suffocate!”
Ah, but what a way to go! Breathing in her demonic spice as her warm ass covers your face! She lifts it just enough to give you room to breathe and you begin lapping at the hot groove of her slick pussy. The sweetness of her folds intoxicates you. The more you lick and suck her cunt, the more you crave, pausing only to run your tongue up and into her crack, to taste the warm crinkle of her velvet anus.
“Ooooh, Lucas,” she cries with delight. “Lick me everywhere!”
She arches her slender back and pushes the creamy softness of her ass against your face. You lick her with relish, savoring the sweetness of her cunt and the faint bitterness of her asshole. You lick both thoroughly, but focus your fullest attention on her clit, lapping at that bud and driving her to buck her hips and fuck against your tongue.
“Yes!” She pants girlishly. “Oh, yes, Lucas. Your tongue is wonderful! Make me…make me…cummmmmmm!!!”
She throws back her head and snaps open her leathery wings as she rides back against your tongue. Her sweet nectar spills into your open mouth and her bud seems to throb against your flicking tongue. You massage her spit-lubed asshole with your thumb, feeling it tense rhythmically in time with her contracting cunt.
She rides out her orgasm against your tongue, but is quick to dismount from your face and crawl down your body. She turns around, smiling sweetly, her freckled face flushed as she guides you to her tight folds.
“My love,” she whispers. “I will be your wife. And you can have me whenever you like.”
“I think it will be the other way around,” you say, resting your hands on her shapely hips and guiding her downward. She whines with pleasure, chewing her lower lip as she gently impales her virgin-tight demon cunt onto your hard cock. The intense heat and seductive slipperiness of her pussy nearly make you shoot your seed as she rides down to your bollocks that first time. “You will have me whenever you like. To pleasure and to feast upon.”
“Oh, but I will never take too much, my love,” she says, her hips beginning to move. She bounces her lovely little heart-shaped bottom atop you, her hot pussy slipping and sliding on your cock. Her soft breasts heave up and down with her movements. You catch them in your hands, squeezing and shaping them, feeling her small nipples pressing against your touch.
“Ohhhhhhh, gods,” you moan, your pleasure rising and your tension building. “Ohhhhhh, Morelle, I love you.”
“Yes,” she moans. “Yes, fill me with your love. Fill me, Lucas!”
She rides faster, her tits bouncing free of your hands and her pussy making lewd sounds as it slides up and down your cunt. Her ass bounces against you and her wails of pleasure fill the barn. You hold her ass with your hands, thrusting up into that hot loveliness and gazing into her lust-filled violet eyes as you climax.
With a last thrust and roar of pleasure you explode deep into Morelle’s fiendish fuckpit. Her tight cunt grips your spurting cock and she feeds upon your life force. The pleasure of her feeding mingles with the intense pulses of your cum. She could finish you off, you know it, but her love is real and she does not. Her movements slow and her gripping cunt finally releases your hard cock, allowing you to slip out of her cream-stuffed cunt.
“Oh, my love,” she moans, stretching out atop you and kissing you lazily. “I cannot wait to be your wife.”
CONTINUE >




Married to the Milkemist

Gretchen’s Milkemy Potions & Cures has been open for just over a month, mostly providing virility potions and minor healing elixirs to the townsfolk of Bruno. Over the past few days you have noticed a few customers from farther afield than the dreary houses of Bruno. Just yesterday a wealthy merchant bought a dozen of Gretchen’s blue potions to sell and a pink potion for his own purposes. Gretchen winked at him and you smiled knowingly.
Today, however, things have been unusually quiet. A few townsfolk glanced in, probably for a gawk at Gretchen in her ruffled apron and bountiful peasant dress, but none of them bothered to stop in and peruse the wares.
“If we don’t have any customers today,” says Gretchen, toying with her lower lip with a fingertip, “I may close up early and throw you down on the ground for some of your milk.”
“I won’t object,” you laugh from the storeroom as you shelve empty potion bottles. You are just finishing up, your cock stiffening at the thought of Gretchen riding your cock, when the bell attached to the shop’s door jangles merrily.
“Ooh, a customer,” whispers Gretchen. She raises her voice and addresses the man that has entered the shop. “Good afternoon to you, sir. How may I help you this fine day?”
You peek out through the curtain covering the doorway into the storeroom. You notice a slim and rather elderly man dressed in finery. He holds his feathered cap under one arm as he addresses your lovely wife.
“Ah, yes, I was in your establishment four days ago and I do not believe I properly introduced myself, madam. I am the Duke of Udrecht. Do you know of it? No? It is not far. A lovely place, if you do not mind the smell of paper mills. Some do. Some do.”
“How may I help you, my lord?” Gretchen asks, leaning over the counter and providing the duke with what is surely a lovely view of her impressive cleavage. “I hope my milk pleased you.”
“It was, ah, quite a pleasant experience,” says the duke. “However, while it aroused my lust, I feel in my advanced years I require something a bit more…potent.”
“Ah! A philter of male passion.” Gretchen says. “Of course. I do brew such a potion, but I currently do not have any ready for you. If you would like to have a seat I could prepare one fresh.”
“Ah, very good,” says the duke, walking over to the bench beside the entrance and sitting down.
Gretchen slips through the curtain and into the storeroom, her ingratiating smile becoming much more serious as she presses you back into the corner.
“We’ll need a fresh serving of my milk and yours,” she whispers, untying the her apron and slipping it off her shoulders. “He’s a nobleman. We must provide him with the highest quality virility potion possible.”
Her fingers quickly work the laces of her corset and free the creamy mounds of her milky breasts. She wraps a hand around the back of your head and pulls your face to her left breast. She feeds her puffy pink nipple into your mouth.
“Drink just a little to get your cock up,” she murmurs. “I’ll need the rest for a reduction to concentrate the potion.”
“Mmmmmhmmmm,” you agree, already latched to her nipple and sucking out gushes of her hot, sweet cream. The moment you swallow your first gulp of her milk, you feel the familiar rush of lust and pleasure and your cock twitches in your trousers. You suck again, just being thorough, and gulp down another mouthful of Gretchen’s delicious cream.
She runs her hand over your groin, squeezing your throbbing erection as she lifts the smothering weight of her breasts from your face. You hold onto her nipple as long as possible, but she pushes you back down and her nipple pops wetly free of your mouth.
“I think you’re hard enough,” she says, giving your cock a squeeze. “The customer is waiting. Have a seat on the stool. I’ll make short work of you, my love.”
You’re so drunk with lust on her sweet milk that all you can do is grin at her and sit down on the footstool you use to reach the tops of the cabinets.
“That’s a good boy,” chuckles Gretchen. She slides smoothly down to her knees, gazing into your eyes as she maneuvers the soft mounds of her breasts into your lap. You feel her warm milk trickling onto your thighs as she draws your hardness between her plush breasts. They are warm and soft and so big they nearly make your cock disappear.
“Ohhhhhh, gods,” you moan as she squeezes them tightly around your manhood. This produces fresh trickles of milk and nearly makes you shoot at that first luscious crush between her tits.
“Warn me before you spill your seed,” murmurs Gretchen. “I’ll put the bottle to your tip.”
“A-alright,” you gasp, watching as she begins to move. She wanks your hardness between her pillowy, milk-smeared tits, squeezing her pale mounds tightly around your crimson cock. On her upward stroke your cock disappears totally inside that warm prison and on her downward stroke, her breasts slapping against your thighs, your cock pokes up through her cleavage, purple and drooling with precum.
“That’s it,” she says. “Relax, my love. Enjoy it. Think of nothing but the pleasure.”
You think of a thousand things – from the drip of her milk to the bored yawning of the customer only a few feet away – but the pleasure is foremost in your mind as you watch your lovely cow girl wife pleasuring you with her creamy breasts. She seems to move faster and faster against you, panting softly, her eyes twinkling with need.
“Ahh!” You cry out with a sudden surge of pleasure. Before you can think to warn her, you are cumming in milky ropes, your pleasure overwhelming and your seed splashing her face, her shoulders, and her huge breasts. Gretchen laughs at your mess and gamely continues to wank you as your spurts diminish and your cum trickles into her cleavage, smearing your cock. You finally manage a weak, “I’m sorry.”
“It’s alright, Lucas,” she chuckles. “Just a bit more work is all. Reach over and fetch one of those bottles. Help me scoop it up.”
You take one of the wide-mouthed glass bottles she has milked your cock into a hundred times and press the rim beneath a large glob of your spunk. You carefully slide your cum into the bottle, moving it around her breasts and to spots she points out.
“A very large quantity,” she chuckles as you manage to get most of the cum into the bottle. “You always impress me, my love. Now then, fetch the milking pan. You must milk me quickly before your seed goes cold.”
She gets on her hands and knees as you scoot out from beneath her. Her huge breasts nearly dangle to the floor as you position the tin milking pan under her hanging teats. You take hold of a thick, pink nipple in each hand and begin to milk her gently. Although the process is not so different from milking a cow, it requires more upward pressure on her breasts. Her nipples, while thick and long, are not nearly as easily grasped as a cow’s teats.
“MmoooooooooOOOooo,” she moans as you tug her teats and produce streams of milk that ping into the bottom of the tin pan. Her bovine lowing becomes a word as she begs, “Morrrreee.”
You know just the way to increase her flow. You shift behind her, lifting her skirt up her ample rump and pausing in your milking long enough to draw down her underwear. Her gold-thatched cunt is glistening with arousal and her pink asshole clenches with the cool air.
“Yes, Lucas,” she moans, arching her back. “MMooooooOOOoooo! Make me cummm!”
It’s the surest way to turn her trickling milk into a gushing torrent. You breathe in her deep musk and bury your face against the plush globes of her assflesh. She cries out with pleasure as your tongue lashes her dewy cunt. You lick her hot folds as you resume your milking, spilling more and more of her cream into the pan. The more you lick, the more she moans like a beast and spurts thick streams into the pan. You move your tongue up her crack, rimming her pink ass and making her moan loudly and plead for more.
“Ohhhh, yes, I’m so close,” she moans.
You milk her hard, tugging roughly at her nipples as you return your tongue to her clit. You suck her fat bud as her milk pulses out in powerful jets with each squeeze and tug. She wails loudly, her cries of pleasure surely heard by the customer waiting for his potent potion.
“Ahhhhhh! Lucas!” Gretchen cries, jerking her shapely hips and rubbing her dripping cunt in your face as she cums forcefully. Her milk is nearly overflowing the pan by the time you lift your face from her creamy ass. You give her tight pink asshole a last teasing lick and stand up, your cock painfully stiff after your thorough milking.
“Well done,” she laughs, seeing the full pan of milk. You help her to her feet and she pulls her clothes back into place. You tie the apron around her waist and carefully move the pan full of milk onto her alchemy table. “Now we make one of the most powerful virility potions yet.”
She reduces her milk into a sweet, thick pudding-like material and swirls your milk in a flask with several exotic ingredients. The mixture of your cum is an almost purple color and her condensed milk glows and throbs with magical potency. She finally combines the two ingredients, stirring quickly as they bubble together in the warm pan.
“Now the bottle,” she says. “Quickly1”
You hold it up for her as she carefully pours the concoction into the bottle. The combination of milk, cum, and other herbs creates a brilliantly blue liquid that glows brightly with its magical energy. You stopper the bottle and attach the rarely-used printed label of “Virility Philter – Maximum Potency.”
“This will make his cock as big as your arm,” she chuckles. “And he’ll have the energy to use it well.”
“Let’s hope his wife likes them big,” you say.
“Oh, I think this is for his concubine,” she says, peeking out through the curtain. “Or an entire brothel full of whores.”
“Well, best of luck to him,” you say. “His heart could give out.”
“It is the risk these men take,” she laughs. She gives you a sweet, lingering kiss and gives your still-hard cock a squeeze. “I’ll deal with this in a bit. Just for fun. You can cum inside me.”
You pull her back before she can leave through the curtain and impose a long, lusty kiss on her.
“Give him his potion,” you say, swatting her plump bottom as she leaves. She giggles as she goes. You sigh as you sit back on the stool. Perhaps this was not the life you pictured for yourself when you were a younger man, but you cannot imagine a happier ending than to be married to the beautiful cow girl.
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Search the flowery garden for monster girls

The dense, flowery garden within the jungle is surely home to a monster girl. You would much rather find a flowery beauty than the slimy sort of creature that might slither out of the river.
You set off through the sweltering jungle, following barely-visible paths through the foliage until, after nearly a day of travel, you begin to see the dense flowers you remembered. The types of plants change and you notice a profusion of carnivorous trap plants and sweet-smelling pitcher plants, mostly feeding on insects, but some large enough to devour lizards and mammals. The sweet smell of the flowers leads you to a clearing overrun with flowering vines.
And then you see the pale green-skinned plant girl, high among the central stalk of an enormous pitcher plant. She would seem to be human or elf, but for the greenish tint to her flesh and her green-blonde hair. Flowers blossom from her hair. She is nude and lovely, smiling as she dances down from her stalk and beckons you closer. The intoxicating scent of the flowers fills the clearing and clouds your mind.
“H-hello,” you say. She is familiar, but you are too high from the smell of the flowers to be sure if you know her. “I’m, um, Lucas. I came…came for you.”
“For me? For Nepenthia?” She coos seductively as she saunters closer. “Oh, Lucas, I am so happy to see you. I need you. Inside me.”
She strokes your face and pulls you to the flower blooming from behind her ear. You breathe deeply and all hope of resisting her is forgotten. She draws you into a kiss and you yield instantly, drinking deeply of the honey that flows from her tongue. Her hand slips into your trousers, unbuttoning them as she wraps her fingers around your stiff cock.
“I have a place for you,” she whispers. “Where we can be together forever. Would you like that, Lucas?”
“Y-yes,” you moan, knowing deep down that this seductive promise will be your doom.
“Do not be afraid,” she says, her lips brushing against yours. “Take my hand and I will show you the way, Lucas.”
She pulls away from you and grasps your hand, leading you towards one of her immense pitchers. It leans over, yawning opening obscenely and revealing its pink, glistening interior. Nepenthia steps lightly into the pitcher, drawing you by your hand to follow her into the soft, slippery interior of the pitcher.
“Whoa,” you gasp as it tilts beneath your feet and the top puckers nearly closed. It is much too high for you to climb out, not that you could find a handhold on the slippery inner flesh of the pitcher. Nepenthia smiles and strokes your cheek.
“Do not be afraid,” she whispers. “There will be no pain.”
“No…pain?” You murmur as a warm, pleasant liquid begins to pour into the pitcher, covering your feet and your legs up to your knees.
“You won’t need this anymore,” she says, unbuttoning your tunic and pulling it from your shoulders. “Nor this.”
She unbuckles your belt and pulls it from the loops of your trousers. She drops it into the liquid at your feet and the liquid begins to gently bubble around the leather. She kisses you as she takes down your trousers, down to your boots which feel mushy and soft.
“Oh, this is lovely,” she says, caressing your bollocks and your stiff cock. “Mmmmm, would you like to fuck me with it, Lucas?”
“Fuck you?” You murmur.
She maintains her firm grip on your cock as she turns and presses her body against the fleshy inner wall of her pitcher. She thrusts her small, peachy bottom in your direction, exposing her blushing cunt and the clench of her anus. You stare down, marveling at her beauty and the strangeness of your predicament, but unable to stop her as she draws your cock towards the folds of her pussy.
“Ohhhhhh,” you groan as your straining manhood slips into the plump pink folds of her cunt. She is so warm and slippery inside, it is wonderful. Instinctively, you take hold of her hips and begin to move behind her. You piston your glistening cock in and out of her nectar-slicked folds, your hips patting against her lovely round ass and your balls swinging.
“That’s it,” she moans, pushing back onto your cock. “Fuck me with your big, warm, juice-filled cock. Give me all your juice, Lucas. Every drop! I love juice from a good boy!”
“Ahhhhh, yes,” you cry, your pleasure rising volcanically. Your balls tighten and your cock swells. You thrust deep and erupt deep inside her. Nepenthia’s slick pussy clutches at your manhood, drawing out your pleasure and seeming to greedily drink your cum.
“Do not stop,” she moans. “More! Give me more, sweet Lucas.”
“Y-yes,” you gasp, thrusting past your refractory period, never losing any of your stiffness. You fuck into her sucking pussy, slamming harder and harder until you are panting and dripping with sweat in her sweltering pitcher. Your cum rises again and you explode inside her a second time, your cum flowing heavily into her fluttering pussy. After only a few more strokes, you are ready to cum a third time, your orgasm overcoming you as you finally stagger back from her, panting her round ass with your last spurts.
“Oh, Lucas,” giggles Nepenthia. “I think you are ready to dissolve inside my pitcher.”
“W-what?” You moan as you stumble and fall into the amber liquid filling the pitcher higher and higher. It warms your flesh, but it feels wonderful, your cock still stiff and jutting from the surface. Nepenthia stands over you, her blushing cunt dripping with your spunk.
“You will be with me forever, Lucas,” she says, reaching down to stroke your face. “Isn’t that what you always wanted? To spend the rest of your life with me?”
“Y-yes,” you moan, smiling in a daze. “Yes, digest me. Be with you…forever.”
The bubble liquid seems to swallow you up as Nepenthia’s cruel laughter echoes in her pitcher. You know it will take a very long time for you to digest inside her, but she promises you the ultimate pleasure.
And you couldn’t be happier. You always belonged here.
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The Insatiable Queen

The goblin village is eerily quiet. Few cook fire burn in the huts. The goblins that are outside walk with slouching weariness, their eyes sunken and haunted. You lean on your walking stick as you make your way over to the chieftain’s hut. Your body aches and you are gaunt despite eating plenty from the increasingly overabundant food stores of the goblin village.
You reach the hut and listen. You can faintly make out pitiful groaning that sounds like it is speaking in the goblin tongue. A tap on the wood and you hear a familiar, husky voice that sends a thrill through your body.
“One moment, Lucas,” purrs Rachelle. “Just finishing up in here.”
You open the door just enough to peer inside. The fat goblin chief is sprawled on his bed, seeming small despite his fatness beneath the bouncing roundness of Rachelle’s ample ass. You have a perfect view of his cock sliding in and out of her perfect rear. The goblin chief is barely moving, but Rachelle is riding him so vigorously it seems as if she might break him. He weakly lifts a clawed hand and claps it on her jiggling bottom.
“Ooooh! Yes! Spank me!” She cries.
“Hnnnnnnnn!” The chieftain wobbles and arches beneath her bouncing bottom, his fingers sinking into her plush flesh as he managed a single, desperate thrust. Violet light flashes and swirls around her asshole as she devours his life force, draining him as you watch his body deflate to an emaciated husk and the light go out in his monstrous eyes.
It is a sight of you have seen dozens of times before since becoming Lady Rachelle’s high priest. Many are the nights when you have been called to her hut to pleasure her, certain that you will be next, only to find her finishing off a goblin as an appetizer. Though she has quenched her hunger on the souls of the unlucky goblins, she has fed many times on your life essence, leaving you greatly weakened and as much in her thrall as any of these poor goblins.
“Ahhhhh, you were delicious,” she says, patting the chief on his sunken belly as she rises, his seed dripping from her freshly-fucked asshole. “Thank you for your faith, Uggreg.”
You quickly step back from the door, not wanting to be caught watching the Succubus Queen finish her latest meal. She emerges from the hut minutes later, resplendent in a sheer golden frock that clings to her lovely body and reveals the most intimate details of her anatomy. 
“Ah, hello, Lucas,” she says, petting your cheek as she saunters past. “Very quiet today in my little village.”
“Yes, well,” you follow behind her, trying not to stare at her plump backside, “you have devoured almost all of the goblins.”
“Yes, a stringy meal,” she says, grimacing. “Their souls barely sustain me. I need something more if I am going to become the goddess I deserve to be.”
“I…I understand, my queen,” you say, bowing your head, but feeling a thrill of arousal at the thought that your soul is about to be devoured.
“No, silly,” she says, caressing your cheek. “You are my high priest. I am not going to eat you up completely.”
“Oh,” is all you can manage, disappointment blending with your relief.
She reaches her tent and ushers you inside. She plops down on the plush cushions, parting her thighs indecently and teasing her tail back and forth against the seam of her pussy.
“It is time for us to go out in the world,” says Rachelle. “Leave this awful jungle behind and go somewhere civilized. I was thinking…Elzeheim.”
You feel a jolt of cold fear as you remember your sister attending the wizard’s academy in Elzeheim. There are thousands of people in the capital city of Lorraine. Would the Succubus Queen really put your sister in danger?
“No,” you say.
“What’s that?” Rachelle’s eyebrows lift in surprise. “Did you just refuse me?”
“Um, my queen,” you say, dropping to your knees beside her. “Elzeheim is overrun with rats and other vermin. It is as bad as this jungle. Wouldn’t you rather go somewhere nice and quiet to gather your strength?”
“What do you have in mind?” She asks you with a doubting tone.
You wrack your brain for a place to take the succubus where she will cause the least damage. St. Ingbert would certainly be no better and would place your sister and your mother in danger. No, you need to take her somewhere far away from your family, but somewhere that will provide your queen with enough victims to seduce to make the journey worth her efforts.
“Vorokesh,” you say, remembering the bustling city on the edge of the Sea of Sand.
“Hmmm?” She taps her chin and pouting lips with her fingertips. “Yes, that could be perfect. People from many lands. Merchants and nomads who can spread the word of my growing cult. Outlaws to serve as my enforcers. Yes, my religion will flourish in the desert and once it is ready it will spread across the land. All humans will bow before me and serve.”
“Oh, yes, my queen,” you cry, bowing low and kissing her bare feet.
Rachelle laughs and wiggles her toes against your lips. You lick them and moan as she pushes her toes into your mouth. You bathe them with your tongue and lick from her arch to her heel. Your cock is hard and twitching with need from your subservient lust.
“That pitiful chieftain has left me a bit hungry, Lucas,” she says, pulling her foot out of reach. Your eyes widen as she parts her legs and draws up the golden sheath of her gown. She parts the folds of her violet-tinged cunt with her fingers and bares her glistening, violet-tinged inner walls. You moan with need, crawling towards her and breathing in the familiar sweet smell of her arousal. She leans back among her cushions and beckons you with a curled finger. She whispers, “Give me your cock.”
You shed your robe, exposing your emaciated body and your hard, twitching cock. She chuckles at the sight of you, your body bent by your devotion to her.
“Oh, yes, Lucas,” she moans, stroking her cunt and pushing two fingers into her glistening hole. “Fuck me with that big human cock.”
You are invigorated by your need. You climb between her shapely thighs and dare to kiss your queen on her lips. Her mouth is eager and opens to you, her tongue meeting yours in a sweet, intoxicating kiss. You thrust into her, into that perfect, hot, clutching cunt, the pussy of a goddess on earth. With a cry muffled by her kiss, you instantly erupt into her silky depths. She moans against your kiss and you feel the hot rush of your orgasm joined by the pulsing pleasure of her demonic feeding. Violet sparks flicker in your vision and around her lips. Her cunt glows a bright violet as she drinks your essence.
“Ohhhhh, my queen,” you gasp, feeling yourself slipping.
“From behind,” she moans. “Fuck me from behind, Lucas.”
You nod as she shift, your cock slipping free of her creamy pussy for only a moment as you kneel behind her and feed your manhood back into that creamy seam. You steady yourself on her big, round ass, squeezing tight to keep from toppling over. Rachelle does most of the work, thrusting back onto your stiff member. The lewd sound of her cum stuffed pussy and the slapping globes of her assflesh against your hips reminds you of the raunchy noise coming from the chieftain’s tent.
“Ohhhh, yes, give it to me, Lucas,” she moans. “Give it alllll to me.”
That cold jolt of fear again, creeping up your spine and raising the hairs on your neck. Yet, you cannot stop thrusting. You cannot release her luscious ass. You whimper as your pleasure surges and your cock fires your cum deep into her pussy. You try to slow your thrusts or pull back and she will not relent. You cum again, only seconds later, spunk sputtering in a hard, thumping orgasm and your mind reeling.
“I have…have displeased you?” You croak, finally falling back onto the cushions, gasping for breath.
Rachelle turns and crawls between your thighs, caressing them, her eyes glowing violet and her tongue sliding out to lash the tip of your wilting cock.
“Oh, it is inevitable, Lucas,” she says. “I saw you doubt me. I knew you had served your purpose as my high priest. But you gave me the suggestion of Vorokesh. Very wise. I will go there, find a new high priest – maybe a priestess – and begin the spread of religion. Without you.”
“Ohhhhh,” you moan pitifully.
“Don’t worry,” she says, giving your cock a swirling lick that stiffens it again in an instant, “I will erect a statue in your honor at the first temple I build.”
Her mouth descends on your cock, her eyes blazing as he looks up at you, the suction on your cock exquisite and inexorable. You moan helplessly, clinging to the cushions around you as the beautiful demoness bobs her mouth on your cock. Her wings flick open and her eyes glow brighter and brighter. Your pleasure builds, your cock swelling between those soft lips.
“Ahhhhhhh! My queeeen!” You cry desperately. “I love you!”
Your cum bursts into her mouth and she sucks and sucks, draining your load, forcing another from you without pause, and devouring your soul. Warm, wet darkness closes in around you and you feel as if you are falling into the hot, silky tunnel of her throat. Your give a last gasp of pleasure as your soul is devoured by the succubus.
Anything to serve your queen.
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Embark on a quest to find Theora

It does not take even a moment of consideration. You know exactly who you must find and you will devote your life to finding her if that is what it takes.
“I have to find Theora,” you say, picturing her beautiful face and remembering the terrible sound as Veleda tore off the angel’s wings. “She is the one who has guided me through all of this, she helped me save you, and she sacrificed herself to save me.”
“Who is Theora?” Your mother wonders.
“The angel of Veleda,” says Genevieve. “What happened to her, Lucas?”
You tell them in detail how she taught you how to fight, how to use your special abilities, and how to wield the Holy Sword of Veleda. You leave out the more sordid details of the pleasure you experienced with Theora and describe a romance that slowly blossomed during your quest. You end with the admission, “I love her.”
“I can see why,” says your mother. “Even if…if she had a hand in Veleda’s evil against our family.”
“She renounced her goddess,” says Genevieve.
“The heart cannot be reasoned with,” says your mother, obviously not approving completely, but respecting your decision. “How can we help you, Lucas?”
“Do you know a way to locate someone who is lost?” You ask hopefully. “I don’t know where to begin my search.”
Genevieve and your mother exchange a look.
“A normal person, yes,” says your mother. “A person has connections, they are part of a web of intertwined fates, but your friend, this woman, is an angel.”
“She is a divine being apart from us,” continues your sister. “She will not connect to anything. We will not be able to divine her location.”
Your mother places a comforting hand on your shoulder.
“You will have to find her without us,” she says. “I am sorry, Lucas.”
“It’s not your fault,” you say. “This was Veleda’s doing. But I must set out at once. I must find her and let her know she is not forgotten – that she is loved – as soon as possible.”
You gather a pack for traveling and embrace your sister and mother. You warn them that you do not know when you will see them again.
“I will search until I find her,” you say, releasing Genevieve from a tight hug. “Until then, I will not return.”
You set off in the general direction of Kolmar, the nearest major city to St. Ingbert. The road is hard and lonesome. It seems any even greater hardship after the plentiful life of the Crystal Sanctum and all the Hinas. You curl beside a meager fire at night and dream of Theora. Those dreams keep you focused on your task and you arrive in Kolmar with a sense of determination.
You spend days searching and following rumors. Some claim to have seen a strange woman fitting Theora’s description, but none seem to have any leads that will help you. Not knowing what else to do, you take up work on a barge heading down the river Shaen to Gascoigne, another moderately sized city. There you hear tales of a sad woman who kept to herself. That she slept outside the temple of Veleda for a few nights until the guards made her depart. Someone within the temple tells you that she screamed at the altar and the guards had to be summoned.
“Where did she go?” You ask the junior cleric.
“They threw her out,” says the man, obviously growing impatient with your questions. “Out of the city. They told her not to come back.”
“Which gate?” You ask.
“Eastern,” says the man. “Now be gone or I’ll call the guards on you.”
You head out the eastern gate of Gascoigne and follow the small road for two days. You pass villages where some seem to remember a filthy blonde woman passing through.
“She kept to herself,” says a beggar. “Pretty girl. Under all that dirt. Might’ve been a bit crazy. Could have been a whore and made plenty of coin. I woulda paid her.”
You resist the urge to punch out the beggar’s teeth and continue on. Yet this lead and all the others bring you no closer to Theora. You double back, following different paths, searching in unusual and even dangerous places. The weeks you have spent on the road become months. Autumn gives way to winter and still you continue your search, shivering under snow-covered blankets as you trudge along the roads. Some take pity on you and give you a warm bed for the night or let you sit by their fire. Others mock you or try to prey on you. Though exhausted, you are no easy pickings and you bloody your foes with your bare hands. After losing a few fights, you take to carrying a club made from a lead pipe. You have become a harder man.
Cold, early spring rain lashes you as you travel the road, soaking your shirt. You are always behind Theora and never certain you are even following the right path. You are on the verge of giving up. You have been searching for more than half a year. You are tired and dispirited as the rain chills you to your bones.
You look out through the dreary afternoon and see a part in the clouds and a single golden shaft of light breaking through to illuminate a modest abbey on a nearby hilltop. There is a statue to the skull-faced matron Yeanelle outside. The Mother of Merciful Death. The Grave Crone.
Seeking shelter from the rain, you approach the abbey. Yeanelle is feared by some, but sought by the sick and elderly for her mercy. Her acolytes are known to be quiet, aloof, but not unkind. You knock on the heavy door of black wood. After a second knock the door unlocks and an elderly woman in a dark robe and habit opens it just enough to peer outside.
“Yes?” She asks.
“I have been on the road in the rain,” you croak, your breath steaming in the cold. “I seek shelter from the storm. Please.”
She purses her lips and says, “Just a moment.”
She brings you inside the modest abbey. It is warm and smells of wood oils and incense. She takes you to the kitchen where a large fire is burning in the stove. She sits you down in front of it and brings you towels and a fresh robe. She leaves you your privacy as you undress, dry beside the cook fire, and change into the black robe.
Once you are dressed you step out of the kitchen and are surprised to see a number of acolytes young and old, all of them women. They are singing a song in praise of Yeanelle, their voices comforting you as they kneel before the goddess’s statue. In that moment you feel a reverential welling of affection for the grim goddess.
Then you notice a snatch of golden hair sticking out from under the habit of one of the acolyte. It is not merely gold, but a pale, perfect gold that has haunted your dreams. You move to the side of the chapel for a better view. Your heart pounding harder with each step. Some of the acolytes look at you with confusion. You are a stranger in their midst, after all, and a man among women. You reach the front of the chapel, almost beneath the statue of the skeleton-faced goddess.
The woman has her face turned down. You can’t see her beneath her habit.
The singing ends. The elderly acolyte who allowed you to enter is hurrying towards you to pull you away from the chapel.
“Theora,” you say, your voice barely a whisper. You call out, “Theora!?”
The name echoes from the chapel’s vaulted ceiling like the crack of a dropped book in a library. Some of the acolytes gasp. The woman lifts her head.
“Lucas?” She asks softly.
You push your way through the pews, earning scandalized cries from the acolytes as you force past them and throw your arms around Theora. She stiffens in your embrace and then hugs you lightly.
“I have been searching for you for months,” you say, on the verge of tears. “I was ready to give up and…and I saw a light shining down and…oh, Theora, I have missed you. I thought you might be dead or you might have gone insane.”
“Lucas, you must calm down,” she whispers, looking nervously around.
“You are a guest of the goddess,” says the old woman sternly. “Sister Theora, do you know this man?”
“Yes,” says Theora. “He is from…from my past life.”
“Past life?” You look between them.
Theora takes your hand in hers and strokes it gently.
“Lucas, let us excuse ourselves from the chapel and speak,” she whispers. “We can settle this matter.”
“Come with me,” says the elderly acolyte. She marches you and Theora out of the chapel and into a small, windowless room that smells of dust. There are pads on the floor for kneeling contemplation. You kneel beside Theora.
“Remember your vows,” says the acolyte and departs from the room.
“Theora,” you say, taking her hand. “Theora, you can leave this place. We can be together.”
Tears sparkle in her silvery-blue eyes. They roll down her cheeks slowly.
“I was fallen,” she says. “I was created by Veleda and she tore off my wings and discarded me for betraying her. It is a price I would pay again, Lucas, make no mistake. But it left me empty. All meaning taken from my life.”
“You are mortal now,” you say, squeezing her hand. “You decide your meaning by the choices you make. Like the rest of us.”
“I thought that might be true, but that emptiness ate at me, Lucas. I could not find my purpose, until…the goddess came to me.”
“Veleda?” You whisper.
“No, Yaenelle,” says Theora. “I was in a cemetery and she appeared in the moonlight. She was so kind, Lucas. She told me that…that I could be divine again if I took the vow and swore myself to Yaenelle.”
“Just words,” you say to her, clinging to her hand. “You can…you can be with me.”
She pulls her hands from your grasp and slowly lifts the habit off her head. Theora’s golden hair spills out and down her shoulders, contrasting with the black of her robe. She unties the laces of her robe and slowly lifts it over her head. She has gone softer in her mortality, but she is still a fine specimen of health. Your cock stirs at the sight of her creamy flesh encased in her plain white underwear. There is a snap and you gasp as her feathered wings spread behind her back.
“I am an angel again, Lucas,” she says. “I serve Yaenelle now.”
“I have spent every waking hour since I defeated the Succubus Queen searching for you,” you say. “I…I’m not going to leave you, Theora.”
“You must,” she says, tears dropping from those silvery-blue eyes. “You must leave me here, to my vows. Leave me and find a new life. We will both be better for it.”
You want to scream. You want to run out into the chapel and pull down the statue of the Mother of Death. How can the goddess be good if she forces you away from the one that you love?
Love. Theora has to know it. She has to know, truly know, what she is giving up by choosing this abbey. If you told her, surely she would realize that she has to leave this place.
But can you really come between a goddess and her angel twice?




What do you do?
Leave Theora to honor her vows
Profess your love for Theora and refuse to depart




Profess your love for Theora and refuse to depart

You look at the framed painting of the Mother of Death leading the sick and elderly through the gates of eternity. Yeanelle must understand. She must. And if she does not, she is no better than Veleda, who tried to make Theora betray you.
“No,” you say softly.
“Lucas, please,” whispers Theora, tears dropping from her chin onto the dark swell of her breasts. “You must leave this place. Leave me to my vows.”
Seeing the sadness in her silvery-blue eyes only hardens your resolve. You take her hands and look into her eyes.
“I will never leave you,” you intone. “I would not have left you in that cave when you saved me from Veleda and I will not leave you now.”
“Lucas…”
More tears drop from her eyes. You take her hands and sink down to your knees. You look up at her, past her creamy flesh rising from her half-shed robe, and you continue to gaze into her eyes.
“I love you, Theora,” you say. “With all of my heart. With an absolute love.”
“Lucas…”
Her hands tighten on yours and she smiles through the tears.
“You do not have to abandon your faith,” you say. “Yeanelle has done me no wrong. But I will not leave the woman I love.”
“Get up, please,” she says.
You rise, reminded of her strength as she helps to pull you up. She strokes your shoulders and caresses your head.
“The goddess came to me in my room last night,” whispers Theora. “She told me you would find me. She told me to refuse to go with you and if you left, I would know it was not meant to be. If you refused—“
“I refuse!” You cry, your heart swelling.
“She told me to be with you. To go from this place and be with the man I love.”
She embraces you passionately, pressing her lips to yours and crushing her breasts in her modest brassiere against your chest. Your kiss becomes more and more eager, lips moving and tongues meeting, melting together, moaning together, and finally being interrupted by a loud knocking at the door.
“Sister Theora!” The old crone calls through the door. “What is happening in there?”
Theora pulls her robe back onto her shoulders, wipes her tears, and grasps your hand as  she throws open the door. The old acolyte steps back from the door in surprise. She sees that Theora is no longer wearing her habit and her shock turns to anger. Theora advances out of the room, backing the woman up more. You realize a number of acolytes, mostly young women, are watching from the doorways and a balcony.
“What is the meaning of this!? You are not to touch that boy! Why aren’t you wearing your habit?”
“The goddess came to me last night,” says Theora, her silvery-blue eyes blazing with righteousness. “She commanded me to test this man. To test his love for me. He passed his test. By the mercy of Yeanelle, I will leave this place and be with the man that I love.”
“You will WHAT?!” The acolyte’s face reddens with outrage. “We took you into this abbey! We sheltered you from Veleda! You, a fallen angel, should know better than to cross a…a…”
The woman’s expression changes to one of fear and she clutches at her chest and sinks down to her knees.
“My…my heart,” gasps the senior acolyte.
“May Yeanelle show mercy,” murmurs Theora. “May she spare you on this day, Sister Agatha.”
The other sisters rush into the room to attend to the ailing elderly sister, allowing you and Theora to step past them and out of the abbey. Theora cries out as the first slashes of cold rain strike her head and shoulders. She pulls her robe over her head and you shield her from the rain as best you can with your jacket.
You hasten to the nearby town of Muret. It might be a charming, lively village under normal circumstances, but in the heavy downpour its streets are flooded. Lamplights glow in the windows of several taverns in the center square of Muret. You pull Theora towards one that looks affordable. Shoving your way inside the bustling tavern, you join several other patrons at the hearth, laughing together with relief as the first blast of hot air rolls over your rain-soaked clothing.
“I thought we were going to wash away,” says Theora.
“We need a room,” you say. “We need to get out of these wet clothes.”
“Rooms are five silvers,” says a plump, redheaded barmaid as she hurries past with more ales in her hands than seems possible. On her way back, you pass her the one gold piece you have saved from your work on the barges. She tucks the coin into her apron and motions for you to follow.
You head upstairs with the barmaid. She brings you to a door at the end of the hall and unlocks it with a key around her neck. The room is small, shabby, but seems reasonably clean. Rain drums against the shuttered windows and the light is provided by an oil lamp and candles. A fire burns in the hearth, filling the room with pleasant warmth.
“Shall I bring up something to eat?” The barmaid asks.
“Later,” says Theora, before you can answer. “We need to rest and get out of these clothes.”
“I’ll bet you do,” says the barmaid with a saucy wink. “Just give a shout down the stairs when you’re hungry.”
She leaves the room with a last swish of her skirt and you bolt the door behind her. Before you have even turned back around, Theora is on you, kissing you hungrily. Emotion wells in her eyes as she cradles your face in both hands and kisses you again.
“I never thought this would really happen,” she gasps between kisses. “Not until last night. I thought…thought maybe you were dead or…mmmmmmm…”
Her fears are lost under the weight of your passion. You shrug out of your soaking wet jacket. Theora pulls at the buttons of your tunic, bursting more than one in her effort to get your shirt off. You help her off with her robe and kiss her slender neck, her shoulder, and feel her damp brassiere and soft breasts crushed against your chest. You stroke her hips and cradle her peachy bottom as she unbuckles your belt and yanks down your trousers.
You have pictured this moment for the better part of a year. You imagined all the ways you would pleasure her and she would pleasure you in return. In the heat of the actual moment, neither of you has any interest in foreplay. She slides off her panties and her bra and pulls you down onto the bed with her. Your hard cock rubs against her supple inner thigh and you feel the radiating heat and softness of her pussy with its silky gold tuft of hair.
“I need you,” she gasps, caressing your cheek as you move atop her and position your cock at her entrance. “Take me, my love. I have dreamt of this for…oooOOOHHHH YESSSS!”
You thrust into the exquisite, steamy silkiness of her pussy, driving to the hilt as she tosses her hair and writhes beneath you. She strokes your muscular shoulders and wraps you in her long legs, pulling you deeper. The heat of her cunt is like a furnace around you – like a forge melting the steel of your sword – you plunge in and out of her, locking eyes with her as you fuck her.
“Lucas,” she gasps. “Oh, Lucas, how I took this for granted before. You are the only man…oooohh…only man for me. AAAHHHH!”
Her pussy flutters around you, her expression lost in bliss. You pump in and out of her, driving forcefully, but not roughly. Your pleasure rising with every stroke as she cums around you.
“Cum inside me,” she gasps. “Cum. Fill my womb.”
The thought had hardly occurred to you, but as you stiffen and explode inside her, there is a certain radiant joy to the moment as the thought of fathering a child with the beautiful angel fills your mind. She holds your hand, looking up into your eyes as you thrust again and again, your cock pulsing as her inner muscles work your shaft.
“I can feel it inside me,” she laughs, leaning up to kiss you, tears glistening in her eyes. “Oh, my love. Mmmmmm.”
You kiss her passionately as your strokes slow and the last of your cum trickles into her clutching pussy.
“I want to stay like this forever,” you say, kissing her lips, neck, and shoulder.
“Forever,” she agrees, holding you atop her with her legs.
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Return to Saturana

You are not eager to return to the steamy misery of the cursed jungle of Staurana, yet you know your destiny lies in that miserable place. The woman you seek is there. You must find her, whatever the danger.
“I must go back,” you say to your mother and sister.
“Back?” You mother asks.
“Oh, no,” cries Genevieve as she realizes you are looking at the cursed jungle on the map.
“Saturana,” you say. “The woman I am seeking is there.”
“Who?” Genevieve demands, folding her arms over her breasts.
You dare not say which of the women you are seeking in Saturana. There was the plant girl who you bested and the Scylla girl you drove off. Saturana might also be your only way to reach the Succubus Queen. You could never tell your mother that you intended to seek out Lady Rachelle.
“I must finish something there,” you say firmly. “I will find a way to reach Saturana on foot if you will not aid me.”
“Good, then go,” says Genevieve.
“Genny, no,” says your mother. “We will help you. We will send you to the edge of the jungle. It will take you weeks to reach that awful place otherwise.”
“Weeks for him to reconsider,” says Genevieve. But she does not protest as your mother takes her hand and takes your hand.
Your mother begins to chant in the tongue of magic and your sister, however reluctant, joins her. Their words grow louder and louder and magic begins to crackle from your hands up to your torso. Your hair stands on end all over your body. You experience a strange weightless sensation in the pit of your stomach and with a sudden rush you are flung into the sky. Cold air rushes around you, the world seeming to spin like a rolling marble. You are suddenly struck with heat and moisture and the vast jungle of Saturana sprawls beneath you like a fuzzy green octopus.
You land with a crash, smashing a bush of some sort and rolling into a tangle of flowering vines. You pluck several thorns from your arms and legs and get to your feet, beating the heaviest of the dirt from your clothes.
The ancient, massive jungle stands before you. A variety of fates await you depending on the path and person you choose. You want to avoid the goblins and their ilk without your monster girls to help you. You might find a monster girl lurking in the river or one in the flowery garden. Or you could return to the mountain that turns red at sunset and try to find the entrance to the underworld once again. Could the Succubus Queen really be there?




Who do you look for in jungle?
Seek out a monster girl in the river
Search the flowery garden for monster girls
Search for the Succubus Queen




Refuse and threaten him for Yasmeen’s location

You smile at Toad and stomp heavily on the potion in the sand at your feet. The glass bottle cracks and the pink milk potion loses its glow as it soaks into the sand. The guards murmur and tense. Toad sits forward in his throne, anger contorting his reptilian features.
“How dare you refuse my offer!” He croaks with anger. “You are a fool—“
“Be quiet!” You shout at the crime lord, making his guards bristle. “Do you think I’m afraid of you and these guards? I have defeated Yasmeen. I have been to Saturana and to the underworld where I defeated the Succubus Queen. You are no threat to me, Toad.”
You speak his name with utter contempt. His guards start towards you, their weapons drawn. You continue to stare down Toad and he suddenly lets out a croak and holds up a hand to stop his men.
“You know, boy, I like you,” croaks Toad. “Taking down Yasmeen and destroying Kazadar has made me very wealthy. Very well, I will repay you for your kindness. What is you want?”
“Where is Yasmeen now?” You demand, stepping towards Toad.
“I’ve word that a snake girl fell from the sky in Mubarrah,” said Toad. “It is not far from Vorokesh, just within the boundary of the Sea of Sand. Yartaugh! Bring me a map of the sands!”
One of Toad’s men scurries off and returns with a large map. He unrolls it on the floor at Toad’s feet and the reptile point with a clawed toe.
“There is Mubarrah,” he says, scraping his toenail against the map’s parchment. “Three day’s ride and near the red rock wall. Not the deep erg. It will be a reasonably safe journey for a solitary man. Particularly a man like you.”
To your surprise, Toad provides you with a sand shuffler to ride and enough water and food for three days. One of his animal tenders even gives you a cloak of light brown cloth that will help you during the merciless heat of the daylight hours. The man advises, “Travel mostly by night and stay clear of any water you encounter. It is mating season for the sarodiles. They would make short work of you and your shuffler.”
You set off in the evening, following the setting sun into the trackless wasteland of the Sea of Sand. You encounter few travelers on your journey and avoid dust storms and a slow-moving river that would seem to be sarodile-infested. Traveling through the shifting sands day after day is mind-numbing. You lose track of time and would lose your sense of direction were it not for the indefatigable sand shuffler continuing in one direction.
It is morning and you have spent a third night journeying when you see the dark shape of buildings and the faint glow of morning fires on the horizon. Mubarrah is much smaller than Vorokesh, a scattering of sandstone hovels and sun-bleached yurts erected around an ancient temple of strikingly white stone. This edifice seems perfect from a distance, but as you approach the village you realize it is a ruin and only a single remaining tower of what was once a great castle of white stone.
You are met at the gates of the village by several hard-faced men with swords. They do not ask your business, they simply confiscate your sand shuffler and drag you towards the ancient castle tower. You hear Yasmeen’s hissing laugh before you see her. You are dragged into a chamber that might once have been a dining hall. The roof is cracked, allowing shafts of light to illuminate the cool, dark interior.
Yasmeen is as beautiful and terrifying as you remember, rising high above the humans in the chamber on her coiled, rusty-red serpentine lower body. Her human body is clad in a tight-fitting bodice of white and gold silk that clings to her immense breasts. She sees you being brought into the room and her lips curl into a smile of delight.
“Found this one wandering outside the gates,” says one of the men who grabbed you.
“Lucas Le Blanc!” Yasmeen hisses and slithers out of her coil with disconcerting speed. In a moment, she has you scooped into her arms, swinging her tail and shoving aside her men carelessly. She looks at them over her shoulder and commands, “Leave us!”
The men quickly file out as Yasmeen returns to her perch and deposits you atop her coils. She cradles your head and shoulders in one oversized hand, holding you almost like a child beneath her gently heaving breasts. Her size makes you feel like a child.
“Why did you seek me out?” She hisses.
“I know we did not have long together,” you say, trying not to stare at her luscious breasts, “but I could not stop thinking about you, Yasmeen. Your beauty, your strength, and your intelligence. I craved it and could not stay away.”
“Oh, Lucas,” she hisses, pulling you against her breasts and kissing you.
Kissing a woman twice as big as you is a bit disconcerting, as if her jaw might unhinge and swallow you whole at any moment, but her nimble tongue and passionate kiss soon make you forget your worries. Your cock stiffens in your trousers as she cradles you and kisses you.
“I’m so glad you came to me,” she hisses against your lips. “These others are so boring. They obey me, of course, but they have nothing in your skulls and have pointless lives. You are interesting. You will be good company.”
“I want to stay,” you say. “I have nowhere I would rather be.”
She giggles as she hooks a finger into the front of your trousers, pulling them down and causing your hard cock to spring free.
“Yes, I see you want to be here,” she laughs. “Well, since you are off the menu for my breakfast, perhaps I will have a taste of something else.”
“What? Ohhhh…” Your words trail off as she wraps you tightly in her coils and lifts you up. Her mouth easily engulfs your cock and her snakelike tongue coils around your shaft. The warm wetness of her mouth is incredible and when she sucks it feels as if your cock might dissolve like candy upon her tongue and disappear down her gullet. Her big eyes gaze up at the agonizing pleasure on your face as she sucks with rhythmic pulses, your entire cock buried in her mouth.
“Oh, we mustn’t forget your little sack,” she giggles, opening her mouth wider and easily taking your tightening bollocks into the warm wetness of her mouth.
“Yasmeen,” you moan. “Ohhhhhh, gods, that is good.”
“Mmmmhmmm,” she agrees, not even bobbing her mouth, but using her tongue and alternating suction to provide intense, slippery stimulation. Your muscles tense and your pleasure builds inside the sucking vice of Yasmeen’s luscious mouth.
“Ahhhhhh!” You cry, thrusting your hips and fucking into her mouth. “Oh, Yasmeen, I’m going to cum!”
“Mmmmmm!” She looks up at you with her snakelike eyes, sucking relentlessly on your cock and clenching balls. You thrust into that incredible mouth and explode, your cum spurting across her fluttering tongue and down her throat in an instant. She swallows again and again, draining your load with ease.
“Oh, gods,” you moan as she pulls you away and your still-stiff cock slides from her mouth.
“What a delicious snack,” she hisses. “Relax, Lucas. I would never eat you alive. You will stay here with me as my…adviser. We will have so much fun together.”
“Yes, Yasmeen,” you pant, still recovering from your intense orgasm. “Yes, I will never leave your side.”
She coils her lower body once more and settles you atop her coils, cradling your head against her huge breasts. You smile up at her, marveling at her giant beauty. It’s exactly where you want to be.
CONTINUE >




Drink the potion and become Toad’s slave girl

You lean down and pick up the potion. All eyes in the throne room focus on you. Even Toad sits forward in his throne, his gaze fixed excitedly on you.
“Yesss,” he croaks as you pop the stopper from the potion.
You know it is madness, but you cannot stop yourself. You press the rim of the potion to your lips and let the thick, sweet liquid flow into your mouth. You gulp it down, surprised by the syrupy sweetness of it and the tackiness in your throat as you swallow several times to drain the entire bottle.
“Oh, Lucas,” croaks Toad. “You have made a very wise decision.”
The words come to you as if from a great distance, for in that moment you are driven to your knees as heat and pain blooms within your belly. It spreads quickly through your chest and down to your cock. You feel your manhood beginning to retreat and invert. The sensation makes you want to scream, but your face, your shoulders, your chest, and almost every other part of you is changing simultaneously. You realize at once that this potion is much more potent than any Gretchen ever gave you.
Your muscles go slack and your chest begins to swell. Huge breasts strain your tunic to burst with newly thick and sensitive nipples jutting beneath the taut fabric. Your waist grows more slender, but your hips widen and your ass becomes round and plush. Your face feminizes, with more delicate features and fuller lips. Your eyes even change and your hair, though still short, becomes fuller-bodied.
“Look at her,” you hear one of the guards muttering. Through your new eyes you see that all of the men and Toad are staring at you with fresh lust. As realization hits you that you have become an object of lust for them, you feel your cock complete its transformation into a complete female reproductive system. Your ovaries throb inside you and your pussy trembles with newly feminine desire.
“Lucas has become Lucia,” croaks toad, sliding heavily from the throne and onto his thick, muscular legs. Your breasts heave with your excitement and you moan at the sensation of your moisture gathering at your sensitive cuntlips. Toad looms over you, a grotesque green bulk, licking his lips as he gazes down at your voluptuous body bursting from your male clothing.
You stare up at him, feeling a submissive thrill as you realize you are looking at your new master. His bulging eyes blink grotesquely and he runs his fat tongue over his lips again.
“That potion,” he croaks, “was a permanent transformation potion. If you thought you could spend a single night of pleasure as a girl, you are mistaken.”
“Permanent?” You gasp, looking down at your soft breasts and hefting them in your hands. “This is what I’ll be…forever?”
“That is the meaning of the word,” croaks Toad with amusement. “Silly pleasure saves always become so stupid. Now, you are my pleasure slave. So prove your worth to me or I’ll sell you in one of the slave markets.”
The thought of being sold to a stranger at a Vorokesh slave market sends a lash of fear through your body. It meets with the simmering desire to pleasure your new master, regal and plump, who towers above you in his reptilian magnificence.
“Oh, yes, master,” you moan, stroking the trunks of his scaly legs to his smooth abdomen just beneath his belly. A slit opens in the scales of his groin and a thick, glistening pink wedge slides out from inside his body. Any natural revulsion you might feel is gone as you take hold of Toad’s fat cock with both hands and fall upon it with a perverse eagerness. You lick his salty-sour flesh, lapping at his slit and eliciting a croaking chortle from the bloated crime boss.
“So eager,” croaks Toad. “I think you wanted this all along.”
“Mmmmmmm!” You answer him, his cock stretching your soft lips.
You tear open your tunic, freeing your plump breasts so that your master can see them as you worship his reptilian fuckmeat with your hands and mouth. He rests a big, possessive hand on your head, coaxing you to lick him and slurp wantonly at the slimy head of his cock. You wriggle out of your trousers, exposing your body to him fully. He leans over you, smacking your round, plush rear as you gurgle and slurp on his monstrous cock.
This is it! The place you belonged all this time! On your knees, pleasuring a superior cock! A slave girl for the rest of your life!
Toad croaks with pleasure, his throat inflating as you bob and slurp eagerly on his swelling maleness. You can taste that he is close in the sweet trickle of his precum. You want it, to taste it and swallow it, to bathe in his bestial cum. You’ve never wanted anything more and you suck him relentlessly. You hear some of the guards muttering in disbelief at your shameless display of submissive lust. You don’t care about them, only your master matters now.
With a triumphant croak of pleasure that echoes in the throne room, Toad explodes into your mouth. His heavy spurts of cum gush out faster than you can swallow his delicious spunk, quickly overflowing your mouth and even dripping out of your nose. You don’t care about the discomfort, you suck him gratefully, drinking his thick cum even as it drips down your face and chin and splatters your heaving breasts.
“You will be my concubine,” croaks Toad, pulling you off his cock. You gasp, catching your breath, licking his cum from your lips. All you can say is, “Yes, master.”
You have willingly given up your male body and surrendered to Toad. You are owned by him now; his perfect, horny slave slut.
CONTINUE >




Stay and face Veleda

“I will face Veleda,” you say to Hina, holding her tight in your arms. “Someone must confront her for her misdeeds.”
“Very well, master,” says Hina. “I hope you are not…”
Her eyes flash and go dark. She slumps in your arms. The sensation of moving abruptly stops. The palace goes completely dark.
“Hello?” You call out, your voice echoing in the darkness. “Veleda? Are you there?”
You ease the limp doll of Hina down to the floor and call out, “Veleda! Show yourself!”
With a terrible rending sounding, the sky is peeled open to reveal a golden light, and a glowing hand reaches into the darkness and takes hold of you. It draws you up into the sky. With a sickening lurch, you pass through the membrane of the crystal’s reality and into the golden temple of Veleda. The goddess tosses you to the floor at her feet with disgust. She stands over you, ten times your size and with a scowl of contempt on her otherwise beauteous face.
“Where are they?” She demands, her voice rolling over you with the force of thunder.
“Who?” You ask, resisting the compulsion to wail and grovel. You push yourself into a sitting position and then manage to clamber to your feet. “They are all gone, Veleda. Even the Succubus Queen. I sent them away.”
“Fool,” sneers Veleda. “I will find another hero to carry the sword. He will accomplish what you have failed.”
“You killed my father,” you say. “You betrayed Theora and tricked me!”
“Yes, well, certain compromises had to be made.” Veleda scoops you up in her hand, her fingers wrapping around your body and holding you tightly against her palm. “Such as my choice of hero. You were hardly the sort of man I would normally choose. You are weak-willed and weak-bodied. Though I suppose Theora did shape you into a vague resemblance to a hero.”
“Face me,” you cry, your arms pinned at your side. “You are coward. You lord your power over humanity and toy with us through your angels. Face me in battle.”
“Battle?” Veleda laughs. “A man would no more battle an ant. But you have taken the trouble to come to see me in my realm, speaking insolently to my face. Few humans would have the bravery to confront me.”
Her fingers tighten around you, crushing your arms painfully against your sides and making it difficult to draw air into your lungs. Your face reddens with trapped blood.
“Th-Theora taught me this,” you gasp. “She showed me how to be brave.”
“And look at her now,” laughs Veleda. “Her wings torn from her back, living with the humans as a mortal. She will grow old and die. But you, Lucas, will not.”
With a squeeze of her giant fist, you feel the blood rushing painfully to your head. You hear bones breaking, the pressure building to agony, and suddenly a pop and everything goes dark.
Veleda tosses aside the smashed remains of the boy she called the Hero with One Thousand Lives. His last life has obviously been wasted as he is nothing but a bloody smear on the floor of her palace. She laughs and walks away, her attention already on other, more important matters.
BAD END




Stay with Hina in a copy of the palace

The thoughts of never seeing this glorious palace or your beloved golem companions again are too much to bear. You will forego all other romance, all other possible lives, and remain here with Hina, luxuriating forever in a hidden palace.
“I want to stay with you,” you say, taken the hands of the golem girl and looking into her glassy blue eyes.
“You will never be able to leave here, master,” she warns. “This cannot be revoked.”
“I understand,” you say, tears welling in your eyes. “Quickly now, Hina, before we arrive in Veleda’s realm.”
There is a sudden flash of pink light and a sensation as if you are falling. Although you seem to plunge a great distance, Hina’s hands never release you. The pink light fades and you are standing in the same place in the white palace. The pink sunset sky has stabilized and the immaculate white stones are no longer shaking. A peaceful, warm breeze blows through the window.
“Everything… is the same,” you say, looking around at the great arches and the empty halls.
“Yes, master,” says Hina, smiling sweetly. “But you are safe now. You will be safe forever. With me.”
She leaps into your arms and you pull her in for an embrace. Her cool porcelain lips meet yours and you taste the cool sweetness of her mouth. Her tongue is more human like, though still cool, and you realize as you caress her petite body, that this is the first time you have actually embraced one of the guide Hinas. Her body presses against yours, unyielding compared to your flesh, but still supple and lovely as you stroke her slender back down to her hips.
“Are there others?” You ask her.
“There are five Hinas available to cook, clean, and join you in the bed,” says Hina.
“And what of the world beyond?” You ask, looking out one of the nearby windows and into a placid desert environment once created for Yasmeen.
“You can never leave this place,” says Hina. “Nor can I. We are completely and permanently isolated from the outside world. It was the only way to protect this realm from Veleda.”
The magnitude of your decision sends a wave of sadness washing over you. Never again will you see your mother or sister. You will never find Theora or caress Morelle. You sag into your embrace with Hina and she strokes you in a soothing manner.
“I will take care of you, master,” she says.
“Lucas,” you croak. “Call me Lucas, please. If we are going to be with each other forever I would rather not be your master.”
“Very good, Lucas,” she says, taking your hand. “Come along. Let me make you some supper. My sisters will draw you a bath.”
You smile wearily as the Hina leads you toward the palace’s kitchen.
CONTINUE >




Tell Hina to send you back home

Much as you may want to confront Veleda or stay with Hina, you know you will miss your family and the monster girls you have come to know.
“You have to send me home, Hina,” you say.
“Of course, master,” says Hina. The humming sound you heard earlier grows louder and louder. Hina closes her eyes, but pink light bleeds from beneath her eyelids and out from her joints. You start to call out to her, to say a farewell to the beautiful golem girl, but there is a blinding flash of pink light. Suddenly, you are falling and it is very cold. You plummet through the clouds, plunging through an early morning sky and towards rolling green fields and scattered houses.
“Gods, protect me!” You cry as you seem destined to smash into the ground and perish.
You do not land gently, not quite, but as you slam into the ground you do not hear bones breaking or go bouncing off in some other direction in a lifeless tangle. There is a terrible crash, the air is knocked from your lungs by the impact and it does hurt. Quite a lot. But you are alive.
“Ohhhhhh,” you groan, pushing yourself to your hands and knees.
“It’s Lucas!” Your mother cries from nearby.
Genevieve is first to reach you. She grabs you beneath your arms and helps you to your feet as you struggle to catch your breath.
“What happened, Lucas? Are we safe?” Your mother asks with concern.
You hold up a hand and finally manage to croak out, “Don’t know.”
“I can put up wards that will hide the farm from Veleda,” says your mother. “But first, we have to rebuild the house. Do you know any repair spells, Genny?”
“A few,” says Genevieve, releasing your arms once she is sure you can stand under your own power.
“Follow my lead,” says your mother.
You watch as your mother and sister rebuild the ruins of your farmhouse. It happens with disorienting quickness; timbers, planks, glass, and stone flying together and reassembling walls, repairing pipes, furniture, and restoring the roof as they chant spells one after another. With a last power word from your mother, the lanterns light themselves and illuminate the interior of the house visible from the repaired windows.
“How is this possible?” You ask, in awe at what your mother and sister have accomplished in the span of a few minutes.
“Most of that was low level magic,” says Genevieve. “Mother knew a few spells to repair the burned timbers and bury the dead. That took a bit more magic.”
“I had no idea you knew so much magic,” you say to your mother.
She is preoccupied with further spell casting, drawing circles and symbols in the air with her fingers. Your sister explains that your mother is erecting the wards to conceal and protect your house from the wrath of the goddess.
“So we can return to our lives as they were?” You ask.
“Well, we cannot raise the dead,” says Genevieve with a glance at the barn. “But I can reseed the field and churn the soil.”
“I can do that,” says your mother, completing the wards to protect your property. “Your sister must return to the academy to finish her instruction.”
“I could stay for the term,” suggest Genevieve, taking your hand.
“No,” you say. “You should not allow this…evil…to disrupt your path to becoming a full wizard.”
“You know, Morelle was sent back to her family farm,” says your sister. “I’m not sure things will ever be the same for her, but she is only a short walk away from here.”
You think of Morelle and smile. Your mind wanders to the other monster girls and to Theora. You could set off on a journey to find any one of them.
“You could settle down here with me,” suggests your mother. “You have certainly done your duty to this world, Lucas.”
The thought of working your farm and going back to a simple life fills you with a strange welling of peace. After everything you have been through, it might be nice to say farewell to this strange life and go back to being a farmer.




What do you do?
Settle down on the family farm with your mother
Confess your true feelings for Morelle
Set off on a journey to find your love





Insatiable wife, happy life

You and Morelle are married ten sex-filled days later. Your mother has come to terms with your choice of wife and Morelle’s mother is overjoyed to have her demonic daughter out of the house. Your succubus bride looks magnificent in the sprays of white lace that constitute her wedding dress and you wear a suit your sister has sent to you from a tailor in Elzeheim.
Unfortunately, the ceremony is marred by the uncontrollable horniness of the priest, who has a visible erection during your vows. Morelle’s family and several of your friends from the village of St. Ingbert are no better. Nor does Morelle’s teasing behavior help matters. By the third time you have caught one of your guests masturbating to the sight of your wife you are furious. You send them away and decide in that moment that you will live apart from civilization.
“I only want you, my love,” promises Morelle. “As long as we are together, I will be happy.”
You bid your mother farewell and move to the mountains of Olstermark. You build a small cabin with your own hands and you herd sheep on the rolling alpine slopes. Morelle is insatiable. Every night she rides you or pleasure you until you can stand no more and some days, when you are tending your sheep, she brings you a lunch and fucks you under a tree or stuffs her tail down into your trousers and drains your cock with it.
You are happy with her and though she is insatiable, she clearly adores you and never takes too much of your life essence. To repay the great care she takes with your life force, you let Morelle indulge with the occasional visiting stranger.
When a weary traveler or lost vagabond stops by, you welcome them into your home and always depart to tend to your sheep so that Morelle can have a taste of their essence. You do not ask what goes on and she does not tell. All you know for certain is that the flushed travelers always seem a bit more disheveled and a bit less energetic than when you left.
But you are always the man in Morelle’s bed when she lays down her head for the night. You are the man she curls against and sleeps. You are husband and she, a succubus, is your loving wife.
CONTINUE >
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A dangerous line of work

Serving as Yasmeen’s companion and adviser gives you an up-close view of the way she commands her budding criminal empire in Mubarrah. She uses intimidation to get what she wants from the villagers and she has a hunger that can only be satisfied by devouring those who displease her. At first, you are nauseated when this happens. You look away when her jaw pops open and the peasant or traveler that has run afoul of Yasmeen begins to scream. Your mind reels at the muffled cries of the devoured from within her distended belly, slowly growing quiet as they dissolve inside her.
“You are a cruel mistress,” you observe in her nest at night.
“And you sought me out to become my lover,” she says, stroking your face with her gentle hand. “What does that make you?”
“At least an accomplice to your evil,” you say, kissing her and caressing her soft breasts with both hands. She wraps her coils around you and draws your hard cock into the hot cove of her sex. You thrust eagerly, looking into her pitiless serpent eyes as you bury your manhood in her tight pussy. When you cum, you cling to her, and you cannot deny you have made the right choice.
Though Yasmeen favors you, there is a tension to your role as her adviser. You sometimes say things that anger her in the presence of warriors or unwary travelers who have been captured. You strenuously advocate on behalf of a family with several young children, convincing her to spare their lives and earning her ire in the process. She lets them go and even gives them water to aid them.
Such risky efforts at persuasion do not always work out so well. When you try to convince her to spare a man caught stealing from her because of his value to the village as a smithy she throws a tantrum that leaves you fearing for your life and eats the man anyway. That night, she fucks you roughly, squeezing you so tightly in her coils that it seems she intends to crush your bones. You cum inside her with a desperate gasp and she releases you just short of injury. Her size and her cruelty make her a dangerous lover.
When she is not angry with you, Yasmeen is generous and even adoring. She seems to enjoy pleasuring you between her breasts or with her mouth and is particularly fond of making love with you in her bathing pool. The natural rocks making for a fine perch for her under the cool water and she coaxes you atop her to bury your cock inside her tight cunt. You are both disappointed that she does not become pregnant despite numerous nights where she begs for you to fill her with your seed. You sense this failure to sire any children becoming a mark against you.
One night, a woman and her baby are caught trying to escape from Mubarrah with supplies looted from Yasmeen’s stores. The woman and the screaming child are dragged before Yasmeen. You intercede, arguing passionately that sparing a young mother is the right thing to do. Yasmeen fixes you with a baleful gaze and warns, “If I let her live there will be consequences.”
“Please,” you say, “spare the woman and her child. Let her go if she wishes to leave.”
Yasmeen smiles at you and nods her head.
“Let them go,” she says to her men. “Give them what they were trying to steal. If they come back, bring them to me and I will devour them both, starting with that child.”
The men depart with the relieved woman and her still-crying baby.
“Thank you,” you say to Yasmeen.
She grips you in her coils suddenly. Your arms are pinned at your side and she begins to move her serpentine lower half back and forth.
“W-what are you doing?” You gasp.
“Doesn’t it feel nice?” She teases, rubbing her coils against your stiffening cock.
“Y-yes, but you’re squeezing too tight,” you cry. “Have I made you angry?”
“A bit,” she says, shifting her coils to drag down your trousers. Your hard cock juts between the cool, smooth underside of her snakelike body. You moan as the gentle friction rubs against your cock. She pulls you against her body, your head cradled against her plush breasts and her breath tickling against your neck. She hisses, “Fuck them. Fuck my coils with your useless little cock.”
“Ohhhh, Yasmeen,” you cry, twitching between her slithering coils. “Please…not like this.”
“You naughty little boy,” she hisses. “Always so quick to stand up for the criminals. I think you…like them better than me.”
You moan in an agony of helpless pleasure, your orgasm building as you are pinned tightly within her shifting coils. You let out a cry and with a hot rush you cum, spurting your seed over her coils and twitching in her grasp.
“N-no,” you cry, hearing a familiar pop above you as her jaw unhinges. “No, please. I…I love you, Yasmeen.”
She stops. You hear a softer pop as her jaw resets.
“You love me?”
“Yes, more than anything,” you cry desperately as her coils continue to stimulate your over-sensitive cock. “Please. I only advised you to let that woman go…because eating her baby might have…ohhhh…cause a mutiny.”
“Ah,” she says, hissing softly, her tongue tickling your neck and earlobe. “Perhaps you were wiser than I thought.”
“Always…oooohhhhh…looking out for…aaaaaaAAH!” You cry out as you cum again through her coils, unable to stop yourself or prevent the shameful spurting of your spunk as it trickles down her crimson scales.
“Very well, Lucas,” she says, releasing you from her coils. “Perhaps I misjudged. I will spare you. Tonight.”
Your relief is cold and small. As you look up at her, you know you are doomed.
It’s only a matter of when.
CONTINUE >
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Overflowing with slime

You are awakened in your bed by the sensation of several hands grabbing your cock all at once. It takes you a moment to slip out of your dream of a slime girl orgy and realize that your cock is actually being stroked and caressed by at least four hands. You see lumpy shapes moving under your blanket and you gasp and yank back the cover from your body.
“Beeba! Alla! Yena! What are you girls doing!?” You cry out in shock as you realize three of your slime girl offspring are vying to molest your stiff cock.
Beeba shifts her slimy body, wobbling and jiggling as she redistributes her good and forms her hands into a head. Her body rearranges itself behind her new head and she begins to suck and lick your cock. You feel another slimy tongue lapping at your heavy balls as Yena begins licking your sack. Alla, youngest of the slime girls, crawls up to your head, stroking your chest and leaning down to kiss you.
“Mmmmmmmm!” You cry against her lips, but succumb quickly to her aphrodisiac slime.
Yena and her sisters are just three of nineteen slime girls that Oola has created in the last six months. They are not your offspring, not really, because they emerged fully formed and identical to Oola. Well, physically identical, adult in the span of a few days, but they lack even her maturity and often develop their own personalities. The burbling, giggling slime girls continue to suck, kiss, and lick you as you sprawl helpless beneath them. It won’t be long before they make you cum and once they’ve had a taste you know all too well that they will keep going until you are exhausted.
The door to your bedroom suddenly slams open and Oola steps into the room with an apron tied around her waist and a wooden spoon in one hand.
“Get out of here you naughty girls!” She cries, waving the wooden spoon and swatting them on their jiggling rear ends. They burble with disappointment, sliding off the bed and slinking out of the room. Your cock twitches at the sight of your beautiful slime wife standing beside the bed.
“Oola,” you moan weakly. “They attacked me in my sleep, I couldn’t stop them.”
“Oh, poor Lucas,” she says, stroking your head. “I try to find them boyfriends, but sometimes they scare the boys away with how hungry they are for seed.”
Oola’s soft hand wraps around your cock and she gives it a squeeze. Her breasts bulge beneath her apron, swelling with excitement as she begins to wank you with her slippery grasp.
“You’re hungry for it too,” you chuckle, watching her stroking your hardness.
“Oh, yes, master,” she burbles. “I get jealous of them taking your seed. I am so hungry for it, master, oh, please.”
“Of course, my love,” you say, thrusting against her hand. “You are my wife. My cock belongs to you.”
“Awooooo,” she burbles happily. She sheds her apron without even untying it; the garment simply passes through her body and drops to the floor. Then Oola is atop you, feeding your hard cock into her tight, slippery ass. Her arched back is to you so you can see her plush violet cheeks as they bounce and wobble and splash against your hips.
“So tight!” You moan, marveling at her perfect slimy back passage as it rides up and down your cock. Your manhood is visible as a dark shape through her translucent cheeks.
“I know you like my ass, master,” she burbles, smacking her wobbling cheeks down against your hips and swallowing up your cock as she rides you. Her huge breasts bounce and swing so much that they are visible around her back and even rising over her shoulders on upward swings. Your fingers sink into the slimy flesh of her hips and you thrust upwards, burying your cock deep in her clenching passage.
“Oh Oola, I want to fill you with my seed,” you moan, feeling your balls tightening and your cock aching for release.
“I will make more babies,” she gasps. “Fill me, please. Let me eat up all your yummy seed!”
“Ahhhhhhh!” You thrust deep, heaving her liquid body with your forceful strokes. Your cock twitches and explodes. Oola sings loudly as your cum erupts and spreads throughout her jiggling body, swirling like a milky nebula inside her. Each pump of your cum is answered by an intense squeeze from her slippery passage.
“Awooooo, master,” she cries, her ride atop you slowing. She turns without moving her body, reforming herself so she is facing you and leaning over you to drag her slimy breasts against you and kissing you softly. “I can feel another daughter bubble inside me. Tomorrow if you give me your seed a few more times.”
“Of course, my sweet,” you say as she begins to move atop you again. “As much as I can give you.”
“Awoooooo!” She cries, beginning to bounce atop your cock.
You marvel at her strange translucent beauty as she rides your still-hard manhood. Marrying a slime and have twenty naughty slime daughters was not the life you imagined for yourself. Strange though your marriage might be, as you grab Oola’s heaving breasts and begin to thrust into her slimy depths, you realize you cannot imagine a better life.
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Travel to Bruno and find Gretchen

Of all the monster girls you encountered on your quest, one occupies on outsized place in your mind. You picture her huge breasts and puffy pink nipples dripping with milk. You think about her horns and her deep, smoky voice that would low with pleasure when you touched her. Gretchen was as beautiful as she was clever, with her alchemical tricks and body-altering potions. Most of all, you appreciated the way she took control of her.
You might not want to be a slave in a barn like those men she was holding prisoner when you first met her, but your cock stirs at that memory. Maybe the truth is you want something not so far from that. You want her, for good, and you want to be milked by her.
“Gretchen,” you say aloud.
“Who is that?” Your sister asks.
“The cow girl,” you explain. “She is an alchemist and she is very, um, intelligent.”
“She has enormous breasts,” says your sister, rolling her eyes.
“Well, there’s nothing wrong with that,” says your mother, leaning forward and reminding you and your sister both that she is quite well endowed as well. “If this Gretchen woman, this cow girl, is who you have your heart set on, Lucas, then you should go to her.”
“Where do you think she is now?” Your sister asks with a sigh that suggests she does not quite agree with your choice.
“I found her in the vicinity of Bruno,” you say. “It is not very far. I could make the journey in a few days.”
“Let us send you,” says your mother. Your sister, reluctantly, nods her agreement. Your mother continues and says, “Gather everything you think you will need. We will transport you to this place and hopefully you will find your love. Gretchen.”
“With the enormous breasts,” adds Genevieve.
You ignore her comment and gather up a small traveling pack with some supplies. You return and take your mother’s hand and your sister’s hand. They grasp hands as well and begin to chant in the magical language that only they understand. Faint sparks of magical energy begin to crackle over your body. Your hands tingle and your hair stands on end. You start to say something as a strange weightless sensation shifts inside you.
Then you are falling upwards at incredible speed, launched through the cool air and falling once more, your body cloaked in shimmering magic. You land much harder than you expected, cracking several tree branches as you plunge into a wooded area and hit the ground. Fortunately, the earth is loamy and cool and you don’t break any of your bones.
“Thanks for the ride,” you croak to your distant mother and sister. You push yourself to your knees and use a tree trunk to pull yourself to your feet. You brush off the sticks and dirt clinging to your body and have a look around.
You are near the edge of the forest overlooking the gloomy village of Bruno. On the dreary outskirts, you see the familiar farmhouse where you caught Gretchen working her magic on some unlucky – or perhaps lucky – farmers. You saved them from her experiments and Gretchen joined your group of companions. Lovely Gretchen. You smile remembering the way she took charge with you and made you do things you never imagined doing with a woman.
You hike out of the woods and approach the farmhouse through the misty morning. It is dark and quiet, but there are lanterns burning in the barn. You approach it cautiously. You hear a thump of hooves and a low moan that sounds like it’s coming from a man. You gently push open the barn’s door and peer inside.
A man is standing in the center of the barn, his hands above his head and his wrists bound. He looks to be in his early sixties and is completely naked save for the curly hair on his chest and his groin. His cock is erect and red and as you watch it is jerks and twitches and spurts cum into a rubbery bulb wrapped around the tip. His manly milk spills into a gum rubber hose that leads to a pumping machine giving off smoke and steam.
You recognize the man! He is one of the farmers you freed from captivity when you captured Gretchen. He finishes cumming, but the machine continues to suck on his cock. He cries out as it continues to pump his red manhood.
“Oh, please,” he moans. “That’s the fifth time. I can’t go again.”
“I told you six on your first morning, Mr. Borden,” she calls out. “We’ve been apart for so long I’m sure you stored up at least that much.”
You feel a thrill as you hear hooves clomping towards you. Gretchen enters from another part of the barn. She is wearing a ruffled apron that has been squeezed between her breasts so that her huge mounds and fat, pink nipples are exposed and only her pussy is cover by the apron’s frilly lower half. She is focused on the man hanging from the ceiling and does not see you until you step into the barn and towards her.
“Gretchen,” you say, stepping towards her.
“Ahhh!” She shouts, rearing back in surprise as you step into the barn.
“I know you,” croaks the old man hanging by his arms. “You’re that boy who took away the only woman who touched me in years.”
“Lucas!” Gretchen cries, recovering from her shock. She runs to you, her huge breasts bouncing and shedding droplets of milk from her stiff nipples. She grabs you up in her arms and squeezes you tightly against her sweet-smelling cleavage. Your bury your face in that warm valley and embrace her, moaning at her intoxicating scent as your already stiff cock twitches in your trousers.
“You found me so quickly!” Gretchen says, hugging you so tightly it’s difficult to breathe. “And here I was worrying I might never see you again!”
She finally relaxes her crushing embrace enough for you to lift your face from her breasts. Your hair is mussed and your face is crimson with your desire. Your cock is aching for her, but you keep your wits.
“I had to find you,” you say, looking into her eyes. “I had never met a woman like you before, Gretchen, and I never wanted to be apart from you. I want to, well, be with you.”
“Be with me?” She touches a hand to her chest as if struck by your words. “You…you want to be my mate? My stud? My bull?”
“Yes,” you say. “To all those things.”
She embraces you again with a bovine squeal of delight and this time your lips meet hers and you kiss passionately. As you press against her warm, soft bosom, as your tongues intertwine, you hear a hoarse cry from beside you. Mr. Borden jerks against the ropes hanging him from the ceiling and he begins to sputter out an ejaculation into the sucking rubber machine.
“Ohhhhhhhh, congratulations,” he cries. “Two…ohhhhh…love birds.”
“Mmmmmm.” Gretchen breaks the kiss and strokes your cheek. “I want to be with you forever too. You can stay here with me. We can start a dairy together.”
“Alright,” you say without needing a moment’s consideration. “What sort of, uh, milk do you mean?”
“Well, mine is sweetest,” she says, hefting her dripping teats. “Yours is good for my potions. And maybe we occasionally tap local volunteers.”
She reaches over and releases Mr. Borden’s cock from the suction of the machine. He lets out a relieved groan and sags in the ropes binding him.
“So you’ll be my wife?” You ask her, putting into words what had been bubbling at the back of your mind.
“I could use a big strong boy to help around the barn,” she says. “Also, of course, silly. You’re the only man for me. So much milk in you.”
She reaches down and squeezes your bollocks through your trousers.
“I’m not just going to be your helper,” you say, watching her hand knead and massage your cock and balls. “To, um, order around.”
“Oh, I might do a bit ordering around,” she says, working the buttons of your trousers. “But you’ll be my husband, silly. The man of the house.”
“That’s right,” you say, pushing her hand away from your cock. You reach down and take hold of your throbbing hardness. You wank it in one hand as you give Gretchen’s dripping nipple a long, slow lick. You switch to the other after a moment, latching and suckling at her sweet tit cream. She moans with pleasure, cradling the back of your head as her sweet milk gushes across your tongue and fills your mouth with her warm, sweet flavor. The more of her milk you gulp down, the more you need to fuck her. You pop your lips free of her puffy areola and kiss her sweet lips again.
“Bend over,” you gasp, squeezing her plush ass with both hands beneath her apron. “I’m going to give you what you need.”
“Ohhhh, yes, Lucas,” she cries, turning and grabbing the gate to a stall in the barn.
She pushes her ass back, the apron string knotted just above her plump cheeks. You don’t even bother to untie the apron strings. You grab her shapely hips, pulling her ass closer and rubbing your throbbing hard cock against the warm, wet seam of her pussy and the crack of her luscious rear.
“Go on, lad,” croaks the old man still tied up by the ropes. “Give her a hard plundering! That fat cow arse needs a good cock!”
“Keep quiet,” moans Gretchen at Mr. Borden with obvious irritation. She looks at you over her shoulder and moans, “Fuck me, Lucas. Fuck me full of all that yummy milk!”
You grip tightens on her plush hips and you thrust forward, spearing her gold-thatched cunt with your stiff cock. You groan with pleasure as you sink every bit of your manhood into that hot, slippery, silken pussy, pressing your hips flush with her rear and your bollocks against her clit. Gretchen lows with pleasure, her head dropping forward and her golden hair hanging in her face as she leans against the gate. Her pussy ripples around you, nearly making you shoot with that first stroke.
Somehow, you resist her gripping pussy and begin to move inside her. You thrust faster and faster, your cock becoming a glistening piston that you pump in and out of that hot, clutching cunt. Each slam of your hard cock into her clutching cunt sends Gretchen’s huge breasts swinging. She holds tight to the gate, lowing like a cow as her creamy teats sway and droplets of milk flick from her fat nipples. You lean over her arched back, bearing down on her and reaching around her with both hands to squeeze those luscious mounds. As you squeeze them roughly, milk fountains out and sprays the gate and the floor beneath her.
“Ohhhhhhh, yesssss, Lucas! Make me cummmmm!” She cries, fucking back against you as her pussy begins to spasm.
“Take it!” You gasp, your orgasm rising volcanically to meet her pleasure. “You hot fucking cow! Take it!”
“MmmoooOOOoooo!” She cries, tossing her head and pounding her plush ass back onto your cock with flesh slaps. With a rush of hot pleasure, your swollen cock throbs deep inside her slippery cunt and you erupt. She wails, “Fill my pusssssyyyyy!”
Pump after pump of your hot cream fires into Gretchen’s churning depths. You feel her clamping down on your cock with her own orgasm. You ride the high of your ecstasy, each thrust accompanied by a diminishing shot of your seed into her steamy pussy.
You slow your thrusts and gently withdraw your cock. Your cum spills out of her, but she quickly covers her blushing mound with her hand, catching your dripping spunk.
“Don’t waste it,” she gasps. “Fetch me one of those bottles from the other room.”
“Oh, um, right,” you say, your head clearing as you remember her love of alchemy based around male and female fluids. You stuff your cock into your trousers and hurry to the other room. You see numerous empty bottles on a rack, each with a neatly-affixed, blank paper label. There are several bottles containing creamy liquid that have been labeled “My Milk.” Finally, there is the gum rubber hosing leading to a half-full bottle of what can only be male liquid with a label that identifies it as, “Mr. Borden’s Milk.”
“Hurry up!” Gretchen cries from the other room.
You quickly grab one of the empty bottles and return to Gretchen, who is squatting lewdly and holding a cupped hand under her pussy.
“This mixture of your milk with the nectar of my pleasure should be quite potent,” she says, panting slightly and still flushed with pleasure. She takes the bottle from you and you and Mr. Borden both watch as Gretchen holds the wide-mouthed bottle beneath her creamy pussy. She grunts softly as she squeezes out your milk into the bottle. She wipes the rim on her glistening folds before holding the bottle up to the light. She calls out to Mr. Borden, “You see how much a young man gives me in one go? Yours are pitiful.”
“I know,” whimpers Mr. Borden.
Once she is satisfied she has every drop, she stands and walks back into her alchemy room. You watch her lovely rear as she goes, then untie Mr. Borden.
“You’re a lucky man,” he says, rubbing his raw wrists. “She was talkin’ about you earlier. Talkin’ bad about me and good about you. But be careful of her. She’ll wear you out.”
“She is a different sort of girl,” you say, listening to her singing to herself from her room full of bottles. “Which is why I intended to marry her.”
Mr. Borden weakly dresses and gives you a last pat on your shoulder before heading to the barn door.
“Goodbye!” He shouts.
“Come back in two days!” Gretchen calls out. “I’ll extract more.”
He chuckles with amusement, doffs his cap, and sets off across the sunny field. You head back into the room full of bottles to find Gretchen combing your milk and hers in another bottle by squeezing her cream from her breast into a measuring glass and then pouring that into the mixture.
“Just enough,” she murmurs. “Ah, there! A healing tonic!”
She holds it up to the lantern and the potion takes on a faint blue glow.
“And it should increase male vitality a bit,” she says.
“You can sell those you know,” you say, reaching around her to fondle her breasts as you kiss her shoulder and neck.
“That is my plan,” she says. “To open an alchemy shop in Bruno. People will come from far and wide to buy my milk potions.”
You kiss her again. She sets her new potion aside and chuckles softly.
“How about you, Lucas?” She says, leaning back and hefting her breasts in her hands. “Would you like some milk fresh from the source?”
“Oh, yesss,” you moan, latching to one of her thick nipples and sucking. As her sweet, intoxicating milk gushes into your mouth and down your throat, you feel your cock stiffening once more. Her hand is already slipping inside your trousers.
“We can extract a few more loads, I think,” she says, cradling you against her breasts.
“Mmmmhmmm,” you moan in agreement, too busy gulping down her milk to actually speak. With your face pressed to her soft breasts, her warm cream flowing down your throat, and her hand wrapped around your cock, it all feels like a dream come true.
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Enter the Nightlands to Find Izabella

None of the monster girls has left an impression on you quite like Izabella, the vampire girl. From her beauty to her power to her cold, but seductive demeanor, you cannot stop thinking about her. You know she is a blood-sucking manipulator. You know she will probably drain your blood for her pleasure. You don’t care. Izabella is the girl for you.
Your mother and sister look at you expectantly as you study the map.
“There,” you say, jabbing a finger at the Nightlands.
“What? The Nightlands?” You sister is shocked.
“What could possibly be there, Lucas?” Your mother furrows her brow.
“Izabella,” you say. “She is the most beautiful woman I have ever met. I have to find her. I have to…be with her.”
“Why does she live in the Nightlands?” Your mother asks with concern.
“I don’t think she lives at all,” says Genevieve. “Lucas has it bad for a vampire. Isn’t that right, Lucas?”
“It’s true,” you admit. “She is an evil vampiress, but I think I might be able to, um, temper her worst inclinations.”
“She’ll only kill a little bit,” says Genevieve, her voice dripping with sarcasm. “She is a blood-sucking killer, Lucas. You cannot possibly want to be with this woman.”
“You don’t know Izabella,” you say.
“If I did, I would drive a stake through her—“
“That’s enough,” says your mother. “Lucas is a grown man. If he wishes to be with this vampire woman then we must support him. He saved us and we owe it to him.”
“Very well,” says Genevieve, obviously swallowing her anger. “But I say this only because I love you, Lucas: be careful. She is a vampire and you are a snack to her.”
You know your sister might be right, but it doesn’t matter. Your mind is made up. You want to be with Izabella, whatever the price you must pay.
“We will send you to the edge of the Nightlands,” says your mother, taking your left hand as your sister takes hold of your right. “Our magic cannot transport you inside them.”
They begin to chant in the magical tongue and you can see tiny sparks of magical energy flickering over your body. A tingle sensation begins in your hands and quickly spreads up your torso. You catch a last glimpse of Genevieve looking at you with sad eyes and then you are flung into the sky at impossible speed. You cry out, traveling a great distance in seconds and crashing back to earth in the dreary, rain-slicked woods on the edge of the Nightlands.
You lift yourself up from the wet leaves and mud, wipe yourself off, and set forth into the land of perpetual gloom in search of your undead love. You follow the main road through the dark forest, traversing several villages and searching high and low. You encounter ghosts, highwaymen, and what you are pretty sure is a werewolf. You manage to elude them all and continue your journey through the dismal realm of the Nightlands.
In the small fishing village of Yoreth, you work briefly on a fishing boat to earn enough coin to stay at the inn. The barmaid there is pleasant and inviting, her bed warm and her thighs creamy and soft. She wants you to stay and be her man, but you are resolute in your quest to find Izabella. It is not long before you are on your way again.
After more than a month of wandering the Nightlands, you encounter a merchant passing through the northern mountains. He invites you to share his campfire and although his guards are wary of you, he is friendly and forthcoming. He tells you of the town of Klengmourn, with its miserable townsfolk watched over by a beautiful castle high in the mountains.
“They are afraid in Klengmourn,” says the merchant. “The duke’s new wife, Izabella, makes the servants disappear when they displease her. Sometimes she comes into town and plucks unlucky folk for a ‘feast’ at the castle. If they return at all, they are never the same. Haunted and almost like they are in a trance.”
“Izabella,” you murmur, your heart swelling with excitement.
Klengmourn is four days of hard walk through unwelcoming terrain. At last, you leave the much of the lowlands behind and climb into the foothills of the Nevarrin mountain range. In dreary daylight these massive mountains reach into the matching slate sky and at night they loom as a darkness that blocks out the stars.
On the morning of the fifth day since meeting the merchant you spy the village of Klengmourn, ramshackle and ugly, seeming to slough from the mountain like debris surrounding the scabrous socket of the mine works. Above this scene, like a stately bird of prey perched among the peaks, the castle described by the merchant looks down on the mining town of Klengmourn.
The townsfolk of Klengmourn are among the least welcoming of any you have encountered in the Nightlands. They stare at you with dark eyes, their shoulders slumped and their faces pale. The laborers from the mines are covered in the dust of their labors. You pass a shop selling eel pies and a brothel with women that look sick with jaundice. This is an afflicted place.
You trudge through the town and up a perilous road to the mountain peak and the castle gate. You are met at the wrought iron edifice by a huge guardian wearing a grotesque silver mask. He is so large that you are not even sure he is human.
“You are not from here,” he says, perhaps observing your relatively good health. “You would be wise to go back whence you came.”
“I am here to see Izabella,” you declare.
“The duchess? What business do you have with her?” He steps forward and grabs a handful of the quilted jacket you are wearing. His breath steams ominously through the nostrils of his horrifying mask in the crisp mountain air.
“Tell her Lucas Le Blanc is here to see her,” you say, although your clenching guts tell you this guard is about to bash in your head.
He grunts and shoves you back.
“You will wish I had not told her,” he growls and disappears through the gate.
Several minutes later, the gate opens again and the guard gestures for you to follow. He clomps through a castle that seems almost empty. You notice threadbare tapestries and a coating of dust on the window casements; signs that its finery is falling to neglect. The guard leads you to a small sitting room with a couch with red velvet cushions and oil lanterns giving off an unpleasant amount of smoke.
“Wait here,” growls the guard, gesturing to the couch. “The duchess wants to see you.”
You settle down on the couch, feeling out of place in the opulent room. You wait until the gray daylight fades to darkness and then you hear the click of approaching footsteps on the castle’s stone corridors. The door to the chamber swings open and you are greeted by a fat man with a white beard. He has a leather helmet pulled down almost to his eyes and a vast gray tunic pinned with many medals. He wears crisp red trousers over his tree-trunk wide legs.
“Um, hello, sir,” you say, rising to your feet.
He remains in the doorway, motionless, seeming to look down at you over his big, ruddy nose.
“My wife,” he says, the words thick on his tongue, “has come to see you.”
Izabella, pale and voluptuous, her shapely body hung with crimson silk, steps around her corpulent husband. She pats his chest and gently pushes him away.
“Go rest, dear,” she says. “I can hear you wheezing again.”
“Mmmhmmphhh,” he says. “Goodnight, my love.”
She stops him from kissing her and blows him a kiss instead. The fat duke retreats down the hall, leaving you alone with the beautiful, raven-haired vampiress. She turns to you once he is gone and pushes you back into the room, closing the door behind her.
“Why have you come for me, Lucas?” She whispers. “I am not going back in that sword.”
“I have been searching the Nightlands for weeks to find you,” you say, grasping her arms and looking into her red eyes. Her luscious breasts jiggling slightly in her dress and the feel of her cool skin beneath your hands makes your cock twitch. “The sword is gone. I no longer serve Veleda. I want to…to be with you, Izabella.”
She seems about to chastise you, but your last words make her draw back in surprise. She regards you curiously.
“Be with me?” She cocks her head and furrows her brow. “What does this mean?”
“Well, um, it means,” you stammer, suddenly stymied by her beauty. You regain your confidence and declare, “It means I want to be with you, Izabella. Romantically.”
“Romantically,” she says the word as if it tastes bad in her mouth. Her expression softens to sympathy. “Oh, Lucas, I am the duchess. I have a husband, even if he is a bloated buffoon. I have no interest in romance. You should leave here. Go back to your farm and your sunlight. The Nightlands are no place for a summer child like you, Lucas.”
But you are not to be deterred so easily. You press closer to her, caressing her cheek as you look into her eyes. Moving close enough to kiss her.
“I will not leave,” you say. “Even if you remain married to this man, I will stay.”
“Mmmmmm.” Her lips tighten into a line. She seems to weigh your words and then she nods and she smiles. “Yes, that could work. Lucas, I may have no use for romance, but I have many uses for a new manservant. Will you honor me and become my loyal servant?”
Your disappointment at her chilly reaction is banished by the idea of becoming a servant to the beautiful vampiress. You fall to your knees before her, clinging to her hands and her silky dress.
“Yes, Izabella,” you say. “Oh, yes, please. I will be your faithful servant. I will pleasure you whenever you desire.”
“Oh, you will?” She laughs haughtily. “Of course, you will need to earn the honor to pleasure me. Tonight, I will grant you that honor, but do not expect it again soon.”
“Oh, thank you,” you moan with relief, pressing your face against her firm abdomen as she strokes your back and shoulders.
“Yes, yes,” she says. “That’s a good boy. Lift my dress now, Lucas, so that you may serve your duchess.”
You moan with submissive lust, sliding her skirt up her long, slender legs to her shapely thighs, exposing the dark triangle of hair atop her womanhood and the bluish lips of her delicate undead pussy. You breathe her scent and stroke her cool flesh as she pulls you closer.
“That’s it,” she purrs. “You have dreamt of this pussy, haven’t you, Lucas?”
“Ohhhh, yes,” you moan, nuzzling against her cool, slick folds. You tease the soft velvet of her cuntlips, running your tongue along her seam and tickling your nose in the thatch of her dark hair. She moans softly, twitching her hips and leaning back, letting you serve her sweet pussy.
“You haven’t forgotten how to pleasure me,” she moans, gently rolling her hips. “So much better than that buffoon, the duke. He just lies there and grunts. You’re not like that, are you?”
“No, duchess,” you moan, lapping at the tiny bud of her clit. “I will serve your every need.”
“Yes,” she agrees, slipping her fingers into your hair and tightening her hold on your head. “You will serve me well.”
You moan as she pulls you roughly against her cunt, smothering you in her delicate musk and the sweet tang of her nectar.
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Father of many Scyllas

You cut easily through the water, your arms powerful and your body trim and muscular. Compared to six months ago, when you arrived in Saturana, you are an incredible swimmer. Compared to your daughters you are a floundering buffalo. More than two dozen sleek Scylla girls dart and swim circles around you. They pluck fish from the water and devour them raw. You have to use one of the spears you fashioned from a reed. It takes several attempts, but you manage to spear one of the big red gills. It is always nice to provide for your own food rather than relying on Charlotte or your daughters to catch fish.
“Tialla, Kryssa,” you call out to your eldest daughters. “Watch your sisters. I am going to take my catch to the burrow.”
“Yes, daddy,” giggle your twin girls. They have your mother’s eyes, but your brown hair. Most of your other daughters are blondes like Charlotte. They all grow so fast. You leave them cavorting at the surface and dive down, struggling to reach the burrow with the red gill in your arms. You manage to find it as you can feel your lungs aching. You just manage to reach the submerged grotto as you gasp for air.
Charlotte, sleeping in because she has fresh eggs inside her, rolls lazily onto her back and croons sleepily.
“Lucas,” she moans. “What have you brought me for breakfast?”
“A red gill,” you say, hefting the big fish.
“Was more interested in this,” she says, wrapping a tentacle around your flaccid cock.
“Is it time?” You ask as her slimy tentacle squeezes tighter and begins tugging on your manhood, coaxing it to hardness.
“Yes, I can feel it,” she says. “This clutch is ready to be fertilized.”
“Our fourth,” you say, smiling at her as you set the fish aside and crawl into her beckoning embrace. “Let me warm you up first, my love.”
“Oh? How can I refuse?” She parts her glistening tentacles, revealing the place where her thighs would meet if she had human legs. Her pink cunt is always glistening with her tentacle fluids, clean and bare and inviting.
“Mmmmmm!” You kneel among her tentacles, caressing her delicate folds and leaning down to lap at her warm slit. Her familiar sweetness coats your tongue and she begins to leak her nectar copiously. You thrust two fingers into her slit and she croons and clenches her inner walls against your thrusting digits. You kiss her folds up to her clit and suck that delicate bud.
“Ahhhhhh!” She cries as you suck, and lick and finger her tight little Scylla cunt. Her tentacles wrap around your head, drawing you against her slit as she rocks her hips and whines louder and louder with her ecstasy. “Yes, my love! Yes! Make me cum!”
“Mmmmmmhhmm!” You cry, sucking hard at her clit. You can barely breathe with all her tentacles wrapped around your head, but as she wails louder and louder, as her climax builds, you do not care if you suffocate.
“Luccsasssssss!” She wails, sitting almost upright as she cums against your tongue and fingers. Her slippery nectar spills into your mouth and all over your face. You drink her sweet honey, savoring the hot rippling of her inner walls around your thrusting fingers. You suck until she is whimpering in the aftershocks of her orgasm. Her tentacles relax their grip and caress your head. She coos, “Oh, my love. You are too good to me.”
“It was just lathering you up, Charlotte,” you chuckle, climbing atop her and kissing her. She embraces you and her tentacles begin to guide you to her hot, soaking pussy.
“No,” you gasp against her lips. “Not like this. I want to take you from behind.”
“Oh, yes, like a beast!” She giggles and slides from beneath you, turning and offering her creamy round ass up to you. Her pink knot clenches and her blushing pussy drips with anticipation. You take hold of your cock, stroking and smacking it against the soft globes of her ass. You guide your cock to her steamy cunt and thrust gently into her pussy. She croons with pleasure, “OOooOOooohhh!”
Fucking Charlotte from behind requires a very firm grip or she will go sliding across the grotto on her slippery tentacles. You take hold of her plush ass, spreading her luscious cheeks even wider and thrust deep and hard into her pussy.
“Gods, I forget how tight you are,” you laugh, forcing your cock to the hilt into her slippery cunt.
“You need to mate with me more,” she says, pushing her hips back and wringing your cock with her inner muscles. You slip your hands up to her slender waist, gripping even tighter as you thrust into her, pounding so hard and fast that the grotto echoes with your slapping hips against her slippery rear. “Ooohhh! Like that! Fuck me just like that, Lucas! Mate with me, you four-limbed brute!”
“I am going to fill your little pussy!” You roar, slamming harder and harder, driving wildly into her folds.
“Mate with me my lovvvveeee!” She cries, throwing back her head and looking at you over her shoulder.
“Ahhh!” You tighten your grip even more, leaning over her and fucking her furiously. Your cock swells and throbs, pleasure rushing through you as your cock erupts. Your fertile cum pumps into her egg-stuffed womb, fertilizing another clutch of her eggs.
“Yesss! I feel your warm cum!” She cries, backing onto your cock and squeezing you with her inner grip.
Your thrusts slow as you bury the last drops of your spunk deep inside her. You catch your breath, leaning heavily against her ass.
“Oh, thank you, my love,” she moans. “We will have so many babies!”
You slowly pull your cock from her creamy depths. Barely any spunk leaks from her tilted pussy as you lean back, smiling at the thought that you will soon have another half-dozen or so daughters.
“I think I would like to name one of them after my sister,” you say, falling beside Charlotte on the soft nest. “Genevieve.”
“It is a lovely name,” she says, pressing against you and stroking you with a human hand. “We will honor your family.”
You smile and kiss her. Though you miss your sister and mother, you cannot imagine a happier life than being the mate of the Scylla.
CONTINUE >





THE END
< RESTART EPILOGUE | GALLERY >




Search for the Succubus Queen

You only knew the beauty of Lady Rachelle for a short time, but you cannot get her out of your mind. She was so beautiful, so powerful, a goddess of sexuality that deserves to be worshipped by lowly mortals. You must find her. You must do whatever it takes to find her and pledge to become her devoted follower.
If the entrance to the underworld of Chthona is still open, perhaps she has returned there. That is your reasoning at least as you set out through the perilous jungle in search of the mountain that turns red at dusk.
Your journey is not easy. Over the course of four days you make many wrong turns, you battle through a flooded swamp, you fashion a spear from branches to slay eels to keep yourself fed, and you climb through a jungle full of stinging insects and venomous snakes. You sleep in the branches of the trees, but even this is no escape from the swarms of flies that leave welts.
You wake up to the mountains in the misty distance on the morning of the fifth day. By the time the sun is setting, you have reached the foreboding mountain. The setting sun shows you the way, one of the mountains becoming rusty red in the fading light. There you find the entrance into the underground and the empty chamber where the doorway to the underworld lies sealed. You try to open it, but it will not budge. You pound your fists, the blows reverberating like drumbeats through the hollow chambers, but all you manage to accomplish is to bruise your hands.
Exhausted from your journey, beaten by the immovable door, you slump to the ground, sighing heavily at the thought of finding your way back out of the vast jungle.
“It won’t open,” says a deep, feminine voice from the darkness. “Not for you and not for me.”
Lady Rachelle steps out into the moonlight spilling into the chamber from the tunnel to the surface. She is as beautiful as you remember her, a voluptuous goddess of fertility with huge breasts, shapely hips, and a slender waist. She no longer wears the lingerie armor she was wearing when you met. She is instead clad in simple, skintight leggings and a bodice that cradles and lifts her huge breasts. Her hair is pulled back into a tight braid.
“Lady Rachelle,” you say, pulling yourself to your weary feet. “I…I came looking for you.”
“Oh, is that why you’re here? Looking to deal a final blow? Have some revenge?” She smiles coldly.
“No,” you say. “I am here to beg your forgiveness. I am here…I…I want to be with you, my, um, my queen.”
“Your queen?” She raises an eyebrow. “Is this some joke? You defeated me and cast me back to earth and now you come seeking me…to be with me?”
“To worship you,” you say quickly.
“Oh!” Her expression changes in an instant to one of delight. “So you have seen the truth of the matter, have you? That I am clearly deserving of being a goddess.”
“You are a goddess to me,” you moan, unable to look away from her luscious beauty.
“I have already seduced the goblin village,” she says. “But the goblins are so dull. No conversation with them. But you…yes, you could be a perfect companion. You will be my high priest. My chosen acolyte.”
She strokes your cheek and your flesh tingles with pleasure. Your cock jumps in your trousers and your face grows hot. You can hardly believe the honor she is bestowing on you as she presses her luscious body against yours and kisses you on your lips. Her tongue slips into your mouth, pleasure racing through your body, your cock jerking and your seed spilling into your trousers. As you cum, she feeds on the kiss, drinking some of your essence in a violet glow.
“Oh, you do worship me,” she giggles, tapping a finger on your sensitive cock through your trousers. “Clean that up and I will take you to the village. You look as if you need something to eat.”
“Yes, my queen,” you gasp, your cock still twitching with aftershocks of your orgasm.
Lady Rachelle leads you through the jungle. Watching her move is addicting. You find yourself staring at her plump ass in her tight trousers or her jiggling bust whenever she turns to say something to you. Even those full lips of hers, so soft and lovely, make your mind reel with intense erotic fantasies.
The goblin village is small, but bustling with green-skinned goblins. A few eye you warily, but most seem wholly focused on Lady Rachelle. They gather around her, stroking her hips and reaching for her hands, all of them chattering excitedly.
“This is my flock,” says Lady Rachelle. “I know it is not much, but it is only a beginning.”
She speaks to the goblins in their tongue, gesturing to you as she apparently explains your new role as her high priest. The goblins gather around you, bowing down and kissing your filthy boots. A particularly large and fat goblin shouts something and the smaller goblins cheer.
“They are going to celebrate with a feast,” explains Lady Rachelle. “In my honor, of course.”
“Of course, my queen,” you say, bowing low.
“I think I will have a meal before they slaughter their pigs,” she says, looking over the goblins. “Ah, that little one. Bepko. He has not had so much as a kiss from me. Would you care to watch, Lucas?”
“Oh, um, if you wish, my queen,” you say.
She calls out to the goblin in their savage tongue and the small goblin comes scurrying over, excited, but also clearly bashful as he can hardly force himself to look up at the Succubus Queen. She takes his hand and he moans with pleasure at her touch.
“Come along, Lucas,” she says, leading the goblin by the hand ahead of you.
She takes him to a hut that is larger than the others and clearly built to a human scale. It is the best-built of all the goblin structures and covered in decorations and carved embellishments. Sweet-smelling garlands of flowers hang on the roof and around the small windows. Bepko, the small goblin, says something with excitement.
“He is happy to offer himself to me,” says the Queen. “The goblins are so generous.”
The interior of the hut is furnished with crude pillows made from red-dyed cloth and stuffed with goose down piled high around a deep fire pit decorated with stones.
Lady Rachelle pushed Bepko down among the cushions, leaving you standing just inside the door of the hut. You watch in awe as her costume slips from her body like smoke, revealing her creamy flesh in its luscious abundance. Bepko moans as she pulls off his loincloth, revealing his stiff cock. She drags her tits over the green little finger of his maleness and he whimpers and ejaculates in a splashes against her dangling breasts.
“Oh, he is so very eager,” she giggles. “So…giving.”
She kisses Bepko and you see the violet magic flowing from him into her. It is much brighter than when Morelle used to feed on your life force. She is taking so much, so quickly. She pulls back, breaking the kiss, and she licks her way down his little monstrous body. Her mouth reaches his cum-smeared cock and she begins to lick and suck. The goblin screeches with pleasure, thrusting his hips and fucking into her mouth. More of that violet magical energy swirls around her mouth as she drinks his cum and his essence with each spurt.
He falls back, exhausted, panting, and muttering something in his savage tongue.
“He is almost exhausted,” says Lady Rachelle, licking goblin cum from her lips. “Shall I finish him off, Lucas? Take every drop of his soul? Or will you provide some for me?”
“My queen, I would be happy to give you some of my essence,” you say, stepping forward onto the cushions.
“Come and stick it in me then,” she says, wagging her shapely ass from side to side, her violet-tinged pussy dripping with her nectar.
You grip your cock tightly to keep from spurting your seed at the mere sight and scent of her beautiful cunt. You thrust your hardness into that slippery, silky channel, moaning as her incredible heat swallows up your cock. She drops her head into Bepko’s lap, stifling her moan around his wee goblin cock. She slurps at him and moans as you fuck her tight pussy, afraid to release the root of your cock because you know you will instantly explode.
“Oh, goddess,” you moan. “My beautiful goddess. My queen.”
“Yesssss, fuck me,” she moans, her mouth still full of cock. “Your cock is so much better than these tiny little goblin cocks.”
“Ahhhhhh, your pussy, my queen,” you cry. “I… I’m going to…I can’t hold…hold back! AHHHHHH!”
“Eeeeeee!” Bepko cries out in the same instant.
Violet energy flares around Lady Rachelle’s pussy and her mouth as she feeds on you and the helpless goblin at the same time. You stroke deep into the succubus’s clutching cunt, firing your seed and feeling an even more powerful rush as she drains your essence with each spurt. You don’t care. In that moment, in the throes of that ecstasy, you would let her drain you dry.
The moment passes and your cock, though still hard, slips from Rachelle’s creamy pussy. She lifts her mouth from Bepko’s cock and you realize, with a jolt, that the poor goblin has gone almost white and looks desiccated. His cock has shriveled to the size of a bean.
“You…you killed him,” you gasp.
“Mmmmmm, yes,” she says. “There are many more goblins to feast upon. Would you have preferred I drain you dry?”
She reaches back and takes hold of your cock. You shiver as pleasure ripples through you from her touch.
“N-no,” you gasp. “No. I am your high priest, m-my queen. You need me.”
“Yes, I do,” she giggles. “For now.”
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Leave Theora to honor her vows

The tears streaming down Theora’s face are enough to decide the matter for you. After all this, you never wanted to cause the beautiful angel any pain.
“I am so sorry, Theora,” you say, pulling her hands to your lips and kiss them. “This was all a selfish mistake. I was…was living out a fantasy in my head where it would be like before, us, together…and I see now just how cruel that was. You have found a path to happiness.”
“Y-yes,” she says, nodding seriously as tears drop from her eyes. “Yeanelle has…has given me back my purpose.”
“You are happy,” you say, even though the room is crushingly full of sadness. “You are happy and…and that is all that matters to me.”
You get up to leave. She follows you to the door. You smile sadly and start to walk away.
“Lucas,” she calls out softly.
You turn back. She seems on the verge of saying something else, but some dam breaks within her and she nods and says, “Goodbye, my hero.”
“Goodbye, my angel,” you say.
You walk out of the abbey and into the rain. You do not look back.
The nearest town is Muret. Its streets are partly flooded by the downpour, but the lanterns are glowing in several taverns around the main square. You choose one that looks like it might serve the cheapest ale and push your way inside. The warmth of the hearth greets you like a lover’s embrace. You sit down, dripping wet, as close as possible to the crackling flames. Men and women pay you no notice in the bustling tavern.
The townsfolk of Muret are a stocky, hardy breed and the barmaid who finally approaches is no different. She is pretty, to be sure, with plaited red hair, big green eyes, and an impressive expanse of creamy cleavage in her peasant dress.
“Coming down out there, eh?” She says, leaning over and giving you a good look down the front of her dress. “What would warm you up tonight, love? Hot buttered? Some stew?”
“You’d do it,” you say a bit bitterly.
“Is that right?” She raises an eyebrow. “You’re the dog jumped after the duck right now, lad, but dry off and spare a few coins and I’ll reconsider. Now then, stew?”
“Yeah, stew,” you grunt.
“Charmer, you are,” she laughs, sauntering away with a shake of her hips.
The stew is mostly vegetables, but it’s hot and combined with the fire restores some semblance of life to your body. After more than an hour, you are dry enough to feel almost human, though you still feel exhausted from your emotional meeting with Theora.
“Got some color to your cheeks now,” says the barmaid, returning with fresh ale. It’s terrible pisswater, but it fills your belly better than the stew. “Alright then, silver and I’ll give you a tug. Two and I’ll suck it off, but no comin’ in the mouth. Four and you can have a real go.”
You reach into your pocket and fish out a gold piece you scraped together working on the barge weeks earlier.
“The night,” you say, sliding it across to her. “Whatever I want for the whole night.”
Her eyes light up, the gold piece disappearing so quickly it is like a magic trick.
“Alright then, love,” she says. “Let me finish up, hand it off to my sister. The name is—“
“Theora,” you say. “I’m going to call you Theora tonight.”
“Right,” she says. “I’ll be Theora.”
She finishes up serving the customers and disappears into the back. She returns a few minutes later no longer wearing her apron. She takes your hand and leads you up the stairs. You can feel several of the men in the tavern staring at you jealously. They all know what is going on and they must have heard they wouldn’t be getting a turn tonight.
You thump up the steps, feeling the ale in your brain and in the heat in your cheeks. You left the back of the barmaid’s skirt, glimpsing her plump thighs and the blue fabric of her underwear.
“Not until we’re in the room!” She scolds, swatting your hand away and dropping the back of her skirt.
“Theora,” you say, the name thick on your drunken tongue.
“Right, I’m Theora, love,” she says, unlocking a door and stepping inside.
The room is sparsely furnished with a straw mattress, a small table and two chairs. It stinks of sweat and spilled beer.
“We use the room for business,” explains the barmaid. “So let’s get to it.”
She drops to her knees and unbuckles your belt. She gives your cock a sniff, a quick wash with a wet cloth from a basin on the table, and she begins stroking you with one hand. She uses her other hand to unlace her bodice and let her big, creamy breasts drop free. The barmaid is heavy, her body doughy, though she is still beautiful.
“Nice cock,” she says and leans forward to take it into her mouth.
“Theora,” you moan, cradling her head with both hands. She begins bobbing and slurping noisily on your manhood. You groan as her mouth slides up and down, her tongue flicking your tip as she fondles your bollocks.
“Mmmhhhmm,” she moans around your cock, sending pleasure vibrating up your shaft. She is quite good at sucking cock. Your knees go weak and you almost topple over. You manage to pull one of the chairs over and sit down heavily. She takes a moment, still wanking you, to lick and suck your balls. Her warm mouth draws them in and she teases them with her tongue.
“I’m sorry, Theora,” you moan. “Oh, god, I have to fuck you.”
“Yeah?” She climbs up on the bed and you move between her thick, creamy thighs. Her pussy is thatched with crimson, her pale pink cuntlips slick. You kiss her passionately, moaning as you thrust into her hot cove.
“Ohhhhh, yes, that’s it,” she gasps. “Give it to me proper. Give Theora that cock.”
“I just wanted to be with you,” you cry, thrusting desperately into the barmaid’s slick pussy. “Oh, gods, I love you, Theora.”
“I love you too,” she gasps. “I love your big fuckin’ cock. Gods! You’re splittin’ me!”
“Shhhhh,” you hiss. “Shut up.”
“Oh, that’s how it is? Alright, then,” she says. She moans loudly, but does not speak anymore. You grab her huge breasts roughly and plow her slick cunt. You slam in and out of her folds, making her plump breasts shake and sway.
You feel your pleasure growing and cry, “Theora! I’m going to cum!”
“Not inside me,” she gasps.
You barely manage to obey, pulling out and exploding in thick, gooey ropes across her belly and her creamy tits. She laughs and moans, watching you wank your spurting come and splash her body with your hot cum.
You sag onto the bed next to her, gasping for breath.
“That’s it,” she says, toying with the cum decorating her body. “Catch your breath, love. Then Theora will get your prick hard again.”
You moan as her fingers brush against your sensitive tip. She chuckles and leans over to kiss you. Her tongue is boozy, but you yield to it, swapping pleasure with the beautiful barmaid.
This, you realize, will be your life until you manage to get over Theora. At this rate, it might take years and thousands of silvers. You’ll spend your time and your coin in the bars and brothels of this and surrounding towns, always wondering about Theora, fantasizing about walking back into her life and professing your love.
Of course, it’s too late for that. You have allowed true love to slip through your fingers.
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Happily Ever After

Justina bounces on your mother’s lap, cooing sweetly and giggling each time she looks up at your mother’s smiling face.
“Aren’t you a little angel?” Your mother tickles Justina under her chin and your daughter’s tiny wings covered in fluff wiggle excitedly. “Has she taken her first steps yet?”
“Still crawling,” says Theora. “She might fly first. She had her first adult feather come in just this morning.”
You stand with you arm around your angelic wife, visiting the farmhouse where you grew up, and watching your mother play with your six month only daughter.  Life could not be much happier for you and Theora. Maybe if Genevieve was visiting as well.
“How long can you stay?” Your mother asks hopefully.
“Overnight,” you say. You see the touch of disappointment in your mother’s face. “I bought all the seeds I need in town this afternoon. A few goats and a cow as well.”
“Where was it you said you’ve decided to settle down?” You mother asks, resuming bouncing Justina in her lap.
“Muret,” you say. “It’s far from here, near the Andolyne Coast. Theora has been working as a barmaid at one of the taverns in town and I’ve been working at the smithy and building our house. Just finished building all the fencing and I wanted to buy some of those Rajun goats and seed from Tannic’s for spring planting.”
“Old Tannic always had the best, at least according to your father,” says your mother.
“You should come visit us after fall harvest,” says Theora. “You and Genevieve. I would love to make you both a feast.”
“We will,” says your mother. She gives you and Theora a curious look, a mischievous smile playing at your lips. “You know, when your father and I were newly married and you were just a tot, your father and I could hardly get a moment alone.”
“Yeah, that sounds about right,” you chuckle, feeling a bit nervous at the way your mother is looking at you and Theora.
“We weren’t anywhere near my family or his,” continues your mother. “Which means nobody could watch you for the night while your father and I…well, spent some time alone.”
“Oh,” you say, your cheeks reddening.
“Mrs. LeBlanc,” laughs Theora, sharing your embarrassment.
“It will be fine,” says your mother. “Go for a walk together. It’s a lovely night. Justina and I will bake some bread together, isn’t that right my little sweetie?”
Justina smiles and coos in agreement.
“It has been an awfully long time since we’ve been alone together,” says Theora. You have found moments together since Justina was born, here and there, but it would be nice to go for a walk and be alone with each other.
“Alright then,” you say, taking Theora’s hand. You say to Justina, “Have fun with grandma.”
“Be good, my little sugar plum,” says Theora, kissing Justina on her forehead. Justina coos with delight, more intent on playing with your mother’s necklace than listening to her parents.
You and Theora walk out of the farmhouse hand in hand. It’s early evening and the fire bugs are blinking in the horse pasture. Your mother has been tending the animals alone. You try not to think about the slaughter of your livestock that greeted you when you returned from Kazadar. You walk with Theora past the barn and along a dirt path leading into the wild woods near your family plot.
“It’s beautiful here,” says Theora, running her fingers over the pink blossoms of a kiero tree.
“It is,” you agree. “I want to show you the stream where I used to sneak out and swim at night.”
“Night swimming,” she says. “Very dangerous for humans.”
“It’s not very deep,” you say. “And I’m a good swimmer.”
“So says most men who have drowned,” says Theora with a laugh.
“You have a very dark sense of humor. Have I ever told you that?”
“You love it,” she says, tugging you closer.
“I love the whole package. The dark humor comes with it.” You give her hip a squeeze and she sticks out her tongue at you.
You see the familiar stump alongside the path and know you have reached the swimming hole. You pull aside some of the foliage and lead Theora down another, smaller path, beaten only by the feet of a growing boy in his youth. You slip into a small clearing, the logs you used to sit upon with your sister still soft with moss. The stream here forms a gently swirling pool of cold water. In the warm spring evening it is just the right temperature for a swim.
“I hate to get my wings wet,” says Theora, already undressing, “but I can’t resist this night swimming.”
You watch her undress, enjoying your angelic wife’s lovely body grown softer and rounder with the birth of your daughter. She has recovered her trim waist, but there is a softness to her hips and ass that was not so prominent before. Her breasts are considerably larger, having nursed Justina and still producing a bit of milk as you know during the rare opportunities you have to give her breasts a suck. She turns to face you, smiling, with her body silver and blue in the moonlight.
“Aren’t you going to swim?” She asks.
“Yes, right,” you say and undress while she watches. She seems to savor the sight of you as you undress just as eagerly. While Theora has gone a bit soft with motherhood, your hard work building a house has made your muscles as chiseled as ever before. You flex your shoulders and Theora bites her lower lip, making a soft sound of pleasure. You take down your trousers and your hard cock bounces free.
“Oh, my!” She exclaims. “Have you been thinking naughty thoughts.”
“All sorts of them,” you say, walking towards her.
She acts like she intends to embrace you, then turns suddenly, runs to the stream and leaps into the water. There is a loud splash and you are showered with cold droplets. Theora surfaces gasping.
“So much colder than I expected!” She cries.
“You’ll adjust,” you say, sitting down on the bank and dangling your legs in the water. “I usually dip a toe in first. Genevieve is the one who likes to jump in the water.”
Theora swims a backstroke, her long legs kicking out of the water and her breasts breaking the surface, her plump nipples painfully erect because of the cold water. Her nipples aren’t the only thing that is extremely stiff; your cock twitches at the sight of her moving through the water. Theora notices and giggles. She turns over onto her back, diving beneath the dark water for a moment and then resurfacing in front of you. She swims over to the water’s edge.
“Is this for me?” She asks, wrapping her hand around your shaft.
“It might warm you up a little,” you suggest.
“It does feel pretty warm in my hand,” she says, stroking up and down your shaft. “Maybe if I hold it against my breasts it can warm my whole body.”
She rises higher in the water, her breasts sliding completely free, glistening in the moonlight. They are cool and slippery as she wraps them around your throbbing cock. You groan with pleasure as her tits squeeze around you. Milk drips from her nipples, disappearing into the darkness of the water.
“Oh, yes,” she croons. “I can feel it heating me up already.”
She presses more tightly, tucking her chin against her chest to lash the head of your cock with her tongue. You groan with pleasure, watching in amazement as your beautiful wife rides her soft breasts up and down your hard, throbbing cock. She looks up at you, her silvery blue eyes reflecting moonlight and a smile on her face as she wanks your twitching cock with her breasts.
She frees you from between her mounds long enough to squeeze some of her milk out onto your cock. You groan as the warm cream patters against your cockhead and drips down your shaft to your balls. She leans in and takes your cock into her mouth, warming you with several sucking bobs of her head before sliding your cock back between her soft breasts.
“Oh, Theora,” you moan. “You will make me spill my seed if you keep treating me like this.”
“Maybe that’s what I am after,” she giggles, giving your glistening cockhead another lash of her tongue. “I want your cum in my mouth, Lucas.”
“Oh, gods,” you groan, leaning your shoulders back and bracing your weight on your arms, hands against the cool earth. Theora wanks you a bit more between her breasts and then once again takes you into her mouth. This time she plays with her tits, squirting out milk from her fat nipples each in turn as she bobs on your cock, slurping lewdly and moaning around you.
It only takes a few more slurps and you feel the sudden rush of inescapable pleasure. Your cock stiffens and swells between her sliding lips. She moans louder and sucks harder. With a last cry of pleasure you thrust into her mouth, pumping your cum out in a fountain that she eagerly swallows. She slows her bobbing lips and savors your orgasm, draining your spunk and swallowing every drop. She pops her lips free.
“That did warm me up,” she says and licks your cock again. “It feels nice in my tummy.”
She pulls you suddenly into the water, shocking you with the cold. You resurface gasping, your post-orgasmic cock shriveling up like a raisin. Then Theora has you in her arms and is kissing you, the faintest salty hint of your seed still on her lips. It’s hard to worry about with her soft body against yours and her kiss so hot and hungry.
“Try and catch me,” she says, suddenly pushing away and diving under the water. The swimming hole is not large and Theora, with her white wings and creamy skin, is easy to spot, even in the darkness. But she’s a surprisingly good swimmer for someone used to being able to fly. She tucks her wings flat against her back and kicks her legs with impressive strength.
She could probably outrun most people. Not you, not when you desperately want to catch her and show her just how much you love her. You pursue her around and around the swimming hole, almost catching her a few times as her feet or supple legs slip out of your grasp. You stay right on top of her the entire time, forcing her to swim hard to keep from being captured.
She finally pushes up on the opposite shore, her breasts in the soft grass and her hips and luscious ass rising from the water. You don’t relent, grabbing her hips and pulling her back towards you. She cries out, laughing, as you smack her plump bottom several times. Water splatters from each impact and her creamy cheeks jiggle.
“Alright! You have me! Ahhhh! So rough, Lucas!” She cries, reaching back to stroke your chiseled abdomen.
“You’re right, my love,” you say, a devilish look on your face. “I’ve been too rough. Let me be more gentle.”
You sink lower in the water and pull her creamy ass against your face. You run your tongue down her crack, feeling the wet divot of her asshole clench as you lick lower and find the hot furrow of her cunt. You part her delicate folds with your tongue, tasting the bitter minerals of the water mixing with the sweetness of her nectar. You thrust your tongue deeper into that hot cove, tasting more of her honey.
“Ohhhhhhh, yes, that’s much better,” she moans, arching her back and offering her holes up to your warm, soothing tongue.
“Mmmmmmmmnnnnn,” you agree, thrusting your tongue deep into her sweet cove as you slide a thumb into her crack and massage her pink anus. She coos, pushing back just hard enough to cause your thumb to sink into her hot asshole. You begin to fuck her ass with your thumb as you flick your tongue against her clit.
“That’s so naughty,” she gasps. “And I love it…ohhhh…yes…your thumb in my little hole! Your tongue...aaaaaHHH! YESSS!”
She rocks her hips, fucking back against you, making it hard for you to keep licking her clit as she writhes against your face. Her thighs quake and her tight asshole clenches against your thumb with the spasms of her pleasure. At the seeming peak of her pleasure, you suck at her clit, hard enough to make her scream, driving her to a second and even higher summit of ecstasy. With a last whimper of pleasure, she collapses on the bank.
You move behind her, not waiting for her to recover to thrust your cock into the hot, slippery folds of her pussy. You drive to the hilt, sheathing every inch inside her slick channel and taking hold of her hips.
“Ohhhh, Lucas, it’s so big,” she gasps as you fuck in and out of her tight cunt. You pound you cock into her luscious depths, your hips slapping loudly against her wet cheeks as you plunder her pussy.
“You want me to take it slow?” You ask, fucking her even harder. “Do you want me to be gentle?”
“Nooooo!” She cries, her head lifting up and her back arching again. “Fuck me hard! I want it hard! Ooooohhh!”
You pound her delicate pussy like you have not in months. Not since well before your daughter was born. She cries out with each stroke as you bury your cock inside her, pull out, and ram it in again. The water churns around your legs with the vigorous movements. She pushes her upper body up on her arms, her tits swinging with your powerful thrusts.
“Fuck mmmeeeee!” She cries.
You tight your grip on her shapely hips, watching the clench of her asshole with each thrust, and feeling the way her pussy clutches at your cock. Her wigs open wider, shedding water, losing a couple feathers with the force of her opening. You want to grab them and use them for leverage, but your grip is already tight on her fleshy hips and you can feel your orgasm rising.
“Ahhhhhh! Lucassss!” Her wings snap fully open, their span impressive and her feathers seeming to glow in the moonlight. She stiffens, her walls gripping your cock tightly, and then you realize she is glowing with the force of her orgasm. A faint golden radiance spills from her entire body as she cums on your cock, her pussy seizing your edging manhood again and again.
Theora’s gasping peak recedes and you pull out with a howl of your own pleasure, drawing your cock from her clutching, luminous cunt and grabbing hold of your cock. You call her name as you erupt across her back, pumping thick ropes of cum over her cheeks and onto her lower back. You spurt down her crack, drenching her asshole and painting her pink pussy with lashes of your seed. The last of your spunk dribbles out, dripping from your fingers as you stroke your hard cock.
“Oh, my love,” she moans, looking back over her shoulder at her cum-drenched body. “So much! You’ve wasted it!”
“What do you mean?” You gasp, rubbing your cock against the spunk on her plush ass.
“I wanted it inside me, Lucas,” she says, her eyes glittering in the moonlight. “I want another child.”
You grin at your beautiful, cum-splashed wife. You think back to the struggle of raising Justina, changing her and feeding her, but all the joy as well. The happiness of holding her in your arms. Your wife is right. You see it. You need it as badly as her.
“Y-yes, right,” you say, sliding back into the cool water. “Give me a moment to recover.”
“Oh?” She raises an eyebrow. “Three times in one night! When was the last time you managed that?”
“When we were on our quest,” you say. “But I’ll manage it. Just give me a little time.”
“No,” she laughs, sliding into the water with you. “I am going to chase you down this time.”
You try to swim away from her, but in a few seconds she has caught you. She kisses you passionately and holds you against her shapely body.
“I know what will have your little warrior standing at attention,” she says, curling a hand around the back of your head. “Have a taste, my love.”
She pulls your face down to her fat breasts and stiff nipples as she surfaces her mounds. You allow her to draw your mouth to her left nipple and you moan as you take her fat bud into your mouth and latch to her milk-laden teat. You begin sucking, her sweat cream pulsing into your mouth with each suck. You swallow that uniquely sweet mother’s milk and as she predicted your cock begins to stiffen.
“Don’t miss the other,” she says, pulling your face to her other breast and feeding her right nipple into your mouth. You suck eagerly, moaning as you drink the hot cream from your wife’s mounds. You squeeze her tits against your face, sucking again and again until your hard cock is throbbing eagerly.
Her hand wraps around your manhood beneath the water, squeezing and stroking you as you drink her milk. She laughs, “There you are, little soldier. Are you ready to give me another child?”
“Yessss,” you moan.
You climb out of the water and into the soft grass.
“I am going to ride you,” she whispers.
Who are you to refuse her? You sprawl in the moonlight beside the stream, the night sky bounded by the forest. Theora crawls atop you, her body silver, her eyes seeming to glow as she takes hold of your cock and guides it to the furrow of her cunt. She teases you for a moment against her hot entrance. You look into her eyes, resting your hands on her hips and pulling her down onto your stiff cock.
“Ohhhh,” you moan in unison, feeling the glory of her angelic pussy wrapped around your throbbing manhood. She rests her hands on your muscular chest and when she begins to move atop you it is like a silky pump attached to your cock. Her pussy ripples and squeezes as her hips work and her push ass bounces against you. Her luscious breasts heave, droplets of mother’s milk flicking from her swollen nipples.
You reach around to cradle her ass with your hands. You squeeze her cheeks tightly and ram into her, bucking her atop you.
“Together,” she gasps. “Oh, Lucas, cum with me. Cum together.”
“Close,” you groan, your body tensing and your cock twitching in her slick pussy.
“Not yet,” she moans. “Ohhhh…not quite.”
“Closer,” you gasp, giving her a rough ride atop your cock. Her flesh slaps against yours, her breasts bouncing wildly now. You know you cannot last much longer in the heavenly grip of her cunt. You cry, “Oh, Theora, cum for me.”
“Yes! Yes!” She wails. “I’m cumming!”
You feel her pussy flutter around you and you race her climax, your pleasure rushing through your stiff cock and erupting in sudden, powerful spurts into Theora’s angelic pussy. She snaps her wings open wide, cumming with you, cumming hard atop your cock as her body glows with her ecstasy. The silky squeeze of her creamy pussy is so intense that your orgasm seems to go on forever. Her womb is thirsty for your cum and you give it all to her.
“Oh, Lucas,” she sighs, her wings finally closing against her back. “I don’t know…what I would have done without you.”
She falls atop you, completely spent. You wrap her in your arms as she lays her head against your chest. You never want to let her go.
You never have to.
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The epilogue for this book was intended to include an image of each monster girl to serve as a reward for completing your journey through the book. These images did not meet the content guidelines for Amazon so they have been heavily cropped to be acceptable. You can view and enjoy the uncropped versions on IMGUR. I apologize for any inconvenience and I hope you still manage to enjoy this content.
This original artwork was created for the epilogue by Deilan12! You should probably play through the epilogue numerous times so you understand the context for each of the images. But no one is making sure you didn’t cheat, so go wild.
In the meantime, please enjoy the cover artwork for this book:

< RESTART BOOK
 



images/00009.jpg





images/00008.jpg





images/00011.jpg





images/00010.jpg





images/00013.jpg





images/00012.jpg





images/00018.jpg





images/00020.jpg





images/00019.jpg





images/00015.jpg





images/00014.jpg





images/00017.jpg





images/00016.jpg





cover.jpeg





images/00002.jpg





images/00001.jpg
AMANDACLOVER
TR EASILY DEFEATED HERO'S

CHYOA|





images/00004.jpg
AMANDACLOVER






images/00003.jpg
AMANDACLOVER






images/00006.jpg
AMANDACLOVER

1 EEASILYDEFEATEDBEROS

e






images/00005.jpg
AMANDACLOVER

o EESIVEFEATED BRI

At

"
L)






images/00007.jpg





