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Naughty Excerpt from “The Thief's Passion”

Angela let out a giggle. She sounded drunk. I cocked my head and studied her. She was naked. She had stripped out of her armor, so that explained why I didn't hear her, but it didn't explain why she was acting so weird.

“Angela, what's wrong?”

“Nothing's wrong,” she said, brandishing the skeletal arm at me. “I feel fine. Wonderful, even. And I saw you, my lush morsel, and I just had to enjoy you.”

“Angela,” I groaned.

“Mmm, just so lush.” She giggled again. She dropped the skeletal arm and squeezed her tits together. “Don't you just love my big tits? I love them. They're so nice and soft. Ooh, yes. Want to touch them?”

“Not right now,” I said. “I really don't feel sexy right now. My heart's still pounding from your scare.”

“Sorry.” She laughed again; her big tits jiggled. “But I have to have you right now. I smelled how delicious you are.”

“Delicious?”

“Your pussy.” She inhaled. “Mmm, yes, your pussy. Such a delicious treat.”

I squeaked as Angela pinned me against the wall. Her breasts pressed against my robe. Her right hand pinned both my arms above my head. I didn't fight her. She was my mistress. And it seemed like she wanted to play.

Angela's lips pressed hard on mine. I moaned into the kiss. I savored her tongue. It was so dexterous, swirling about my mouth. I groaned, a twinge of excitement banishing my annoyance at her stupid joke. Her breasts did feel nice.

I slid my hands up to cup them. I squeezed them both and moaned into her mouth again. My fingers sank into her flesh. They felt softer than usual, more pillowy. I shuddered as my excitement grew. They were fun to squeeze and play with.

Angela's hands opened my robe. She stroked my flesh, sending wonderful tingles down to my pussy. My juices flowed. They trickled down my thighs. I groaned and undulated, pressing my hot flesh against her naked groin and rubbing against her clit.

“Mmm, that delicious scent,” moaned Angela. “I love that scent. I must devour that scent.”

“I'm not going to stop you, Mistress,” I moaned.

“Mistress.” Angela giggled. “Funny word. Mistress.”

I frowned as Angela fell to her knees before me. Her hands pushed my thighs apart. What was wrong with her? Had she snuck down a keg of beer that I hadn't noticed? Or was there something else down here? Had she been hit by a creature's—

Her tongue buried into my pussy, driving away thoughts. Pleasure burst out of me. That tongue was amazing. Angela licked so hard and fast. Her tongue danced through my folds. It slid and curled, caressing all the wonderful spots inside of me. It felt so flexible and nimble.

“Angela,” I panted. “Yes, yes, you can have all my pussy juices. You can devour them all.”

Angela moaned in delight as she devoured me. Her head moved as she wiggled her tongue deeper into me. Her right hand slid up and brushed my belly piercing before reaching my small tits. She pinched and played with my nipples as she tongued me.

“Ooh, you produce more juices when I do this,” Angela moaned and twisted my nipple.

To find out what happens next, read on! If you missed out on The Mage's Passion (The Knight and the Acolyte Book 2)!
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Prologue: The Halfling Thief's Malaise

Minx – The Free City of Rartha

I padded through the bustling crowd in the market square, my small cutpurse dagger tucked into my palm. It was a ring dagger. Instead of a hilt, there was a circle of metal through which I slipped my pointer finger. With a flick, I could spin the blade around my finger, slice a purse open, gather the coins with my other hand as they fell out, and then flip my wrist and conceal the knife back in my palm.

Hidden in many pockets of my robe were the coins I had pilfered as I moved unnoticed through the crowd. With my burlap robe on and a pile of cloth on my head that vaguely resembled a cap, I passed as a street urchin begging in the marketplace instead of a halfling thief.

I was good. Humans always underestimated my race. Just because we were half their height didn't mean we couldn't take advantage of them. The other six halflings of my thieving crew worked the crowd with me. I glimpsed Owl slicing a fat man's purse while he browsed a stall selling oranges.

Though I was the best thief in the city, I hated it. There was no challenge in cutting purses and picking pockets. All the fun had gone out of thieving when my older sister, Fox, was hung by the city guards last year.

It had been my fault. We were working a side job, burgling a powerful merchant's house. But I somehow alerted the guards and Fox was caught giving me a chance to escape. My big sister was always too protective of me.

She dreamed of that big score, robbing the richest of Rartha and then returning to Baraconia on the Island of Birds to live as rich halflings. We would find men to marry and force them to have only a single wife while we lived as queens with our ill-gotten wealth.

At night, as we lay beside each other on our pallets talking late into the night, my sister and I would stare at the Saltspray Palace and plot how to break into the Great Vault. We had memorized the palace, learned the guard schedules, even done a few scouts to learn the secrets. It was ambitious. It would get us away from Spray and her thieving gang.

Not that Spray was bad. She was just...content to have her halfling wives thieve for her. Well, we weren't officially her wives. That was just what she called us. None of us minded. Halfling females out-bred our men by seven to one. It was rare for a male halfling to have less than six or seven wives.

I padded up to a prospect, an ebony-skinned Halanian woman dressed in silks, her purse on her belt. My wrist flicked. My knife cut. Coins tumbled into my hand and vanished into my pockets in a heartbeat. I turned and melted into the crowd before the woman realized she had even been robbed.

Metal clinked. My ears perked. I cast about the courtyard. A pair of bronze-armored guards with catchpoles moved through the crowd, their eyes scanning. I cast my gaze about, a tinge of excitement beating through my veins. Another pair came from the north.

They had learned we were working the square.

I whistled loud, making the warbling call of the red-breasted thrusher. A whistle answered me and then a second and a third. The crowd swallowed up the sounds of any more whistles, but I was sure my fellow thieves had been alerted.

It was time to melt away and return to the tower.

Being short was quite the advantage. The guards were all humans—the Rarathans would never believe a halfling thief-taker would be useful to stop us—and I weaved through the crowd on my escape route. I had enough money to satisfy Spray's small ambition.

I dodged and ducked, sometimes racing between men's legs as I scampered away from the guards. A smile crossed my lips. Fleeing the guards provided some amount of excitement over the drudgery of pickpocketing and cutpursing.

I dodged around a fat man and came face to face with a pair of guards. So, there were downsides to being short, too. I couldn't see through the crowd. The guards glanced down at me and then cursed. One swung his catchpole, the end hooked around like a shepherds crook, and tried to snag my leg.

I leaped, my robe clinking with my stolen coins. Then I dived beneath the second guard's legs, rolled, and came up in a spring. Their armor clinked behind me. I laughed as I spun around a gasping priestess of Slata then leaped at the support pole that held a canvas awning over a merchant's stall.

In moments I had scaled the top and dashed across the awning. I was light enough not to bring it down.

“Cernere-damned thief,” a guard shouted at me.

I leaped from the awning to a stone wall of a house that bordered the market square. I scrambled up the mortar and made it onto the red-tiled roof. I turned and waved at the guards as they pushed through the crowd, then I dashed across the rooftops.

They couldn't follow me.

I raced across the conjoined houses, my nimble body dashing across a clothesline strung over a street, my arms outstretched to hold my balance. I gained the next set of roofs and turned south, spotting the ruined tower by the south harbor.

Rartha was an immense city. Even on the rooftops, all I could see was a sea of red in almost every direction. Only the nearby docks broke it up, and beyond lay the glinting Nimborgoth. To the west, the Saltspray Palace loomed on the cliff of the harbor, staring down at the city. The Doge ruled from there, looking down on his city.

Without Fox, I didn't have the courage to steal from the Saltspray Palace and its Vault. I turned my back and raced across another rooftop before sliding down a drain spout and disappearing into the crowds flowing down the streets.

I spotted my pursuers. They didn't see me in the crowd. I strolled past them as they gazed up at the rooftops, searching for me. I giggled and took my time walking back to the tower. I had thieved and survived another day.

Tomorrow, I would have to do it all over again. And again.

I tried not to think about that.

The salt of the sea tickled my nose when I reached the hideout. It was a ruined tannery with a tower built over it. No one knew why the tannery had a tower. It was decrepit, in the slums by the southern docks. I produced my poniard, hiding it in the sleeve of my robe, ready to stab any of the brutes that haunted this part of town.

None tried anything.

I reached the tower and scaled up it. I was the last to arrive. The others were already there, naked and giggling, showing Spray their hauls and grinning at her approval. The nixie who led our band lounged on a pile of pillows. She was naked, her cock half-hard on her stomach. Her skin was blue, and she had foamy, sea-green hair that fell in a wet curtain about her face. Her hair was always wet, and she had a constant sheen of moisture on her body.

“Minx,” she purred when she saw me. “Late again.”

I shrugged and produced my coins, dropping them in the pot. Then I pulled off my itching robe. Beneath, I wore tight, leather britches that clung to my curvy hips and ass. I may have the stature of a human child, but I had a woman's curves that matched my slight frame. A band of brown cloth was wrapped about my conical breasts.

Owl swallowed Spray's cock, sucking it hard as I walked to the tower's window. I climbed into it and gazed out at the sea. The Isle of Birds, where Baraconia lay, was out there. The city my sister and I fled seven years ago. I was twelve then.

If Fox hadn't died, I wouldn't be here. We would have plundered the wealth of the Great Vault and escaped Spray's small ambition. I sighed. I wish I had the courage to try by myself. I didn't want to stay in this town doing such mindless tasks.

“What are you thinking about?” Spray asked.

“Nothing,” I shrugged, not glancing at my leader.

She turned my head. Her cock was right before my lips. She guided my head to her dick, and I didn't resist. I opened my mouth and sucked on the tip of her cock. The salt of her precum flooded my mouth. My cheeks hollowed as my tongue swirled.

“Mmm, Minx,” she purred. “Such a lovely mouth.”

Her hands stroked my metallic-red hair. My pussy grew wet between my thighs and my nipples hardened. Behind Spray, the other halflings were pairing up, kissing and cuddling, making love to relax after a long day. It kept us close, intimate. A team.

“I knew what you were thinking about,” Spray sighed. “Your dreams will get us all hung. I loved your sister. Fox was one of my favorite wives. But, what did those dreams get her? Hung.”

I closed my eyes and concentrated on sucking her dick. She was right. Hung. My sister was the best, a smidgen better than me, and it hadn't helped her. I would just get hung, too. Thieving with Spray was safer.

Even if it was boring.

“Mmm, yes, Minx,” Spray moaned. “That's delicious. Swirl your tongue about my dick.”

Nixies were hermaphrodites. My hand slid up her thigh and found her wet pussy. I stroked the lips of her pussy, bringing more moans from her lips. My finger dipped into her hot folds as I sucked harder and harder on her cock.

Her fingers tightened in my hair as I probed her cunt. Her hips undulated, fucking her cock deeper into my mouth. I squirmed as she fucked my mouth. My tongue caressed her dick, and then I sucked, wanting to please Spray.

“Oh, yes, Minx, you have me so hard and excited. But where should I spend my seed? In your mouth?” Spray stared down at me with her dark eyes. Water dripped down her large breasts, beading at her dark-blue nipples. A drop fell and landed on my face. “Or should I cum in your cunt? I bet you would like that.”

I sucked harder and curled my finger inside her pussy, rubbing at the special spot that always gave a woman of any race such pleasure. She shuddered and groaned, then ripped her cock out of my mouth and stepped back.

“Ooh, you naughty minx, you almost had me cumming.” She licked her lips. “I want to spend in that tight cunt of yours.”

“My little, halfling cunt?” I purred at her, my fingers unlacing my tight britches. “Do you want to ram your thick dick in me?”

“So badly,” groaned Spray. She stroked her dick. Her excitement grew as more water beaded off her body, mixing with the fresh scent of her hot cunt. Her dick ached, the tip an angry blue and leaking a flood of precum.

I wiggled out of my leather pants and stretched out on the floor, my legs spread. I stroked my fingers down my bronze stomach to the metallic-red line of pubic hair leading to my shaved pussy. I reached my cunt and spread my labia open, revealing my pink depths.

“Then come fuck me,” I gasped. I liked fucking Spray. I could forget about how boring everything was while her dick speared into my pussy, stretching me out and making me cum so hard. “Hurry up and ram that thick cock in me. Stretch out my little halfling pussy.”

Full-sized races, as we halflings called everyone human-sized, always marveled at our tiny pussies stretching to fit their huge cocks. They did not realize just how hung our equally short, halfling males were.

“Fuck me,” I moaned.

Spray stretched out over me. Her breasts dangled right over my face as her cock pressed into my pussy. I sucked on a hard, dark-blue nipple as the nixie's thick cock speared into my pussy. I groaned as my flesh stretched around her girth, the pleasure racing through me. I bucked and moaned, nibbling on her nipple.

“Ooh, yes, my tight Minx,” she panted. “Mmm, it's so good to be in you. Oh, yes. You're just so damned tight. I love it.”

“So do I,” I gasped as she pounded my pussy, my head turning to suck on her other nipple.

Her dick stabbed deep into my pussy. I groaned and wiggled my hips, bucking up into her thrusts as my lips and teeth worried on her nipple. Spray gasped and moaned as she rested on her elbows, her head dangling down to watch me suck her nipples.

My pussy clenched and relaxed on her thick dick. She stabbed so deep into me. I loved it. Every thrust sent ripples of heat racing out of my cunt. My hips bucked to meet her, rubbing my clit into her pubic bone. I drank in the sparking delight, my toes curling.

“Matar's cock, you are a hot furnace tonight, Minx.” Spray shuddered. “Mmm, yes, you're cooking my cock. I love it. Work those girlish hips. Oh, yes. Make me explode with that tight, little, halfling cunt. Milk my cock.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” I groaned. “Pound me, Spray. I love your cock.”

I buried my face between her soft tits. My hands pressed them on my face. I loved how silky they felt as the pleasure raced through my body. I groaned and shuddered, clenching and relaxing my cunt on her hard shaft.

“Drill it into me. Make me cum on your big dick.”

“You halfling slut. Oh, yes. You love my cock. You want my foamy cum dripping out of your cunt.”

“So badly.” My body shuddered. My pussy tightened. The pressure swelled. “I'm so close, Spray.”

I turned my head and sucked on her right tit. I bit and nibbled as my pleasure soared. Spray groaned atop me. Her thrusts grew harder, pounding my cunt. I savored the passion of her strokes. My pussy tightened on her cock.

My back arched as my orgasm exploded through me.

I moaned into her tit. I sucked hard, wanting to leave a dark-blue hickey on her breast. My thighs squeezed tight about her hips as my pussy writhed about her big dick. She moaned above me, savoring my cumming pussy.

The pleasure washed through my mind. I drifted on it, drinking it in. Her hammering cock prolonged it. I clung to the rapture, not wanting to give up that wonderful bliss for as long as I could while I thrashed beneath her.

“Gods, you are tight,” panted Spray. “Oh, gods, I love fucking your cunt, Minx. Oh, yes.”

Her cock buried into me. She let out a low moan as her cum burst into my pussy. I shuddered as a flood of cum poured out of her dick. There was so much. It squirted out around her cock, drenching the floor. My body shuddered as the spray splashed against my cervix.

Another orgasm rippled through me.

“Gods, yes,” I gasped as I drank in the next wave of pleasure. My pussy milked her cumming cock. She panted as the last blast of her cum squirted into me. I felt so full of her cock and seed. I brimmed with it as I drifted on my pleasure.

And then reality came crashing back. Spray rolled off of me, a big smile on her face. She leaned down and kissed me before leaving me lying in a puddle of her cum. I stared up at the ceiling, my thoughts drifting back down to reality.

Tomorrow, I would have to pickpocket again.

~  *  ~

Incessae – Lesh-Ke Mountains, The Kingdom of Haz

“This is the spot,” I told my sister erinyes, landing atop the cliff overlooking the highway that passed over Miliiath Pass, connecting the Magery of Thosi and the Kingdom of Haz through the Lesh-Ke Mountains. I hated working with my sister. We were both instruments of our mother's, the goddess Slata's, vengeance, but I much preferred to work alone. “Look at the stones. Perfect for an avalanche.”

“You do not even plan on engaging Angela with weapons?” Ultionae demanded, the diamonds piercing her pale cheeks flashing in the sunlight.

“Not if I can help it,” I answered. “It is too dangerous for us to engage her directly. We must be crafty. Once the avalanche has crashed into her party, then we can fly down and finish her off if she survives.”

“You hardly need me for this,” sneered my sister. “I knew it was a mistake to ally with you.”

“Look at the other cliff,” I asserted.

Ultionae turned her head. “I see. You plan on hitting her from both sides.”

“Angela is dangerous. Mother wants her dead, then we have to be more dangerous.”

“And how do you know she'll pass this way?” Ultionae arched an eyebrow and flapped her black-feathered wings in agitation. “She could go the other way when she leaves Khan.”

“She is hunting for her ancestor's sword. The next nearest piece is in Rartha. How will she get to the free city?”

“Fine,” Ultionae snapped. “We'll do your plan, but it better work.”

“If it doesn't, I'll follow your lead.” I inclined my head to my sister.

“Is that sense coming from your mouth, Incessae?”

I ignored my sister's scorn. “All that matters is delivering mother's vengeance on Angela. I can swallow my pride to do it. Can you?”
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Chapter One: The Acolyte and the Knight

Acolyte Sophia – The Lost Mines of Khragorath, Fallen Kingdom of Modan

Angela's quest was one step closer to completion.

We had defeated the wraith of the dwarf-queen Kazodi and claimed the adamantium ore we needed to reforge the High King's sword. The ore was safely stored in Angela's satchel with the first piece of the blade. We had four more pieces to find, plus three more prophesied companions, and we had to kill the minotaur and use its heart to power the reforging.

The famed, mighty, bull-headed son of the warrior god Gewin.

It was almost as difficult to accomplish as killing the dragon Dominari, the whole goal of our quest. And we had enemies. Everyone wanted to stop us. Someone hired a dark warlock named Fireeyes to kill us, and that barguest pack that attacked us behaved unusually. And there were the erinyes, the demigoddess daughters of Slata. The goddess didn't want the sword reforged. She had hated High King Peter and cursed him and his descendants to have only daughters.

It ended the High King's empire when he died. He had no sons to inherit, only Lily, Angela's ancestor.

I paused before the skeletal corpse of one of the dwarven miners killed hundreds of years ago by Kazodi when she became a wraith. She had stolen the dwarf's soul and his body had fallen comatose then eventually died. The glowing ball of pink light I summoned with my divine magic illuminated the skeleton. The figure was squat, wearing rotten leathers; wisps of his beard remained.

“Sorry you didn't get your soul back like Faoril did,” I told him. “But I'm sure your soul is happier now that it's passed on to the Astral Realm. Now you can live out your eternity in peace. I imagine you're in Krab's domain, happily forging or mining or building things.”

I really didn't feel right peeing by the corpse. I had slipped off from the rest of the group as we made our way back up to the surface. The mines were safe, the wraith exorcised by my magic, with an assist from Chaun the changeling bard.

I had to admit he was useful, even if I couldn't quite shake the feeling he was untrustworthy.

I moved past the skeleton and squatted down to make my water. I hated the way the liquid's splash echoed through the dark tunnels. It was creepy down here. The ceilings were low and the stone felt like it wanted to swallow me up at a moment's notice.

A bony scrape came from behind me.

My pussy clenched and my heart thudded. A skeletal hand grasped my shoulder. My body froze as I stared at the bony fingers of the dead dwarven miner. It had come to life. A skeleton animated by a dark spirit.

A whimper escaped my voice and a final spurt of pee splashed on the ground.

“Why, aren't you a lush morsel,” a voice said, low and gravely. Only it wasn't a male's voice, but a woman trying to sound masculine.

“Angela?” I demanded, whirling around. Angela stood holding the dwarf's hand, a big grin on her face. I stared at her and shook my head. “What was that? Saphique's lactating tits, that frightened me.”

“But you're just such a lush morsel,” Angela continued in her gravely, faux-male voice. “I couldn't resist.”

“While I was peeing?” I demanded and stood up, letting my robes fall down my hips. I muttered a quick prayer to cleanse my pussy. “Are you okay?”

Angela let out a giggle. She sounded drunk. I cocked my head and studied her. She was naked. She had stripped out of her armor, so that explained why I didn't hear her, but it didn't explain why she was acting so weird.

“Angela, what's wrong?”

“Nothing's wrong,” she said, brandishing the skeletal arm at me. “I feel fine. Wonderful, even. And I saw you, my lush morsel, and I just had to enjoy you.”

“Angela,” I groaned.

“Mmm, just so lush.” She giggled again. She dropped the skeletal arm and squeezed her tits together. “Don't you just love my big tits? I love them. They're so nice and soft. Ooh, yes. Want to touch them?”

“Not right now,” I said. “I really don't feel sexy right now. My heart's still pounding from your scare.”

“Sorry.” She laughed again; her big tits jiggled. “But I have to have you right now. I smelled how delicious you are.”

“Delicious?”

“Your pussy.” She inhaled. “Mmm, yes, your pussy. Such a delicious treat.”

I squeaked as Angela pinned me against the wall. Her breasts pressed against my robe. Her right hand pinned both my arms above my head. I didn't fight her. She was my mistress. And it seemed like she wanted to play.

Angela's lips pressed hard on mine. I moaned into the kiss. I savored her tongue. It was so dexterous, swirling about my mouth. I groaned, a twinge of excitement banishing my annoyance at her stupid joke. Her breasts did feel nice.

I slid my hands up to cup them. I squeezed them both and moaned into her mouth again. My fingers sank into her flesh. They felt softer than usual, more pillowy. I shuddered as my excitement grew. They were fun to squeeze and play with.

Angela's hands opened my robe. She stroked my flesh, sending wonderful tingles down to my pussy. My juices flowed. They trickled down my thighs. I groaned and undulated, pressing my hot flesh against her naked groin and rubbing against her clit.

“Mmm, that delicious scent,” moaned Angela. “I love that scent. I must devour that scent.”

“I'm not going to stop you, Mistress,” I moaned.

“Mistress.” Angela giggled. “Funny word. Mistress.”

I frowned as Angela fell to her knees before me. Her hands pushed my thighs apart. What was wrong with her? Had she snuck down a keg of beer that I hadn't noticed? Or was there something else down here? Had she been hit by a creature's—

Her tongue buried into my pussy, driving away thoughts. Pleasure burst out of me. That tongue was amazing. Angela licked so hard and fast. Her tongue danced through my folds. It slid and curled, caressing all the wonderful spots inside of me. It felt so flexible and nimble.

“Angela,” I panted. “Yes, yes, you can have all my pussy juices. You can devour them all.”

Angela moaned in delight as she devoured me. Her head moved as she wiggled her tongue deeper into me. Her right hand slid up and brushed my belly piercing before reaching my small tits. She pinched and played with my nipples as she tongued me.

“Ooh, you produce more juices when I do this,” Angela moaned and twisted my nipple.

“Uh-huh,” I panted as the excitement ran down my body. I groaned and closed my eyes, shuddering against the pleasure. “It's nice. Keep pinching and licking me, please, Mistress.”

“Mistress.” She giggled then buried her tongue back into my snatch.

Her left hand reached around me. Her fingers probed into my butt-crack and brushed my sphincter. My pussy clenched, and I moaned in bliss. Angela purred, lapping up my juices. Her finger circled my sphincter.

“Another hole,” Angela said. “Wow, how interesting. Such a different flavor.”

“What?” I panted, the pleasure surging through my mind.

“Do you like this? Will this make you produce more juices?” Her finger slid into my bowels.

“Yes,” I panted. “You know that. I love to have my ass played with.”

“Delightful.”

Angela fingered my asshole, twisted my nipple, and devoured my pussy with that amazing tongue. My hips undulated, grinding my hot cunt on her face. Her tongue wiggled deeper and deeper. I had never felt a woman's tongue caress that far into my pussy.

It was wonderful.

Her finger probed deeper and deeper into my bowels, fucking in and out, stimulating both my holes. Her fingers playing with my nipple engulfed the nub, undulating around it, stretching and teasing me. I tossed back my head, loving her touch.

“Oh, yes, Angela, that's it. I'm going to cum and give you so much juices.”

“Yes. Please, I need them. They're so yummy.”

My eyes rolled back into my head. My asshole clenched down on her finger. Her tongue licked all the way up to my cervix. It was so thick, my pussy stretching around it. My flesh clenched as the pleasure grew inside of me.

Her stimulations teased me to my climax.

The pleasure burst out of my pussy. A flood of juices squirted into her hungry mouth, bringing a deep moan of satisfaction from Angela. The pleasure rippled out of my body, heading straight to my mind and inundating me with bliss.

“Saphique, yes. Thank you for gifting women with bodies that can feel such delights.”

My moans echoed back at me. I shuddered. Her tongue was so thick, almost like a dildo fucking in and out of me. My pussy convulsed about the amazing organ as my pleasure kept flowing through me. My asshole burned, stretched open as she shoved a second and third finger into my bowels. My body heaved as a second orgasm burst through me.

“So much juices,” Angela moaned despite her tongue fucking deep into my cunt. “Just delicious. I love it. I need more.”

“Yes, yes, I'll give you more. Keep fucking me with your tongue. Oh, wow, that's an amazing tongue. How did you make it so big? Oh, yes.”

~  *  ~

Knight Errant Angela

“What is taking her so long to empty her bladder?” I asked, peering into the darkness in the direction Sophia went.

A low moan answered. I frowned. “Xera, what is she doing?”

“Masturbating,” the elf said, stroking her hard cock. It had sprouted this morning, and she seemed very distracted by it despite Faoril and I doing our best to help her out.

“Just masturbating? That's really not like her.”

“Uh-huh,” Xera groaned. “Her moans excited me. I...there's someone with her.”

“What? Who?”

Xera turned to me. “Why, you, Angela.”

“How can I be with her?” I demanded, my sword ripping out of my sheath.

“I don't know.” The elf let go of her massive cock. It was as big as Thrak's. The elf turned, her large breasts and dick jiggling. “Something is pretending to be you and fucking her.”

“Pater's cock. Faoril, I need your light.”

“Yes,” the mage said, sending a globe of light shooting off as I dashed down the side shaft. Xera and the rest of the group followed.

“Sophia, I'm coming,” I shouted. “Hold on.”

~  *  ~

Acolyte Sophia

“So delicious,” Angela moaned. She rose, her naked breasts dragging across my body. She licked her lips. Her tongue looked normal size.

“Yes,” I smiled. “How did you make your tongue so big?”

“Tongue?” Angela cocked her head. “But I need more juices. I must stimulate you even more.”

The flesh around her groin moved like molten wax, sprouting into a thick, fleshy shaft, almost like a rudimentary cock. My eyes widened in shock. Angela seized me, her entire body rippling. Her breasts pressed against my tits and oozed around them, sucking and teasing my nipples while her fleshy appendage rammed into my pussy.

“What are you?” I gasped as my cunt was stretched full by her appendage.

“Angela.”

“No, you're not,” I groaned as the appendage stretched out my pussy. It pulsed and undulated inside of me, caressing my flesh. Angela's lips met mine. My tart juices lingered. I moaned as her lips molded about mine, making a waxy seal. Her tongue thrust into my mouth, long and sinuous, wiggling as it explored.

My nipples were sucked and played with by her malleable flesh. Her arms flowed down to my ass, spreading about my cheeks. Another flesh appendage pressed into my bowels. I moaned and shuddered as I was double penetrated by oozing tentacles.

She was an ooze, like the orange blob that had fucked Angela and me a few days past.

My body shuddered in the creature's embrace. Every inch of my pussy and bowels were stimulated. The ooze feasted on me. It speared both my holes. My toes curled as the pleasure rippled through me. I bucked in the ooze's embraces.

I loved it.

The ooze's appendages filled my cunt and bowels. They stimulated me by pulsing, growing larger and smaller. It was so different from being fucked by a shaft. My eyes closed as I moaned into our kiss. More of the ooze molded around the rest of my pussy, caressing my folds and stimulating my clit.

I bucked as the ooze engulfed my clit and contracted and pulsed on it, almost sucking my nub like a mouth. My pussy and bowels clenched on her appendages. I shuddered, drinking in the pleasure as another orgasm swelled inside of me.

“So delicious,” the ooze moaned in Angela's voice. I didn't know how it spoke. “Yes, yes. Give me your juices. I need more.”

“Sophia,” a second Angela shouted.

Out of the corner of my eye, the entire party raced forward, the real Angela at the lead, her flaming hair flowing behind her. She looked so beautiful in her chainmail loincloth and half-breast plate cupping her big tits.

“Ohh, such sweet juices. I'm so close to my orgasm,” ooze-Angela moaned.

I shuddered, moaning into the kiss. I humped against her. The ooze held me. Spreading my thighs apart. Fleshy tentacles wrapped about my thighs, caressing them, adding one more bit of stimulation to the bliss brewing in my pussy.

“Sophia,” Angela said. “Are you okay?”

“She looks more than okay,” Faoril said. “Look at her eyes.”

I moaned and shuddered. My orgasm burst through me. Everyone watched the ooze fuck my body. I heaved in the ooze's embrace. Her sucking flesh and pulsing appendages stimulated every spot on my body. My toes were tickled and sucked by her tentacles, my nipples twisted, my clit caressed, and my pussy and asshole fucked hard.

The pleasure burst through me. Rapture rushed through every part of my body. I gasped and trembled in the monster's embrace. My pussy juices flooded out while the ooze moaned her enjoyment, drinking up my pleasure.

“What is that thing?” Angela asked. “It sort of looks like me.”

“It was a mimic ooze,” Faoril supplied.

A wonderful ooze.

The appendages pulsed faster and faster in me. I trembled and my toes curled as the ooze stimulated my body. More pleasure crashed through me. Stars flashed through my eyes. My head tossed back in orgasmic delight.

And then the ooze let me go. It flowed away from me. I slid to the ground, gasping and panting, my entire body buzzing with delight. “That was amazing, ooze.”

The ooze became a mass of tan jelly. It pulsed and shuddered, then split in half. Two oozes undulated away, one slithering past the real Angela who gripped her sword and swallowed, clearly not sure what to do.

“Oh, Angela, you missed out this time,” I moaned.

“I really need to be fucked by an ooze,” Faoril muttered. “Look at her, Xera.”

“Uh-huh,” the elf said and stroked her dick.

“Xera,” I groaned, “don't jerk your cock off while staring at me.” I should close my robes, but it was so hard to move. I was so satiated. Even Thrak and Chaun stared at me, their cocks straining their kilt and pants, respectively. “But, yes, that was amazing.”

“She didn't hurt you?” Angela asked, bending down.

“Only fucked me.” I smiled at Angela. “It was so hot. I wish you could have experienced it with me.”

“Me, too,” Angela smiled. “Well, we did have the bath.”

I laughed and hugged her, giving my lover a hot kiss while my hard nipples pressed against the cold steel of her armor. I was still horny. I had cum hard, but it left me wanting to lick pussy of my own. I loved giving as much as receiving.

Angela broke the kiss. “That will have to wait. Your pee break has lasted long enough.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

“And I'll have to spank you for letting an ooze molest the pussy I own.”

My smile grew. “Of course, Mistress.”

“Matar's cock, that's hot,” panted Xera.


Chapter Two: Dwarf Queen's Reward

Xerathalasia – Shevan, Fallen Kingdom of Modan

My dick ached as we stood before the massive doors that led back to the dwarven city of Shevan. They had built the massive door to keep out the wraith and quarantine the mines. The adamantium found in the mines had been the source of their wealth. Without it, the dwarves had retreated underground and cut off contact with the outside world.

“Come on,” I whispered. I needed to cum so badly. I had barely managed to enjoy Faoril and Angela this morning. We had marched all day through the mines, eager to get out. I knew we would have rooms for the night and I would enjoy the two women.

Tomorrow would be better. I wouldn't be quite as horny and desperate to fuck.

My toes curled on the naked ground. My sensitive ears heard the dwarves moving on the other side of the thick metal. Then there was a series of loud clicks as the massive mechanism for the door operated. It creaked open with a ponderous swing, revealing the seven dwarven husbands of Queen Barzidi.

“You survived,” Azken, the first husband and spokesdwarf, said. “Admirable.”

“Thank you for letting us into the mines,” Angela smiled.

“You payed for it.” Azken glanced at Thrak. “My wife has been most eager for your return. She has fucked herself with a massive dildo for the last few days, giving us relief from her appetites.”

“We are most thankful for that,” Erkaz, another husband, said, bowing low so his beard almost touched the ground. “It has allowed us to be most productive without her lusts distracting us.”

“Dwarves are weird,” Sophia muttered.

I agreed. Who didn't like sex? Besides male dwarves. Their poor women must suffer so.

“Come, our wife will want to see you,” Azken grunted.

The dwarves turned. Each wore fine chainmail armor and carried axes on their belt. Behind us, the soldiers of Shevan closed the door. It boomed shut, sealing off the mines again. My eyes went to the palace. I couldn't wait to find my room.

There were no female dwarves to be seen in the city. Only male dwarves going about their labors. Female dwarves were a minority, only one in seven births was a girl, but none were outside their houses. The male dwarves seemed happy, singing songs as they worked. They were all busy. None lounged around. Even the dwarven children worked instead of playing, though they had big smiles on their beardless cheeks.

We reached the massive palace. Queen Barzidi awaited on her throne, her body naked save for the myriad gold jewelry she wore. Dozens of necklaces, set with precious gems, draped across her lush breasts. Though she was shorter than any human, she was proportioned to be a busty, curvy beauty, unlike the stouter male dwarves. Her thighs were spread wide, and a massive dildo made of solid gold stretched her cunt.

“You're back,” Queen Barzidi moaned in delight as she pumped the thick dildo in and out of her cunt.

My dick ached. Her pussy looked so tiny and tight.

“Thank you for letting us into the mines, your Majesty,” Angela said, bowing when we reached the front.

“Did you see the monster?” Queen Barzidi asked.

“And exorcised it, your Majesty,” Sophia answered. “It was a wraith, the poor, tortured spirit of Queen Kazodi driven mad by the death of her seven husbands.”

“So the mines are safe?” moaned Queen Barzidi. “Truly?”

“Yes,” Angela said.

“Wonderful. Did you hear that, husbands?”

“We will investigate,” Azken said. “See if their claims hold merit.”

“Good, good. Mmm, but they deserve rewards. I know what I can...” Queen Barzidi's eyes widened. “You have a cock.”

She stared right at me and my naked, erect cock.

The dwarf queen licked her lips. “You have a huge cock and you're a woman. You're like a gnome, but so tall.”

“I am an elf, your Majesty.”

“Azken, give them sufficient gold as my thanks,” gasped Queen Barzidi. “I shall thank the elf personally. She shall enjoy it.” She pulled out the dildo, covered in her juices, and set it down by her throne. “Elf, your reward shall be to lie with a queen.”

My dick ached as I stared at that naked pussy gleaming between her slim, spread thighs. Her pink hole clenched and relaxed as the queen undulated on her throne. She was a dual-sexed humanoid, like Angela and Faoril. I could fuck the Queen without risking impregnating her. It wasn't cheating on my pregnant wife.

“I would be honored to fuck your queenly cunt,” I moaned, stroking my dick. My pussy clenched. Juices trickled down my thighs.

“Then approach and let me inspect that beautiful cock. Ooh, a woman with a dick. I had heard of hermaphroditic races, but I feared they were only tall tales. But you, elf, you are gorgeous.”

I marched to the throne. Her round tits jiggled beneath her golden necklaces. Her jewelry clinked and chimed as she undulated, creating a delightful song. The scent of her musk filled my nose. My ears twitched as I savored the aroma.

I stopped before her throne. Her small hands seized my cock. She could hardly wrap them about my girth. Her fingers were so tiny. Her tongue licked her pursed lips. She brought them to my cock. She couldn't open wide enough to swallow me, but that didn't stop her from sucking.

“Yes,” I panted as the dwarven queen worshiped my dick. Her mature, though tiny, body undulated beneath me. Her tongue bathed the crown, then probed into my slit.

My eyes widened. I had never had anything slid up my urethra before. I groaned as her small tongue pressed down my tunnel. Stimulation rushed down my cock to my pussy. My cunt clenched and my ears twitched as the pleasure washed through me. I slid my hands through her red curls and let the dwarven queen worship my cock.

She loved it. Her hands stroked my shaft as she fucked her tongue in and out of my slit. Then she withdrew it and sucked hard, moaning the entire time. My cock throbbed as she loved it. Her eyes fluttered and her body shook.

“Ooh, yes, such a magnificent cock,” moaned Barzidi. “It rivals the orc's massive member.”

“Thank you, Majesty,” I panted.

“But he didn't have a pussy beneath.” The queen lifted my cock and pressed her face between my thighs. Her tiny tongue fluttered through my folds while her small fingers rubbed at the crown of my dick. “Mmm, you taste so sweet. It's so different from dwarf cunt.”

“I'm told I taste like marigolds,” I moaned.

“What's that?”

“A flower.”

“Sounds beautiful,” the dwarf queen groaned then licked deeper through my folds.

“Yes, your Majesty.” The poor thing had never seen a green plant in her life, let alone the color of their flowers. Only gray-blue fungus grew down here. The dwarves missed out on so much of the beauty of the world grubbing through the caves.

Her thumb ran across the tip of my cock, smearing the precum that leaked out about the tip. My pussy clenched again and my breasts heaved. Her touch was stimulating. I squeezed my eyes shut and enjoyed every second of it.

“Your Majesty,” I moaned. “Yes, yes, your tongue feels so delicious on my pussy.”

“It's so big,” moaned the dwarf. “I could smother my face in your pussy.”

She did. She moaned as she rubbed her cheeks through my folds. Her tiny tongue licked again. I groaned and shuddered. I reached up and caressed my ears. The delicious sensations tingled down my body to my pussy and cock.

“Mmm, your pussy is delicious,” Barzidi panted. Her face appeared, completely covered in my juices. They dripped down her forehead and cheekbones. She licked her lips. “But it is your cock I want to worship.”

Her lips latched onto my cock's head, sucking as much as she could. Her tongue played and circled while her small hand found my pussy. She pushed it into me, forming a fist. She sank her hand deep into my cunt.

My pussy clenched. Her fist stretched me out as she worked it in and out of my flesh. The pleasure shot right to the tip of my cock. I groaned and shuddered. My eyes rolled back into my head, and then my cock erupted.

The queen moaned as my cum flooded her small lips. Her eyes squeezed shut as my pussy contracted about her plunging fist. My large tits heaved. My fingers played with my ears, adding more stimulation to my pleasure as my cum boiled over and over into her mouth.

Cum leaked out of her lips, mixing with my pussy juices coating her chin. My body heaved as a final blast burst from my cock right into her hungry mouth. The queen moaned and probed her tongue right into my slit, gathering up the last drops.

“Delicious,” she said, pulling her hand from my pussy. She smeared my juices on her tits as she licked her lips. “I need that cock in me. Tell me you have more stamina than a dwarf. Tell me that cock can ream my pussy and make me cum.”

“Hard, your Majesty. You will cum hard on my cock.”

“Yes,” she panted. “Fuck me. Take your reward in my cunt.”

I lowered my body. Her lips latched onto my nipple. Her short stature lined her up perfectly. She sucked hard as my cock pressed against the tight lips of her cunt. My dick ached, eager for another cum.

“Matar's cock,” I moaned in elvish as I rammed my dick into her.

The dwarf queen's pussy stretched before my cock. Her pussy clenched down on me as she sucked hard on my nipple. She was a tight, hot, molten furnace. My eyes rolled in my head as I stabbed deeper and deeper into her pussy, the tight, silky embrace stretching about my cock. My own cunt clenched as I slid deeper into her wet depths.

“Matar's cock, what a tight cunt.”

The dwarf queen sucked hard on my nipple. She nibbled and worried the nub as I drew my cock back and slammed forward again. Pleasure rippled down my shaft right to my pussy. I squeezed my eyes shut, fighting against the pleasure begging to be unleashed from my shaft. She was so tight and hot.

“Your Majesty, what a cunt. Oh, yes. Oh, wow.” My hips drew back and then I slammed in again. “Mmm, that's it. You're so tight and juicy.”

“So big,” she moaned as she moved to my other nipple. Her small hands squeezed my big tits. “Smother me with your boobies and fuck my cunt. Oh, yes. This is so hot. A woman with a dick. It's all the wonderful parts in one sexy package.”

“Yes,” I moaned in agreement, my body shuddering as I pulled my cock out of her tight depths and then buried back in.

I fucked her slow and hard, savoring every stroke. My ears twitched and fluttered as the pleasure of her delicious pussy filled me. My dick felt every fold and ripple in her pussy. My tip throbbed in her depths as the pressure built in my cunt.

It was such a sweet agony to fuck her tight pussy. She moaned and writhed beneath me. Her teeth nipped hard at my nipple while her slim thighs tightened about my hips. She humped into my thrusts as our passion increased.

I fucked her faster.

Our flesh slapped together, mixing with our moans. My ass clenched with every thrust. Her moans made my nipple tingle. I thrust harder and faster. My dick throbbed. The tip ached to unleash my cum while her little cunt spasmed on my cock.

“Yes, yes, yes. I'm being fucked by elf-cock. Oh, yes. It's so hot.” Her fingers dug into my tits. “Yes, yes. I'm cumming so hard.”

“I can tell,” I panted. “Your Majesty's cunt is spasming so hard on my dick.”

“So hard,” she moaned in agreement. “Oh, yes, yes, yes.”

Her pussy rippled on my dick as her orgasm kept flooding through her. She bucked and spasmed beneath me. Her cunt massaged my cock, bringing me closer and closer to spilling my cum into her hot depths. My pussy clenched as my orgasm neared. It swelled in my core. The pressure had to be relieved.

Queen Barzidi nipped my nipple. The spark shot down to my cunt.

I exploded.

Cum erupted into her tight depths. I shuddered atop her as my body heaved. The blasts sent powerful jolts of bliss crashing into my mind. Stars danced as I tossed back my head. My green hair fell about my shoulders and face as my pleasure pulsed out of me and flooded the dwarf queen's tight cunt.

“Oh, yes, that was delicious,” moaned Queen Barzidi. “Mmm, yes. And you're still hard.”

“Do you want me to keep fucking you?” I asked.

“Yes!”


Chapter Three: The Mage's Negotiations

Journeyman Mage Faoril

“Fuck my ass,” moaned the dwarven queen. She had turned over on her throne so Xera could pound her asshole.

I glanced at Thrak. My orc lover's cock tented his kilt. I moved over to him. “I guess no dwarf cunt for you tonight.”

He glanced down at my mischievous smile. “Are you enjoying my torment?”

I giggled. He always made me feel so girlish. “Later tonight, I'll make sure you're satisfied.”

“Why not right now?” he asked.

I glanced over at the dwarf kings. “Because I am getting a sample of dwarf cum. I will not take no for an answer. I know what my reward is.”

“Good luck,” Thrak said. He glanced over at Angela and Sophia as they giggled over the massive golden dildo.

“I won't need it. I have the persuasion of my arguments on why they should let me suck their cocks and take samples. It's all for my craft. I need to research and take sample sizes.”

“You plan on appealing to them as craftsmen?”

I nodded.

“Smart.”

“I know.” I turned and sauntered over to the dwarves, my red robes swishing about my feet. My pussy was wet beneath, my juices trickling down my thighs. I reached the assembled kings. “Hi.”

“We are not letting you get our cum,” Azken said, folding his arms across his long beard. “we have to organize your reward.”

“Let me introduce myself to you properly and explain why you should want to give me a sample of your cum.”

“Because it will feel good?” Azken sneered. “Do you think our wife does not make a similar appeal?”

“I am Journeyman Mage Faoril Lesibourne. I am an expert on cocks, balls, and cum.” I pulled out my journal. “I am studying cocks of all races, writing down their properties and measurements.”

“And?”

“Like any good craftsman, I need to understand my materials. In this case, cocks. If I can't fully understand them, then I can't fully utilize them. So you can see why it's important that I inspect your cocks and make you cum.”

“And what do you construct with that knowledge?”

“Magic. I need cum to practice my spells. Cum from different races has different properties. Dwarf cum may be good at working with stone or metal. I need to find out and do my diligent research.” I paused. “Let's say you are a stonemason. You pride yourself on the ability to create anything from sturdy furniture, building materials, to works of beauty. One day, you come across a new type of stone. One you've never seen before. You would have to experiment to know its properties. It might be a good stone for carving a statue, but a poor stone for a building's foundation. When polished, this stone may have a wondrous hue, or when ground to powder, you could make a superior cement. But you have to experiment.”

“Yes, that does makes sense.” His eyes narrowed.

“Now imagine you found this stone, were eager to experiment and expand the skill of your craft, but the owner of that stone wouldn't let you for the silliest of reasons. Wouldn't that frustrate you? It's right there. You just need a quick sample. It wouldn't take much of his time.”

Azken grunted.

“You could give us less gold. Consider it my reward,” I said.

Azken narrowed his eyes. “Fine. For a fellow craftsman. You do show dedication to something. Which is more than I could say for our women.” He glanced at Barzidi as she slammed her ass back into Xera's cock.

“Oh, I'd say she was dedicated to something,” I grinned.

Azken only grunted before he pulled off his chainmail. While he stripped, I produced my quill and a length of twine with knots tied in precise segments. Beneath, the dwarf was powerfully muscled. His squat body seemed all muscle, half-hidden by his beard that fell down to his belly.

His cock dangled between his thighs, limp, with a small ball sack beneath. I frowned, reaching in and rubbing at his sack. “You only have one testicle.”

“Should I have more?”

I made a note, then I measured his cock. Though I handled his dick, it stayed limp in my grip. I had never had a dick not harden as I took the measurements. Usually, the touch of my lithe fingers stirred any man to full girth.

“Little shy, huh?” I said.

Azken grunted. “Hurry up.”

I was undeterred. I would get a sample of dwarf cum on which to test. I leaned down and licked the tip of his cock, then swirled my tongue around the crown. I popped it into my mouth and sucked. And sucked. It twitched.

Life seemed to finally blossom. I kept rubbing my tongue on it as the dick swelled and engorged in my mouth. Azken said not a word. No moan escaped his lips or grunts of pleasure. He just watched, his arms crossed as I bobbed my mouth on his shaft and massaged his one ball.

Salty precum flowed out of his dick. It was a good sign. I let my tongue slide across his slit and then backed away. His cock was smaller than I was used to, but given his shorter stature, it seemed equivalent to an average human.

I took more measurements, recording each in my journal. My pen scrawled, leaving behind text burned into the parchment. The book was enchanted so friction burned the pages in lieu of ink. The text wasn't as clear as ink, but it also didn't smudge.

Perfect for the field.

“Well, would you say your cock is average for a dwarf, or smaller, or larger.”

Azken grunted.

“You don't know.”

“I don't pay attention.”

I blinked. Then I rubbed my thumb across the crown, smearing his precum about the spongy tip. “And does that bring you any pleasure at all?”

“It tingles, I guess. I thought you wanted a sample of my cum, not to play with my cock. I have work to do.”

I furrowed my eyebrows. “Even now, with a hard dick, you're still not excited to cum?”

He grunted.

I shook my head, then leaned down and sucked on the tip of his cock. I produced a prepared vial from my pocket as I bobbed and sucked. I moaned about it, savoring the salty precum, my pussy clenching. I shoved a hand into my robe and rubbed at my hot cunt.

His cock was small. I could swallow so much of it. It slipped easily down my throat. I moaned and swallowed, loving his dick. I rubbed at the hot flesh of my cunt, my excitement building and building as I bobbed my head.

But he didn't make a sound.

It was...disconcerting. I glanced up. He was bored. I was giving him the best blowjob in the world, and he would rather be doing anything else. The excitement in my pussy died. I popped my mouth off and grasped his dick, stroking hard.

“Nothing? That didn't make you excited? I'm told I give great blowjobs.”

“You're like my wife. Bobbing and slobbering over my dick. Why?”

“Because it's hot,” I moaned. “Because I want to taste your cum and make you feel good.”

He shrugged. “I'm getting close.”

“Are you?” I frowned at his face. “You're not even breathing hard.”

“I'm not doing anything but standing here. Why would that wind me?”

I ground my teeth. My hand slid up and down his throbbing dick. More precum beaded the tip. I brought the glass vial to the tip of his cock, pressing the glass opening over his slit. He stood like a rock, his breathing even.

He didn't even grunt when he came. Two small blasts of jizz spurted out, barely filling a quarter of the vial. His cock went limp in my hand. I stared up at him and shook my head. “You had an orgasm and didn't enjoy it?”

“What's to enjoy?”

“No wonder your women fuck themselves senseless with dildos,” I muttered as I corked the vial. I stared at the cum. How much magical energy would I even get out of this?

“You have your sample, now I have to get back to work.”

“Yeah,” I muttered, standing up. My knees ached. I walked over to Thrak. He had a huge grin on his face.

“Feeling frustrated?”

“Yes.” I sighed and rubbed at his cock through his kilt. “Well, at least you'll appreciate a blowjob.” I fell to my knees and pushed up his kilt, spilling out his thick, long, swarthy cock.

The excitement returned to my pussy as I opened wide and swallowed his dick.

~  *  ~

Lady Delilah – Ruins of Khan, The Kingdom of Haz

My vigil was at an end. Relief flooded through me. I knew the dwarven mines would be one of the more perilous portions of Angela's quest. I feared for her safety in the black depths, but she had accumulated a group of capable individuals.

So far, King Edward had been a good boy. I had seen no more signs of him forgetting the plan and hiring new dark warlocks to kill Angela. My lie about hiring the changeling bard to kill Angela would, hopefully, keep the idiot complacent for a while longer.

I didn't have time to babysit him. I had plans to be about.

The sounds of Angela and her companions grew louder. They were climbing out of the tunnels into the ruins of the dwarven outpost. I had to leave before I was spotted. I glanced up at the sky. The erinyes were still gone.

More mischief I had to deal with. Slata was a jealous cunt. She had caused plenty of harm, but still wasn't satisfied.

Well, not even I could chastise a goddess.

The sounds of Angela and her companions grew louder. They were eager to see the sun. They were on their tenth day since they entered the mines. Their excitement was audible. Sophia let out a cheer of delight and Chaun sang.

I hoped he had proven his worth in the mines. I suspected he would be valuable. I stretched my arms and transformed.

~  *  ~

Thrak

I threw my arms wide and inhaled the fresh breeze wafting through the ruined courtyard of Khan. The air was so sweet. And the sun. It hurt my eyes, but it was worth it to see the beauty of the world and have nothing over my head.

“Slata's sagging tits,” Sophia gasped, her hands clasped over her eyes. “Why is it so bright outside?”

“Our eyes adapted to the darkness,” Faoril answered. “We will need to give ourselves time to adjust.”

“I will sweep for any dangers,” Xera said. “My eyes adjust fast to changes in light.”

“Lucky,” Sophia moaned. “How about you, Chaun? Are your eyes adjusted?”

“Sadly, no. Mine are just like yours. I may look elf-like, but I don't have their senses.”

Xera strolled by. Her cock had vanished when she woke up this morning. I admired her ass as she sauntered by. Perhaps she would like to join Faoril and myself tonight. If Sophia didn't lay claim to the elf first.

I took a deep breath and savored the wind. My eyes squinted against the glare. We had survived the mines. I hoped to never venture underground again. All that stone over my head had almost unnerved me at times, but I wanted to be strong for Faoril's sake.

“Faoril, can you release the spell?” Angela asked. “I want to make sure our horses are fine.”

“Yes,” Faoril said. “Um, where did I hide them?”

“The corner,” I said and took her hand. She still shielded her eyes. “Let me lead you. Mine are adjusting faster.”

“So human eyes are the worst,” groaned Sophia.

“Well, changeling eyes are just as bad. Does that make you feel better?”

“It does, Chaun.”

I stopped near the invisible barrier where the horses lay hidden. Faoril had bent light to conceal them and used air to hide their scent. She had also put them into a stasis so they didn't have to eat or drink.

The air rippled, and the horses appeared, lying down on the ground. There was no hint of her magic as it worked. A moment later, four horses raised their heads and snorted. Midnight, Angela's large charger, stood first, the stallion letting out a neigh. Purity stood with dainty steps, the white mare trotting over to her mistress. Sophia squealed and greeted her horse. Buttercup, the dun mare, moved to Faoril, who stroked her nose. Maiden, Chaun's gray horse, lowered her head and munched on grass sprouting between paving stones.

“Let's get going,” Angela said. “I can see well enough.”

“By well, you mean a bright smear that's possibly something?” Sophia asked.

“Yes,” she answered. “I want to get to Rartha. I don't know how we're getting the sword piece out of the Great Vault in the Saltspray Palace.”

“The Silent Thief,” Chaun said. “No doubt our next companion will be a great boon.”

“I hope she's pretty,” giggled Sophia.

“Or a lithe, handsome man with roguish looks,” Faoril purred. “Just to have some variety in the party.”

“Don't I have the roguish good looks?” asked Chaun.

“You're too pretty. You're a gorgeous man, Chaun, and you can seduce any woman, but you lack any danger.”

“Don't I give you enough danger?” I asked.

Faoril moved to me. “Oh, you're my big, strong warrior. But a dashing rogue, a swashbuckler...”

“Someone's read too many romances,” Sophia gagged.

“But don't worry, he won't steal me from you,” Faoril said, patting my chest. “Well, not for more than a night.”

I pulled Faoril too me. “Which is good. I would hate to have to chop the head off one of our companions to get you back.”

Faoril grinned at me then stood on her tiptoes to kiss me on the lips. She was a magnificent woman. I hoped Serisia, my dead wife, could watch us from the Astral Realm. She must be so happy for Faoril and me.

~  *  ~

Incessae

“They're coming,” I smiled at my sister erinyes.

Ultionae nodded her head and flew across the road through Miliiath Pass to the opposite cliff. Just like I had predicted, Angela and her companions would ride in this direction from Khan. The elf led while the rest followed. The humans, on their horses, shielded their eyes from the glare.

Even better.

The rocks were weakened. The moment Angela and her companions passed between Ultionae and myself, we would start the avalanche. Hopefully, the falling stones would kill or disable most of Angela's companions, leaving my sister and I to finish the rest.

My pussy burned in anticipation of the violence. Mother's vengeance would be brought down upon Angela's head today.


Chapter Four: Passion's Avalanche

Xerathalasia – Lesh-Ke Mountains, The Kingdom Of Haz

Sunlight was a delight shining on my flesh. Though I had lived beneath the dark canopies of the Deorc Forest, sunlight still warmed glades and knifed through the trees to form brilliant beams that played on mossy ground. After our ten days spent underground, I wanted to stand rooted in place and drink in the radiance.

But I could not. We had to keep moving on our quest. Our next destination was the great port city of Raratha which lay upon the Nimborgoth, a great sea that was said to be larger than my forest. We planned on heading north out of the mountains, then west to the city of Yevix. There we would hire a boat to sail us south down the Roytin River to the great port city.

I led the party out of the ruins of Khan and back onto the main highway that ran through Miliiath Pass. The mountains loomed over us, peaks so high the summer heat could not melt their snow. Nature surrounded us with tall pines and firs climbing up the mountain slopes. Wildlife flourished. Eagles and falcon hunted in lonely circles, goats gambled on the sheer sides of cliffs, dappled deer flitted through the trees, and birds sang their joy.

I drank it all in. My ears twitched as I took deep breaths through my nose. Life. The mines had almost been sterile. What life there had been was tamed and cultivated, bred by the dwarves to sustain them in the depths.

Sophia giggled behind me. “I think Xera's drunk on nature.”

“You should be too,” I responded. “Smell that life.”

“All I smell is dust.” She sneezed. “But I'll take dust over entombing stone any day.”

“Gods be praised,” Chaun agreed. “But it'll make for an exciting epic. The brave party ventured into tunnels deep, away from Sun into darkness' creep. Brave and doughty, they ventured forth...”

Chaun strummed at his lyre as he rode his mare, composing the epic verses of Angela's dangerous quest. Fame seemed Chaun's motivation. He had lost his position at court because of the scandal involving a princess. The Bardic College of Az, who trained him, had denied Chaun the right to use his skills. He lusted to regain what he had lost. I suppose being part of Angela's quest to slay the most dangerous dragon who had ever existed might earn him sufficient fame to wipe clean the cuckolding of a prince.

The slopes around the pass narrowed into a tight canyon. The cliff walls rose in stria of browns and grays layered upon each other. Green plants found purchase in crevasses, adding a splash of vibrancy.

Movement flashed at the clifftop. Black, possibly a feathered wing. I frowned. Had it been a bird winging momentarily in sight or something else? My ears twitched. The looming cliff walls suddenly felt closed in.

“What's wrong?” Angela asked.

“I saw movement. It might have been a bird.”

“You're not sure?”

I shook my head. “But I smell nothing unusual or hear anything.”

I kept my eyes scanning the cliff top as we moved deeper. Angela had enemies. Twice the erinyes, demigoddess daughters of Slata, had attacked us. We had tamed one and driven off the other. But there were three. And that did not count the mysterious employer of the dead Warlock Fireeyes.

Prudence demanded caution as we walked forward.

~  *  ~

Incessae

The clatter of hooves grew louder, echoing up the sides of the cliffs. My wings fluttered and a hot flush ran through my pussy. Angela's party entered the ambush. I slipped a hand down my naked, ivory stomach and pressed between my thighs to rub at my naked flesh. I rubbed at my pussy before sliding my wet fingers up to tug at my silver nipple piercings.

I delighted in bringing mother's vengeance. Angela had angered the Goddess Slata. The knight was descended from the filthy tyrant, High King Peter, a bastard fathered upon a human mother by the God Pater. Mother hated all her husband's bastards.

Particularly Peter.

I tugged a final time. A trickle of juices worked down my thighs. My eyes fluttered and my wings flapped again. I readied my magic. Of us three sisters, I was the least skilled at magic. Ultionae, lurking on the other side of the canyon, was the best. She would have no trouble creating an avalanche.

I peeked over the edge to check Angela's position. They were in the center, ready—

An arrow streaked up at me, fired by the keen-eyed elf. I ducked my head to the right. The wooden tip creased my cheek, drawing blood. I hissed against the sting of pain and sent my magic into the cliff. The ground rumbled beneath my feet. Screams shouted from below as the first rocks tumbled free.

More fell from Ultionae's side. My sister stood with ease, staring in contempt at my small avalanche.

It did not matter. The stones bounced and boomed as they tumbled down the cliffs, hurtling faster and faster, dislodging more debris. The tide of rocks and dust came at Angela and her party from both sides. I shuddered as the violence crashed into them. Horses whinnied in fear and pain as the dust washed over and obscured my sight.

I gripped my burning spear and soared off the cliff. Ultionae had her flaming sword in hand and joined me. It was time to check the carnage and see who survived. If it was Angela, we would dispatch her and enact Mother's vengeance.

~  *  ~

Journeyman Faoril

Buttercup, my normally placid mare, screamed in fear as the stones crashed down the cliff at us. I held a vial of cum in hand, ready to down it. Before I could, my horse reared and threw me from the saddle. I landed on my back. The air exploded out of my lungs. My vial tumbled from my hands. Shattered.

The crash of rocks grew louder. The boulders hurtled down at us. Around us. Angela screamed as she drew her sword, and Sophia gripped her reins, fear on her youthful face. Thrak moved over me, placing his body between me and the rocks.

The wonderful idiot.

I needed cum. I reached for a second vial, fumbling in my pockets. The rocks were coming so fast. But I couldn't let panic slow me down. I had trained to keep cool in stressful situations. It was so hard. My mind did not want to work.

But my hands did. They reached into my pockets for the next vial.

The rocks crashed into us. Dust washed over me. Screams shouted around me as stone crashed. I couldn't see anything. My eyes stung. I tried to stand, but the ground shook. Coordination was lost to me. The grinding clatter echoed through the canyon.

“Slata's hairy cunt,” Angela screamed, her voice thick with pain.

“Faoril,” bellowed Thrak.

“No, no, Purity,” sobbed Sophia.

I stood up, spinning around. I had to do something. My hand gripped a vial of cum. I just had to drink it. I lifted it up to my mouth...when fire hissed. I let out a squeak of fright. A flaming sword appeared out of the smoke, swinging for me.

I threw myself to the ground.

And landed on a sharp boulder. The vial shattered in my hand. My arm went numb and my side ached more. Glass crunched and my robe became wet against my right hip as more of my cum vials were broken.

“Can't have you interfering, little mage,” a woman said.

Out of the swirling dust, an erinyes appeared. She had round, naked breasts and a flaming sword gripped in her hand. Diamonds pierced her cheeks at her dimples. They flashed as she smiled at me. It was the third erinyes sister—Ultionae.

I reached for a vial in a left pocket.

Ultionae seized my wrist before I reached my pocket, spun me around, and thrust me against a rock. The stone suddenly came alive, oozing around me, slipping into the folds of my robes. They ripped apart, my naked body pressed against the cold stone. It wrapped around me, tweaking my nipples.

And then something hard and stony pressed at my pussy.

“Pater's cock,” I groaned as the rock fucked me, ramming a smooth, hard protrusion into my pussy while its hard surface pinched and rolled my nipples.

“There, little mage,” the erinyes purred. “That should keep you out of trouble.”

“No,” I moaned as the rock cock pumped in and out of my cunt. I couldn't help how good it felt. My toes curled, and a moan escaped my lips. She did something to the rock. She enchanted it to make me horny. “Please, no. I don't want to be...be...fucked...oh, yes, that's good. Oh, you naughty rock. You're so thick. Can you cum?”

I knew I shouldn't surrender to the pleasure, but it was too hard to resist her spell.


Chapter Five: Foolhardy Acolyte

Knight-Errant Angela

Pain consumed me. I lay on my side. A massive boulder pinned both my legs against each other. Agony shot up my limbs. I hugged another rock, trying to think through the pain. But it was impossible. I screamed into the dust billowing around me.

Over and over, I screamed.

Midnight whinnied in pain. My warhorse lay nearby, his body half-buried beneath boulders. The avalanche had all been a blur. The rocks had hit us, sweeping me out of the saddle and onto my side. Then the pain had come.

I couldn't move my legs. The boulder crushing them was the size of a large hog. It must weigh hundreds of pounds. The pain came in agonizing waves, forcing me to scream out again and again into the dust. Other pain-filled shouts answered me.

What had happened? An avalanche? But Xera had fired right before—

Agony swept through me again. I screamed until my voice grew hoarse. Then pain retreated from agony to barely tolerable. I could think again. I sucked in deep breaths, searching through the smothering gray-brown. I needed help.

“Faoril, Sophia,” I shouted. “Please, please, be okay.”

“Yes, yes, fuck me with your rock cock,” Faoril moaned.

“Faoril?” I groaned. “What's happening?”

“Such a good cock. Can you cum, rock?”

We were under attack. By what?

“Well, well, well, you survived the avalanche; lucky you,” a feminine voice purred.

I turned my head. That was a mistake. It twisted my hip and tried to shift my leg. Agony shot up my body as I stared at the erinyes perched over me, a flaming spear in hand. Incessae, the erinyes that had attacked us back at Lor-Khev.

“You...bitch...” I snarled. “You hurt my...horse...”

“Yes, a magnificent stallion,” Incessae said as she moved to me, stepping over the fallen boulders. “But he served the wrong mistress. You knew my sisters and I were after you. After Injuriae failed to kill you, you had been warned. Yet you did not leave your friends and your horse behind. You let them stay with you.

“If any of them die, it's your fault for forcing them to pay for your crimes!”

“Your goddess mother is a diseased whore,” I spat as Incessae drew back her spear to plunge it into my back.

“Well, you humans number among her children, so it explains much about you,” she hissed.

I closed my eyes and waited for my death. There was nothing I could do. I had lost my sword when the avalanche swept over us. I couldn't move. I had no way to defend myself. I hoped Sophia survived.

I always thought it would have been the dragon Dominari that killed me. I didn't even make it that far.

“No!”

Sophia's shout burst out of the dust. Incessae let out a hiss of annoyance. Boots smacked over rocks, and Sophia's high-pitched scream echoed through the pass. It sounded almost like she attempted a battle cry.

I opened my eyes. Sophia stood over me, wielding her magical dagger. Her robes were torn and dirty, but she appeared otherwise unhurt. She hissed at Incessae, facing down the dangerous erinyes and her spear without fear.

She was an idiot.

“No...run...” I groaned. “You can't...beat her.”

“You can't touch her,” Sophia shouted. “She's under Saphique's protection.”

“What feeble protection the virgin goddess sends,” sneered Incessae.

“I'm...your mistress...Sophia. Run!” Every word hurt to speak. The waves of pain threatened to consume me again.

“Nope. You'll just have to spank me later.” Sophia swung her knife; it was wild and too hard, throwing her off-balance. She almost fell over trying to recover.

“If you want to die so bad, fine,” spat Incessae.

~  *  ~

Acolyte Sophia

I knew this was stupid. I knew this wouldn't work. But I couldn't stand there and let Angela be stabbed in the back while she lay helpless and pinned beneath the rubble. I may not be the best fighter in the world.

Or even the hundredth best.

But I had a dagger. It was enchanted. I just had to slip past her spear and stab the erinyes. How hard could that be?

I swung again with my dagger. It hissed through the air, leaving a blurring, pink streak in its wake. I almost clipped the point of her burning spear. The erinyes shifted her stance, her bare feet sliding across the rubble.

The spear lanced out at me. So fast. I screeched in shock and stepped back. My foot slipped off the side of the rock. That saved my life. I fell backward. The flaming spear hissed as it shot over me. My fall seemed to freeze for a single heartbeat as I stared at my narrowly avoided death. The spear was made of fire, shaped into spear and haft. The flames rippled yellow and red, hissing for my flesh.

I landed on my back and groaned.

“What a pathetic guard,” the erinyes snorted. “You and your goddess are both pathetic. Mother is right to despise her twin sister.”

I groaned and forced myself to stand back up. “Well, I'm all Angela has. I won't let you butcher my mistress.”

The erinyes drew back her spear. I had to block it with my knife. Parry it. I had to swing it to the side and—

Thrak burst out of the dust cloud. The orc's right arm dangled useless, bone jutting through his swarthy flesh. He gripped his greataxe in the other and swung it down at the thrusting spear. His blade crashed into the fire, driving its point down into the rocks at my feet.

Sparks flashed, and I gasped, stumbling back.

“Sophia is not Angela's only guardian,” Thrak spat. “To ensure a fair contest between us, cunt, I have broken my arm and will fight with my off-hand. Try to match the fury of the greatest fighter ever born to the orcs.”

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

I groaned as I crawled forward, brushing the dust from my body. When the stones came, I danced amid them, dodging and dancing away from their reach. It was difficult. They came so swiftly. But I was an elf. I knew how to move.

Until the last rock, a tiny one, struck me right on the backside and knocked me to the ground. My butt hurt. I reached back and rubbed at my naked flesh as I rolled over. My eyes stung and watered. Dust was everywhere, a thick cloud that I couldn't see through.

Fire flashed through the dust cloud and Faoril's moans of lust echoed. There was a second erinyes wielding a fiery sword, and not the spear Incessae carried. I had seen Incessae on the clifftop. My arrow had almost taken her in the face, but she had dodged it. The erinyes approaching was the third sister.

“Ultionae?” I asked as the flaming sword moved near me.

“Yes,” a voice said.

I drew and fired an arrow into the cloud. A moment later, a naked erinyes appeared, her fiery hair's brilliance muted by the dust clinging to it. She held my arrow shaft in her left hand, her thumb rubbing along the head.

“That almost struck me,” she nodded her head. “I despise waste. This avalanche was Incessae's idea. Angela is our target. The rest of you can live.”

I drew another arrow.

She waved her hands and suddenly the rocks beneath me moved and seized me, pulling down my arms. Hard tentacles wrapped about my large breasts, squeezing them. Lust burst through my body moments before a thick cock shoved into my asshole. The stone was polished so smooth it slid in like it was lubed, stretching my bowels.

“You're making the rock fuck me?” I groaned, adding my voice to Faoril's moans.

“I could kill you.” A viscious smile crossed Ultionae's lips. “But I am not Incessae.”

The erinyes leaned over and kissed me on the lips as the rock cock fucked into my ass. I moaned, unable to fight the burning lust ignited in my bowels and spreading through my body. I kissed the erinyes back, my tongue flicking through her mouth.

“Mmm, yes, you are sweet. After Angela's dead, I may come back to enjoy you.” The erinyes stood and flared her wings. “If I can find her in all this dust.”

“No...” I gasped. “Fuck me now. I'm so wet. I'll lick your pussy...oh, yes, I will. I'll devour you. Elves know how to please a woman.”

“You're just trying to tempt me from my vengeance. Noble.”

“No,” I moaned, my hips bucking into the rock's thrusting cock. Burning pleasure radiated out of my asshole. “No, stay. I'll make you cum so hard.”

The erinyes laughed as she turned and vanished back into the dust.

My body trembled with pleasure. The rock tentacles squeezed my tits tight. I moaned and shuddered. The ends reached my nipples and stroked them with the hard, cold stone. The dick shoved deeper and deeper into my bowels. My juices flowed out of my cunt, mixing my flowery musk with the dust in the air.

“Angela,” I screamed out as an orgasm built inside of me. “I'm so sorry. But this rock is fucking me so hard. Yes, yes, fuck my ass.”

“Fuck my cunt,” moaned Faoril nearby.

~  *  ~

Thrak

The pain in my right arm faded as I swung my heavy greataxe at the erinyes. Knifing pain shot up it as I moved, twisting the broken limb. But it didn't matter right now. I couldn't afford to pay attention to the wound. I needed to keep fighting.

Anger bubbled through me. The rage beckoned, siren sweet. It would be so simple to adopt it and drive the erinyes from here, but then I would turn on my friends. Something had distracted Faoril. I heard her moans of lust echoing through the mountains.

She was fine. If she could make those sounds, she couldn't be hurt.

I didn't need the rage to beat the erinyes. I just had to ignore the pain. Blood dripped down my right hand. The bleeding wasn't bad. The shards of bone had not pierced an artery. I could fight for several minutes before blood loss might be an issue.

I had to make them count.

My ax blurred silver before me as I swung it. The erinyes hissed, her wings flapping, lifting her off the ground and landing her on a boulder. Her naked body fell into a stance, her large breasts heaving. Enticing.

They were such delicious breasts. Erinyes were hard to kill, but if you could fuck one, she could never harm you again. We had all fucked Injuriae after Angela defeated her. My cock stiffened as I lunged forward.

“You're going to moan so loudly on my cock,” I growled. “I bet you can't wait to feel my monster spear you.”

“Pig,” she spat. “Like I want anything to do with your cock.”

Her spear lanced at me. I parried with my ax and swiped at her stomach. Her wings flapped and pulled her back. She landed on a stone. I raced after, my long strides carrying me across the shifting rubble.

“You'll love my cock. Every woman does.”

Her supple legs bent. She threw herself into the air, her wings flapping hard. The sunlight pierced through the settling dust and alighted on her fiery pubic hair as she twisted and landed behind me. I turned as her spear thrust.

I blocked it with the side of the ax's blade. Her thrust was hard. Metal rang and sparks spurted. I stepped back, keeping my balance across the uneven terrain. Her spear thrust over and over at me. I shifted my ax, blocking each one, but I had no opening to attack.

“I think my spear would rather fuck your body,” Incessae laughed. “Though I doubt you would like it as much.”


Chapter Six: Dirty Music

Chaun

Shock still gripped me. My lyre was in hand, the ornate wood still in one piece, the strings taut. I had been playing it when the avalanche fell upon us. Maiden, my mare, had reared and thrown me before she raced down the path. Did she escape?

All I could do was lie on my back, cradling my lyre, as the world shook around me. I squeezed my eyes shut. I knew this was a dangerous quest. Lady Delilah had explained it to me when she hired me back in Lor-Khev.

But dying by avalanche was not on my list of expected dangers.

This wasn't how great heroes fell on important quests. They died in epic last stands to protect their friends or in daring charges that created the opening for their allies to defeat the enemy. They were not buried beneath rocks in something as pedantic as an avalanche.

The rocks bounced around me. The ground rumbled. I knew I was dead. I just hoped my lyre wouldn't be harmed. It was a work of art, gifted to me when I graduated from the Bardic College of Az. It was proof, despite what my school claimed after my disgrace, that I was a master bard.

Dust washed over me. It stung my eyes even when they were squeezed shut. My breath wheezed. The ground shook harder. Horses and people screamed. Angela sounded the worst. Agony was in her voice. She had been crushed, and it was my turn next.

Only no rocks crushed me.

The rumbles stilled. Faoril and then Xera's pleasure-filled moans echoed through the air. Weapons clashed and Thrak bellowed. And I lay still, untouched. I opened my eyes. Through the haze of dust, rocks lay piled around me, rolled to a stop before they reached me.

I was in a void. Around me, destruction had swept through the canyon and yet I had been untouched.

“Gods be praised,” I whispered as I stood up.

I turned around and out of the dust stepped an erinyes. She froze at the sight of me, a flaming sword in her hand. It was Ultionae, the most ferocious of the three sisters. She was an implacable enemy, born out of Slata's desire for vengeance after Las had tricked the goddess into sleeping with him.

And though they suckled vengeance from Slata's breath, the erinyes were as much daughters of Las, of lust.

I sang and my fingers strummed. Bawdy words flooded out of my mouth. I sang of wet maids and virile warriors. I sent the lust at her. The erinyes froze and shook her head. She stepped back. Incessae had fled at Lor-Khev when I sang, and Ultionae sought to do the same.

I sang louder, putting all my seductive charms into the music. My fingers strummed lust through the air. My cock hardened in my hose. Her nipples hardened and dew matted the fiery curls between her thighs; she shook her head.

“No,” she moaned. “I won't.”

And the maiden wet

was seized by a letch,

to suck the warrior's cock.

And the maiden fell,

'pon the grass o' the dell

to blow the warrior's cock.

Her mouth opened wide

and her lips did slide

up down the warrior's cock.

Ultionae let out a moan, the song's words sliding through her head. Her wings flapped wide as she fell to her knees before me. I kept singing as I watched her round breasts jiggle. Her hands reached out, trembling, fighting the song, but unable to deny the lusts I stirred in her pussy.

I was a bard. My music could stir any emotion in any person. I could mesmerize and frighten. I could inflame lusts or douse them. I could make a hardened warrior weep out every tear and make a grieving widow laugh for joy.

And making a creature horny who was born, like changelings, from Las's lust, was easy.

The erinyes's ivory hands unlaced my gray hose and pulled them down. My midnight-black cock spilled out. Her hands were so pale as she gripped my thick, throbbing shaft. I fought the groan and kept playing as she stroked me. Then, like the maiden in my song, she opened wide and slid her mouth down my cock.

The erinyes's mouth was a warm, wet heaven. My dick ached in it. My fingers played faster, keeping the lust going as my singing faltered. It was hard to sing when such pleasure burst from your lips.

Her tongue swirled about the crown of my cock. Her wings fluttered and her fiery hair tumbled about her cheeks. She sucked hard, her pierced cheeks hollowing. I groaned and my balls ached as she bobbed her head and took more and more of my cock.

My black fingers danced across the strings. Playing lust in my song grew easier and easier as the pleasure built in my cock. Her mouth was such wonderful inspiration. One hand stroked my shaft while the other massaged my balls.

“Yes, yes, that's it,” I groaned. “We're both creatures of Las.”

My ears twitched. I was in my normal form; they were long and pointed like an elf's. The demigoddess sucked harder. She wanted my cum. Ultionae hungered for it. Her hand massaged my balls, working my sensitive nuts and shooting pleasure to the tip of my cock.

The hand stroking my shaft moved away. She took more and more of my cock into her mouth. I groaned as the tip of my dick brushed the back of the demigoddess's throat. She sucked again, the pleasure curling my toes.

“Yes, deep-throat me. You're such a wanton demigoddess. You have such a letch to swallow my cock.”

She did with a moan. My dick slipped down Ultionae's tight throat. I groaned and leaned back my head, loving the pleasure flooding through me. It was such sweet delight. I groaned. My fingers played so fast. I let them be free. The lust had seized me and it flowed out of me in the thrumming beat of my music.

Her lips kissed into the silvery curls of my pubic hair. She had swallowed every inch of my black cock. I groaned as I stared down into coal-fire eyes. Her wings flapped again as she massaged my dick with her throat and moaned her pleasure, the bliss humming around my cock.

“Yes, yes, yes. You want my cum. You have such a letch for it. You can't help yourself—dyou want it all. Milk my cock for my cum, demigoddess-slut.”

Her free hand slipped between my legs and up my taint. I groaned as her finger quested between my butt-cheeks. My eyes widened as she swirled it around my sphincter. A strange, burning sensation entered me.

“You saucy demigoddess,” I gasped as her finger wormed into my asshole.

The burning pleasure shot to the tip of my cock. My balls, massaged by her delicate fingers, boiled to a froth. I trembled. My fingers never faltered but built the music to a crescendo as my face contorted and my orgasm built.

And then it exploded out of me. Blast after blast of my jizz erupted into her stomach. I shuddered as I flooded it straight into her stomach. Her wings fluttered, and she moaned about my cock. Her mouth slid down my shaft, catching the final blast while the pleasure boiled through my body.

“Yes,” I panted. “And you want more. You need more cum.”

My fingers kept playing the passionate song. Until Angela forced Ultionae to pleasure her, the erinyes would continue to be a threat. For the good of the party, I had to keep playing and having her suck my cock. It was such a sacrifice to make.

But I was willing.

“That's it. Keep worshiping my cock with that hungry mouth,” I groaned as new pleasure built inside my balls.


Chapter Seven: Vengeance's Daughter

Incessae

My spear thrust over and over at the disgusting orc. His cock actually tented the front of his hide kilt. He had a broken arm and still was hard. What was wrong with him? He blocked my thrusts while leering at me with his swarthy, pierced face. He was a huge orc, powerfully muscled and scarred. He had fought many battles.

And won them all.

A part of me, the part from my horrible father Las, ached to feel that cock. Violence always aroused my sisters and me. Even now, my juices trickled down my thighs while music played in the background, a fast, strumming beat.

A primal beat. The rhythm of two bodies heaving and thrusting together.

The bard played. I had seen no sign of Ultionae. I had hoped the bard would have been crushed by the rocks. He and the mage were the most dangerous members of Angela's party to my sisters and I. The bard knew our weakness.

He was a filthy changeling. Even if he hadn't been trained by the bardic college, he would know seduction. Of all of Las's children, the race of changelings were most like their father, driven to seduce instead of just rape like many of the monstrous things Las had spawned.

But as long as I killed Angela, being ensnared by the bard and forced to pleasure his body would be a small sacrifice. And Ultionae distracted him right now. No doubt my sister used her body to please Chaun.

All I had to do was kill Thrak, and then the way to Angela would be clear.

I kept thrusting. I had him. The spear gave me reach his ax lacked. As strong and fierce as he was, my weapon was faster. I could flick it out over and over. All he could do was hide behind his ax blade and promise me the pleasures of his cock.

“You are missing out,” he leered. “Faoril and Angela both love my cock. Even the elf spreads her legs for me. You want this cock. You ache for it. It will make you cum so hard. Look at its girth.”

“Right,” I sneered. “Because I've never had a big cock. I'm millennia old. I was birthed before your miserable ancestors decided to muck a living in the frozen wastes.”

Thrak grinned. “But have you been fucked by an orc warrior? Have you really been ravished?”

“No, and I don't—”

Pain flared in my back. I stumbled and threw a look over my shoulder. Sophia had snuck up on me while the orc...distracted me. I growled and pivoted my spear to impale the slut. Blood beaded down my back.

Thrak lunged in.

“Pater's cock.” I flew back and dodged his greataxe. He pressed in his attack while Sophia circled around me, a vicious grin on her dust-smeared face.

“Not such a pathetic guard now,” the acolyte sneered. My blood dripped from her knife.

Thrak swung in with fierce attacks, forcing me on the defensive as Sophia moved around to strike at my back. More and more of the dust settled. Ultionae knelt before the bard, sucking his cock. Faoril and Xera writhed in the embrace of animated rocks.

All that stood between me and my goal was Thrak and Sophia. Thrak was too good. I couldn't fight him with the damned acolyte buzzing around me, waiting to strike in and prick me with her little knife. My wings flapped.

How could I defeat Thrak now?

If I could kill Angela, then it won't matter. I just needed to lead Thrak away. Then I could fly over his head and kill Angela before he could reach me. It was the only choice I had.

It galled me that I didn't have to feign falling back. Thrak and Sophia pressed me too hard. I retreated across the strewn boulders as my spear spun before me, parrying and keeping the pair of them at bay.

~  *  ~

Journeyman Faoril

The stone cock reamed my pussy so fast. It hammered me. My flesh clenched about the smooth shaft as I writhed in the rocks. My nipples, pressed against the animated boulder, were pinched and rubbed. I humped and moaned. I was trapped, wrapped up by the rocks.

I couldn't just lie here and be fucked, but it was so hard to think.

Pleasure rushed through my body. My toes curled. I moaned and my ass clenched as an orgasm burst through me. My eyes closed against the rush of bliss. It was intense, crashing over me and engulfing me in juicy, warm bliss.

My body spasmed as my pussy milked the rock. I wanted it to cum in me. I needed cum. I couldn't use my magic without cum. And I wanted to use my magic. As the dust cleared, I spotted my orc lover fighting one of the erinyes.

I had to help.

“Fuck me harder,” I screamed instead. My back arched. My pussy kept cumming. My flesh writhed over the thrusting, smooth pillar of rock. It was so thick and wonderful. I never wanted it to stop fucking me. I wanted to lie here and be ravished over and over again.

What a wonderful thought.

“No,” I groaned. “Focus, Faoril. Don't be such a slut.”

The rock's surface rubbed at my clit now. My eyes widened at the new rush of delight shooting through my body. My toes curled. I arched my back and sang out my bliss as I came even harder. My vision fuzzed. My arms spasmed.

My hand brushed my robe. It was wet and sticky. Why?

Cum. I groaned and clenched my robe. The vials had broken and jizz stained my robes with pearly streaks. The rock had ripped my robes open. The red fabric lay spread out on the rocks. I twisted my head and stared at the mess. White cum stained in streaks across the red fabric.

Thrak's cum.

I licked my lips. I needed to taste it. I twisted my arm, wiggling it in the rock's grip. I shuddered and moaned again. It somehow sucked on my nipples. The hard, smooth stone engulfed them and stretched them. The pleasure shot down to my pussy.

“Fuck,” I gasped as my fingers strained to grab the fabric of my robe. “Fuck me harder, rock. Keep making me cum. Keep playing with my clit.”

My fingers slid on the fabric, struggling to gain a grip. Pleasure rippled out of my pussy. Stars danced before my eyes. I snagged the fabric. My ass clenched as I humped my hips into the wonderful, hard rock-cock. I bucked and spasmed.

My fingers released, dropping the cloth.

“No, Thrak's cum,” I moaned as the bliss hammered my mind. I had to have it. I grabbed the robe again. I twisted my back as my fingers snagged the wet fabric. It smeared globs of cum on my digits. I bent my arm, bringing the fingers to my mouth.

It wasn't a lot of cum, but I needed any energy to fuel my magic. My arm bent, but the rocks held me. I couldn't bring my fingers close enough to my mouth. They were only a foot away, beading with the white globs. I strained, my tongue reaching.

“Please,” I moaned to the rock. “Just let me have some cum.”

The rock didn't answer me. It was too primal, existing only to fuck me. I shuddered and my fingers spasmed as bliss erupted in my cunt again. The cum flew from my fingers and splattered across my lips and face.

My tongue licked out.

A spurt of power washed through me. Not a lot, but enough. Still orgasming, I sent the power of the earth into the rocks, snapped the tentacles holding me in place, and broke off the rock dick. I stood up on rubbery legs, the dildo still impaled in my spasming cunt.

I needed more cum. I shoved my hands into my left pocket and produced a vial. I popped off the cork and drank down Thrak's salty load. I shuddered as the cum, kept warm and fresh by my magic, filled my mouth. I swirled it around, savoring the thick, creamy texture before I swallowed.

It warmed my belly. I had my magic.

Incessae soared over Thrak. Her spear lunged down at poor Angela whimpering in pain as she was crushed beneath the rocks. I seized a boulder pinning her and threw it at the erinyes. The rock slammed into her spear and burst. The erinyes was thrown back in a flurry of black feathers.

I summoned the wind and swirled it around the tumbling erinyes. I seized Incessae, pulling her arms and wings taught. I gripped her as I stumbled forward, my legs bowed while my pussy gripped the thick dildo.

“Sophia, heal Angela so she can make Incessae fuck her,” I said. My body was so weak from all my orgasms. I wanted to collapse, but I kept my focus and bound the erinyes.

“No,” Incessae hissed. “You will not escape mother's justice.”

An erinyes was a demigoddess. She had power. It burst out of her, throwing back my wind. I gasped as she snapped my magic. I rebounded and stumbled back, landing on my butt. The stone dildo expelled from my pussy and cracked on the ground.

“Las-damned cunt,” I groaned as Incessae soared high into the air, fleeing my magic.

“Angela!” shouted Sophia. The acolyte had her dagger out. She had been fighting.

I laid back and groaned. My body still buzzed from my orgasms. But I couldn't collapse. I had to keep helping. Angela's horse was still pinned, and I didn't see Buttercup at all. I sat up and heaved boulders off of Midnight. The stallion whinnied in pain. Blood foamed at his lips. Farther down the pass, Buttercup limped, her poor leg broken.

I glared at the retreating Incessae, and then smirked at Ultionae sucking away at Chaun's cock, under the spell of his song.

~  *  ~

Acolyte Sophia

“Thrak, give this to Midnight,” I said, pulling out a healing potion. Then I snagged a second one. “Here, for your arm.”

“Thank you,” the orc said, his face pained. He panted. I tried not to look at his arm as he took the two vials full of my enchanted breast milk.

As I rushed to Angela, I opened my robes and cast the healing spell. My small breasts tingled and my milk beaded my dusky nipples. I leaped over a boulder and landed by poor Angela. She lay on her back. I did not look at her legs.

“Angela,” I said, kneeling beside her pain-filled face. “I'm here.”

“You...didn't run...” she groaned.

“I was bad,” I smiled at her and cupped her face. I brought her lips to my breast. “Drink and you'll be all better.”

Angela latched on and gave a weak suck. She shuddered in pain. I stroked her fiery hair, brushing out small pebbles and the dust. She suckled again and let out a sigh. Her lips latched tight and her hands seized my naked waist, holding me.

“That's it, get all better,” I said.

The tingling excitement of her lips on my nipples shot down to my pussy. I clenched my thighs together and squirmed as she nursed. Every suck was stronger than the last. The pain faded from her blue eyes and the strain relaxed from her forehead.

My pussy grew wet. Her strong fingers gripped me. Midnight neighed and shuddered, gaining his feet as he healed. Purity and Maiden grazed down the pass like nothing had happened. I pulled out another potion and tossed it to Thrak.

“For Buttercup.”

The orc nodded and walked off.

“Mmm, you are getting so much stronger, Mistress,” I purred. “Drink deep of my milk.”

I glanced at her legs. They were whole. I sighed in relief and spread my thighs. My hand slid between them. I rubbed at my hot, shaved pussy. Flutters of delight washed through me. I moaned and squirmed, letting my fingers dip into my sex and stir through them.

“Mistress,” I groaned. “Yes, drink my milk.”

My pussy clenched down on my fingers as Angela suckled hard. My milk squirted into her mouth. I loved the feeling. It was such a delicious thrill. My fingers pumped faster inside my pussy. I leaned my head back and let out a moan of delight.

“You little slut,” Angela hissed after she released my nipple. Milk beaded on her lips as she glared at me.

“What, Mistress?” I moaned.

She kissed me hard. I savored my sweet breast milk on her lips. My pussy clenched on my fingers. I curled them, searching for the right spot in my depths that would make me shiver and gasp as I savored the kiss. We survived. We had defeated one of the erinyes and driven off the other.

Angela survived.

~  *  ~

Knight-Errant Angela

I broke the kiss with Sophia and ripped her fingers out of her cunt. I brought her fingers to my lips and sucked the tart juices clean. Sophia trembled, milk leaking from her small breasts and down her stomach.

She had changed so much. The scared, whiny acolyte was replaced by a woman who was prepared to die to protect her loved ones. She had never seemed more sexy to me than right now, her face stained with dust and her brown hair a troubled mess.

“You little slut,” I hissed again, my pussy on fire.” Did I give you permission to finger your cunt while you healed me?”

“No, Mistress,” she moaned, her eyes wide with delight. “It was so bad of me.”

“And you disobeyed my direct order, slave.”

Sophia shuddered then stretched out over my lap. She reached behind her and hiked up her robes, exposing her pale ass. Thrak gave a grunt of appreciation as he stared at my acolyte's naked butt. I squeezed her butt-cheeks and grinned at him.

“Spank her hard,” he growled. “She deserves it.”

“Yes, she does.” Tears beaded my eyes. “You were bad.”

“Soooo bad.” Sophia squirmed. “Discipline me, Mistress.”

My hand cracked down onto her pale, ivory asscheek. The stinging slap rang across the canyon, joined a moment later by her yelp of pain. My pussy clenched at the burning handprint.

“One, thank you, Mistress,” gasped Sophia. “May I please have another?”

Crack!

I landed my hand on her right butt-cheek this time. I savored the bright red. I stared at it while she squirmed on my lap. This wonderful woman had saved my life today. The tears trickled down my cheeks. A drop fell and landed on her butt.

“Two, thank you, Mistress. May I please have another?”

“You may,” I whispered.

Crack!

She bucked hard. My hand landed with all my force, giving my delightful acolyte the stinging pain she craved. Her butt-cheeks clenched. Before she could count out, I spanked her again. And again. I savored her moans of pain and the jiggle of her ass. My tears of joy kept falling, wetting her ass between swings.

Her butt glowed red. She squirmed and moaned.

“Twenty, thank you, Mistress. May I please have another?”

I licked my lips. “No, no. You've been punished enough. Now it's time for your reward. You saved me, slave.”

“I love you, Mistress.”

“I love you, too.” I meant it. My heart beat for her. She had wormed her way inside of me and taken root, joining my girlish crush on Lady Delilah and filling the hole left by my agreement with the oracle. She replaced Kevin in my heart.

Both my hands massaged her butt-cheeks, bringing soft moans from her lips. I spread them apart, revealing her puckered sphincter. I licked a finger, then shoved it deep into her asshole. She squirmed and her bowels clenched on my digit. My other hand slipped down to rub at her wet pussy lips.

“You may cum,” I purred. “You were such a good slave. You disobeyed me, but you did it out of love.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” she gasped as she squirmed.

Both her holes clenched down on my fingers. I shoved three into her cunt as I worked a second finger into the tight heat of her bowels. She squirmed on my lap. The heat in my pussy grew, but this was her reward.

I could wait. Ultionae needed tending to.

Her face twisted. Joy shone in her green eyes. She bit her lip as she squirmed. Her pussy grew so hot and wet. My fingers slid easily into the depths of her cunt. My thumb pressed outward and found her clit.

I massaged it.

“Mistress,” she moaned, bucking on my lap.

“Cum for me,” I moaned. “I know you want to. I can feel it building inside of you. Every time I spanked your ass, you grew wetter.”

“I did, Mistress.” Her bowels clenched down on my fingers as I massaged her clit faster and harder with my thumb. “Oh, yes, Mistress. Keep playing with my clit.”

Her tongue piercing flashed as she licked her lips. It clinked against her teeth as she bucked. I knew her well. Her orgasm built in her depths. Her flesh clenched and relaxed on my fingers. Her tart musk filled the air. I breathed it in and rubbed my fingers against her pussy wall, searching for that wonderful spot.

She gasped and bucked when I found it.

I massaged her clit and the bundle of nerves in her pussy. She gasped and moaned as she spasmed. Her body convulsed. Her orgasm burst inside of her. Juices squirted out of her cunt, splashing against my hand and drenching my thighs with her passion.

“That's it,” I purred. “Let it all out. Enjoy yourself, slave. You earned it.”

“Thank you, Mistress,” she gasped and spasmed. “Oh, you're so wonderful.”

She bucked a final time. Then she fell still. I pulled out my fingers from her holes. I savored her sour ass and tart pussy. Then I gave her ass a light slap. “Come on. We have an erinyes to fuck now.”

~  *  ~

Incessae

I winged over the Lesh-Ke mountains. I had failed. Bile burned at the back of my throat. Ultionae had been captured. Even now, she would be submitting to Angela. Once my sister made Angela cum, she could no longer exact vengeance against her.

Only I was left to deliver Mother's justice.

I could not fail again. I had to be smart. An avalanche didn't work because they were all together. I needed to bide my time and strike at a moment of absolute weakness. A moment when I could exploit chaos and distraction to ram my spear through Angela's back.

I had no idea when that would be. But I could be patient. I had time to think and plot. I knew her next destination: Raratha.

I would begin my plans in the great port city. When Angela arrived, I would be ready for her.

I turned and flew to the southwest, my black wings beating fast.


Chapter Eight: Vengeance Dominated

Knight-Errant Angela – Lesh-Ke Mountains, The Kingdom Of Haz

I seized Sophia's hand and led my lover across the strewn boulders and fallen rocks which had crashed across the road and nearly killed my companions and me. Anger burned through me as my armor clinked with every step. I had almost been killed by the avalanche those two bitches had started.

The sweet, creamy flavor of Sophia's enchanted breast milk lingered on my lips. It had healed my wounds. The avalanche left my legs pinned between two boulders, crushed and mangled. Agony had gripped me. I laid helpless as Incessae, one of the three Erinyes, had stood over me, fiery spear in hand, ready to deliver her mother's vengeance upon me.

And Sophia had saved me, facing down the Erinyes with nothing more than an enchanted dagger.

I hated the Erinyes. Slata, their goddess mother, did not want my ancestor's sword reforged. Slata had always hated High King Peter. She cursed him to only have female descendants and ensured the death of his sons. When Peter died, his grand empire fell into discord and strife, birthing the modern nations.

I had already defeated one of the three Erinyes, Injuriae, and driven off Incessae once before. But today she brought her sister Ultionae to cause an avalanche as we headed north through Miliiath Pass. Thrak, Sophia, and Faoril drove off Incessae while Chaun bewitched Ultionae into sucking his cock.

Erinyes were demigoddesses. Immortals. The only way to stop an Erinyes from hunting you was to receive sexual pleasure from one. As much as they were the embodiment of Slata's divine punishment against those who wronged her and women, they were also daughters of Las, God of Lust.

And Ultionae would pleasure me hard.

My anger and lusts burned through me. Juices trickled down my thighs as Sophia and I crossed the devastated road. The Erinyes almost killed me and my stallion Midnight. My lover had to put herself in danger to save me. It was bad enough I had the impossible task of slaying the dragon Dominari; I shouldn't have to have enemies impeding me, too.

Chaun shuddered as he played his lyre, strumming a song of magic as his midnight-black face twisted with pleasure. The Erinyes’s black-feathered wings flapped as she drank down a load of cum from the beautiful changeling.

“Sophia, your strap-on.”

Sophia giggled. “Pound her cunt, Mistress. The bitch deserves it.”

“Yes, she does,” I agreed, my pussy clenching. “And I want you to grab her red hair and fuck your juicy cunt against her mouth.”

“You are so wicked, Mistress.” Sophia's hips undulated. Her white robes were left open, her nipples still beading with her breast milk.

“It sounds like it,” Xera nodded. Her naked body was dusty and her thighs stained with her juices.

“Do you need healing?” Sophia asked, hefting her small breasts. She squeezed them and milk squirted through the air.

“No, no. I suffered no injuries. Merely fucked by a rock enchanted by Ultionae.”

“Oh,” Sophia said. “I guess that's their father coming out in them.” Sophia shook her head at Ultionae as her wings flapped again. She sucked noisily, bewitched by Chaun's song. “All the children of Las are obsessed with sex.”

“And children of Slata,” groaned Chaun. “I know a certain acolyte that will lick any pussy she can get her greedy mouth on.”

Sophia blushed. The pair were getting along better now. Sophia had suspected Chaun when we first met, but he had proven himself in the mines. And now his presence had benefited us once again. His bardic music proved very useful.

“Get the strap-on, or do I have to spank you?” I gave Sophia a firm stare.

“Sorry, Mistress,” she squeaked. I still had to spank her for disobedience. I told her to run and save her life, but she would not let me die. I had once questioned my feelings for the young, flighty girl, but no longer.

I loved her.

From out of her large satchel hanging from her loose belt, Sophia pulled out her marble dildo and the leather harness that let me strap it on like it were my own cock. Magics enchanted the dildo, allowing it to vibrate on command.

I loved fucking Sophia with it.

Sophia moved to me and unstrapped my armor. She worked with deft fingers, unbuckling the leather straps holding on my pauldrons, breastplate, and backplate. She set the steel armor down, my large breasts exposed to the day. My nipples were hard—Sophia couldn't resist tweaking them. My mischievous lover knelt to unfasten my sword belt. My chainmail loincloth hung from it.

“You are excited, Mistress. Is that from spanking my pretty bottom or anticipating fucking the Erinyes?”

“Both,” I admitted.

Sophia smiled as she strapped her dildo to my crotch. She adjusted it so the base pressed on my clit, then gave the dildo a long, slow lick like it were a real cock. She popped her lips around it and sucked, her green eyes staring up at me. I stroked her brown hair and groaned.

“Mmm, I wish I could feel your lips,” I moaned.

“But then you would have a real cock,” Sophia gasped, her eyes wide with fear. As an acolyte to Saphique, she had sworn to let no cock touch her. She had lost her powers when a spirit possessed me and created a spectral cock. The spirit made me fuck her and it severed the connection to her goddess.

Luckily, the priestesses in Allenoth restored her powers.

“Chaun, you can take a break,” I purred as I walked over to the Erinyes. “And you, bitch, raise that ass so I can fuck it.”

“Ooh, yes, fuck her ass, Mistress,” Sophia moaned as she moved around Chaun.

The bard pulled his dick out of Ultionae's mouth. The fiery-haired Erinyes panted as she raised up her rear. Cum trickled down her chin. Sophia grimaced and glanced at Chaun. He set aside his lyre and wiped up his mess with a handkerchief he produced from his pocket.

“Thank you,” Sophia smiled before seizing the Erinyes’s red hair. “Now eat my cunt, slut.”

Sophia pulled the Erinyes’s mouth forward. My lover's back arched and her small tits jiggled as she ground on Ultionae's licking mouth. The Erinyes’s wings flapped and her pale ass shook as she devoured my lover's cunt.

I grabbed her ass. “That's it, slut.” I spread her butt-cheeks apart, revealing her puckered sphincter. “You thought you could attack us and not get fucked?”

Ultionae moaned.

Chaun grinned. “The song has her so horny, she'll take days to calm down. Fuck her hard. She'll love it.”

“So long as I love it,” I purred. I stroked Ultionae's ass as I placed the dildo's tip at her puckered sphincter. “And I know you want to please me.”

“Yes,” moaned the Erinyes, her words muffled by Sophia's cunt.

I glanced at Chaun. His black cock still thrust hard before him despite dumping at least one load down Ultionae's throat. The changeling was a member of a race of beings born from Las's masturbation. Many single-sex races were birthed by the God of Las spraying his seed across the world.

I thrust my dildo into Ultionae's asshole. The puckered sphincter spread wide, engulfing the black marble shaft. The base pressed on my clit, shooting pleasure through my pussy. Her ass was tight, the resistance great, increasing the pressure on my clit.

“Yes,” I hissed. “Take my cock, whore.”

“Use your slutty ass to pleasure my Mistress.” Sophia undulated her hips while gripping the Erinyes’s fiery hair. “You were so bad. You tried to kill us. Now you'll make us all cum, slut.”

I drew back the dildo and slammed it in again. I groaned at the spark of pleasure. I glanced over at Chaun again. His hard dick, wet with Ultionae's spit, beckoned. My pussy clenched. I was hot and juicy. I needed something in me.

How hot would it be to fuck the Erinyes while being fucked?

“Chaun, come fuck me,” I moaned. “I need that cock in me. Pound me while I pound the slut.”

“Mistress,” Sophia groaned.

“Just enjoy her mouth and let me have my fun.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Sophia closed her eyes as Chaun moved to me.

“You think I'm capable of fucking you after Ultionae sucked four loads of cum from my balls?” Chaun asked as he moved behind me. His hard dick brushed the cheeks of my ass when I drew the dildo back.

“You're a changeling,” I moaned. “You could fuck all night long. Don't pretend to be tired. Your dick is hard. Ram it into me.”

He slid his dick down through my butt-cheeks and rubbed it along my pussy. I ground on his girth as I pumped my hips. His dick's tip slid through my folds. He teased me as I fucked the Erinyes. My clit throbbed every time I thrust forward while my pussy lips shuddered as they caressed his dick.

“Stick it in me.”

“Such a wanton knight,” Chaun said, his voice a honey tenor. His free hand pulled my red hair aside. His lips nibbled on my neck as I fucked the Erinyes’s bowels. My pussy clenched as the tip of his dick almost entered me. He licked up to my ear, sending a shudder through me. “I love a woman who begs for my dick.”

“We all beg for your dick,” I groaned.

“Not all,” Sophia panted. “Ooh, yes, you fucking slut. Work that tongue into my cunt.”

“Beg.”

“Please, Chaun,” I gasped, my pussy on fire. “Fuck me with your cock. I love it when you do.”

With Sophia, I could be so dominating, but when Chaun rubbed his dick against my cunt, I wanted to melt and do whatever he said. His dark hand slid around my side and up to cup my large breast. He rolled my pink nipple between black fingers as his dick continued rubbing at my pussy.

“Please, Chaun, fuck me.”

Chaun nipped my ear. Then he thrust his dick into my cunt, shoving my hips forward and burying the dildo into the Erinyes’s asshole. The base rubbed on my clit, shooting sparks of bliss to my cunt. My sheath clenched on Chaun's thrusting cock as it filled me. I moaned and bucked back against him, clenching and relaxing my pussy on him.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I sang out as I bucked between Chaun and Ultionae. “Fuck me. Oh, damn, this is so hot.”

“Yes, it is,” Chaun whispered in my ear. Both his hands grasped my breasts, squeezing and kneading them as he fucked me hard. His flesh slapped into my flesh, then my flesh slapped into Ultionae. Over and over. My hips fucked back and forth as we found a rhythm, working together to fuck everyone.

I gripped Ultionae's butt-cheeks. My fingers dug into her flesh as I fucked her ass faster and harder. I shoved the Erinyes forward. Her mouth pressed into Sophia's pussy. The acolyte's breasts jiggled. Her breast milk leaked down her stomach to her pussy.

Ultionae moaned when she tasted the sweet milk. The Erinyes’s wings flapped hard. Her body trembled as she screamed her passion into Sophia's cunt. My lover's eyes widened, and she ground harder.

“You came, slut,” moaned Sophia. “Oh, yes, you're cumming so hard. You love my Mistress's dildo fucking your ass.”

“I do,” gasped Ultionae. “Keep fucking me. I love cumming on your dildo. Yes, yes, yes.”

“Suck my clit,” gasped Sophia. “Do it, slut. Suck it and make me cum.”

“Yes, yes, make her cum.” My pussy clenched down on Chaun's thrusting cock. “Make us both cum, slut.”

I smacked my hand down hard on the Erinyes’s pale butt-cheek. The crack echoed through the pass and left a bright-red handprint on her ass. She bucked back into me, pressing my dildo hard against my clit. The pleasure mixed with the burning friction Chaun's dick churned in my pussy.

Chaun's hands squeezed down on my tits. His excitement mounted as he fucked me harder and harder. My eyes rolled back into my head. My orgasm swelled through me. My clit burned. Every thrust sent more and more sparks shooting through me.

“Angela, I can feel it,” Chaun whispered in my ear. “Your passion nears its crest. Let it froth through you. Let me feel that cunt massage my cock. It's greedy for my seed.”

“So greedy,” I gasped as I fucked my hips, working the dildo in and out of Ultionae's bowels and Chaun's dick in and out of my cunt. My pussy clenched down on him.

“Yes, yes, yes,” screamed Sophia. Her body trembled. Milk beading on her nipples flicked through the air and splattered on my face. Her head threw back as she came hard.

I licked my lips, savoring the creamy flavor. My pussy clenched down hard on Chaun's churning dick. My body trembled. My fingers dug into Ultionae's butt-cheeks. I slammed my dildo into her depths, my clit sparking.

My orgasm burst through me.

“Yes,” I gasped as my cunt spasmed about Chaun's dick. The pleasure washed through me. It crashed through my mind and left me shuddering with the beauty of my release. I leaned forward. Sophia's arms seized me, pulling me to her nipples.

I latched on and suckled.

Chaun kept fucking me. His dick slammed into my hot, spasming depths as I drank deeply of Sophia's delicious breast milk. The sweet, creamy treat flooded my mind as Chaun's hands tightened on my own tits.

Hot cum spurted into my pussy. I shuddered and moaned about Sophia's nipple as the pleasure soared to new peaks inside of me. Sophia held me, kissing my forehead as I nursed from her small breast and milked Chaun's thick cock.

“Mmm,” panted the Erinyes. “You and your companions are so stimulating, Angela. I'm glad you fucked me. I haven't cum so hard in centuries.”

Her rage towards me had vanished. She made me cum.

Now I only had one last Erinyes hunting me. Incessae. I couldn't wait to make her lick my pussy. I hoped it was full of Chaun or Thrak's cum. Or maybe the silent thief. We needed to get into the Great Vault located in the Saltspray Palace, heart of the Free City of Raratha. The thief should be our next companion according to the Lesbius Oracle's prophecy.

Sophia hoped for a sexy woman while I yearned for a roguish, dashing man. Our group could use another cock in the party.


Chapter Nine: The Mage's Love

Journeyman Mage Faoril

Sophia, Angela, Chaun, and the Erinyes’s moans echoed through the pass as I used my magic to cleanse the blood from Thrak's arm. A boulder had broken it, but he drank one of Sophia's healing potions. While the wound mended, the blood remained.

“Thanks,” Thrak said, glancing at his arm. “It is a pity Sophia's magic leaves no scars behind.”

“You have enough of them,” I said, reaching out to trace the puckered scars across his swarthy chest. “Trust me, you need no more. You are plenty sexy.” I kissed one while he laughed, a deep roar.

My orc's arms engulfed me and pulled me onto his lap. He sat on a boulder. My naked breasts pressed into his side. I had not bothered to close my robe after the molesting rocks, animated by Ultionae, had fucked me.

“This is such a mess,” I sighed as I rested my head on his broad chest. I smiled as Thrak's hands stroked my light-brown hair. “I'll need lots of cum to clear the highway.”

“That's good of you to do.”

“Well, it's partly our fault. If we didn't have demigoddesses trying to kill us, the highway wouldn't need clearing.”

Thrak kissed my forehead. The orc was nothing but contradictions. A barbarian and a scholar. A brutal warrior and a gentle lover. Rage and love warred inside of him. He could unleash his rage and let it consume him, destroying all in his path. And other times his love moved him. Serisia, his dead wife, had been lucky to share her life with his.

And so was I.

I missed Serisia's spirit. Fireeyes's final act of cruelty had transformed her into a murderous spirit, forcing Angela to exorcise her and send her soul to the Astral Realm. I knew she waited for Thrak and me there.

It didn't seem like a bad way to spend my afterlife. Serisia and I had grown close as we crossed the northern steppes.

I turned my head and looked at the devastation. “When I agreed to this quest, I only thought we had a dangerous dragon to face. Rogue warlocks, vengeful demigoddesses, marauding spirits. What other dangers will we face?” I swallowed and fear trembled through me.

“Do you want to quit?”

“No,” I quickly said. “Of course not. I want Angela to succeed.” I joined in hopes that reforging the High King's sword with my magic would prove me worthy of being tested to be a Master Mage again. But now I wanted Angela to succeed. It didn't matter if I gained that title. She was my friend and companion. But fear still dwelled in me. “It's just...”

“What?”

I looked up at his face. His swarthy, red-brown skin and the multiple bone piercings adorning his broad face made him seem fierce and dangerous, but his dark-red eyes were soft, loving. I had judged him as an unlettered barbarian when I first met him.

He was anything but that.

“What if you die, Thrak? We keep being attacked. Without my magic and Sophia's healing, we would all be dead. You and Angela take the worst of the danger. And...” Tears beaded my eyes. “I don't want to lose you.”

His rough, calloused finger stroked my cheek, wiping away my tear. “Nor I you. But what makes you think it is any safer if we weren't journeying with Angela?”

“What? Of course it would be safer.”

“And no one trips down stairs and breaks their necks? Are there not accidental cuts which then fester? Do sicknesses not stalk through a town and steal people's life? Nothing in life is certain. I have known a healthy warrior who went to sleep hale and did not wake up. We are a mighty group. As you said, your magic and Sophia's healing accomplish miracles.”

I smiled up at him. “I guess it's all a matter of perspective.”

“You are safer with me than apart. And we are safer with Angela, Sophia, Xera, and Chaun.” Thrak slid his hand down the back of my red robe and gripped my ass, pulling me closer. His girth hardened beneath the kilt he wore. “Where would you rather be? Back in Esh-Esh miserable or traveling on this quest and living?

“I know I had not lived since Serisia's death. But then you and Angela came and...” Thrak smiled as his hands tightened on my ass. “Well, I will take all the danger for the exhilaration of your sweet company and sharing my all with you.” His cock swelled harder beneath me, my pussy forming a wet itch.

“How did you turn this to sex?” I asked him.

“Haven't we had this conversation before?” he asked. “Sex is a very important drive in people. It's not hard to turn any conversation into sex. Especially when you have a beautiful, half-naked woman on your lap who’s rubbing her tits against your chest.”

My nipples hardened and tingled. I became aware of them rubbing on his skin. My right nipple brushed a puckered scar. The pleasure tingled down to my pussy. As my excitement grew, my fear faded. Thrak was right.

I would rather be here than back in Esh-Esh working as a prostitute because I failed to perform the simplest of spells.

Thrak's lips lowered down and caught mine in a kiss. His lips were thick and strong. His tongue thrust into my mouth. I moaned into the kiss. My hands slipped up and wrapped about his neck. I clung to him and ground my pussy against his girth, the rough fabric of his kilt exciting my labia and clit.

A shudder of heat ran through me. I ground harder, staining the front of his kilt with my juices. A simple spell would clean it up, not that Thrak would even care. But when you were a female mage and relied on cum to power your magic, you quickly learned how to remove stains.

My clit throbbed every time I slid across his rough kilt. Thrak groaned as I massaged his thick shaft through the fabric. His hands squeezed harder at my ass, digging into my flesh through my robes. I released his neck long enough to shrug out of my robe and set it down on the ground with care—the pockets were full of all manner of important things.

Thrak's calloused hands grabbed my naked ass. His hands were large enough to cup all of my buttocks. He squeezed hard. His fingers dug into my flesh and parted my asscheeks. They were naughty and went exploring.

I moaned into the kiss as a thick finger tickled my sphincter. I ground harder on his dick, wishing his kilt wasn't in the way. His finger circled my sphincter, teasing the puckered opening and sending wicked flutters to my wet cunt.

“Thrak,” I gasped, breaking our kiss when he thrust his thick finger into my tight bowels. “Oh, you naughty orc. You should ask a woman's permission before fingering her ass.”

“Orcs take,” he grinned. “We don't ask.”

I shuddered. I loved it when he took. His finger reamed deeper into my bowels. My nipples tingled against his muscular chest. I pulled away and slid my hands down his muscular chest. I let my fingers caress down his side.

“Let's get this kilt out of the way,” I groaned, rising on my knees and pulling up the fabric of the cloth.

His finger shoved deeper into my bowels. He groaned and his eyes squeezed shut. I smiled as the rough fabric caressed the top of his dick. I drew it up slower, teasing him, letting him enjoy the rough sensation.

And then his dick popped out. Thick, swarthy, hard, and pierced by a bone ring. My fingers tugged on the ring, bringing another moan from his lips. Precum beaded out the slit. My thumb swiped across it, gathering the salty treat.

“Yum,” I purred after licking my thumb clean. “Mmm, I love that flavor.”

I pressed my cunt against his girth, sliding up and down his shaft. My clit ached and my pussy lips engulfed his shaft as I ground on him. Thrak fingered my bowels faster as he groaned. I rubbed my nipples into his chest as my pussy ached.

It was hot sliding my pussy along his shaft. My clit throbbed the entire time. I savored the warmth of his dick and the thickness of his shaft spreading apart my vulva. My labia dragged along his shaft, drinking in the pleasure while my ass savored the warmth.

“Ooh, Thrak, I love this cock,” I moaned.

“Then why don't you slide your hot pussy down it and stop teasing me?” he growled.

“Because I love teasing you.” I stared up at him. “Mmm, your face is twisting with pleasure while I grind on your big, thick cock.”

I rubbed harder. Sparks burst from my clit. My pussy clenched and relaxed. Thrak shoved a second finger into my asshole. I gasped and pressed down on his dick as his fingers invaded my bowels. My fingers tightened on his shoulders.

“Thrak,” I gasped, the burning pleasure of my stretched-out asshole shooting to my clit. “Oh, now you've added a second finger without asking.”

“I take,” he growled. “If you don't slam your cunt on my cock, I'll take you even harder.”

I shuddered, humping faster along his girth. “But my cunt is on your cock.”

“Sophistry?” He arched an eyebrow. “You know what I meant.”

“Did I?” My bowels clenched on his fingers. “If you use imprecise language, how can I know?”

His two fingers dug in deep. Every time they thrust, my pussy slid up his cock. My clit ached. My pussy clenched. I rubbed my nipples into his chest and nuzzled at his neck as my pleasure swelled through my cunt.

“You need to be clear,” I moaned.

“I want your cunt to engulf every inch of my cock,” he growled.

“But this is more fun,” I gasped as my orgasm burst through me. “Thrak, yes.”

My pussy clenched and my juices flooded onto his cock. I trembled on his lap, grinding against him as the pleasure fluttered through me. I buried my face into his neck, savoring his orcish musk. The pleasure rocketed through my body.

“So good,” I groaned, drinking it in as my juices coated his cock. “Mmm, yes.”

“You little slut,” Thrak growled.

I only smiled as my orgasm crested through my body.

~  *  ~

Thrak

Faoril's hot juices flooded around my cock. They coated my dick with her wet juiciness. I groaned and thrust my fingers deep into her bowels. I savored her cunt rubbing on my cock. It excited me, but paled compared to the pleasure of my dick buried into her pussy's depths. Faoril quivered as her orgasm burst through her body. Her round breasts rubbed on my chest as she moaned into my neck.

“You little slut,” I growled. “I warned you.”

“I guess you'll just have to take me,” she panted, her voice eager.

Faoril enjoyed it hard and rough. The first time we fucked, I had been gripped by my berserker rage. Only death, exhaustion, or sex could break an orc out of a rage. She had used her hot cunt to satiate me while I pounded her hard and mercilessly.

And she had loved it.

I ripped my fingers out of her bowels, held her tight, and flipped her over onto the rock. She let out a grunt as I pinned her against the boulder. Her body shuddered beneath me, her thighs wrapping about my thighs.

My dick slammed into her cunt.

“Thrak,” she shuddered, her orgasm still gripping her. Faoril's hot cunt spasmed about my dick as I buried into her depths. “Yes, yes, take me.”

My hands slid up and seized her breasts. I squeezed her flesh hard as I pounded her hot cunt. My dick ached with every thrust through her hot, tight depths. She gasped and quivered on me, eager to bring me to my explosive orgasm.

“This is what happens to teasing sluts,” I growled, my passions burning hot.

“You should have used precise language,” she moaned and bucked beneath me. “Fuck my cunt. I was so naughty to tease you.”

What a woman. The mage shuddered and gasped beneath me. Her hips pumped, meeting my thrusts. Our flesh slapped loudly together, echoing through the canyon. Her moans rose high, mixing with Xera's as she enjoyed the Erinyes now.

Faoril's fingernails clawed at my chest, leaving behind burning lines. I savored her passion. I inspired it. I reveled in it. Her cunt clenched and relaxed on my thrusting cock. So tight, so hot. My balls ached every time they smacked into her flesh. Her pale body heaved and undulated while her mouth opened wide to moan her pleasure.

“Yes, yes, fuck me, Thrak. Pound me. Gods, I love this cock in me. Keep pounding me. Make me cum again.”

“Little human slut.” I leaned over her, planting my hands on the ground beside her. Her breasts jiggled with my every thrust. Her small body seemed so fragile beneath me, but it was an illusion. Like Serisia, Faoril could take my cock.

She clawed my chest again. I savored the burning rakes. My balls ached. My thrusts grew harder and faster. When she ground on me, she nearly brought me to my orgasm. I would not take much stimulation to explode into her sweet depths.

“I'm going to give you the cum you need, mage-slut.”

“Yes.” Ecstasy washed across her face. “Yes, yes, yes. Give it to me!”

Her pussy spasmed hard about my dick. Massaging me, eager for my cum. Her body needed it, and I loved providing it to her. I thrust harder, her cumming pussy bringing me closer and closer to my own release while her fingers dug into my pectoral muscles.

“Cum in me, Thrak!”

“Mage-slut.” I buried into her, my balls exploding. “Cum-slut.”

“I am such a cum-slut. The biggest in the world. Yes, yes, give it to me.”

I growled through clenched teeth as the jizz burst into her depths. I collapsed on her as the pleasure hammered my mind. I sucked in deep breaths through my mouth. Her lips nuzzled at my neck as the last of my cum boiled into her.

“Gods, what a woman,” I panted. “My woman.”

“Uh-huh,” she moaned. Beside us, a rock lifted from the road and floated through the air as Faoril used my sexual energy to manipulate her magic. “My big, strong orc.”

I held her as she worked her magic and cleared the road. My woman. My love. I would protect her against anything. My ax would cleave through a thousand enemies if they tried to attack us.


Chapter Ten: The Redheaded Elf

Chaun

Ultionae soared into the air, her fiery hair billowing behind her. I sat astride Maiden, my gray mare, as she dwindled into a speck. Faoril's magic had cleared the debris to the side of the road, leaving it piled in the ditches. What would have taken thirty men a week to clear with teams of horses, she did in an hour, only pausing twice to suck Thrak's cock for energy.

Angela rode at the front of the party, Sophia at her side. The elf padded along behind them. Faoril rode beside me with Thrak marching at the rear, his wicked ax slung over his shoulder. Thanks to Faoril's magic, even the dust had been cleansed from our clothing. You would never know an avalanche had almost killed us.

I strummed a tune, a marching song that lightened steps and eased sore muscles. Lady Delilah had assured me there would be dangers in helping Angela, but the rewards would be worth it. I would be a master bard again and play at court.

I hadn't believed her about the dangers, and I did not understand why Lady Delilah swore me to secrecy. I had heard her name spoken of a few times. Angela knew the fiery-haired woman. I wanted to inquire more, but Lady Delilah pledged me to silence.

Why didn't she want Angela to know she had an ally? The party was beset by enemies.

I put it aside and concentrated on my singing. We had a long road ahead of us. First, we would descend out of the Lesh-Ke Mountains and re-enter the Magery. At Lor-Khev, where I joined her quest, we would strike out west, following the Ichir river to where it intersects the south flowing Royton River at the city of Yevix. There we would charter a boat to sail us south down the river, through the Kingdom of Valya, and finally reaching the grand city of Raratha where the Royton emptied into the Nimborgoth.

Raratha was a city of culture. A free city, part of the League of Seven, the merchant republics that controlled the trade across the Nimborgoth. The League was an alliance between a mix of human andhalfling cities, and a single nixie, banded by treaties of mutual defense to stave off the more powerful kingdoms of Valya, Haz, and Thlin.

The journey would take over two weeks to reach Raratha, half of that on horseback. My songs would keep us in spirit as summer's heat sweltered.

~  *  ~

Lady Delilah – The Free City of Raratha

The city of Raratha sparkled on the southern coast of the Kingdom of Valya. The mighty Royton River flowed out of the green blur to the north. The Ten-It Forest was only a blur on the horizon even to my keen vision as I soared over the land.

I had preparations to make. As much as I wanted to babysit King Edward and ensure he hired no more dark warlocks or other unsavory characters to interfere with Angela's quest, I had business here. He should trust the plan I gave him.

I descended to the ground outside the city as night sank. I landed in a field and decided on my form. As a human, I was known in Raratha. My knightly duties had taken me across the Kingdoms. Kings, Princes, and even the Doge of Raratha had met me.

I needed a different disguise. I settled on one of my favorites. My skin flowed as I changed. Once done, I opened a small bag, the insides enchanted by a soulborn witch named Bebhinn to hold far more space. I fished out a pair of tight, linen britches that hugged my curves and a sleeveless blouse cut low to display my ample bosom.

Last, I slipped on stockings and a good pair of shoes then set out for the city. Angela would need more help to get into the vault. The Doge prized his collection and would not easily part with any piece of it.

~  *  ~

Minx

I had managed to keep away from the Saltspray Palace for nine days. I tried my best to ignore it, but the itch always remained. It was Fox's dream to strike big, and what was bigger than breaking into the Great Vault?

I would be the most famous thief of all times. Halfling girls would tell stories of the nimble thief Minx. They would all want to grow up to be just as swift and cunning as I was. When they played games, they would fight over who got to be me.

But it was only a silly dream.

I let my eyes gaze up the cliff to the palace perched at the bluff's top. The palace guards were keen-eyed. They didn't allow anyone who dressed like a street urchin anywhere near the Doge's abode. It would be utterly useless.

But it was fun to dream instead of spending my days wandering through the crowds with my fellow halflings, picking pockets to make Spray happy. I should want to obey her. I basically married her. All the halflings in her crew let the hermaphroditic nixie make love to us.

She loved us and cared for us. That was why she never wanted to do anything daring.

Not like Fox. My older sister was fearless. But she had been too daring. She had been caught in one of her bold robberies. Watching her hang had broken my heart. She was so small compared to the other criminals around her, all humans. Halflings only had the stature of a human child.

I wept and wept. Spray did her best to comfort me.

If I tried to break into the palace, I would end up just like my sister. But if I pulled off the heist, I would have the wealth to return home to Baraconia and live like a halfling queen. I would find me a proper husband, a halfling, and not let him marry any other women. Just me. Otherwise he wouldn't get any of my treasure.

I did like Spray. I didn't love the nixie, but rutting with her was always pleasant. But I wanted away from this city. It was full of humans. Everything was too big. And I hated living poor. My sister and I left Baraconia to find adventure and wealth. It was our dream.

And every day I let it slip away.

“That would be quite the climb,” a woman said.

I did not allow myself to jump. Betraying surprise only showed weakness. And that was a dangerous thing to show on the streets. I turned and examined the woman. She was tall and not human. She had a graceful face, her cheekbones delicate, and dark eyes. Her skin had a greenish tinge to it that set off the fire of her hair. Long, slim, pointed ears twitched as she smiled at me.

“An elf?” I asked. “Here? I thought your kind did not leave the forests.”

“Oh, we sometimes do,” she answered, her voice melodic. “If we're bored. The forests are all the same. Deorc Forest, Ten-It Forest, Uth Jungle. They are all much alike. A wanderlust seized me.”

I nodded my head.

“So, a challenging climb,” she continued. “And a difficult robbery.”

“Robbery?” I made my eyes go wide with innocence. “I just like looking at the pretty walls. The stones look like sea foam. Beautiful.”

“Uh-huh. Do humans mistake you for one of their children, halfling?”

“Usually,” I shrugged. “They don't see well.”

“No, they don't.” The elf moved closer, her hips swaying with grace. “Are you bursting with curiosity for what's in there?”

“Maybe.” I shrugged and licked my lips. This elf made me nervous. I didn't like how close she came. I slipped a dagger casually from my wrist sheath, keeping my arm turned to hide the movement from her.

“The dagger's not necessary,” she said, her hands reaching out to grasp my shoulders. She turned me to face her as she knelt. “I'm not here to hurt you.”

“Uh-huh,” I said, licking my lips. “That's what people always say before they hurt you.”

She laughed. It was a musical tinkle.

“I'm in need of a thief,” she said, stating it boldly, no beating around the bush. “One with big vision. So many in your city care too much about grubbing in the muck. None of them have any ambition.”

“To do?”

“Why, rob the Saltspray Palace.”

“And why would an elf want to rob it?”

“Why do you?” Her dark eyes fixed on me while her ears twitched.

“To see if I can.” I don't know why I spoke the truth, but she was bold and honest, so I guess I decided to try it.

“Excellent. It's good to see a young woman with ambition of spirit. I knew you were the right halfling, Minx.”

My blood chilled. “How do you know that name?”

“Oh, I've known you for a long time.” Her hands moved across my shoulders to my neck. They were warm and soft. My heart quickened as they moved up to my cheeks. She cupped them. Her thumbs stroked me, almost like she was brushing away tears. “Do you want to break into the Saltspray Palace?”

“Yes.” My heart quickened. “Who are you?”

“Adeliatholaria, but you can call me Adel. It's easier for non-elves to pronounce.”

“Adel.” I swallowed. “How long have you planned this robbery?”

“Elves live a long time.” She arched her eyebrows. “Are you in, or must my search for a thief continue?”

This was insane. I didn't know anything about this elf. She just walked up to me on the streets. She had spied on me, studied my life, and I had never even known it. But I wanted it so badly. Fox had been careless, but this Adel clearly wasn't. Not if she had spied on me without me even realizing it.

“What's the catch?” What was her angle? There had to be more than this.

“To recruit a thief with an ambitions spirit,” she answered. “Breaking into the Saltspray Palace will only be the start. This plan is ambitious.”

My eyes widened. “The start?” My head spun. Her dark eyes anchored me. “I...I...yes.”

My body shuddered as I said the word. I quivered in her grip. Something profound passed between us. Her fingers warmed on my cheeks. Her hair almost burned like fire as the sunlight fell upon her, lighting her from behind.

“Good.”

I swallowed, my hips shifting. She was beautiful. “Elves are like nixies. Hermaphroditic.”

“Not all the time,” she admitted. “The different hermaphroditic races differ when they have both. Why, poor sylphs never even sprout dicks, but have to rely on other hermaphroditic races to impregnate them. Nixies are blessed to always have their cocks and pussies at all times. Elves only grow a dick when they go into heat.”

My eyes glanced down at her tight britches clinging to her body's curves. She had no cock right now. The fabric molded to the lips of her pussy. It was a shame. I did love Spray's cock.

“Is that why you stay with Spray's crew instead of finding a halfling husband and joining his thieving harem?”

I nodded my head. “It's exciting. When do you go into heat?”

“Mmm, I could go into heat for you. Maybe we should consummate our agreement?”

I licked my lips and glanced at the market bustling beyond her. It was built almost against the bluff. We were in an alley behind it. “Where?”

“Why not here?” she purred. “People might suspect what we're doing back here anyways. But if we fuck, well, one of us is the prostitute.” She reached into her pocket and pulled out a silver coin then pressed it into my hand.

“Ooh, you are wicked,” I groaned as she stood up.

“If you want to get me in heat, you better worship my pussy,” Adel smiled. “It takes a succulent mouth to awaken an elf into heat when it's not her time of the month. Let's see if you can do it.”

“Oh, I can do it,” I boasted.

“Little Minx,” she laughed.

My small fingers went to the lacings of her britches. I undid them and peeled them off her hips. Her pussy was shaved and a scent of flowers, perhaps roses, washed over my nose. A red flush spread across her vulva. I spread her open and giggled.

“You have three labia like Spray.”

“Well, we're both hermaphrodites,” Adel smiled. “Now, you boasted you could inspire my heat. Staring at my pretty cunt's not going to do it.”

I seized her hips and pulled my face into her pussy. My face smothered into her rose-scented cunt. Her juices poured out of her as I tongued through her slit. The elf moaned and humped against me. My tongue licked and curled through her folds. My pussy clenched as my small tongue worked nimbly through her cracks and crevasses.

She let out soft sighs as I pleasured her. Her juices coated my cheeks and ran down my mouth. The bustle of people talking on the other side of the stalls excited me. I hoped someone came back and spotted us.

I hoped Adel had her cock by then.

“Oh, you are well named,” groaned Adel. “Naughty Minx, lick my pussy. Halfling girls always know how to eat pussy.”

“Well,” I panted, “with seven girls born for every boy, we have to or we'll never get laid.”

Adel laughed as I dived back into her pussy. I loved her moans and watching her large breasts heave in her sleeveless, low-cut blouse. Her ears twitched as she ground against me. He pussy was at the perfect height. Human women were short enough that it was awkward. If I stood, I had to bend over a bit, but if I knelt, I couldn't reach.

With Adel, I just had to press my face into her cunt and devour her.

More and more rose-flavored juices poured into my mouth. I savored them. My small fingers squeezed at her ass. I could barely reach around her to grasp her cheeks. I dug my fingers into her firm mounds as my tongue licked up to her clit.

I bet her dick would sprout here. Spray's cock thrust from her pussy where her clit should be.

“Oh, yes, do you think you know the secret?” moaned Adel. “Do you think that's where my dick will form?”

“Yes,” I moaned around her clit. I licked it with my small tongue then sucked the fat nub between my teeth. I nibbled on it between sucks. She gasped and humped harder against me as I loved it.

I sealed my lips around her nub. It felt bigger. Was it sprouting?

I sent a prayer to Cernere, goddess of crime, to let it be true.

I kept sucking, and she kept moaning. The clit throbbed in my mouth. My tongue swirled around it. The nub seemed bigger. It reached deeper into my mouth. It grew. My fingers dug into Adel's ass as I sucked as hard as possible.

“Yes, yes, yes,” groaned Adel. “You are inspiring my heat. Keep sucking on my clit, you naughty Minx. Oh, yes.”

The clit grew faster and faster. I had unleashed it. The girth swelled my lips apart while her tip pressed towards the back of my throat. I slid my mouth down the shaft. I was a halfling. I couldn't swallow Spray's dick and Adel's seemed to be growing just as big. I struggled not to let my teeth scrape on the dick as I reached the tip.

I gasped in relief as I kissed and tongued the tip. My jaw ached from stretching it so wide, but it was worth it to play with this big cock. I grasped it with both my hands, struggling to hold the girth between them as I stroked her and tongued her tip.

“Ooh, yes, your mouth is nice, but I want that cute ass. Kneel on the ground and let me fuck your ass, Minx.”

My butt clenched. “Ooh, you are wicked to want that hole.”

“I am,” laughed Adel.

I fell to the ground on the alley and pulled up my smock. Beneath, I was naked. I wiggled my small ass at her. She fell to her knees and loomed over me. She was so much taller than me. Her dick pressed between the cheeks of my ass.

“You're going to tear me apart,” I moaned.

“And Spray doesn't?” she asked as she rubbed her dick against my sphincter.

“She does, but it's wonderful when it happens,” I panted. “Tear my ass apart.”

Adel pressed the tip of her dick against my sphincter. I groaned and shuddered on the alleyway. Her dick was so huge, far bigger than a halfling's cock. But Spray had fucked my asshole before. I knew I stretched.

“Cernere's black cunt,” I gasped as her dick popped into my sphincter. My eyes widened as my burning asshole stretched about her shaft.

“So tight,” gasped Adel. “Ooh, I made the right choice. You're going to make me cum so hard.”

“Yes,” I gasped.

Her dick slid inch-by-inch into my depths. My back arched, and I pushed my ass back. I savored the burning bliss shooting down to my clit. More and more of her dick speared into my bowels. She leaned over me, her heavy tits dangling before my face. They shook in her blouse as the final inch of her dick buried into me.

“Matar's cock,” the elf gasped. “What a tight hole.”

“Yes,” I moaned, my bowels stuffed so full. My little pussy clenched. Juices ran down my thighs. “Fuck me. Pound me. Make me scream.”

“Yes,” moaned the elf.

Her cock drew back. Such wonderful heat burst out of me. I shuddered beneath her. My asshole clenched down hard on her dick. And then she slammed back in. I was so tight she couldn't fuck me fast. The slow friction burned between our flesh, bringing gasps and groans from both our lips.

My hips swiveled, stirring her dick through my bowels. I loved every moment of it. My body trembled beneath her. My pussy clenched and relaxed as the pleasure built inside of me. This was such a strange day.

“Fuck my ass, elf,” I groaned. “Tear it up and cum in me. Seal our partnership.”

“Yes,” she moaned. “You're going to accomplish so much, Minx. You will be famous. Every one will know of the halfling Minx.”

“Yes, yes, yes.” I clenched my bowels down on her dick, increasing the friction and sending another wave of pleasure rippling through me.

I groaned through clenched teeth as the elf fucked me faster and faster, lubed by her precum. Our flesh smacked together. I rocked beneath her. Every stab of her dick brought me closer and closer to erupting.

“Cernere's gaping cunt,” I gasped as my orgasm burst through me. “Adel, yes, yes. Keep fucking me. I love big, thick cocks fucking me.”

Adel didn't answer. The elf's face, dangling down, twisted in pleasure. Her ears twitched while her red hair fell in a fall of flames to the paving stones. Her hips fucked me faster as my bowels writhed about her, keeping the pleasure alive and crashing into my mind.

“So good,” I moaned. “Oh, yes. Keep reaming me. Your cock is so good. I love it. Oh, yes, Adel.”

“My naughty Minx.” Her hips thrust hard. “You shall accomplish so much greatness with my help.”

Her dick buried into my asshole. As her cum erupted, I pictured us stealing through the Saltspray Palace and entering the vault. We would take our choice of the greatest treasures in the entire world then sneak out without the Doge ever knowing.

We would be famous.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I screamed, eager for my fame and fortune.


Chapter Eleven: The Halfling's Harem

Xerathalasia – Road to Yevix, Magery of Thosi

I crested the hill and smiled at the blue river widening across the broad, flat plain. It was far thicker than the Ichir River we had ridden past for the last five days since leaving the village of Lor-Khev. Where the Ichir flowed into the broader Royton, a large city, Yevix, marred the plain. Ships sailed north on the Royton for Lake Esh and the grand city of Esh-Esh, or they went south towards Raratha upon the great Nimborgoth.

I had trouble imagining the size of the Nimborgoth. Lake Esh was so big you could not see its far bank, and it was a puddle compared to the large sea. It took days of sailing to cross it to the deserts of Halani.

We would have to sail the Nimborgoth to find all the pieces of the High King's sword, taking me farther from my wife and daughter. She must have been born by now. I pictured a gorgeous infant in my wife's arms. How old would she be when I returned? A year?

My thoughts drifted again. I had to keep focused though it had been nine days since the Erinyes attacked us. I had failed the party that day. I should have spotted the ambush. My senses were the keenest.

“I remember sailing from Yevix to Raratha as a girl,” Sophia said. She perched on Purity, her mare, her face beaded with sweat. “The breeze blowing across the river was so cool. I look forward to being cool again.”

Angela nodded her head. Sweat matted the knight's fiery hair to her temples. “You've been to Raratha?”

“Yes.” Sophia fanned her face. “Mother, my sister, and I stayed a month in the Saltspray Palace as guests of the Doge. We had such lovely apartments. The sea breeze kept them cool.” Sophia sighed. “Faoril, you command the elements, conjure a breeze and keep us cool.”

“And drain poor Thrak and Chaun dry?” Faoril laughed. “It would be fun, but we'll need my magic ready to be used if Incessae shows up.”

“Yes, yes.” Sophia shook her head.

“Did you see the vault?” Angela asked.

“I did. The Doge is very possessive of his treasures but he loves to show them off, for a price. He wanted my maidenhead. I declined and his response was...less than diplomatic. But I guarantee that even if he shows you the vault, he won't hand over the piece of the sword.”

“So we must steal it,” I said. “I assume that is why the Oracle mentioned the silent thief.” I gave Angela a look. “Does that violate your knight's oath?”

“I'm not happy about it. But...” Angela took a deep breath. “The sword will be more valuable to the world by killing Dominari. I would prefer he gave it to me.”

“He won't,” Sophia said with certainty. “He's greedy. Besides, Angela, you're the High King's descendant. The sword belongs to you.”

“Why not to my mom? Or my cousins?” Angela sighed and wiped at her forehead. “I understand what you mean. I just wished there was a better way. The more I think about it, the less I like it.”

“Yes, it is a tricky moral problem,” Faoril added. “The right of the individual versus the collective right of the public good.”

“But it will make a great story,” Chaun said. He strummed the lyre. “Stealing from the greedy Doge to recover the artifact. A few hiccups in the heist, a dash of excitement, a pinch of intrigue and it will have the crowds loving you.”

“Xera, what do you think?”

I smiled at Angela. “You need it. He's not using it. I have trouble understanding why he wouldn't relinquish it.”

“Because it's valuable,” Sophia said like it was the most obvious fact.

Thrak snorted. “Value is a relative term, Sophia. That piece of the sword is more valuable to us than him.”

“Why do you think that?” Sophia frowned.

“Because he won't be willing to die to keep it.” Thrak hefted his ax. “But we've faced death already. We have wagered our lives to claim the sword.”

“We are not storming the palace, Thrak.” Angela's words were firm.

“No, of course not.” The orc gave an evil grin. “But we are motivated to get the sword piece. It is valuable to us. And the Doge cannot stop us.”

“Only put a bounty on our heads if we're caught.” Angela slumped in her saddle. “Maybe we can buy it?”

“We just have to not get caught.”

“You make it sound easy, Thrak.”

“The thief,” Sophia said. “She'll do it and we'll...umm...”

“Create the diversion,” Chaun finished. “The stakes will be high. At any moment our deception could be unmasked.”

“You sound too eager,” groaned Angela.

“We have our cover. A knight on her quest, her acolyte, a mage lending a hand, and the bard tagging along to record their deeds for posterity.”

“You seem to have left me and Thrak out,” I noted.

“Hmm, you two will be harder to explain. Better to have you two work with the thief.” Chaun plucked his lyre.

“While you enjoy the comforts of the palace?” asked Thrak.

“A sacrifice on our part,” admitted Chaun. “But we shall be in the palace, helping to create the conditions to get the thief into the Great Vault.” He plucked one last time on his lyre. “Well, I need to assume my disguise. We are nearing the city.”

Chaun's skin rippled into pale Thosian flesh. His features changed little, only growing rougher as he became a handsome human instead of his true form as a changeling. His pointed ears shrank and grew round while his silver hair became light brown. He had to change whenever we entered a city. Changelings had a poor reputation, seen as seducers of married women.

And they were. A changeling could look at a married woman and transform himself into her husband or lover. He would know how to mimic the man to seduce and impregnate her with a new changeling son.

“There,” he nodded, flashing a roguish smile. Even as a human, Chaun had an almost beautiful face. He was the first male that had ever attracted my lusts. “Let us find a ship so we can plot our escapade in more detail on the trip south.”

~  *  ~

Thrak – Aboard the Halfling's Harem, Royton River, The Magery of Thosi

I lounged in the bow of the Halfling's Harem, the river boat we hired in Yevix yesterday to carry us south on the Royton to Raratha. The ship had left the docks of Yevix with the rising sun this morning, the human crew using the ships sweeps to row the Harem out of the harbor and into the river's main channel. Captain Natan, a slim, and short, halfling owned the boat. He ran the boat with his seven wives, who scampered about the ship in loose, sleeveless shirts and linen britches.

Seven women. A lot of work for one man to keep happy. And they seemed happy. The wives sang songs as they worked on the ship, their soprano voices ringing out. Chaun joined them, still maintaining his disguise as a Thosian human.

While the ship sailed south on the current, I studied the farmland sliding past as we flowed towards the Kingdom of Valya. The ship moved faster than a horse. And that was with the sails furled and oars stowed. The Harem could travel even faster down the broad river.

The day warmed as the sun rose, painting the ripples of the river with bright highlights. A cool breeze flowed over the ship, laden with the river’s cool spray. The boat rocked in the current, swaying back and forth. The motion did not agree with Angela's stomach. The knight hung her head over the railing and lost her breakfast to the river. The ever-doting Sophia rushed to her mistress's side and offered a small breast for Angela to suckle from.

Faoril joined me at noon with lunch held in her hands. It consisted of thin bread wrapped around a mix of grilled meat and vegetables. “Hungry?” she asked, handing over one. “Taral calls it a pita.”

“Thanks,” I said, taking the pita. I wasn't sure which halfling female was Taral.

Faoril perched on my right knee and took a small bite of hers, tearing through the thin bread, meat, and leafy vegetable. She smiled and, though her mouth was half-full, said, “It's good.”

My first bite took a quarter of the pita. The leafy vegetable crunched in my mouth, mixing with the roasted pork and bland bread. The meat was spiced with pepper and something I didn't recognize. “Good,” I agreed and took a second, larger bite. My third swallowed the rest. “Very good.”

Faoril giggled and took her second bite. We talked as she ate, discussing the philosophies of individual rights and where they intersected upon the common good of the community. Orc philosophy in the matter was simple: “It's mine unless you can take it from me.”

Humans had a more complex belief about it.

We were in the midst of a spirited debate on the writings of Carlly Merks, and his theory of collectivism, when the captain of the Halfling's Harem approached us, one of his wives in tow. The captain was a slim man, no taller than a boy. If Faoril was standing, the captain's bronze face would stare at her midriff and no one in our group was shorter than her. His wife had golden, metallic hair and a brighter sheen of bronze skin. For a halfling, her breasts appeared large and round, filling out her shirt.

“Good afternoon, Captain Natan,” Faoril nodded.

“Captain,” I rumbled.

The captain performed a sweeping bow, his short, silver hair flashing in the sunlight. “Master Thrak,” he said as he straightened, “I do not know the custom of your kind, so please understand what I suggest is not meant to offend.”

“Offend?” I asked, arching a pierced eyebrow.

The halfling wife gave me an arched smile and shifted her hips. Interest danced in her eyes.

“Among my race, when a halfling finds another's wife attractive, he proposes a swap. Your Faoril is a ravishing woman. Short and with a most delicate face that her short hair frames to perfection. I would love to give you the companionship of my wife, Noami, in exchange for your woman's affections.”

I shrugged. “Faoril fucks whom she likes.”

“Of course, human women are always forward,” smiled Natan. “But, I was unsure about how orcs viewed such matters.”

Faoril leaned back and whispered in my ear, “Imagine that little thing squealing on your cock. She's so tiny.”

My dick throbbed as Faoril squirmed on my lap.

“I take it my proposal meets with your woman's agreement?” Natan asked with a smile. “I know my Noami is quite eager to experience the brutal passion of your orc. She has a letch for big men.”

“That I do,” purred Noami. “My good husband is always kind enough to provide.”

“I think your proposal does meet with our agreement, Captain,” Faoril smiled and slipped off my lap. “Provided you let me exam your cock for my notes. I have sampled more than a few halfling sailors and captains. I am always surprised by their size compared to their body mass.”

“Well, Slata wanted to ensure we could please all her daughters,” laughed the Captain. “And our wives are lusty women.”

“Not as lusty as our men,” giggled Noami. “My Natan has fucked all seven of us twice in a single night.”

“Yes, halfling men do have an astoundingly short refractory period,” Faoril agreed. “Shall we retire to your cabin, or would you prefer to fuck in the open?”

“You are a lecherous woman.” The captain grinned at her. “My cabin. The rest of my wives need to perform their duties. While the ship is moving, they can't all shirk their duties like wicked Noami.”

Noami giggled, making her breasts jiggle beneath her blouse.

Faoril pulled me up and slipped her arm in mine. She seemed so tiny compared to me. Noami moved up on my other side and took my hand with her tiny grip. She was smaller than the dwarf queen. My dick ached to slide into her small body and hear the halfling woman gasp and howl beneath me.

“You don't have to worry about hurting me,” Noami said as we crossed the deck. “I have taken cocks as big as yours. Halani men are hung, and they enjoy halfling cunt.” She giggled. “And we enjoy big, black Halani dick.”

“Yes, yes, halfling women are such lusty creatures,” laughed her husband. He held open the door that led to the cabins. Though the ship was built by halflings and mostly crewed by them, they built their ships to accommodate the taller humans.

I did have to duck.

The captain's cabin occupied the ship's stern. Windows set high in the wall let in daylight onto a rather large bed. I could see Natan and his seven women sleeping with comfort on the bed. Faoril broke from me and went to Natan. She led him to the bed and knelt before him. Now their faces were at the same level.

Natan didn't hesitate to kiss her hard. He may look like a human boy, but he wasn't. Faoril unlaced his shirt, revealing a compact and muscular body. Natan kissed her with passion, claiming her lips with his while his hands opened her robes and found her pale breasts.

Noami led me to the other side of the bed. She peeled off her linen shirt, exposing her round, bronzed breasts topped by fat nipples. If she were the size of Faoril, her breasts would be large and pillowy. I cupped them both, my large hands engulfing her tits and squeezing her plump mounds.

“Ooh, you have a rough touch, barbarian,” moaned Noami. “I love calloused hands.”

My thumbs tweaked her nipples and she let out a gasp. Her hands shot to my kilt. She fumbled with the belt, then the cloth dropped to the floor, my dick popping out and brushing her lips. Her tongue ran out and batted the piercing.

“That looks painful,” she giggled before snagging it with her teeth and jerking.

“Rite of malehood,” I groaned as the pleasure shot down my cock. She released the ring and licked at the slit, gathering a drop of precum. “The pain was necessary to prove I was a true orc, and now it brings me such pleasure.”

“Mmm, I bet it does.”

Her small hands pressed on my swarthy stomach, pushing me down onto the bed. It creaked beneath my bulk. Her hands tried to wrap about my girth, but they were too small to close around my shaft. She pumped her hands as her small lips licked and sucked at the tip of my cock.

“Ooh, yes,” Faoril purred. She lay back on the bed, the halfling captain sucking hard at her nipples. He squeezed her breasts. She had a nice, round pair but in his hands they seemed large. His small fingers dug in as he sucked back and forth between her pink nipples.

“Delicious tits,” the captain praised.

“Yes, they are,” I growled.

Faoril smiled at me. She reached out and brushed my hand with hers. Our fingers entwined, and then she gasped and squeezed her eyes shut. Natan sucked harder on her right breast. His teeth nipped her nipple and stretched out her breast.

Then he released and watched her tit bounce and jiggle.

“You naughty halfling,” groaned Faoril. “That hurt.”

“You loved it, slut.” Natan gave her tit a soft smack, making it jiggle more.

“I did,” she purred then gasped as he sucked hard on her left breast.

My dick ached in Noami's grip. Her small hands stroked my dick faster and faster as her tongue swirled about the crown of my cock and batted my piercing. She tugged on it, shooting stabs of pleasure. Then her tongue probed my slit, digging out the precum leaking out and sending new delight down my urethra.

“Have you ever been with a halfling woman, orc?” Noami asked, her right hand sliding up to the top of my crown. Her pinky finger circled the edge of my cock, shooting more pleasure down my shaft to my balls.

“No,” I groaned. “Been with a dwarf queen. She was about as small as you.”

“Did she do this?” A wicked grin crossed the halfling's mouth as she brought her pinky finger up to my slit.

She probed into it. Her small finger stretched out my urethra and slid down my cock. My eyes shot wide open and my balls ached. Her finger probed deeper and deeper. I let out a groan through my clenched teeth as she pumped her finger in and out of my urethra.

“The men of Halani insert long, metal rods into their urethras. They call them sounding rods. They produce such exquisite pleasure. Their women love to screw them in and drive their men wild with passion.”

“I can see that,” I groaned, my hips shifting on the bed.

Faoril gasped beside me. Natan had his face pressed between her thighs, devouring her pussy. My hand tightened on Faoril's as Noami kept sounding my cock, probing her pinky finger as deep as it would go while her tongue licked and sucked at the edge of my crown.

“Gewin's mighty cock,” I groaned.

“Slata's hairy cunt,” moaned Faoril. “Oh, yes, slide your whole hand into me. Oh, wow, he's fisting me, Thrak.”

“She's shoved her pinky down my urethra.”

“Wild,” gasped Faoril. “Like the sounding rods of Halani.”

My answer became a groan as the pleasure increased. Her finger sent bliss shooting down my cock. My urethra burned with rapture. Her other hand kept stroking my shaft while her small tongue fluttered across the sensitive head of my cock, bringing me closer and closer to my orgasm.

My balls boiled at the new sensations. I groaned through grit teeth. I growled as the pleasure swept through me. Her finger pumped faster and faster, lubed by my precum leaking out around her finger. I spasmed every time she shoved her finger into my cock's depths.

“Are you about to cum, mighty warrior?” asked Noami, her eyes dancing with lust. “Are you?”

“Gewin's cock, yes.”

“Good,” she moaned and ripped her finger out of my urethra. Her lips sealed over the top of my crown. She sucked hard while her finger played with the opening.

I groaned. My balls tightened. My cum burst out of my cock into her hungry mouth.

The blasts of cum sent powerful pulses of pleasure through my body. She swallowed load after load of the cum. It spurted out around her mouth as the pleasure bathed my mind. I squeezed my eyes shut and bellowed my pleasure.

“Gewin's mighty cock!”

My body heaved a final time as the last squirt of my cum flooded her mouth. Noami lifted her mouth, opening wide to show my cum bathing her tongue. She swept it around and then swallowed it.

“Now, let's see how long it takes you to recover,” she smiled and lowered her face, nuzzling beneath my balls. Her small fingers pried my muscular asscheeks apart and then her small tongue licked at my asshole.

“Gewin's cock,” I groaned. “She's insatiable.”

“Halfling females are so lusty,” Natan moaned, his face sticky with Faoril's juices.

“Don't you dare stop licking,” Faoril hissed. “I'm so close. Keep fisting me. Make me explode!”

~  *  ~

Journeyman Mage Faoril

Natan's fist reamed deep into my pussy as his mouth latched onto my clit again. As Thrak moaned nearby, I shuddered on the halfling's hungry mouth. His teeth nipped and nibbled on my clit as his fist fucked in and out of my pussy like a cock with a hard tip.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I gasped as my pussy clenched down on his arm and fist. I bucked against him as my orgasm burst through me. “Keep fisting me. Oh, you know how to please a woman.”

He looked up at me, his face sticky with my juices. “I have seven wives. It's a necessity.”

“Uh-huh,” Noami answered, her voice muffled.

“Gewin's cock,” groaned Thrak. “What are you doing to me?”

“Massaging your prostate,” giggled Noami.

“Gewin's mighty cock,” Thrak groaned again.

My body bucked and heaved on the bed. I squeezed Thrak's hand hard as my orgasm washed through my mind. I didn't care what Noami did to Thrak. I drank in the pleasure bursting through my body while the captain's small fist kept pumping my cunt, sending new ripples to crash into the last.

“Oh, yes,” I panted. “Slata's hairy cunt, yes, that's wonderful.”

“I love human cunt,” agreed Natan as he withdrew his arm. My pussy juices stained almost all the way to his elbow. My eyes fluttered as I stared at him.

“Get your cock out,” I purred. “Let me examine it.”

“Gladly.”

I fished my notebook, quill, and measuring cord out of the pockets of my red robe. Natan's sticky fingers unlaced his britches. He thrust down his pants and his cock popped out. It seemed huge on his small stature.

“That cock is bigger than an average human's?” I asked. “And definitely above average for a halfling.”

“He's a gifted male,” Noami moaned.

My hands grasped his hard, bronze dick. Like the rest of his skin, his cock had a metallic sheen about it. I stroked it as I measured his length and girth. He groaned as my fingers moved deftly, wrapping his dick with my cord.

“You are above average for a human and a halfling,” I grinned as I recorded my measurements. “About Chaun's size.”

“Excellent,” the halfling grinned.

My pussy clenched as my fingers stroked him. My juices poured out. I glanced at Thrak. Noami stroked his hard cock as she straddled him. She had breathed life back into his dick. Thrak had a swift recovery. Orcs were superior to human males in many ways.

But I wanted to sample Natan's cock now.

“Fuck me,” I moaned. “Let me feel this cock in me.”

“You love cock, huh?” Natan grinned. “All you mages are such sluts.”

“We are,” I sighed as I stretched back on the bed. I kept a firm grip, pulling him to me. “And this slut needs your halfling dick in her. Fucking her.”

Natan mounted me, dick bobbing before him. His head didn't even reach my tits as he hugged my body and rubbed his thick cock against my pussy. I stroked his silver hair. It shimmered like a precious metal in the sunlight streaming through the cabin windows.

Natan thrust.

“Oh, yes,” I groaned. He was as thick as his fist. His dick slammed into my pussy. I could stare down his back as he hugged my stomach. His small, muscular ass clenched as he fucked me. My thighs wrapped about his hips, pulling him in as his dick hammered hard and fast in me.

He fucked me with vigor. Hard, fast, his hips almost a blur as they pumped his dick in and out of me. Halflings were always such energetic lovers. They could fuck a woman with faster strokes than any other male.

His cock sawed in and out of my cunt. The fast, hot friction sent pleasure bursting through my body. I humped and moaned. My head lolled, watching Noami's small form bounce on Thrak's cock, her breasts jiggling, her stomach bulging every time she slammed down Thrak's dick. It was hot seeing his shaft outlined in her flesh as he stretched the small halfling's cunt open.

“Fuck my man,” I moaned at Noami as I savored Natan's cock. “Ride him. Make him cum in that small cunt.”

“I will,” Noami promised, her head tossed back. “Vedr's fierce winds, yes. Thank you goddess of storms for sending me this cock.”

Her slim hips pumped against Thrak as fast as Natan pounded my cunt. My pussy clenched on his dick. His arms tightened about my stomach while his small balls smacked over and over into my flesh, a rapid, staccato beat.

“Faoril,” groaned Natan. “Vedr's fierce winds, yes.”

His cum boiled into my pussy. Hot spurts filled me. My body drank it in and reserves of magic flooded through me. And he never stopped thrusting. Human and orc males would have to stop once they came, but not a halfling.

I groaned as his dick slipped through my sloppy depths. He gasped and moaned, kissing and sucking on my flesh below my jiggling breasts. He had cum once, and that wasn't enough for the halfling.

“Keep fucking me,” I moaned. “Pater's cock, yes. Keep fucking me. Keep giving me cum. Oh, gods, yes.”

Thrak groaned and growled as Noami rode his dick hard. The bed creaked as we savored our lovers. My hand found his again. I twisted my head. Our faces were close. Our lips met in a kiss as pleasure shuddered through our bodies. Our halfling lovers fucked us hard.

My pussy clenched and relaxed on Natan's thrusting dick. He groaned again and bucked on me. A second flood of cum spurted into my depths. The mixed juices leaked out around his thrusting cock, rolling down to my ass.

“Vedr's storm, you're so hot and tight,” Natan groaned. “Yes, yes. I love your cunt, Faoril.”

“And your cock is magnificent,” I gasped. “Keep cumming in me. Oh, yes.”

My face twisted as my orgasm burst in my depths. My pussy milked and massaged his dick. He spurted a third time in me as the pleasure hammered through my body. He rose and threw my legs over his shoulders, his dick thrusting deeper into my orgasming cunt. I squirmed on the bed as the pleasure washed through my mind.

“Gewin's mighty cock,” grunted Thrak.

His hands wrapped entirely about Noami's waist. He slammed her up and down his cock. The halfling moaned and gasped, her face twisted in orgasmic pleasure. Her tiny pussy must be spasming so hard about Thrak's dick, massaging him, eager for his cum.

“It's hot,” Natan moaned, “watching her writhe on his massive dick.”

“Yes,” I gasped, another orgasm shuddering through me. My pussy burned.

“Watch me, husband,” groaned Noami. “I'm cumming again. His dick is so thick. He's invading my cunt. Oh, yes.”

“Cum in her, Thrak,” I moaned as the bliss burned through my mind.

Natan sucked and nibbled at my thigh as he thrust his dick into me and came again. I had lost track of how many times he fucked me. My pussy sloshed with his jizz. It filled me up. I groaned and clamped my pussy down on his cock, massaging it, eager for more of his cum to flood my cunt.

“Keep fucking me,” I begged as a third orgasm brewed.

“Vedr's mighty winds, he's cumming in me,” screamed Noami. The halfling thrashed on my lover's cock.

Thrak grunted and thrust up into her body as his seed spilled into her. She bounced on his dick then collapsed across his torso, her body so tiny on his. He stroked her with swarthy hands as his hips bucked a final time.

“Pater's cock,” I moaned. The sight was so sexy. My pussy spasmed again. My pleasure burst through me.

The rapture slammed into my mind. Stars danced before my eyes as my halfling lover squirted another load into my pussy. He grunted and then fell across my stomach, his hair tickling the bottoms of my tits as I squirmed and writhed beneath him, my pussy milking out every drop of his cum.

“Pater's cock,” I panted, gasping for breath in the stuffy cabin.

“Uh-huh,” groaned Thrak, his hand tightening on mine.


Chapter Twelve: Cuckolding the Captain

Chaun

As I strummed my lyre, my dick ached. Changelings loved married women. They were candles burning in the night and we were the helpless moths that had to get close. We could only reproduce by taking on the appearance of a woman's husband and fucking her.

And there were seven married women on the Halfling's Harem.

My eyes followed them all as they scampered about the ship. Each was a flower that I had to pluck. Golden-haired Noami and Amma, silver-haired Lili and Taral and Beri, metallic-red-haired Marian and Sevi. I had to enjoy them all before we reached Raratha.

The captain had taken Noami, Thrak, and Faoril into his cabin. Xera lounged at the top of the ship's mast, her green hair flowing behind her while Angela and Sophia had retired to their cabin, no doubt engaged in passionate, sapphic love.

Nubile Lili headed down into the hold, a song on her lips, her bronze skin flashing in the sun. My dick ached. Married and ripe and beckoning. I slipped off the railing and strolled to the cabin I shared with Xera. I stowed my lyre in its case and opened my trunk. A soulborn witched had enhanced it to contain far more space than it normally could hold.

Inside it contained a vast wardrobe. I had clothes to fit almost any sized man of a variety of races. I had clothes of a Zeutchian Prince and a Hazian mandragora farmer. I could be a Halanian pirate, a Thosian Mage, or a halfling sailor.

I stripped naked as my body changed and rippled. The cabin grew larger and bigger as my height shrunk. My body slimmed, but my cock remained the same, thrusting girth. A bronze sheen entered my skin and my hair became a brilliant silver. The captain's playful, commanding demeanor slipped over me as I stroked my hard dick.

I dressed swiftly in linen britches and a sleeveless shirt, not unlike the captain's outfit. It should suffice. I rubbed at my dick and slipped out of my cabin. From the captain's cabin came the gasps and moans of sex. Thrak and Faoril would keep the captain occupied long enough for me to cuckold him with sweet Lili.

It was the sweetest pleasure to slip into a man's wife without her ever knowing she cheated on him. Only years later, when the son born from our union hit puberty and discovered what he truly was, would anyone realize it had happened.

And I would be long gone by then.

I stepped out onto the deck, nodding to Amma. She frowned but didn't say anything as she carried a coil of rope across the decking. I slipped down into the hold. It was dark and cool. Beads of moisture dripped down the planks of the hull. Every ship leaked a little no matter how well caulked. The ship had bellows to pump the bilges for that reason.

Lili worked the bellows, grunting as she lifted them up and down, her slim ass shaking. I was her height now. Before, the halflings had looked almost childish; now she seemed a full-grown woman, perfectly proportioned and lovely.

I padded to her on bare feet, my dick tenting the front of my trousers. She jumped when I pressed behind her and rubbed my hard cock into her ass. My arms slipped around her body as my lips nuzzled at her neck.

“Husband,” Lili gasped. “Vedr's stormy winds, you almost made my bones leap from my body.”

“I couldn't resist.” I licked up to her ear and nibbled on it.

“I thought you were fucking the mage,” she panted. “Did you tire of her human cunt?”

“I did,” I groaned, grinding on her. “I needed a taste of halfling cunt now.”

“You wicked husband.” She shuddered. “I have my duties to perform.” Her ass wiggled back into my cock.

“I'm the captain and your husband. I think I can decide which duties have the highest priority.” I slipped a hand down her body to the lacing of her trousers. I tugged, and they came undone. I thrust my hand inside and found her married cunt dripping.

My dick throbbed. I couldn't wait to slip into her and cuckold the captain.

“Oh, yes,” she panted. “It is a pleasanter duty than pumping the bellows.” She rubbed her ass again as her trousers slipped off her hips. “You are my captain and husband. And I love being an obedient wife and crew member.”

“Good.” I spun her around and pressed her against a crate. She sank her naked ass on it, kicking her slim legs to throw off her britches. They fell in a puddle on the floor. Her thighs spread wide, revealing a down of sparkling, silvery hair covering a tight pussy.

I kissed her, savoring her lips and passion. I stole her passion from Natan. My dick ached as my hands slid up her shirt and threw it to the floor. Her breasts were small cones topped by coppery nipples. I leaned over and sucked on one, nipping it with my teeth. Instinctively, I stretched her nipple out just like her husband would.

“Oh, yes, Natan,” she moaned.

My deception shuddered through me. I rubbed at her wet cunt with my hand, slipping a pair of fingers into her hot hole as I suckled at her nipple. She undulated and writhed, clenching her hot flesh on my fingers as I kept stretching her nipple.

Her hot cunt clenched every time.

“Vedr's stormy wind,” I groaned when her hand grasped my cock and stroked the tip. “You're lusty today, wife.”

“Who came down here and rubbed his cock on my ass?” giggled Lili. “Did watching Noami enjoy her letch for big cock make you hard?”

“So hard,” I groaned. “Can't you tell?”

“Yes. My Natan's big and hard for me. But am I wet enough? Do my seas contain enough juices to float your big cock?”

“Only one way to find out.”

I fell to my knees and buried my face into her silvery curls. She gasped and bucked. Her thighs tightened about my cheeks. Her small breasts jiggled as she humped against my hungry mouth. I licked and sucked every drop of her juices, savoring them, enjoying them.

My tongue probed into her depths while my fingers pinched and rolled her pink clit. Her tart pussy juices poured into my mouth. They tasted like a human's, only not as intense. Her flavor was muted, subdued, but still delicious. She bucked as I pinched her clit and fucked my tongue in and out of her pussy.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she groaned. “Oh, that's so good. Mmm, yes. Oh, keep licking me. Oh, you are going to make me explode, Natan. Vedr's stormy winds, yes.”

“Good,” I groaned. “Flood me with your juices. I want you wet enough to float my cock.”

“Yes.” Her thighs clenched about my face, holding me tight as she humped against me.

Her moans became higher-pitched, almost squeaking like a mouse as her pleasure built. Her fingers dug into my short hair, gripping the silver curls. Her other hand pinched and pulled her small, coppery nipples.

“Natan,” she gasped. “Drink my flood. See how wet I am? Yes, yes. So wet.”

“Uh-huh,” I panted as her cunt tried to drown me.

What a wonderful way to go. I drank them all down as her orgasm shuddered through her. My dick ached, eager to cuckold her husband and hopefully breed a changeling into her belly. I waited for her to buck one more time before I rose and slammed my dick into her depths.

“Lili,” I gasped. “Vedr's stormy winds, you're so wet.”

My hips hammered away. I had never been a halfling. I had the clothes just to be ready. My hips moved so fast. I didn't know I could fuck so fast. My balls smacked against her over and over, almost making a continuous, slapping drum roll. Her juicy cunt gripped me, spasming about me as she bucked and shuddered.

My balls tightened. I hadn't been in her long and already my orgasm tensed my balls. I didn't cum this quickly. I struggled to keep from erupting, but it was such a powerful urge. I had a desperate ache to cum into her married cunt. I couldn't fight it. My balls boiled over.

I came.

Jizz pumped out of my cock into her pussy. My hips kept humping as I erupted blast after blast. I shuddered atop her, the pleasure washing through my mind. I cried out her name as she bucked beneath me, my fertile seed flooding her married pussy.

I had cuckolded the captain.

And my hips kept fucking. My dick didn't soften. I groaned, the tip of my cock grown sensitive after my first orgasm. The pleasure grew even more exquisite. I gasped and moaned, eager for another cum. I could have another one. I was a halfling right now.

“Vedr's stormy winds,” I gasped. “You're so wet now.”

“You flooded me with so much jizz, husband.” Her hands clawed at my back. “But I need more.”

“Yes, yes. Yes.” My hands slipped down her back, reaching for her ass. I couldn't grab it. The crate blocked me. So I held her lower back as I slammed my dick and erupted a second time.

The pleasure burst through me. My hips never stopped fucking as the pleasure knifed through my brain. My eyes squeezed shut as I let the bliss consume me. My dick kept fucking through her juicy, hot depths, keeping the pleasure alive.

My balls emptied, my dick ached. Her pussy spasmed about me. She bucked and thrust against me, screaming her pleasures. They echoed through the hold. Her fingernails clawed at my shirt as her cunt ached for another load of my cum.

I wanted to give it to her.

But not in her cunt. I had flooded her. I hoped I bred her, but now I wanted a different hole. She had such a delicious asshole.

I ripped out of her cunt.

“Husband,” she panted. I grabbed her and flipped her over. Her bronze, curvy ass jiggled. “Oh, yes, fuck my ass.”

I slammed my dick into her hot, tight bowels, my dick lubed by her dripping cunt and my past loads of jizz. The velvety grip of her asshole sent pleasure shooting right to my balls. I came again. My hips hammered her ass as my jizz flooded her bowels. She grew wet and hot. My cum bubbled out around my dick as I fucked her harder and harder.

“Keep cumming in me,” screamed Lili. “ram that dick in me, Natan. Vedr's storms, yes. I'm cumming again.”

She shook and clenched down on my dick. I was lost to the pleasure. My hips moved on their own. The hot friction made my cock cum over and over. My halfling balls kept a continuous flood of cum pumping into her hot depths.

My mind drowned in pleasure. I savored every moment. I had six other wives to enjoy before we reached Raratha. Six more times to experience the rush of cumming over and over. No rest. No recharge. Just one orgasm crashing on the other until the pair of us collapsed in sweaty exhaustion, my cum leaking out of asshole and cunt.

“Vedr's storming winds,” I groaned as the final blast of my cum flooded her asshole. I shuddered then collapsed on her back. “I needed that sweet wife.”

“Uh-huh,” she panted.

I pulled my cock out of her, admiring my white jizz flooding out of her cunt and asshole. I smacked her ass. I hoped I bred her. I hoped I bred all seven of Natan's wives. As I pulled up my britches, I wondered which one I should fuck next.

~  *  ~

Acolyte Sophia – The Free-City of Raratha

I perched on Angela's lap as she sat on a crate in the bow of the Halfling's Harem. The grand city of Raratha drew closer and closer. The river bisected the huge city. Surrounding it were large orchards of olive trees worked by bluish-skinned Valyan peasants. They gathered the green fruits to make cooking and lamp oil. The endless groves of trees held Raratha's fortune.

The Saltspray Palace sat on a bluff on the western side of the city, overlooking the grand harbor and the city. Its foamy white walls shone in the midday sun as we drew closer and closer. The olive groves gave way to outskirts of the city, great estates of the wealthy merchants that divided up the olive groves.

“We are really going to steal the piece of the sword,” Angela sighed, resigned to the plan.

“And we'll do it without getting caught,” I giggled.

We had our story worked out. Well, Chaun had worked it out. Thrak and Xera would find an inn to stay in. They would work with the thief whom, we hoped, we would find quickly. If need be, I could cast my divination spell and find her—I hoped the thief was a her—the same way I had located Faoril. The rest of us would head up to the palace and present ourselves to the Doge. Angela would tell him her quest was to go to the Isle of the Birds to deal with a nuisance population of imps marauding out of Mount Peritito. While we waited for a ship, we would avail ourselves of the Doge's hospitality.

Then, we would figure out how to get the thief into the palace, break into the vault, steal the piece of the sword, and slip out of the city, hopefully without the Doge even knowing he was robbed. We would sail to Baraconia on the Isle of Birds where the next piece of the sword was to be found, kept in a shrine by the avians on Mount Peritito.

Chaun's story mixed truth and lies nicely.

“Do you think we'll be successful?” Angela asked.

“Why wouldn't we be?” I twisted around. “What can't we do?”

“True.” Angela glanced up at the sky. There had been no sign of Incessae during the six days we sailed down the Royton. We didn't see her lurking in the farmland or when we sailed through the large Ten-It Forest. Though we saw elves watching us from the trees.

Xera had been excited, and she sang songs with the elves while they scampered through the trees keeping pace with our boat. It took us four days to sail through the forest, and we were serenaded by elves the entire way. When we stopped for the night, the elves boarded us and embraced Xera as a long lost sister.

“Incessae won't mess with us,” I told Angela. “We defeated her twice. And last time she had help. So relax.”

The manor houses gave way to the more crowded tenements of the city. Bustling marketplaces slid by as the mostly human citizens of Raratha went about their business. Smaller boats plied up and down the river using long poles to push the crafts along. Arching bridges had spans high enough to allow the Harem's masts, and other ships, to sail beneath.

“I bet Purity is eager to be out of the hold and walk,” I said, stretching as I slipped off Angela's lap. The docks approached. “Is my hair fine?”

“You look lovely,” Angela smiled. “Eager to make a good impression.”

I nodded and gave her hair a critical look. I pulled a comb out of my pocket and ran it through her fiery hair. Angela frowned at me but didn't say a word as I combed out a few snarls and tamed her mane. I took a step back. The sun shone on her burnished armor. The summer sun had tanned her exposed skin, making her seem strong and feminine all at the same time.

“Perfect,” I nodded. “You are the epitome of a female knight-errant.”

“That's good, because I am one,” smiled Angela.

The halfling crew scampered across the deck. I had licked all their pussies on the voyage while Angela enjoyed the captain's cock. She and Faoril both giggled about his stamina. What was so amazing about cumming over and over? I did it all the time.

The boat turned towards an empty pier. I glanced up at the Saltspray Palace and trembled. We had ventured through the giganraneae-infested trees to find the Lesbius Oracle, crossed the savage orc lands, and descended into the haunted mines on this quest. But up there, we wouldn't face obstacles that could be overcome by might of arms and skill at magic.

I hoped the silent thief was up for the task.

~  *  ~

Minx

“There they are,” Adel—my redheaded, elvish partner—said, pointing at the halfling-crewed ship as it docked. A knight and an acolyte stood at the bow, one shining in silver, the other pristine in white.

“Why are they so important?” I asked as I stood on the crates to see over the taller human longshoremen working the docks.

“Because of her quest,” Adel answered. “She's reforging the High King's sword. That's what she needs out of the Great Vault. You can take whatever you like, just insinuate yourself into the group. Become their trusted companion.”

“So I can steal the sword once it's forged?” A grin spread across my mouth.

“Yes. The keenest and strongest blade ever forged by the god Krab. Made of adamantium. Nothing is rarer or more precious in the world.”

A greedy lust shuddered through me. “And what do you get out of this? I'll be doing all the hard work.”

Adel smiled. “And you shall get the lion-share of the reward. All I ask is a referral fee. 10%.”

“Fair,” I nodded. Angela and her companions led their horses down the gangplank. “Well, I better introduce myself.” I paused. “And this will work?”

Adel nodded, a smile on her lips. “I have studied them all. I know them. This will work. You shall see. They are looking for a thief. For you.”

“Then I better make my introduction.” My fingers twitched as I scampered off the wooden cask and darted into the crowd.

Excitement shuddered through me. I would steal from the Great Vault and leave Raratha behind in the impeachable company of a Knight Deute. I pictured the High King's sword in my mind. The sword that had united the human kingdoms into one empire.

I would be the richest halfling in Baraconia once I fenced that sword. I would get a king's ransom in gold for it.

~  *  ~

Incessae

I stood in the bustling crowds, a heavy cloak over my body and wings. They were wrapped tight about my figure, the feathers tickling my pierced nipples every time I breathed. Angela had arrived. Anger surged through me. My fingers itched to summon my spear and ram it through her chest.

But I would fail. It galled me to admit it, but Angela had assembled a fearsome group. If I had both Ultionae and Injuriae with me, I could kill her in the open. But I didn't. Both my sisters had made Angela cum. Their anger and desire to deliver Mother's retribution had vanished.

I was on my own. But I had one advantage. I knew why Angela had come to Raratha. I turned around, looking away before Xera's keen eyes spotted me, and cast my gaze up at the Saltspray Palace. My opportunity would come in there.

I just had to be ready to seize it.

As a smile crossed my lips, a street urchin brushed past me. I ignored the child and fought the urge to flap my wings. I had plans to make.


Chapter Thirteen: Nimble Fingers

Chaun – The Free City of Raratha

I smiled as I glanced at the seven halfling wives roaming the riverboat named The Halfling's Harem. The memory of each one of them gasping and heaving beneath me, thinking I was their husband, made my dick throb in my leather pants. Captain Natan had no idea I cuckolded him with each of his wives.

I hoped at least one of the halfling females was pregnant with my child. All seven would be amazing, but I doubted I was that lucky. My eyes flicked to each of them as they waved goodbye from the ship's railing to our partner. I pictured each one of their bellies growing round as my children grew in them.

Natan would raise my bastards. No one would know my sons were changelings until they hit puberty. By then, Natan would have no idea who the changeling was that had cuckold him. My dick ached so badly. I wanted to find another married woman, take on her husband's appearance, and breed her, too.

It was addictive.

“Chaun,” Angela called. “Chaun, we're leaving.”

“Hmm?” I asked, blinking out of my thoughts.

“We have business to be about, remember?” Angela arched her eyebrow. She stood holding the reins to her massive warhorse Midnight, the knight dressed in her armor.

Sophia giggled, “What are you thinking about, Chaun?”

“That groom you had a crush on as a girl,” I answered Sophia. “What was his name? Eric?”

Sophia's cheeks went crimson. The lesbian acolyte hated being reminded she once had lusts for a handsome, young man. She raised her head and answered, “I really don't remember. That was so many years ago.”

“I could refresh you,” I shrugged as I stared at her. I could see Eric in her mind. My body yearned to become him, but I fought against it. I maintained my disguise as a Thosian human. It was close to the appearance I had before I hit puberty and I learned I was a changeling.

I usually adopted it when I hid my true nature. Humans, and other races, did not like changelings. We had a well-deserved reputation of cuckolding men and making them raise our bastard children. It was dangerous to use my real appearance in such a large city.

“Let me become Eric and you can act out those girlhood fantasies.”

Sophia stuck her tongue out at me.

Thrak laughed. The crowd at the docks kept a wide berth around the orc barbarian. Raratha was a cosmopolitan city, and an assortment of races from the known world passed through its ports. But an orc was not one of them. His hulking height would make him stand out without his brown-red, scarred skin and the bone piercings adorning his face.

With them, they made people flinch.

“Yes, let's get to the inn,” Faoril said. “Everyone is watching. We stand out. We need to get out of sight before rumors spread. Then Sophia can cast her divination spell so we can find the thief.”

“It would be wise,” the naked Xera said. Besides Thrak, she garnered the most attention with her tall, willowy body, green hair, and pointed ears. No one else on the docks stood naked and unabashed. “It would be ill-advised for the Doge to learn we traveled together.”

My eyes flicked up to the Saltspray Palace sitting on the bluff overlooking the city. I had not stepped into a court or place of power since the prince of Kivnar found me abed with his wife, and my lover, Princess Adelaide. The Bardic College of Az stripped me of my right to perform to appease the prince. But if I appeared with Angela and Sophia, they would call on me to perform.

It would be wonderful to use my talents on those who could fully appreciate the beauty, rather than the low inns and common taverns I had frequented since my disgrace. Excitement bubbled through me. Lady Delilah had promised me a court to perform in if I aided Angela.

I closed my eyes as I held tight to the reins of my horse Maiden. I imagined the splendor of the court, the wealthy merchants of Raratha clapping politely as I took to the stage, then a hushed silence would settle over them as I sang one of the High Songs. There would be no drunken laborers laughing or whores blandishing their wares.

My audience would respect my craft.

“Chaun?” Sophia asked. “You're doing it again.”

“Yes, yes, sorry,” I said, shaking my head. “Just thinking about performing.” A smile crossed my lips. “Raratha is one of the richest cities in the world. The Doge may only rule a city and the land surrounding it, but he is as powerful as the Kings of Valya or Secare. And he will demand my talents when we present ourselves.”

“Not if we stand here forever while you daydream,” Sophia said. She mounted Purity, her white mare. “Come on, let's go.”

“Yes, yes,” I nodded, excitement bubbling through me. I turned to mount my horse when a street urchin bumped into me. “My pardon.”

The child didn't answer, but scampered off and vanished into the press of the crowd. I blinked and shook my head. I went to mount my horse when Xera rushed past me, her green hair flowing behind her.

“Xera?” Angela asked.

“The halfling stole Chaun's coin purse,” the elf shouted, “when she bumped into him.”

I blinked. “What?”

Xera melted into the crowd, weaving after the child that had bumped into me. My hand slid down to my belt. Instead of finding my coin purse hanging from my side, I felt nothing. The cords tying it to my belt had been severed.

“Las's cum,” I gasped.

“The thief,” Sophia giggled. “I think it was a female.”

Faoril let out a mournful sigh. “Xera knows the directions to the inn?”

Angela nodded. “Yes, let's get out of the street and wait for her to return. Perhaps we won't need Sophia's spell.”

“I didn't even realize it,” I said, shaking my head in disbelief as I stroked the cut ends of the string. “She bumped into me for a heartbeat. How did she cut it so fast?”

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

My heart beat with excitement as I raced into the crowd after the halfling. She dressed like the other children playing on the docks, using her short stature to blend in with them. She kept her hood up to hide the metallic bronze of her skin. The local humans were mostly Valyan stock, with bluish skin. But in the dense crowd, it would be hard to tell her apart from the human children.

Smart.

“Move, move,” I said to the humans who gaped at my naked body. Humans were lusty creatures, yet they kept themselves clothed. It made little sense to me. “Out of the way.”

The thief had spotted me chasing her. Already she wove through the crowd, her small stature allowing her to slip around the humans bustling through the crowd with ease. But not me. I had to push and press through them, my naked body rubbing across robed men and women.

It was hard to follow the thief's progress through the crowd. It appeared that she made her way towards an alley. I had hunted in the dense underbrush of my home forest. I was skilled at spotting my pray through gaps in leaves and foliage.

This was no different.

I twisted my body and pressed between a pair of humans, jostling them. They yelled at me as I broke into a momentary hold in the traffic allowing me to take several running steps before I crashed into the flood of pedestrians. I caught glimpses of the halfling. She had gained distance on me and had almost reached the alley.

This would not do.

The alley led between wooden buildings. They looked as easy to climb as the trees in my homeland. I could race across the roofs and avoid the crowd. It was the only way I could catch her. I might even be able to get ahead of her.

“Please move,” I shouted. “I need to get through.”

“Where are your clothes?” a scandalized woman of middle years gasped as she stepped aside for me.

I grit my teeth as I twisted around a man pushing a wheelbarrow and went right into the path of a stout man wrapped in a robe. I crashed into him. His bulk almost threw me off my feet, but I snagged the cowl of his robe to hold myself upright.

“Now, really, miss,” the fat man groaned as he knocked away my hand.

“Sorry,” I answered. “I'm chasing a thief.”

The man's face glowered and he straightened his cowl. “Quite all right. I suggest handing the miscreant over to the guard and letting them hang the ruffian.”

For theft? I didn't inquire more. I had to get to the building. The halfling had vanished down the alley. She ran fast on her tiny legs. I would lose her if I didn't make the rooftops right now. I elbowed a slim man out of the way as I raced for the side of the wall. The man screamed profanities at me as I leaped.

My fingers caught the eaves. I swung my naked body onto the tiled roof with ease. The tiles made the footing uneven, but my bare feet had little trouble traversing the treacherous ground. I let my legs stretch and ran at full speed.

The thief darted around a corner, throwing a look over her shoulder, searching for me in the crowd. She didn't spot me on the rooftop. I smiled and leaped to the roof on the other side of the alley and ran across it diagonally, hoping to cut off the thief.

I reached the other side of the roof. The buildings here were built close together, the streets narrow. A maze of turns and twists stretched out before me. The halfling was nowhere to be seen. I swallowed, my heart thudding. She must have turned down another street when she was out of sight.

“Matar's cock,” I groaned and leaped across the street, running fast. My ears twitched. I strained for the sound of her footsteps.

There were hundreds of footsteps echoing through the air. The warren of side streets around the buildings bustled, too. Boots thudded on the cobblestone. The slap of bare feet echoed. Soft-soled slippers whisked. Even wooden shoes clattered. I strained for the thief's bare feet running. The quick slap-slap.

Rising out of the cacophony, my ears identified a pair of slapping steps to my right. I changed my direction of running. I leaped over another short street onto the opposite rooftop. People shouted from below as I raced across the roofs, honing in on the slapping footsteps. They slowed, the thief relaxing, thinking she had eluded me. The steps grew to a confident strut.

I had her.

I raced across a narrow rope stretched between two buildings across a wider street. Clothing hung from it. The rope swayed as my feet danced across it to the other side. People applauded below. Why? It didn't matter. I had to reach the thief.

Her footsteps took her around the corner of the roof I was on. I crouched, moving slower as I scampered across the roof. I reached the edge and peered down, spotting her holding Chaun's purse. She leaned against the wall right below me and opened it up.

I dropped down, twisting around to face her as I landed.

The halfling betrayed only the smallest amount of surprise. The coin purse jingled in her hand. Her sapphire eyes widened. And then she darted to the right. My hand latched out, seizing the roughspun robe she wore.

Laughing, the thief slithered out of the robe and darted away from me, exposing her slim body in tight leather britches and a band about her small breasts. Without the robe on, she would be hard to mistake for a child with her womanly curves.

But I was swifter. My other hand lashed out and seized a fistful of her short, metallic-red hair. The thief let out a gasp of pain as I hauled her back. She spun and dropped the coin purse before drawing a pair of knives.

“I don't want to harm you,” I said as I let go of her hair and dodged the first swing of her knife.

“Oh, then what do you want to do with me, elf?” the thief asked as she pivoted on the balls of her feet. Her blades gleamed in the sunlight streaming between the buildings.

“Hire you,” I answered. “You are very skilled. I almost didn't notice your theft. I most certainly didn't hear you approach my friend.”

Excitement gleamed in her eyes. “So, what, that purse was a job interview? The best thief that can steal it you want to hire?”

I decided not to admit the whole truth. “We need to find the best thief to help us,” I told her. “Is that you?”

The halfling grinned, flashing her teeth. “Why, yes, it is.” She sheathed her knives and moved towards me. She shoved her foot beneath Chaun's coin purse, rolling it onto the top of her foot, and kicked it up into the air at me. “I am the best.”

I caught the coin purse as she closed the distance and, to my shock, kissed me right on my clit.

Electricity shot right through my body. “What?”

“I love elves,” she moaned and kissed my clit again. “I'd love to work with you.”

~  *  ~

Minx

I had been so worried that I had lost the elf in the crowd. Adel's plan hinged on me getting caught without making it look like I wanted to be caught. The whole con was predicated on it. So when I realized I ran a little too well, I feared I had bungled the entire plan. When Xera had found me, I had been contemplating what to do next.

I really hadn't wanted to go back to Adel and tell her what happened. And then the elf dropped from the sky, her large breasts bouncing as she landed before me. My eyes couldn't help but shoot between her thighs, hoping her dick would sprout.

Women with dicks were so hot. Maybe instead of retiring in Baraconia like I planned with my wealth from selling the High King's sword, I should settle in Orcona, the nixie city. They were all hermaphrodites, their cocks always sprouted, unlike elves.

In the meantime, I couldn't resist Xera's cock. Plus, it was amusing as the elf squirmed while I kissed and nibbled on her clit. Her pussy had a flowery taste, different from Adel's. Xera reminded me of marigolds.

“What are you doing?” Xera panted.

“Just getting to know you,” I giggled. “If we're going to be working together. I'm Minx.” I leaned in and kissed her clit again. Like Adel, Xera's height put her pussy right at mouth level.

“Xerathalasia,” the elf moaned, her large breasts heaving. “But you can call me Xera.”

“Pretty name,” I said, pretending I didn't know. I licked my sticky lips before adding, “Mmm, you have such a pretty clit.”

“Thanks,” she moaned as I latched my lips on it and sucked again. My tongue swirled about her bud. I couldn't wait to stimulate her enough for her dick to sprout just like Adel's would. Racing through the streets had made my blood pump.

That always made me horny for Spray's dick. And Xera's elf-cock would be just as wonderful as my nixie lover's shaft.

Xera made such sweet moans as I licked and sucked on her clit. The fingers of my left hand dug into her butt while my other digits stroked her wet, hot pussy lips. My tongue explored her clit. It throbbed hard from its cute sheath.

“Minx,” Xera sighed and trembled.

People passed us. Some paused to watch. That made it even kinkier. My pussy itched. My hips shifted in my leather britches. I couldn't wait to have my small hole stretched out by the elf's big cock. It would be amazing.

My teeth nipped her clit while my fingers caressed her pussy lips. She bucked and moaned. Her juices flooded out, dripping down my fingers to my hand. I loved the sticky feel. I latched my lips around her clit and sucked hard as I shoved a pair of fingers deep into her pussy.

“You are so affectionate,” gasped Xera. “Oh, wow, Sophia will love you.”

It was hard not to mention I knew exactly why Sophia would love me. Adel had briefed me on all the party members. They all sounded fun to play with—dominating Angela, Sophia the lesbian priestess, Faoril and her naughty magic, the massive Thrak, and the beautiful Chaun. But Xera excited me the most.

She could sprout a dick.

I sucked even harder. I wanted her dick to appear. My cheeks hollowed as I sucked. I loved the obscene sounds my mouth made as my two fingers probed in and out of the elf's hot, juicy cunt. She shuddered and writhed on my fingers, gasping for all the street to hear.

“Right on the streets,” a woman disapproved. “I had heard elves were immoral creatures.”

“I know,” another woman said with a sniff.

I lifted my lips from her cunt and glared at the pair of women walking by. “And you two don't lick each other's cunts while your husbands are fishing the bay?”

The women's blue cheeks darkened. “We don't do it in public,” the first woman said. “Harlot.”

“Sorry,” Xera moaned. “My friend is a little too—”

I cut off her words by sucking hard on her clit again. Xera's squeal echoed down the street. The two women walked away, their hips shifting. I bet they were off to frig each other. Probably while watching us from a window.

Hypocrites.

“Minx,” Xera panted. “Oh, wow, yes. Keep tonguing me. Mmm, you love my clit.”

“Uh-huh,” I panted and slipped a third finger into her pussy.

Her flesh clenched on my fingers as she shuddered. Her hands seized her heavy breasts. Her fingers dug into her pillowy mounds as she threw back her head. Her hips undulated and humped against my lips as she brought herself closer and closer to exploding.

I wanted her cock to swell and explode down my throat. She had to be close to sprouting. Adel's dick would already be growing by now. I couldn't wait for the elf's dick to expand into my mouth, stretching my jaws until she was too big for me to swallow.

Maybe Xera needed more stimulation for that.

I curled my fingers and made a fist, then fucked my hand deep into her cunt. Xera gasped and her hips bucked. Her moans echoed through the streets. I hoped everyone enjoyed the show. I wanted them all to jerk off and rub their clits watching us.

That made me so hot.

I reamed my fist over and over into the hot, sucking depths of Xera's cunt. She cried out in her musical language. She had to be close to sprouting now. The heat swelled in her pussy. Her flesh clenched down on me.

“Matar's cock,” she screamed.

Juices gushed around my arm in a fountain, soaking me to my elbow. Her pussy spasmed about my fist. She thrashed and moaned as her orgasm seized her. I pulled my lips away and stared up at her in shock.

Where was her cock?

“Oh, yes, Minx,” Xera moaned as she shuddered through her orgasm. Her ears twitched as they poked through her green hair. Her face contorted with bliss. “Yes, yes, yes. Sophia will love you.”

“Why didn't your cock sprout?” I demanded. “I need to be fucked so hard by it.”

“Huh?” Xera moaned as another shudder wracked her body.

“Your cock. Where is it?” I pulled my drenched fist from her pussy.

“I'm not in heat.” Xera sucked in a deep breath. “It's over a week away.”

“But I stimulated your clit. That can make it sprout early.”

Xera laughed. “I don't know where you learned that from. The hermaphroditic races are all different.”

My forehead furrowed. Then how had Adel's cock sprouted when I stimulated her? She lied to me. It didn't surprise me. Adel would try and betray me and keep the sword for herself, but that was down the road.

Did that mean Adel wasn't an elf?

“And there's not different elf races?” I frowned. “Are you from the Ten-It Forest?”

“No, the Deorc,” Xera answered. “But our cousins in the Ten-It Forest are no different than us. Elves are elves. Why do you ask?”

“I guess I shouldn't listen to stories,” I laughed before licking at my fingers. So what made Adel different? Was she actually an elf? “Mmm, I made you cum hard.”

Xera nodded. “You did. We should get going though. My companions are waiting.”

I squeezed my thighs together. My horniness remained, but Xera couldn't sprout her cock right now. “Okay. Companions, huh? Like that idiot who let me steal his purse.”

“There is a reason we need a thief.”

I glanced at Xera. “Why? You're pretty nimble. You caught me. I thought I had lost you entirely. How did you find me?”

“I listened.”


Chapter Fourteen: The Saltspray Palace

Thrak

The private room we rented at the Maiden's Dew had small chairs. One creaked beneath me every time I shifted as I sat at the table. It felt flimsily made. I feared it would collapse into kindling beneath my size at any moment.

We sat around the table explaining everything to Minx. The halfling thief stood on her chair to meet our eye level, an excited glint in her eyes. She hadn't batted an eye at the prophecy or fighting a dragon, but when we told her we needed to break into the Great Vault, she almost came.

“That is amazing,” Minx said, bouncing on her chair. “Of course I'll help you out. I've dreamed of getting into the Doge's vault.”

“That easy, huh?” Sophia asked as she stared with open interest at Minx.

“Yep,” the thief said. “I am tired of picking pockets. This is exciting.” She clapped her hands together. “I dreamed of breaking into the vault with Fox.”

“Fox?” Faoril asked. “A pet?”

“My sister.” Minx's excitement slipped, replaced by pain. Grief.

“Oh, would she be able to help?” Sophia asked.

Angela placed a hand on Sophia's arm. “I don't think she can.”

Minx shook her head and then her smile came back. “No, no. She can't. She's...well...”

“Sorry for your loss,” Sophia said.

“Anyways,” continued Minx, “I can help you. I've wanted to break into the Vault forever.”

“What will you need?” I asked.

“Well, I'll need to see the Vault first, inspect the lock and all. So you'll have to smuggle me in to the palace somehow.”

“The Doge does love giving tours of it to his guests,” Sophia said. “I bet we can figure out a way to bring you in with us. Perhaps you could be a serving girl.”

Minx shook her head. “I would never pass. Not tall enough. Too halfling. You know, bronze skin. It makes me stand out from the locals.”

“We all stand out from the locals,” giggled Sophia. “Though the women are beautiful.”

“I bet you could hide beneath Sophia's robes. You're short enough.”

“That won't work,” Faoril objected. “It'll be so obvious. You'll be walking bowlegged. Both our robes hang too flush to our hips and waist.”

“It'll have to be you, Angela,” Sophia grinned.

The knight frowned. “How? There is no way she can hide beneath my loincloth.”

I nodded in agreement. “Yes, if Sophia's or Faoril's robes will not work than neither will that strip of metal.”

Chaun strummed a note on his lyre. “Well, I think I know exactly what Sophia is planning. Angela, how much do you know of the local fashion?”

“Not much.”

“The ladies wear hoop skirts,” grinned Sophia. “It makes them have wide hips. Plenty of room to hide Minx beneath your skirt.”

“You want me to wear a dress?” Angela asked, wincing.

“Have you ever worn one?” I asked, leaning forward. My chair creaked dangerously beneath me.

“Not in a long time,” Angela muttered. “I never liked them.”

“Well, I need to inspect the vault,” Minx insisted. “I can't go in blind. I need to know what tools I'll need and obstacles to overcome. The Doge prides himself on the impenetrability of the Great Vault.”

“What of a spell?” I asked Faoril.

“You did turn our horses invisible,” added Chaun. He leaned back in his chair, clearly not afraid of it splintering beneath him. His boot went up on the table. He sat relaxed. “What if you turned her invisible? Then she would have free rein to roam the palace.”

“It doesn't work well if a person moves,” Faoril explained. “It is too obvious that the spell is compensating to bend the light around the subject. And I'm no shadowmancer. The horses did not move when I hid them. So unless Minx wants to stay stationary, my magic will not work.”

“There's probably spells warding the Vault,” added Minx.

“And you can deal with spells?” Faoril asked with a frown.

“Well, I may need your assistance,” Minx shrugged. “But I know the signs. Many of the wealthy hire mages to ward their property. Many red robes come down from Esh-Esh to make a living. The merchants are always wasting their money on frivolities.”

“When we present ourselves to the Doge,” Sophia said, “we merely have to inquire about a tour. We set it up and then Angela can wear one of the dresses the Doge will lend her and smuggle in Minx.”

“The Doge will lend me a dress?” frowned Angela.

“Of course he will,” Sophia laughed. She shook her head. “You're a count's daughter, Mistress. You should know that.”

“My father didn't have spare dresses to lend to visiting nobles,” Angela muttered, her eyes narrowing. “I'm not sure I like your impertinence, Sophia.”

“Sorry, Mistress,” smirked Sophia, “I guess you'll just have to spank me.”

“Can I watch?” grinned Minx.

“Ooh, yes, you can,” Sophia nodded. “I like her, Mistress.”

“You like any woman,” Angela sighed. She closed her eyes. “And, I assume you and Faoril can't wear the dresses because of your occupations.”

“Yes,” Faoril nodded.

“Uh-huh.” Sophia slid her chair closer to Angela's. “But don't worry, you'll look gorgeous in it.”

I shifted in my chair. I had no place in the plan. I stood out too much. I would have to lounge in the inn, finding ways to amuse myself as my companions took the risk of breaking into the Vault. My hand clenched.

I would almost prefer assaulting the Doge's palace. But we were in civilized lands. Angela was uncomfortable enough breaking into the vault. She would never lead a charge on the palace to take what we needed.

Pity. It would save time.

Faoril patted my arm. “I know. Waiting can be hard. But we are in Raratha. There are book merchants. Imagine what you can find.”

A smile crossed my lips. “That is one way to pass the hours.”

“Well,” Chaun said, strumming his lyre again, “we should present ourselves to the Doge. It's nearing sunset.”

“And I have to attend to some business,” Minx added.

“Such as?” Chaun asked.

Minx only grinned at him and hopped off her chair. “How do we communicate?”

“I will go shopping in the morning,” Faoril said. “We can stroll through the market near the inn and speak with you. We'll try and schedule an appointment to inspect the Vault tomorrow afternoon. I assume you can break into the guest apartments without being spotted.”

“Yes,” Minx nodded.

Faoril leaned over and kissed me. “I expect you to find interesting books. We'll have plenty of time to read as we sail to the Isle of Birds.”

“What?” Minx asked.

“That's where the next piece of the sword is,” Angela answered. “Hidden on Mount Peritito. I hope you understand that breaking into the Vault is not the end of our quest.”

“I understand,” Minx nodded, her eyes greedy. “We'll need a boat. I have just the idea.” Her eyes flashed to me, a grin spreading on her lips. “Yes, yes, you'll be perfect, orc. Pirates will be scared of you.”

“Pirates?” spluttered Sophia.

~  *  ~

Acolyte Sophia

“I can't believe pirates are getting involved now,” Angela groaned as we rode up the paved street that wound up the bluff, passing the palatial estates of the rich and powerful of Raratha on our way to the Saltspray Palace.

“Well, they won't care that we're thieves,” I shrugged. “Come on, Angela, we're on a quest.”

“It definitely will make your tale even more exciting,” agreed Chaun.

“See,” I beamed. “An exciting tale.”

“I don't want an exciting tale,” Angela groaned. “I just want to kill the dragon and come home so I can be a full knight. I don't want any of you to get hurt.”

“Thrak will make sure they won't betray us,” grinned Faoril. “He'll keep them in line.”

Chaun chortled.

“So relax, Mistress.” I smiled at Angela. “Now straighten your back. We need to look grand and impressive. We are on a quest to rid Mount Peritito of imps. It is a noble quest. The avians need our help.”

Angela nodded her head as the foamy-blue walls of the Saltspray Palace grew closer and closer. Memories of my youth when I visited with mother flashed through my mind. It had been such an adventure to visit the Doge and his palace. I had been awed by the first sight of the sea stretching out for eternity from my bedroom window. The waves crashed into the cliff below the window, forming a spraying mist that drifted up the cliffs and cooled the palace.

“You look excited,” Angela said.

“I am,” I nodded. “The palace is amazing. Wait until you see the view from our bedroom, Mistress. You'll love it. It's so romantic.”

A grin crossed Angela's face. “I bet it is.”

The palace dominated the cliff ahead. The grounds before it were well maintained, the grass shorn short by the gardeners and decorated with flowering plants and bushes. Stately trees provided shade for marble reading benches, and statues of beautiful maidens and handsome youths dotted the ground, carved from marble or alabaster. Fountains spouted, the water jetting from the mouths of fish and monsters, or from the nipples of busty women and the cocks of hung men.

I found that more than distasteful. It was like the statue peed into the pool.

Servants paused to watch our party approach the large entrance to the palace, but none moved to interfere with us. They all appeared to be gardeners, carrying sheers, rakes, hoes, and other implements as they tended to the grounds.

The path, made of crushed gravel of a dozen separate hues, led to a circular driveway before the palace's entrance. I imagined a line of coaches arriving to bring the rich and powerful of Raratha to a ball hosted by the Doge, the ground lit by colorful lanterns. Even in the day the porch impressed, the large roof held up by a dozen fluted columns. The doors leading in were twice the height of a man and made of a wood stained a deep blue. A pair of guards wearing bronze armor and holding halberds flanked the open doors.

From inside, a third guard emerged, his helmet plumed to indicate his rank. He moved down the stairs and waited with stoic patience for our approach. As we planned, Chaun cantered forward, strumming his lyre, and bowed to the guard.

“Well met, Lieutenant,” Chaun said, his voice ringing. “I have the honor to present Sir Angela ev'Xarin, daughter of Count Francis of Xarin, Knight-Errant of Deute who has undertaken a perilous quest to the Isle of Birds to do battle with the villainous imps that plague Mount Peritito. Accompanying her are Sophia ev'Tith, daughter of Duchess Catherine of Tith and acolyte of the Temple of the Pure; Journeyman Mage Faoril Lesibourne, graduate of the Collegiate Tower; and myself, Chaun, graduate of the Bardic College of Az.”

The guard blinked at the eloquence of Chaun's words. “Welcome, Lady Knight,” he bowed, “and Lady Sophia. The Doge of Raratha will be honored to receive such illustrious guests and give what aid and succor he can to a Knight upon her Quest.”

“My thanks,” Angela said as she dismounted, her armor clanking. “My companions and I are in need of a repast.”

“The majordomo has been summoned. He will see you properly accommodated.” The lieutenant stepped forward and looked at Midnight. “A fearsome brute, Lady Knight.”

“Yes, he is,” Angela said with fondness, patting her horse's neck.

“Our grooms will see him well foddered.” The lieutenant glanced at approaching men in laborers clothes. “Ah, here they come. You may leave your mounts with them. Your belongings shall be brought to your quarters. While you wait, there is a small antechamber where you may recline. Servants shall be along with chilled wine to refresh you while your quarters are readied.”

~  *  ~

Knight-Errant Angela

“Delicious,” Chaun praised as he sipped at the chilled wine.

Sophia nodded her head in agreement as she sat on the divan and sipped her crimson drink. “An expensive vintage.”

“Not the swill I have been forced to imbibe in recent years.” Chaun stretched. “I have missed this.”

My armor clinked as I shifted.

“You can sit down,” Sophia said, patting the divan next to her as she looked at me.

“I'm fine.” I didn't like this. We were here telling lies about our purpose all so we could rob our host. The piece of the sword was important, but I hated our method for claiming it. I ground my teeth as my stomach twisted.

If we were connected to the theft, it would forever stain the Knights Deute. Why had I let myself be convinced this was the only way? Surely the Doge would recognize the importance of killing Dominari. He did not need the piece of the High King's sword.

I swallowed. Perhaps, after we inspected the Great Vault, I could convince him to part with it. Then we wouldn't need to commit such a low and dishonest act. Sophia could be wrong. The Doge may not be the miser she made him out to be. She was young when she visited.

“Noble guests,” a woman's purring voice said from behind. I turned to find a slippered servant, her skin bluish, swathed in a sea-green toga made of silk. Her flesh bled through the fabric wherever it touched, her nipples dark shadows. Her dark-red hair fell in a mass of curls about her youthful face.

Sophia made a purring moan.

“The Doge requests an audience with you before you retire to your quarters,” the servant said. “When the audience finishes, your quarters will have been readied for your use and meals delivered for your evening repast.”

“How wonderful,” Sophia said, speaking with the refined air she had when we first met. Months of travel had roughened her tongue, or so I thought. She took a sip of her goblet before leaving it on the silver tray resting on the low, marble table before her divan. “Shall we, Mistress?”

Sophia offered her arm to me. I took it and nodded. Faoril put away Fireeyes's journal into her robe—I hated when she read it—and stood, joining Chaun and following us from the room. The servant led us through the corridors. The entire palace was gorgeous. Expensive items sat on plinths or hung from the walls. Everything was made of the same foam-blue stone, all the doors stained a deeper shade. The stone wasn't natural. It had to be enhanced by a mage.

Wealth surrounded us.

Music tinkled and drifted out of a pair of open doors at the end of a long corridor. Voices murmured from within. The music soothed, almost blending in with the talk of the court. The servant led us into a large audience room. Wealthy merchants and their wives, dressed in rich togas, broke off their conversations to glance at us. In the room's corner, a lamia played at a large harp, her fingers flowing across the strings. Her cat-like ears, rising out of red hair striped with black, twitched at the sight of us, and a grin showing sharp teeth spread across her alabaster face.

I had heard of the race of catgirls. They were rare outside the foul Empire of Shizihuth far to the east. Her tail twitched behind her as she made her music. Other than the ears and tail, she looked like a petite, human woman.

“Las's balls,” Chaun groaned behind us.

“Ah, my guests,” a bald man in a golden robe said. He broke from a group of noblemen, a crystal wineglass in hand. He let out a booming laugh and threw his arms wide in greeting. His beard was thick, black, and woven together before ending in a square cut several inches below his chin. “Welcome, welcome to the Saltspray Palace.”

My cheeks flushed as everyone stared at us. I put my hand on the pommel of my sword and performed a sweeping bow. “Your excellency, I am honored that you would give me lodging in your beautiful palace.”

“I am always honored to help a knight on her quest,” he grinned, “particularly a beautiful flower of the Knights Deute.”

The heat increased in my cheeks. I must be as red as my hair. “The Knights Deute shall remember your friendship.” My stomach twisted. He was a kind man, freely welcoming us.

The Doge inclined his head. He motioned, and a servant appeared holding a tray of crystal wineglasses filled with a variety of red and white vintages. I took a white and brought it to my lips, taking a sip. The flavors burst to life in my mouth.

“A fine vintage,” the Doge nodded. “Grahaten White.” His eyes flicked to my companions. “A larger party than a knight normally has.”

“Master Chaun merely wishes to find an epic to compose,” Sophia said as she stepped up. “And Journeyman Mage Faoril agreed to aide us with the imps. They can be...pesky.”

The Doge smiled. “And you have grown from that slim girl hiding behind her mother's skirt. Where were you hiding such confidence, Lady Sophia?”

“I needed inspiration to find it,” Sophia answered and took a glass of wine. She appeared so at ease. She belonged here. Her mother raised her to socialize. I didn't know what to say to the Doge. Would he be interested in swordsmanship?

“And where did you find this inspiration?”

Sophia smiled at me. “Well, Lady Angela is quite inspiring to watch in a battle. It is hard not to be stirred to courage around her.”

The Doge's laugh heartened me. He was a good man. I could broach the topic with him and convince him to part with the piece. I would not have to dishonor myself.


Chapter Fifteen: Sharp Claws

Chaun

“I thought they burned the lyres of disgraced bards,” a feline voice purred behind me, drawing me from the conversation between Sophia, Angela, and the Doge.

I closed my eyes and sucked in a deep breath. Why had I not realized that a bard would attend the Doge of Raratha? With his wealth, he could afford to patronize even two. I never should have come to the palace.

“Only if they could find my lyre,” I answered, turning to face Relaria.

The lamia bard shifted her hips in the white, linen tunic she wore. It left her long legs almost bare, the hem only falling to just past her slim ass. Her ears twitched as she studied me, her tongue licking across her ruby lips.

“You always were an eel, Chaun,” she purred, a wicked grin spreading on her lips.

I suddenly felt like the mouse.

“You didn't think I was an eel the night I made you yowl a dozen times. The sounds you made beneath me.”

A shudder ran through her. “Do you still have the scars from my claws?”

“They have faded.” I brought my goblet to my mouth as I struggled to think. Was there anything I could offer her to hold her silence? If she told the Doge my secret, and he learned of Prince Gruber's reward, I would be clamped in chains and sent to Zeutch to have my head parted from my body's company.

And if the Bardic College learned I still passed myself off as a Bard, they would be equally inclined to see me dead, though more likely by poison than the headsman.

And Relaria knew it.

Her tail flicked around her body and brushed at the front of my hose. I shuddered as she rubbed at my cock. I couldn't help the excitement swelling through me. My cock hardened beneath her tail's playful caresses.

“What do you want, Relaria?” I asked, taking a cool sip of my wine.

Her fingers reached out and her fingernails became sharp claws. She ran them down my shirt. I shuddered at the rasp of her claws and the pressure against my skin. Those claws had stirred such passion in me the night I took her hard. My dick ached more.

“Why, to remember old times.” Her clawed hand reached my crotch. She squeezed. I groaned as her sharp claws tore through my hose and pricked my cock. She didn't draw blood, but a little more pressure and she could rip my dick off. “Come along, Chaun.”

I didn't fight as she led me through the crowd, her ears and tail twitching while she licked her lips. No one gave us much of a glance. Clearly, I wasn't the first person she had dragged off by the cock. None in the palace found it salacious.

We reached her quarters, and she led me through gauzy curtains onto a balcony overlooking the Nimborgoth. The waves crashed below and a cool spray drifted across my skin as we approached the railing. Her fingers tightened, and I winced as she stopped before the ocean.

“Mmm, it's hot, isn't it?” she purred, leaning in to lick at my mouth with her rough tongue. “If I squeeze any harder, your dick will tear right off. And yet you are as hard as iron in my hand. The danger excites you, doesn't it?”

“Yes,” I groaned as my dick throbbed. Pinpricks of pain mixed with my excitement, enhancing it.

“Make me yowl and I may forget what I know of your crimes, Chaun.”

Her hands moved to my shoulders. She squeezed. Her claws dug into my flesh. I winced as she purred in delight. She pushed me down to my knees as she leaned against the railing. The impulse to push her off shot through me.

“I wouldn't do it,” she purred. “I'll pull you over with me.”

I believed her.

Relaria's tail caressed my face as I kissed at her bare, inner thigh. Her toga parted, revealing the red-and-black striped pubic hair adorning her pussy. Lamia were daughters of Las, a race of all women. And like all the races spawned by Las, changelings included, lusts drove their behavior. I sucked on her thigh as her tail brushed about my cheeks and neck, the ticklish delight racing down to my throbbing cock.

“Don't pussyfoot around,” Relaria moaned. “Sucking my thighs isn't going to make me yowl.”

“Are you an expert on making women cum?”

“I'm an expert on making them scream,” she purred, her claws digging harder into my flesh. Blood trickled down my back.

I groaned as I sucked and nibbled on her thigh. The pain made my heart race faster. Her hands pulled on my shoulders, forcing my head to disappear beneath her tunic and draw nearer to her tart pussy. She rubbed her hot flesh on my cheek as I sucked on her thigh while her purring moans mixed with the crashing surf.

Her tail pushed down the back of my neck and into my collar. I shuddered as her fur tickled my spine. I turned my head and licked at her tart pussy. Her tail twitched and her purrs grew louder. I couldn't see through her tunic draped over my head, but I pictured her head swaying side to side as the pleasure built through her.

“That's it,” she moaned. “Mmm, you always knew where to lick me.”

“You know what I truly am,” I answered. “Pleasing women is ingrained in me.”

“Then please me. Get me ready for that cock of yours. I hope it's still thick.”

I licked through her folds again. The pain in my shoulders spurred me. I wanted to make her cum, to make her release me. I wanted to tame her cunt. If I gave her enough pleasure, drowned her in bliss, she would follow me around like a kitten.

But if I failed to please her, the entire Quest may be in jeopardy.

I dug my tongue deep into her folds. I licked and sucked through her flesh. I put my all into it. My hands stroked her inner thighs, teasing her, making her twitch and writhe as I probed the hot depths of her pussy. My fingers massaged higher and higher up her thighs, nearing her pussy. My lips sucked on her thick labia, her fur tickling my cheeks.

“Yes, yes,” she purred. “Mmm, you haven't forgotten.”

My tongue flicked up to her clit. I nipped it. Her fingers tightened and a yowling gasp escaped her lips. Her purring grew louder, rumbling through her body. Her claws clenched and relaxed, kneading my shoulders, the scratches making my dick ache harder.

I shoved two fingers into her tight depths. Her pussy clenched down on them and she yowled again, shuddering on the fence. Her hips undulated, humping and smearing her flesh against my licking tongue. I fucked my fingers faster and faster in and out of her depths.

“Chaun. Mmm, you are eager to please me. You know what will happen if you fail.”

“I do,” I groaned between sucks on her clit.

My fingers curled through her hot pussy. I scraped them along the top of her sheath. She gasped and bucked. Her hips humped into my licking mouth. Her purring yowls merged with the crash of the shores as she came.

Juices flooded into my mouth. A tart flood that made me shudder. Her pussy clenched about my fingers and her tail twitched as it caressed my back. It shoved deeper down my shirt, swaying back and forth, the ticklish pleasure shooting to the tip of my dick. I groaned about her clit, nibbling on it, giving her more and more pleasure.

Her fingernails scratched at me. My shirt tore beneath her passion as she kneaded my shoulders. Her thighs tightened about my head, pinning me in place. She yowled and screeched as her pleasure swelled higher and higher through her.

“Oh, Chaun, yes,” she moaned. “Ooh, you haven't forgotten how to use your lips.” She pulled my head out from beneath her skirt. “But it's not enough. Not by a long shot. You need to please me with that cock.”

I licked my lips and nodded. “I'll make you cum so hard the entire city of Raratha will hear you.”

“You better.” She laughed as I rose, my heart thudding.

My fingers fumbled at the laces of my hose. I shoved the woolen cloth down, my cock spilling out hard and throbbing. She reached down, grasping the pale shaft. Her hand stroked my dick, her claws grazing my skin. I shuddered every time and throbbed harder in her hand.

It was such a rush.

“You can make this bigger,” she purred, licking her lips. “I want to yowl loudly on your cock.”

Her tail brushed the tip. I groaned and swelled my dick as the sensations rushed through my body. I grew it longer and thicker. Her claws dug into my cock. I feared her claws would pierce my dick as it expanded.

But she didn't. Maybe she didn't want to ruin her impending fuck.

“Now show me how you use this cock,” moaned Relaria, her ears twitching. “Drive it into my depths.”

“They'll hear you on the other side of Raratha.”

“Such bravado.”

Her hand pulled away. I thrust my dick into her tight, liquid depths. Her cunt felt different than a human's. Tighter and rougher, her pussy ridged inside. Her cunt clenched down on my dick, the ridges increasing the pressure on the tip of my dick as her cunt stretched around me.

“I am a Bard of Az,” I groaned into her ear. “I know how to play every instrument to perfection. You will cum hard.”

“Yes,” she hissed, her thighs wrapping about my hips. “Fuck me.”

I slammed into her hard. She leaned out over the railing, the ocean crashing into the cliffs far below us as my dick slid in and out of her furnace. Her tight grip and ridges made my dick want to erupt right away.

Her claws dug into my back. The cloth of my shirt ripped. Pain burned in lines across my back as she scratched me. The heat inspired me to thrust harder as my hands kneaded the cheeks of her ass and brushed her wagging tail. Her ears twitched as she gasped and yowled her delight. Her purr vibrated from deep within as her hips met my thrusts.

“That's a cock I haven't felt in years,” she groaned, her claws digging into my shoulders again, adding more pain.

My balls ached. I fought against my orgasm. It was hard, but I was a consummate bard. She had to be played to perfection. I couldn't cum until she exploded on my dick. I leaned in and sucked at her neck as my fingers worked towards the crack of her ass.

I sent a finger probing and found her sphincter. I thrust into her bowels.

She shuddered beneath me and her pussy rippled about my dick. It was such a wonderful experience. She massaged down the length of my cock as I plunged in and out of her cunt. The ridges caressed my dick. Every stroke made it harder and harder to control my orgasm.

I sucked harder on her neck as I fought my pleasure. I fingered her ass. I embraced the pain of her claws. My back burned with agony while my cock burned with rapture. The two sensations washed through me. The pain numbed as the excitement built and built.

The world fuzzed.

“Relaria,” I groaned, my balls smacking into her flesh. I shoved a second finger into her asshole. “Cum for me. Sing for the city. Let them know you are being fucked.”

“Yes,” she moaned. Her purring grew louder. “Rithi's perfect voice, yes.”

Her bowels clenched down on my fingers. Her tail swished faster, brushing my naked ass as I pumped into her. It shoved between my thighs and caressed my balls. I groaned. They tightened, the pressure swelling through me.

Her ears twitched. Her mouth opened. Relaria's fangs flashed as she yowled at the top of her lungs. Her claws dug deep into my back. Blood flowed down my skin, hot trickles. The pain slammed into my mind, transforming into bliss as her pussy spasmed about my dick.

I moved to her twitching, triangular ear. The fur caressed my lips as I whispered, “Let everyone hear you sing.”

I slammed my cock into her depths. My balls erupted. The pleasure shot through me. The world spun about me. I teetered, almost falling over the edge of the railing and taking her with me. I grabbed it, holding on even as my cock unloaded blast after blast of cum into her depths while my vision fuzzed.

The pain, the rapture merged and became one.

And then it crashed out of me. I slumped against her, nuzzling at her neck, while I waited to find out if I pleased her enough to avoid the Doge's irons.


Chapter Sixteen: The Pirate's Eyes

Thrak – The Free City of Raratha

I eyed the raucous, rickety tavern Minx led me to. It lay on the southern edge of the harbor; the stink of the sea, a mix of salt spray and sour mud, assaulted my nose. The tavern's entrance was a ratty sheet of cloth nailed to the door frame which may have once been white, but now was a grimy gray, the tattered bottom stained brown.

“I'd tell you to be on your toes, but I feel like you'll be the most dangerous one in there,” grinned Minx.

“No doubt.” The prospect of violence did not arouse my interest. My brother lived for violence. I hoped my size and scars would school the humans in the futility of assaulting me. The gaping gaze of the locals kept my senses keen. I did not like everyone staring at me. Despite how long I've been out of orc lands, I still hated the attention everywhere we went.

“Her boat arrived last night,” Minx explained as we marched to the tavern. “She should have her usual table at the back. You won't be able to miss her. She's memorable.”

The concept of pirates, while foreign to me, made sense. They sounded like an orc tribe, roaming the sea, preying on the weak and trading their spoils with the strong. A leader only lasted as long as he, or she in the case of Captain Thyrna, maintained the respect and fear of his warriors.

To prevent Captain Thyrna from betraying us, she would have to fear our strength.

Minx slipped into the tavern, her metallic-red hair flashing in the sunlight. I threw aside the cloth. A pall of bluish smoke billowed out as I ducked through the doorway into the dim common room. The smoke came not from hearth or cook fire, but men smoking from water pipes sitting on the center of their tables. Most were scrawny sailors in dirty, ragged linens. Women in loose shifts moved through the room, their assets patted and groped as they delivered drinks and food.

In the back, a woman caught my gaze. She was no dull-eyed doxy but a woman with copper-brown skin and wavy-black hair framing a vixen's face. Through lush eyelashes, her dark eyes fixed on me. She inhaled from her pipe, her red lips pursed while the water bubbled, then she exhaled. A hungry smile crossed her lips as the smoke drifted before her. Her breasts rose in her low-cut, white blouse trimmed in ruffles. Three brawny, bare-chested men lounged with her, their muscles glistening with oil.

“Yep, that's her,” Minx nodded. “Let's say hi.”

Captain Thyrna leaned over and whispered into the ear of a red-skinned Thlinian sitting to her right. The brawny man cracked his knuckles as his eyes locked on me. He stood, his chair scraping across the wooden floor. His glistening muscles flexed as he stretched his arms.

“Get behind me,” I rumbled to Minx.

She rolled her eyes and moved behind me. “Don't kill him. He's one of her boy toys.”

I clenched my fist as the barmaids and patrons bled away from me. The brawny Thlinian human was tall, for his kind, the top of his head coming up to my chin. Thick muscles bulged about his body. His knuckles were scarred and gnarled from being broken repeatedly.

The man was no stranger to a fist fight.

The captain's eyes locked on me, her lips wrapped around the end of the water pipe. My dick ached—what would her lips feel like wrapped about my dick?

“You're far from home, orc,” the man said as he raised his fists. “Are you as strong as you look?”

I didn't answer him. Irritation flashed across his face as I denied him a reaction. His jaw worked. He exhaled violently through his nose. His body tensed. His weight shifted on his feet as he prepared to attack.

Sloppy. He gave me too much warning.

My swarthy hand lashed out. I grabbed his punching fist in my hand. I gripped and yanked. He stumbled towards me, grunting in surprise. I drew back my head and slammed the crown of my head into his forehead hard.

His body went limp and fell on my bare feet. Everyone stared at me as I stepped over the man. Captain Thyrna exhaled, her smoke puffing out as rings. I pulled a chair from the table and sat opposite her.

“Thrak,” giggled Minx, “you have a harder head than I thought.” She pulled up a chair and then hopped on it. She knelt on it so the halfling could see over it. “Hi, Captain Thyrna.”

The pirate's eyes flicked to Minx for a moment then back to me. “If you want a position on my crew, I can make a vacancy. I do love a large male. And so strong.”

“I have little interest in working for you.”

Her eyes narrowed. She leaned forward and licked her lips. Feline hunger crossed her smile as she stared at my bare, swarthy chest. “What a pity.”

“My companions and I need a captain who knows discretion.” I paused, studying her. She had a quality I had never seen in a human female. Primal hunger. Predatory. “Is that you?”

“It can be, orc, if the quality of your coin suffices.” She licked her lips. “Especially for a male of your...bravado.”

“Our coin will. We will need your ship standing-by to pick up my companions and me.”

“Standing-by where?”

I glanced at Minx. She nodded her head and winked at me. Minx found her trustworthy, but how honest was the thief who had picked Chaun's pocket only a few hours past. But she was prophesied to join us. Still, if Captain Thyrna betrayed us...

No avoiding it. “Off the Saltspray Palace.”

Thyrna arched an eyebrow. “Bold and expensive. I will require half.”

“Half?” I furrowed my eyebrows.

“Half?” hissed Minx. “A twentieth is more than enough.”

I kept my mouth closed. Minx had an eager smile on her coppery face as she haggled the price with the captain. They went back and forth, Minx not flinching from the captain's hard eyes. Their numbers moved towards each other. They settled on a sixth.

“Bold,” Captain Thyrna smiled at the end. “I love a bold man. I hope you don't dangle from a gibbet.”

“The rope would snap before his neck,” chortled Minx.

“I'd believe that.” The captain gave me a final, heated look before she lifted the end of the water pipe and inhaled.

Once outside, I asked Minx what we were paying her with.

“A sixth of the treasure we will liberate from the vault.” She stretched her back. “I have to go. A few people to meet.”

“We are only stealing the piece of the sword.”

She laughed as she scampered off. I sighed and headed back to the inn. Angela would not be pleased. She had trouble enough stealing only the sword piece.

~  *  ~

Minx

Thrak was impressive. I rarely enjoyed men, Spray had shown me the true delights are found with a hermaphrodite, but watching him headbutt Thyrna's brute had aroused me. My pussy still itched between my thighs when I reached the tower I lived in with Spray and the other halflings of our thieving group.

I climbed the tower and popped into the top room, peeling off the loose clothing I wore to disguise the fact I was a halfling female and not a human child. It was a useful disguise while pickpocketing. I dropped it on the ground as Spray smiled at me.

“You're out late,” the nixie said. She lounged naked, her body gleaming in the moonlight. She always had water beading on her flesh. A nixie was never dry. She shuddered as Flit, one of her other halfling wives, sucked hard on the tip of Spray's cock.

I shrugged and lied, “Been a weird day.”

“You weren't working the square with the others.”

“Nope.” I strolled through the room and fell on pillows nearby.

Spray's eyes watched me. The nixie brushed back her sea-green hair from her face with a blue hand. Pleasure burned in her dark eyes. “And what were you doing that was more important than working the crowds?”

“I slipped into the Square of Perfume and liberated a few of the noblewomen's purses.”

Spray arched an eyebrow. “And the guards didn't chase off a street urchin.”

“They did. Spent most of the afternoon hiding from them. But it was worth it.” This morning, I had gone to the square and purloined a few merchant wives' purses. I produced a leather coinpurse and tossed it to Spray. “I think you'll see I made more than enough.”

Spray opened the pouch and her eyes widened. “Well, well, well, Minx. Impressive.”

“That's me,” I shrugged, my pussy itching. I shimmied off the tight, leather britches I wore and traced the landing strip of metallic-red hair down to my shaved pussy. I shuddered as I caressed myself.

“And you weren't doing anything else?” Spray asked the question casually.

I laughed, “Like what? Scouting the Saltspray Palace? I'm not stupid, Spray. It got my sister killed. I don't want to swing from a gibbet.”

I just wanted out of Raratha. I would miss Spray, but I didn't love her cock enough to stay any longer. Adel's plan to help Angela reforge the High King's sword then steal it was too tempting to pass up. I would be the richest halfling female in history. I would have men and hermaphrodites waiting on me hand and foot.

I wouldn't be just another halfling wife in my husband's, or Spray's, harem.

“Good, good,” groaned Spray, her hips shifting. “Mmm, Flit, that's good. Suck my cock. You want my cum.”

Flit moaned, the halfling female shaking her naked hips, her golden-bright hair flashing in the lamplight. I stroked my pussy harder, loving the feel of my fingers sliding through my folds as I watched Spray's naked breasts heave as she came, flooding Flit's hungry mouth.

“Are you going to the square tomorrow?” Spray asked as Flit swallowed blast after blast of the nixie's cum.

“Probably,” I said, digging my fingers deep into my pussy.

“You should take Flit or Owl with you.”

I shook my head. “They're not good enough to do it,” I panted, loving the feel my fingers reaming my pussy. I pumped them faster and faster. Excitement burned through me as I stared into Spray's eyes and lied to her. My cunt clenched on my nimble fingers. “And too many of us would only attract the guard's attention. I had a hard enough time on my own.”

I hadn't.

Spray pursed her lips. “Well, I do worry for you on your own. I wouldn't want anything to happen to you like what happened to poor Fox.”

My fingers froze in my pussy. My horniness vanished at my sister's name. “It won't.” After meeting Angela and her companions, I had little doubt on our success. “I have no plans to swing from a gibbet.”

“Good.” Spray smiled at me and motioned to Owl. The slim halfling scampered to Spray, eager to please the nixie's cock.

I pulled my fingers out of my pussy and stared up at the dark rafters crossing the ceiling. Owl gasped in the background as Spray fucked the slim halfling. I closed my eyes and ran my thoughts through tomorrow. Faoril would, hopefully, meet us in the market and let us know the plans tomorrow. Then I would sneak into the palace, hid beneath Angela's skirt, and see the vault for myself.

I hoped we would rob the palace soon. If I kept disappearing from my duties, Spray would become suspicious. But, for now, I had her placated with talk of gold, and not the smaller hauls we gleamed from poorer market squares.

~  *  ~

Chaun

My back burned from Relaria's claws. Her ribbed pussy convulsed about my cock as the final shudders of her powerful orgasm rippled through her. Ecstasy burned through my mind as I held her perched on the balcony's railing of the Saltspray Palace, overlooking the Nimborgoth's waves crashing into the cliffs below. The lamia's ears twitched, and the catgirl let out a yowling purr as her slitted, golden eyes fluttered.

Had I pleased her enough?

Like me, Relaria had trained at the Bardic College of Az. Which meant she knew of my disgrace. After the Prince of Kivnar found me abed with his wife, the woman I loved, I had fled one step ahead of the headsman's ax. I had to leave Princess Adelaide to her husband. She had lied to protect herself. I had taken the appearance of her husband that night—it amused us so to cuckold him with his own form—so she escaped repercussion.

But I did not. The Prince complained to the Bardic College of Az, and the Dean stripped me from their ranks. I could not claim myself a Bard of Az and find employment in any powerful noble's or rich merchant's household without the college ordering my execution. So I had spent the years plying my skills in low-born taverns.

It was foolish of me to come with Angela as she infiltrated the court. I should have known the Doge of Raratha, one of the richest men in the world, would employ a Bard of Az—Relaria. She recognized me at once since I used my common human appearance—the one I was born with.

If I pleased her tonight, she wouldn't tell. I had made her cum hard and loud. But was it enough? I fought the trembles as she shuddered on the railing. Her claws kneaded my back, torn to painful ribbons by her excitement. The blood soaked the back of my shirt and now that my pleasure faded, the pain increased.

“What a wonderful performance,” she purred, nuzzling her smooth cheeks into my flesh. She looked like a regular human woman, pale skinned and lovely, but had cat-like ears, a furry tail, and retractable claws.

“I am honored you allowed me to play your body,” I said.

She laughed, a mix of cat-like yowling and human giggling. “So modest. You were great, but not amazing. You have bought yourself a reprieve. Tomorrow night, I expect better or I'll whisper into the Doge's ear just who you are, Chaun.”

I swallowed and nodded. Her limbs relaxed, and I pulled away. I gave her a sweeping bow. “Tomorrow night, stars shall burst through your vision as you reach heights of pleasure not attained by mortals before.”

“Such boasts,” she purred as she perched confident on the railings. Lamia were comfortable with heights. My cum leaked out of her pussy, dripping to the balcony below. “You should have your wounds attended to. You have a priestess with you. Have her heal them. I want you unmarred for tomorrow night.” Her claws flexed, and she gave me a wicked grin.

“As it pleases you,” I said, ignoring the throbbing pain that quickly transformed into agony. Sweat broke out on my forehead as I fought to keep it from my expression.

I pulled up and laced my hose then turned and strode into the Doge's audience hall where the milling powers of Raratha held whispered conversations. Angela spotted me. Her eyes widened as I lounged against the back.

“I see you received Relaria's affections,” a noblewoman laughed as she passed by, a crystal glass in hand full of red wine. “She does like to leave her mark.”

“That she does,” I nodded.

Angela pulled Sophia out of a knot of young women, the idle daughters of the wealthy, and pulled the white-robed acolyte to me. Angela's armor jingled, and a path melted for her as she crossed the audience hall.

“What happened to you?” she demanded when she reached me, her blue eyes wide with concern.

Sophia nodded her head. “Did you fall?”

“I—”

Relaria strolled past, her tail swishing. “I can't wait for tomorrow night, Chaun,” she winked as she strutted by. Her claws appeared and retracted.

“Oh,” giggled Sophia. “I take it you performed well.”

“Not well enough,” I groaned. “She knows who I am. She's a Bard of Az, like me. We have a serious problem.”


Chapter Seventeen: The Thief's Naughty Hiding Spot

Xerathalasia

The Rarathan humans stared at me as I strolled through the market square. Minx trailed behind me, disguised as a street urchin. She moved silently, my ears barely catching the sound of her bare feet and the rustle of her clothing over the din of the bustling crowds. I ignored the humans staring at my naked body. They had such strange skin color. I was used to the pale flesh of Sophia, Angela, and Faoril, but here their skin had a bluish cast, like my skin had a greenish hue to the pale tan.

My ears twitched as every merchant cried out about the quality of their wares, from kitchen knives to spices to meat pies to linen cloth. My eyes examined each stall as I moved through the bustling square. Faoril's red robes made her stand out. She worked casually through the square. She didn't glance at me but I felt her watching me out of the corner of her eyes. We neared each other as we strolled past stalls and carts until we reached the same one.

I paused to examine a pear on the cart, picking it up, the yellow-beige skin waxy beneath my fingers. “Faoril.”

“This afternoon we are seeing the vault. Minx, Angela and Sophia are waiting for you. Their apartments are on the south wall, third floor, ninth window from the right.”

“Okay,” Minx said. She bumped into me, squeezing my ass before she scampered off to infiltrate the palace.

“Thrak and Minx hired a pirate to ferry us out of Raratha,” I told her. “Thrak was quite impressed with the captain.”

“A strong man?”

“Woman.”

Faoril giggled. “He does like strong women.”

I glanced at Faoril and nodded in agreement. “She expects a sixth of what we steal from the vault.”

Faoril's eyes widened. “But we're not...besides the sword.”

“We'll have to grab something else for payment and claim it is a sixth.”

Faoril groaned, “That won't make Angela happy.” She bit her lip. “We have a complication, too. A female bard recognized Chaun. She's threatening to tell the Doge unless Chaun pleases her sexually. He's not sure he can. He gave her his best already, and it only bought him a day.”

I frowned. “He can please women.” My pussy warmed. He was the only male I had ever slept with. In his changeling form, he was quite effeminate and beautiful, with his midnight-black skin and delicate face. And his cock...

My pussy clenched at its memory. His cock had pleased me more than my wife's.

“I am sure he will prevail.”

“Sophia has decided to seduce Relaria. She believes she can convince the lamia not to speak.” Faoril shook her head. “I'm not so sure, but you know her.”

I nodded my head.

“And if she fails?”

Faoril hesitated. “I have...an idea.”

“What?”

Faoril shook her head. “I need to get back. Either way, Relaria will not be a problem. I hope Sophia's plan works. Mine is...” She sighed. “Well, have a good day, Xera. Keep Thrak out of trouble.”

“He has only been in three fights,” Xera laughed. “Drunken teamsters think they can take him. He...educates them.”

Faoril grinned, then she turned and strolled away. I frowned after her. Why wouldn't she tell me her plan? It made her uncomfortable, so it was distasteful. Did she plan on killing Relaria? Angela would never countenance such a plan. And I didn't think Faoril was that sort of person.

I sighed and turned to return to the Maiden's Dew Inn and update Thrak.

~  *  ~

Knight-Errant Angela

“These are ridiculous,” I said as I stared at the wires holding the hoops around my legs. Each hoop was wider than the last as they welled from my waist, down my legs, to my ankles. “Why would anyone wear these?”

“To make their hips look impressive,” Sophia giggled. “For style.”

The naked acolyte giggled with amusement. Her small breasts jiggled and the ruby dangling from her belly piercing flashed. Sunlight streamed through the open doorway which led onto our room's balcony. A cool wind blew through the opening, carrying the salt of the sea.

My large breasts shook as I wiggled in the hoops. “This is stupid.”

“It's perfect to hide Minx beneath.” Sophia stood up with the green dress in hand. “Now come on, let's get you into this.”

“Fine,” I sighed as Sophia walked to me, her naked hips swaying. The sheets of our bed were still rumpled from our morning's lovemaking. The lingering scent of our hot pussies perfumed the air.

Sophia and I wrestled the dress onto me. The skirt consisted of a series of frilly falls that hugged the hoop frame. The stiff skirt was so voluminous I would have no trouble hiding the halfling beneath it as we went on our tour of the vault. Sophia smoothed the skirt then helped me button up the blouse in the back. It was cut low with a square bodice, my large breasts jiggling with my every movement. My fiery hair spilled about my shoulders.

“Oh, you look amazing,” clapped Sophia as she walked around me. “Just ravishing, Angela.”

“I'm glad you approve,” I said darkly as I stared at my reflection in a stand mirror. I did look...lady like. I sighed as I turned my hips, the bulky dress swinging with me. I felt like I wore a bell about my waist.

“You do look great,” a high-pitched voice announced.

I jumped and whirled, my heart racing.

Minx lounged against the wall. She had slipped in from the balcony without me even noticing, wearing her tight, leather britches and a band of brown cloth about her small, round breasts. Her bright-sapphire eyes slid up and down my body. Then she walked to me on silent feet.

“So I just hide underneath here?” she asked, lifting the front of the skirt and hoop.

“We cut out a small slit in the front,” Sophia explained. “Hidden in the folds. You should be able to see out but no one should notice it.”

Minx slithered underneath. I spread my legs apart in the dress and gasped as her body pressed against them, her hair brushing my pussy. “Yes, I can see,” Minx said, her voice muffled by the fabric. “Ooh, it's warm and cozy in here. Angela, you have a nice smelling pussy.”

“Thanks,” I said, trying to ignore her hair brushing the lips of my cunt and exciting me.

“We should have our tour in a quarter of an hour,” Sophia said as she pulled on her acolyte robe. She avoided having to wear such a terrible dress because of it. “Faoril should be back by then. I can't imagine your route is much faster since you had to sneak in.”

“Mine's faster,” Minx chortled. “I watched the entire process of you dressing her.”

“Oh,” I said and then shuddered as her hands stroked my legs, shooting pleasure up to my pussy.

“Are you okay?” Sophia frowned, walking to me. “You look flushed.”

“Just...warm,” I lied and shifted. Minx's hair tickled my pussy lips. I wanted to let out a moan as they brushed and caressed my vulva.

Faoril burst into the room. “Did she make it?”

“A while ago, apparently,” I said, my voice strained. “She's already beneath the skirt.”

Faoril blinked. “I came as fast as I could. How did she get here so ahead of me?”

“It's a secret,” giggled Minx, her fingers stroking my thighs. “So, shall we go see the Doge's vault?”

“Yes,” I breathed. “I want to get out of this dress.”

The Doge was late. I squirmed the entire time as Minx's shifting head brushed the petals of my pussy. He finally swept in with a booming laugh as he moved to me, a jolly smile on his face. He was such a nice man. I was convinced I could make him understand why we needed the sword piece. Then we wouldn't have to steal from him.

“My lady-knight,” he gasped, “what a radiant flower hid beneath your armor.” He took my hand and brought it to his lips.

I let out a moan as he kissed me. Not from his lips brushing my hand, but from Minx moving beneath me. Her head tilted up and then her tongue swiped through my pussy. The sudden rush of sensations burst from my mouth before I could control myself.

The Doge's smile only broadened. “Yes, yes, a remarkable woman. I would love to get to know you better. Perhaps a private dinner tonight?”

“That would be perfect,” Sophia smiled, winking at me.

I fought my groan. It was hard to think. Tonight, Sophia wanted to seduce Relaria to stop her blackmailing Chaun and clearly she wanted me distracting the Doge just in case. Words tumbled through my mind as Minx's tongue licked and nuzzled through my pussy.

“A private dinner sounds wonderful,” I answered, my heart thudding. I would kill that halfling once we were done.

Her tongue was smaller than I was used to. It flicked quickly through my pussy, nuzzling at my folds while her hands stroked up and down my thighs. She brushed my clit. I quivered and trembled as the Doge took my arm.

“What a lovely perfume,” he said, breathing deeply. “A natural musk.”

“It's a wonderful scent,” giggled Sophia as she strolled along beside us, Faoril just behind her.

Minx walked with me, her wicked tongue slipping and caressing my pussy. The occasional, mischievous chuckle drifted out of my skirt. The Doge never heard them. He kept talking about his wealth and boasted the works of art contained in his vault. I could only nod my head and try not to groan.

My juices flowed out of my pussy. Minx drank them down as she devoured my snatch. Her tongue flicked through all my folds. Then the naughty halfling's slim, nimble fingers found my clit. She stroked the sensitive bud.

I almost bent over as a small orgasm rippled through me.

It was so embarrassing to cum before the Doge. I tried to fight my body's desires, but it was so hard with the licking, playful tongue of the halfling sliding through every inch of my wet folds. I clenched my teeth, my face burning as pleasure rippled out of my pussy.

“Are you okay, Angela?” Sophia asked, a big grin on her face.

The slut knew.

“Just fine,” I answered. “Not used to wearing dresses.”

“It so becomes you, lady knight,” the Doge said, his cock tenting the front of his toga as we reached the Great Vault.

No guards stood before it. I found that strange. Minx pulled her tongue away from my pussy, giving me a moment's respite, no doubt to peer through the slit and inspect the vault door. Her slender hips shook and shifted, her body trembling against my thighs.

The Vault had a large, steel door, square and plain. It stood out amid the ornate beauty of the foam-green walls of the palace. The Doge produced a key from about his neck, made of steel. It was thick and fit into the door's keyhole.

Metal clanked and rattled as he twisted it. “The door was dwarf-forged before the fall of Modan,” he explained. “Out of an alloy of steel that incorporates a twentieth of adamantium into the mix. Strong stuff. Behind the palace walls is more. The entire vault is lined with it, the panels secured together from the inside. A beautiful piece of craftsmanship. Took the dwarves a decade to construct and build.”

“Impressive,” I said, glad my cheeks cooled as the excitement died down in my pussy. It still itched and dripped, but I didn't have rapture rushing through my body.

The door swung open a heartbeat later. No handle twisted. It seemed to move on its own, a product of the dwarves' clever engineering. The room inside was large, lit by stones enchanted by a mage to glow forever, bathing the works of art in light. Statues lined the walls of the room, each more beautiful than the last. The artisans captured frozen moments of time in marble and granite. They appeared so lifelike, capable of springing to life and dancing through the room. On velvet cushions resting on plinths was jewelry studded in precious gems and made of gold or platinum. The wealth in the room staggered me. Paintings hung on the walls, works of the masters captured on canvas and hung in frames of gilded gold. Masterfully crafted weapons, armors made of gold, scepters of long-dead kings, and more, crowded the room.

At the center, a marble plinth held the broken hilt of the High King's sword, matching the pommel I had recovered from Murathi. My eyes locked on it. I walked into the vault, leaving behind the Doge, and crossed through the doorway.

Golden dust burst in front of me. A woman appeared floating before me, her violet eyes boring into mine. Large, purple-and-black butterfly wings flapped behind her, holding her aloft. She was nude, her pale skin glittering with specks of gold.

“A faerie,” I gasped.

“Siona is the Vault's guardian,” the Doge said. He turned his head towards the faerie. “These lovely ladies are my guests, Siona. For this visit.”

“As you command, Doge,” pouted the faerie. She fluttered away and landed on a golden throne, throwing her naked legs over the armrest and lounging on it. She stared at the ceiling.

“How do you have a faerie?” I gasped. They were a proud race. I had never heard of one serving a human.

“My secret,” he said. “Now this is true treasure. Look at all I have amassed. From across the world. These treasures are priceless.”

I nodded and moved to the plinth. Minx's head swiveled around, her hair brushing the lips of my pussy as I stopped before the plinth and stared at the hilt of the sword. I reached out and caressed the adamantium metal, stroking it.

High King Peter once gripped it.

“The prized possession of the Doge's of Raratha,” he breathed. “The centerpiece of my collection.” He pressed behind me. “Bend over, look at it. Examine its beauty up close. But do not pick it up.”

Greed burned in his voice. Sophia was right. He would never relinquish it. But I couldn't resist leaning over, studying it while he pressed into the back of my skirt. Minx shifted between my thighs, turning around. Her tongue licked through my pussy again and brushed my clit.

I moaned.

“Yes, yes, it excites me, too.” His hands pulled up my skirt and the hoops. They clinked together.

“Your excellency,” I gasped in shock, sudden fear seizing me.

Faoril moved before me and winked at me. Energy tingled around me. Minx gasped. What spell had the mage cast? I didn't know, but I trusted her. My skirt lifted higher and higher. Minx's tongue licked again, stirring through my folds, then she latched onto my clit.

“You are a vibrant woman,” breathed the Doge as he lifted the skirt and hoops over my ass, exposing Minx.

But he didn't say anything about finding a halfling between my thighs.

“My wealth excites you,” the Doge breathed.

The faerie rolled her eyes.

“It always excites women. They love my treasure. You want to possess it.” His naked cock rubbed at the entrance to my pussy. My fingers clenched on the plinth.

“Yes,” I breathed, my hips undulating as I stared at the hilt. I wanted it. I needed it.

“I can tell. You have been dripping wet, eager to see my treasure and experience its majesty.” His cock thrust into me. I groaned, my pussy clenching down on his girth. Minx's lips kept a firm grip on my clit, sucking and nibbling as his cock hammered my pussy. “Take in my treasure. Love it. Enjoy your taste of it.”

“I am,” I groaned, the pleasure racing through my body. His cock was long, reaching to the depths of my excited pussy.

I grunted every time he buried into my depths. My hips undulated and swiveled. I bit my lips, moaning my delight as he slammed over and over into my depths. He stirred me up. Such sweet delight burst through my body, combining with naughty Minx's lips sucking on my clit.

I stared at the hilt as he fucked me. I fantasized holding the reforged sword in my hand. My hair spilled about my face as I rocked back and forth, bucking into his thrusts. His flesh slapped into mine and echoed through the room.

Minx nipped my clit. “Pater's cock,” I groaned, my pussy clenching, my orgasm brewing.

“I know,” boasted the Doge. “You have never experienced its like.”

I had and better, but the excitement of the danger, Minx's mouth, and the Doge's cock exploded through me. The plinth rocked as I came. My moans echoed through the room. My eyes rolled back in my head as the pleasure rippled through me in hammering waves. Minx sucked harder, sparking more bliss through me while my pussy spasmed about the Doge's shaft.

He kept fucking me, his strokes growing harder and harder. He grunted with each one, savoring the juicy grip of my cunt. My vision fuzzed as I stared down at the hilt. I wanted to grab it and run from the palace. It would be so simple.

And he would know I stole it. He would hunt me down. Minx and Xera had to do it while I had an alibi.

My back arched. My breasts threatened to pop out of my bodice as the pleasure hammered through my body. I gasped and squirmed as my orgasm swelled through me. Minx's wonderful mouth kept it alive. She sucked and nibbled on my clit.

“Such a sweet cunt,” he growled. “You are wasted as a knight. You belong on the arm of a powerful man.”

“I am powerful,” I gasped, fantasies of holding the High King's sword over my head dancing  through my head. In them, the Doge knelt before me and begged to pleasure me. He would worship the High King's heir. “So powerful.”

My orgasm hit its peak. My vision fuzzed. In my fantasy, Sophia stood at my side as I held the High King's sword and stood triumphant over the dead dragon. I would win awe. I would be the greatest knight who ever lived.

“Yes!” I screamed.

The Doge grunted and slammed into my pussy. His cock erupted. His cum flooded into my excited pussy. I shuddered and licked my lips, letting the pleasure wash through me. My eyes squeezed shut as I imagined my glory.

Heir to the High King and his empire...

“What a beauty,” groaned the Doge as the final blast of his cum flooded my pussy. He pulled out of my cunt and let my skirt drop.

Minx sealed her mouth over my cunt and drank the Doge's jizz as it poured out. I shuddered and straightened, my eyes fluttering as the pleasure billowed through me. It was such a wonderful moment of release.

“You have an impressive collection,” I told the Doge.

“Thank you,” he laughed. “I love to show it off.” He patted my ass through the hoop skirt. “Tonight, I have other delights to show you. And tomorrow night, a feast in celebration of your beauty. You shall be my guest of honor.”

“How wonderful,” I groaned as Minx explored my cunt with her hungry tongue. “I look forward to it.”


Chapter Eighteen: The Catgirl's Claws

Minx

It had been so hot to suck on Angela's clit while the Doge fucked her. Faoril turning me invisible was genius. He never knew I was there. I fingered myself to a wonderful orgasm as I drank his jizz flooding out of Angela's cunt.

My excitement buzzed through me all the way to the Maiden's Dew Inn. I slipped inside and found the private dining room occupied by Xera and Thrak. The big orc lounged, a tankard of ale in his hand while Xera perched cross-legged on the table top.

“How did it go?” Thrak asked.

“Good and bad,” I admitted, my excitement dwindling. “I can pick the lock. Dwarven locks were once impossible, but since their kingdom fell, they haven't been making new ones and we figured out their old ones. But that's not the problem.”

“What is?”

“The faerie,” I sighed and quickly explained about Siona. “According to Faoril, Siona is being held prisoner in the Great Vault by a ring of iron runes hidden inside. They have to be destroyed or she will be trapped in there, forced to protect the treasure. And her magic will be...powerful. Faoril could handle her, but she'll be at the feast being held tomorrow night while we're breaking in.”

Xera's ears curled. “Hidden runes. You did not spot them?”

“My eyes are good but,” I grinned, “it's good you'll be with me. Your eyes are keener, elf.”

“They are.” Xera frowned, then suddenly turned her head to the open window. Her ears twitched and her eyes narrowed.

My heart hammered. I rushed to the window and jumped onto the sill, thrusting my head out. A small figure wrapped in rags darted down the alleyway behind the inn. I groaned, recognizing the slight figure.

“Who watched us?” Xera asked.

“Owl,” I groaned. “My thieving boss had me followed.”

“This is bad?” Thrak asked.

I nodded my head. “That wet bitch didn't trust me.” I turned to Thrak, outraged that Spray didn't believe my lies. “I don't know what she'll do, but Owl had to hear enough to figure out what we were talking about.”

Thrak's fierce face, pierced by bone, darkened.

~  *  ~

Acolyte Sophia

“Are you sure you'll be safe?” Angela asked as we strolled out of our quarters.

“Yes, yes,” I nodded. “Trust me, Mistress. I have a healing potion in case she claws me. But she won't kill me. I'm a guest of her master.”

Angela glanced at the waiting Chaun. “And why don't you let the bard try his seduction?”

“I think this calls for a lesbian's touch.” I licked my lips, my tongue piercing hard. “Trust me, I'll make her cum harder than Chaun. Plus, I have my dildo and a strap-on harness. No woman can resist fucking another. I'll give her pleasures she's never dreamed of.”

Angela frowned at me. She wore her armor again, abandoning the dress the moment we returned to our apartment. She hated the beautiful gown. It was a shame—she was gorgeous in it. Not to say she wasn't breathtaking in her martial dress, but it was nice to see her in feminine attire.

“I can do it,” Chaun insisted. “She's only toying with me.”

“Why take chances?” Faoril asked. “And don't worry, Angela, Chaun and I will be outside her quarters. Relaria won't harm Sophia much.”

I shivered. The prospect of being clawed, even cut, excited me. I had learned to enjoy pain from Angela. “See, relax.” I rose and kissed my taller lover, savoring her wet lips. “And you have fun with the Doge.”

Angela rolled her eyes. “I don't like bald men.”

“Just let him fuck you from behind,” I giggled. “Keep him busy while we attend to Relaria.”

“And you make the lamia purr.” Angela stroked my cheek. “Okay? Make her howl.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I beamed.

I strolled with Chaun and Faoril through the corridors, my pussy on fire. Relaria was a sexy woman. Her feline qualities excited me. I hoped her furry tail would caress my body. It looked as exciting as a feather duster. When we reached her quarters, my pussy dripped excitement down my thighs. I pulled out my potion, dildo, and harness from my pouch, then began to strip.

“Look away, Chaun,” I said as I loosened my robes.

He rolled his eyes. “I've seen you fuck every woman in our party, Sophia. Why the bashfulness?”

“Not bashfulness, just don't want you looking at my body. It's for women's eyes only.”

Chaun rolled his eyes but turned away and studied a painting of a nude woman, lush and wanton, hanging on the wall.

I slipped off my robe and handed it to Faoril. She folded it over her arm and gave me a smile. I nodded and took a deep breath, my hips writhing. I pressed my thighs together in a vain attempt to lesson the excitement brewing in my cunt. I grabbed the ivory handle and twisted.

Relaria's quarters were smaller than the apartment the Doge gifted Angela and me. It was cozy. Her bed lay before the opening onto her balcony, the fresh breeze ruffling across the blue sheets. The lamia lay on the bed, preening, her thighs pressed together, her tail swishing back and forth, and her ears twitching. They rose out of her red hair striped with bands of black.

“You're not Chaun,” she said, sitting up, her breasts jiggling. Her eyes hardened. “I wanted to play with Chaun.”

“But you'll love playing with me,” I purred as I walked to her. “And with my toy.”

Her eyes flicked to the dildo made from smooth, black marble. “Perhaps. But Chaun's the one who needs to please me.”

“How can a man please a woman more than a devotee of Saphique?” I asked, my small breasts jiggling as I walked to her bed. I licked my lips, flashing my tongue piercing. “When I devour your pussy, you'll explode.”

“And when I fuck you with the strap-on?”

“We'll both explode,” I winked, reaching her bed. I tossed the dildo and harness on it. “You'll cum harder on my lips than Chaun's cock.”

“And you think if you please me, I won't tell.”

“Absolutely,” I grinned. “You'll be too exhausted to do anything but praise my Goddess's name for my instruction in the sapphic arts.”

Her thighs parted, revealing her juicy pussy covered by fiery-red hair striped with black. A feline purr rose from her throat. She beckoned with a clawed finger as she shifted, her breasts jiggling. I crawled onto the bed and between her thighs, the tart musk of her pussy filling my nose.

I seized her thighs and pulled her closer. She slid on the silk sheets as I brought her pussy right to my lips. I started slow, teasing, licking through her striped pubic hair adorning her vulva, letting my tongue piercing tease her.

“Mmm, you are skilled,” she purred.

“Temple trained,” I winked.

I pressed my lips against her vulva, kissing and tasting her tart juices. I worked up and down her slit, brushing her labia and just avoiding her peeking clit. Her purr deepened as her tail brushed my naked tits. I sighed at the ticklish pleasure caressing my hard nipples, my pussy growing wetter.

I let my tongue slid through her pussy folds, a slow, languorous lick that made her body tremble. Her tart juices coated my tongue. My tongue piercing brushed her clit. She bucked and yowled, her tail flicking at my nipples faster.

“See the treat Saphique provides?” I moaned between licks of her folds. Each time my tongue probed deeper.

“You are skilled,” admitted the catgirl.

“I'm more than skilled. I'm amazing.” I wrapped my hands about her thighs, gripping them and pulling her pussy tight against my mouth.

My tongue flicked into the depths of her cunt. She was different inside than a woman. Her pussy walls were ribbed. My tongue flicked along her sheath, exploring her, letting my tongue piercing run across her ridges. Her thighs tightened about my face. Her hands seized my brown hair, holding tight.

Her hips undulated as her purring grew louder and louder. My tongue explored and caressed her. I made her wild with lust as her tail teased my nipples. Her soft fur radiated pleasure from my nipples to my pussy. I moaned into her snatch, adding more pleasure to her body.

“Las's cum,” the catgirl moaned while still purring. She never stopped as I devoured her tasty pussy.

The purr excited me. It matched her arousal. I read her like I could any woman, knowing when to lick and nuzzle, and when to nibble. I gave her what she needed, building her orgasm. She writhed while her fingers played through my hair, her claws brushing my scalp.

“Dyke slut,” she gasped. “Oh, you are better at eating pussy than Chaun. Oh, yes. Suck on my...yes, yes.”

Before she asked me to suck on her clit, my lips had moved. I latched on and pressed the hard end of my tongue stud against her sensitive bud. Her tail swished faster as her purr grew louder. Her body heaved and her breasts jiggled.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she yowled, her moans echoing through the room. “Las's cum, yes.”

Her fingers tightened in my hair as she erupted. Her juices flooded my hungry mouth. I drank them down. They washed over me. I savored them. I wanted to drown in their bliss. It was amazing. Wonderful. The juices spurted into my mouth as her pleasure increased. Her stomach clenched, arching her upright for a moment before she fell back on the bed.

I kept sucking, keeping her bliss alive. Her yowls and purrs filled the room with her pleasure. I never stopped caressing her clit with my tongue stud. I batted her nub. She came over and over, flooding my mouth again and again with her juices.

And then she had enough.

“You wonderful dyke,” she panted, sitting up, her slitted eyes burning. “Mmm, and now it's my turn to fuck you.”

“Yes,” I purred, grabbing my dildo and harness.

She strapped the marble toy to her groin, the black shaft thrusting at me, the base pressed over her clit. She smacked my ass as I rolled onto my hands and knees. I gasped, her claws biting into my butt-cheek, pain burning.

“Yes,” I moaned, my pussy clenching. “Fuck me.”

Her claws scratched down my ass, leaving behind strips of agony that excited me more. The pain mixed with my pleasure. It rushed through my mind, an addictive wave. She rubbed the dildo against my pussy and thrust.

“Holy Saphique, give life to my toy so I may give pleasure to all who love you,” I prayed.

“Pater's cock!” gasped the catgirl as she fucked my cunt.

The dildo hummed to life. She shuddered, her claws digging into my ass cheeks. Hot trickles ran across my butt-cheeks as her claws bit deep. The pain surged through me as the dildo's vibrations churned my pussy into ecstasy.

She fucked me hard, driving the dildo over and over into my pussy. My body shook as the vibrations rippled through me. My moans and gasps echoed through the room. I shuddered and heaved, my pussy spasming on her shaft as my orgasm rippled through me.

“Fuck me,” I screamed in bliss. “Saphique's hairless cunt, yes. Pound my pussy.”

“You naughty slut.” The catgirl's claws raked my back as she pounded me. I drank in the pain. My orgasm swelled. Ripples of bliss shot through me. “Oh, yes. This is amazing. My clit. Gods, yes. So wonderful.”

“I told you the truth,” I panted. “You will cum harder.”

“I will.”

Her purrs washed over me as my body spasmed and shuddered. My pussy convulsed on the dildo. Her claws scratched and raked my back. The agony transformed into intense rapture. I drowned in it. The world swam around me.

Time lost meaning. There was only the pain, the pleasure, and the purring.

I gasped and screamed as I drifted on a sea of ecstasy. Her thrust grew harder and harder. Her purrs mixed with her yowls. Her claws dug deeper, hurting me more. My skin rippled with sensations that raced about my body, ending at my aching nipples and dripping pussy.

“So good,” I screamed.

“You slut,” she gasped. “Oh, Gods, yes. This dildo. Las's cum, I've never felt the like.”

She buried the humming dildo into my depths. Her wailing cat-yowls screeched through the room. Her claws drew blood. It ran across my back and dripped down to my breasts. She joined me in ecstasy. We both screamed and gasped.

Then she collapsed on me.

“Gods, that was amazing,” I panted, my back and ass burning. I savored the pain. I wished Angela had claws to scratch me during sex. They were more intense than a human's fingernails.

“You were wonderful,” Relaria purred. She leaned down and licked my ear with a rough, sandy tongue.

“So you won't tell the Doge?” I panted as she climbed off of me and removed the harness.

She laughed. “I always planned on telling the Doge. But it was so wonderful of you to pleasure me.”

“What?” I demanded, my back burning as I sat up. “You can't. What about our deal?”

“I lied.” She snagged a silk robe and pulled it on as she walked to the door. Anger surged in me. How dare the bitch. I struggled to get up, ignoring the fire burning across my back every time I shifted. I planted my feet on the ground.

“No, you won't tell him. I pleased you, bitch. I made you cum.”

“So hard,” she hissed. “So many times.” She yanked open the door.

Faoril stood on the other side, her face hard. “I did not want to do this.”


Chapter Nineteen: The Mage's Regret

Journeyman Mage Faoril – The Free City of Raratha

“Sounds like Sophia's enjoying herself,” I smirked.

Chaun winced. “She enjoys pain more than I.”

I snorted. I glanced at the door, Sophia and Relaria's gasps and moans emanating through the dark-green wood of the lamia's apartment in the Saltspray Palace. The slap of flesh, the creak of a bed. It was hot, passionate sex. The lamia fucked Sophia hard.

My stomach twisted. My hand slid down to the book in my robe's pocket. If Sophia failed to convince Relaria with her nubile body, then the lamia bard would turn in Chaun to the Doge. A disgraced bard with a bounty on his head should not be presenting himself to one of the most powerful men in the world.

“So good,” screamed Sophia.

“You slut,” yowled Relaria, screeching like a cat. “Oh, Gods, yes. This dildo. Las's cum, I've never felt the like.”

Sounded like Sophia was working her magic. I sighed, my hand moving away from the book. I had sucked Chaun's cock for nothing. I licked my lips. No, sucking a cock was never a waste of time. I savored the salty flavor lingering in my mouth.

“I thought I had her convinced, too,” Chaun said, his face brooding. It only enhanced the handsome, human face he wore. “I made her cum hard. I fucked her until she screamed. She was toying with me.”

I glanced back at the door. Sophia knew how to please a woman. “She'll do it.”

“I hope so.”

I hoped so, too. I did not want to—

Sophia shrieked inside the room. “I pleased you, bitch. I made you cum.”

“Pater's cock,” I groaned. And then my face hardened. I had no choice. We needed to get into the Great Vault. I would attain the black robes. My hands clenched as I seized my magic. I understood Fireeyes's theory.

“So hard,” Relaria hissed. “So many times.” She yanked the door open.

“I did not want to do this,” I growled and unleashed my magic.

~  *  ~

Acolyte Sophia

My back and ass throbbed from Relaria's claws. I let her fuck me hard. She hurt me. Such wonderful pain. And now that she had cum, had her fun, she would get Chaun into trouble? Relaria's tail swished as she yanked open the door and came face-to-face with Faoril.

My skin tingled as Faoril unleashed her magic. I opened my mouth to protest. We couldn't kill her. Relaria was a conniving bitch, but she didn't deserve to die by Faoril's magic. Relaria stumbled back. Her tail swished back and forth and her cat-like ears twitched. She didn't fall on the floor, scream in pain, or do anything but stretch her back, her slim ass swaying.

“Go to bed,” Faoril commanded. “Don't leave this room without my permission.”

“Okay,” Relaria said, her words a monotone, dull, all her passion gone. She turned around, licking her lips. Then, as she walked past me, she licked at her sharp claws and purred.

My jaw dropped. Then I rounded on Faoril. “What did you do to her?”

“Dominated her,” Faoril answered. “She's my...” She frowned, searching for the word.

“Slave?” The pain burned across my back as I marched to her. “What kind of magic is that?”

“Life,” she answered, her voice light. “I'm holding her mind. I can control her.”

My eyes flicked to the many pockets of her robe. My stomach sank. “You didn't learn it from that vile book? “

“I did.” Faoril arched an eyebrow and her nose piercing flashed. “Fireeyes's methods are reprehensible, but knowledge should never be wasted.”

“Wasted?” I pointed at Relaria as she curled into a ball on her bed, her ears twitching. “You turned her into your marionette. That's horrible.”

“Look at your back and ass, she clawed you up.” Heat burned in Faoril's voice. “She toyed with Chaun. She'll ruin everything. Should I have killed her?”

I opened my mouth, then closed it. “No. But, that book's evil. He was evil. And, well...you're controlling her. You could make her do anything.”

“I won't do that.” Faoril moved forward and hugged me. “I don't like it either. I can feel her in my mind. Her will... It's so fragile. A delicate, spun glass figurine. If I clench too hard, it will shatter and she'll...” Faoril shuddered. “It is evil. Seductive. I could make her...” She squeezed her eyes shut and shook her head.

“Sorry,” I said then hugged her, my heart breaking.

Faoril stiffened, her hands brushing my scratches. “You're bleeding, Sophia.”

“It was amazing,” I said, savoring the pain. “Even if she was a bitch.”

“Yes, she is,” Chaun said, walking up, holding my white robe.

My cheeks reddened. “I'm naked, Chaun, turn around. Don't look at me.”

Faoril snorted with laughter. “You are such a silly slut. Go drink your healing potion. Angela will not be happy to have your ass scratched up.”

“No, she would want to do it herself.”


Chapter Twenty: The Orc's Dominance

Minx

“What are you going to do?” I asked, swallowing as I stared up at the abandoned tower Spray and the rest of my gang used for their lair. It was near the fishing docks, the poorest section of Raratha. I had avoided the question on the rush from the inn. After we caught Owl, my fellow halfling thief, spying on us as we talked about the robbery, Thrak sprang into action.

“Explain to Spray the situation,” Thrak growled. The orc barbarian loomed over me, a monolith of a man. I was used to being dwarfed by everyone, but Thrak made the humans seem tiny. Even tall and graceful Xera was a slim willow tree compared to the orc.

It was so clear to me. He would kill Spray, and maybe Owl and the rest. My stomach twisted. I wanted to leave Spray, not see her dead. The nixie had been the common-law wife to me and the other halflings.

“Xera,” I whispered.

She smiled down at me. A reassuring expression on her face. I took a deep breath. Adel, the redheaded elf, had a plan: let Angela and her group reforge the High King's sword then steal it. A scam that would see me rich. If Spray had to die, I would cry, but she should have trusted me when I lied to her.

“She's at the top floor,” I said. “She's cunning and crafty. If we don't deal with her, she'll betray us.”

“I know how to deal with her,” Thrak growled through thick lips. The swarthy, ferocious orc kicked in the door. The rotten wood split into three pieces and a cloud of splinters. The wood clattered on the floor and he charged in, Xera at his heels.

I swallowed and followed.

Thrak barreled up the stairs. His heavy footsteps thudded and echoed. He made no attempt at stealth or subtlety. And he moved so fast. He took the stairs three at a time. The wooden stairs creaked and groaned, threatening to collapse beneath his bulk. Xera danced behind him, her green hair flowing about her naked body. She moved with grace I envied. I wished I could step as light or with such dexterity.

It was hard for me to keep up. I lagged farther and farther behind. I couldn't take the stairs as fast as Thrak, my legs too short. My heart labored in my chest as my bare feet slapped rotten wood. At the top of the tower, he burst through another rotten door. My fellow halflings screamed in alarm as Thrak let out a bellowing roar.

“Spray!”

Such rage. He would rip her apart. Why did you have to be so nosy, Spray? If you had trusted me and let me slip away without you realizing it, you wouldn't be dead. You could still steal and live with your harem of halfling thieves.

I reached the top floor. Thrak strode towards Spray. Flit and Giggles darted at him with flashing knives. I winced. Giggles was the best with a knife. She moved so fast, dancing around men while giggling with her sweet voice as she pricked them.

Giggles darted in at Thrak, dancing and—

Thrak's swarthy arm was a blur as it shot out and caught Giggles's wrist in his massive grip. He hauled her into the air. Her giggles died. He squeezed. She dropped her knife with a squeal of pain. Then he threw her to the side. Flit stood frozen before him. She glanced at her knife, then at him. Then back at her knife. She dropped it and scampered out of his way.

“Fight him,” Spray gasped as she backed away, her body trembling.

Thrak turned and seized me. His hand was broad enough to wrap half-way around my waist. He lifted me into the air with no effort and held me before Spray. I couldn't look my thieving boss in the eye.

“She is mine,” the orc snarled. “I have claimed her.” Thrak set me before him, lifted his kilt, and thrust his massive cock at my lips. His hand held my head, pulling me to his dick. A bone ring pierced the tip. Precum leaked out. He rubbed his cock on my mouth.

Not sure what else to do, I opened my mouth and sucked on the tip. His dick was thicker than Spray's. My little, halfling mouth couldn't open wide enough to swallow it. But I could suck on the tip and run my tongue over it, tasting his salty precum and brushing his piercing. His precum coated my tongue and flowed into my mouth.

“I have claimed her,” the orc bellowed. “Do you understand?”

“I...I...” Spray stammered.

“You do not want to cross Thrak of the Red Eye Orcs,” Xera purred, her voice sultry. The elf stood beside us. Her hand reached out, stroking through my metallic-red hair.

I shuddered at her touch.

“Her body, her cunt, is mine,” Thrak growled.

I let out a moan. He was so powerful. My bronze hands wrapped about his brown-red cock. I stroked it with both hands, struggling to grasp his girth. My pussy itched between my thighs, flooding my leather britches. I probed my tongue into his slit, gathering more of his precum.

Thrak growled his enjoyment.

“Watch as I prove she is mine, Spray,” Thrak growled. “You will sit there and not look away. You need to understand how thoroughly I own her now.”

“Okay,” Spray squeaked. I had never heard the nixie sound so scared. Nothing phased her.

Except a barbaric orc who could rip her apart with the slightest effort.

“Gewin's cock.” The orc's hand tightened on my head. “Love my cock, slut. I own you. Show your nixie wife who you belong to now. Whose dick you love.”

“Such a magnificent cock, isn't it, nixie?” Xera purred. “Far bigger than yours.”

“Answer her,” groaned Thrak.

“Y-yes.”

Spray's squeaking gasps only made me more excited. My hips shifted as I stood before Thrak. Like Adel, his cock was at the perfect height for me to suck. I lavished it with my tongue while I stroked him up and down. My pussy dripped with excitement. His would be the biggest cock I had ever taken.

I couldn't wait to feel it ream my cunt.

My cheeks hollowed as I sucked hard. His cum leaked into my mouth, coating my lips and tongue. I groaned in pure delight. His breath quickened. I stared up at his bulky body, his muscles rippling as his body moved, pleasure contorting his fierce face.

I pleased the orc. I took pride in it. I normally preferred hermaphrodites, thanks to Spray, but there was something so primal about the orc. Traveling with Angela's group would provide so many interesting opportunities.

“Suck harder, slut,” Thrak commanded. “Draw out my cum. You want it. I can tell.”

“I do,” I panted between sucks. “So badly. Such a wonderful cock.”

“Better than Spray's?” Xera purred. Her hips shifted out of the corner of my eye. She turned, her thighs sticky with her excitement. My eyes trailed up her body, loving the greenish cast to her skin, her large breasts, her hard nipples.

I wanted to bury myself in her big breasts. I couldn't wait until she went into heat and sprouted a cock.

“That's it, slut,” growled Thrak. “Worship your new boss's dick. You're part of my crew now.”

“Uh-huh,” I panted, then fucked my small tongue into his slit. He groaned and shuddered.

“Gewin's mighty cock.”

Cum erupted, squirting around my tongue plugging his slit and splashing on my lips and chin. He pulled my head back; his second squirt splashed across my face, marking me. I licked my lips, letting it coat my face. It poured off of me. It dripped down my chin and cheeks. Wonderful, hot, salty jizz.

Such an amazing treat.

I licked my lips and shuddered. I smeared the cum into my skin. It coated me. I turned, watching Spray, her blue cheeks darkened by embarrassment, her cock small, wilted, emasculated. A hot thrill shot through me as I reveled in the orc's jizz.

“So good, Thrak,” I gasped. “I'm yours.”

“Every part of you,” Thrak growled. “Kneel. It is time for you to give me your cunt.”

“Yes, Thrak,” I moaned, impressed the orc could go again after cumming. He was so virile, maybe I shouldn't be surprised.

Xera squirmed over me as I knelt on my hands and knees. Then she knelt beside me and pulled down my leather britches. Her soft fingers ran through my shaved slit. I shuddered, my eyes rolling into my head at her soft touch. She brought her finger to her lips and licked.

Her ears twitched. “Lavender. How delicious.”

“Uh-huh,” I panted. “And you taste like flowers.” I licked my cum-covered lips, remembering.

“Please her, too,” Thrak growled. “You made my elf wet.”

“So wet,” Xera groaned as she moved before me.

Thrak knelt behind me. I was so small beneath him. His dick barely touched my ass. I trembled, my breasts jiggling in the band of cloth tied about them. I shivered and shifted my hips, my pussy growing wetter and wetter. Xera's pussy was before me. I leaned down and took a lick, savoring her flowery juices mixed with Thrak's cum staining my lips.

“Watch, Spray,” Thrak growled and seized my hips. He turned me so my side profile faced Spray, giving her a good view of my impending fuck. It forced Xera to squirm on the ground to get in front of me again. “Watch my cock claim your female. I want you to hear her scream as she cums over and over on my shaft.”

“You don't have to do this,” Spray groaned. “She's yours. I understand.”

“No, you don't,” Thrak growled and thrust.

“Pater's massive dick,” I screamed as his cock buried into my small pussy. “Cernere's stealthy fingers, yes!

I had taken big shafts before, including Spray's, but Thrak stretched my cunt to its limit. My head shot up from Xera's pussy. A pain so sweet shot through my snatch. My flesh stretched and stretched. My eyes widened. I trembled as more and more of his cock slid into my dripping cunt. I groaned, a mix of pain and ecstasy. The agony became rapture then pain then bliss. Back and forth, over and over, switching between the extremes. My body trembled as his cock rubbed my flesh, igniting my nerves. Sensations flooded my body.

“He's so big. I've never... Gods, what a cock. You're stretching me out, Thrak. Slata's hairy cunt.”

Thrak's balls smacked my clit. My small body took every inch of his cock. I looked beneath me, past my dangling breasts, to my stomach. My bronze skin bulged with his dick. I shuddered and clamped my pussy down on him.

“Fuck me,” I begged, my hips moving, needing more pleasure. Ecstasy roared through my pussy. “Fuck me hard, Thrak!”

My words echoed through the room. Every halfling stared at me, their jaws dropped, their eyes wide, and their hips shifting. Flit, Owl, Giggles, Quick, Mouse, and Kitty all envied me. They knew Spray's cock was nothing compared to the ecstasy of Thrak's.

“Pound me!” I begged, shifting my hips, stirring his massive dick through my pussy. I drank in all the sweet pleasure.

Thrak drew back, his cock sliding through my over-stuffed pussy. I trembled, more pleasure rushing through my body. And then he thrust forward, knifing his dick into my depths. His balls smacked hard into my clit, sparking pleasure through me.

“Lick me,” Xera moaned, seizing my hair and pulling me to the folds of her pussy.

I licked and nuzzled at the elf's cunt while my eyes flicked over to Spray. She squirmed, hunched over, her lips bloodless, her eyes wide. She couldn't look away from my small body shuddering as the orc ravished me.

I groaned into Xera's pussy. My tongue flailed through her folds. I couldn't think about pleasing her. I just acted. The cock thrusting in and out of my pussy was too much for my small body. The pleasure he churned drowned my senses. Intoxication gripped me.

I pressed my face into Xera's cunt, savoring the heat of her flesh on my lips as Thrak's thrusts rocked me on my hands and knees. His thrusting dick buried over and over into my cunt. The pleasure swelled and swelled. Pain still flared, mixing with the rapture, increasing the heights of my bliss. I groaned and moaned, my words muffled by the elf's snatch.

My first orgasm exploded through me.

“That's it,” snarled Thrak as my pussy spasmed about his thrusting cock. “You love my cock.”

I screamed out in wordless joy. The world spun about me. Only Thrak and Xera anchored me to reality. The friction increased. His dick slammed so hard into me. He was so strong and virile. Every thrust only increased the pleasure bursting out of my pussy. I hugged Xera's thighs with my tiny arms, my hips wiggling, swirling, increasing my pleasure.

The heat rushed through my body. Over and over. Orgasm after orgasm crashed through my tiny body. I trembled on my hands and knees. His balls smacked over and over into my clit. Every thwack burst joy inside my body.

Ecstasy became my universe.

My entire body burst with rapture. Bliss whipped through my mind. I kept licking and tonguing Xera as my world shrank to Thrak's cock. Thrusting, pulling, and thrusting again. My pussy spasming about it. My juices squirting around his girth and flooding down my thighs.

And the pleasure his dick churned... Primal. Raw. Overwhelming.

He grunted above me. He growled. The words were meaningless. Xera bucked and moaned, her own sweet voice adding to the symphony that washed through my senses. Nothing made sense to me any longer but the dick hammering my tiny cunt.

Hot juices washed over my mouth. I drank them down, hardly registering the flowery flavor.

Thick, hot spurts bathed my pussy. The orc roared. I swam in the darkness of rapture. My pussy milked his cock. My body spasmed and quaked. I trembled. My entire body became numb with bliss. The darkness swallowed me and swaddled me with ecstasy.

Such wonderful, sweet ecstasy.

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

I scooped Minx into my arms. The halfling had a huge smile across her pussy-and-cum-stained lips. She trembled, her light body spasming as her orgasms still fluttered through her. Thrak's jizz poured out of her stretched-open cunt. Her eyes fluttered.

“You came hard,” I said in a whisper.

Thrak stood, his kilt falling down to his knees. He marched on Spray. “Do you understand your place now, nixie?”

“Y-yes,” Spray squeaked, curled into a ball, her sea-green hair plastered about her trembling face.

“And if I discover you've betrayed what your cunt overheard...” Thrak seized her by the neck and lifted the nixie without effort. “I will find you. I will break you. Understand?”

“Y-yes. P-please. I won't tell. She's yours. Don't hurt me. P-please.” Tears poured down her cheeks. I wanted to say something, to give her comfort, to let her know that she was in no real danger. Thrak merely acted.

But I held my tongue. Everything he worked for would have been ruined.

“Good.” He let her go and turned, stalking through the room, leaving the nixie to sob.

I followed after. Minx shifted in my arms. Her small lips brushed my nipple, then the halfling female latched on, sucking on it, a comforting gesture as her body still hovered between ecstasy and unconsciousness.

Thrak had used her body hard. It had almost been brutal, but Minx had screamed her joy the entire time. He had pressed the little halfling to her limits and beyond. The smile playing on her lips proved how much she loved it.

I walked down the steps after Thrak. He didn't take them three at a time. He no longer hurried. We walked down out of the tower and into the twilight of Raratha. My eyes sought out the Saltspray Palace. Tomorrow night, Minx and I would break into the Great Vault, steal the piece of the High King's sword, and slip out to the pirate's ship. In a day or two, Angela and the rest would join us. Then the Doge would be unaware Angela and the others in the palace had any complicity in the robbery.

“How did you know to cow her like that?” I asked, moving to walk beside Thrak.

“That is how you dominate a rival,” Thrak laughed. “You fuck his woman before him and make her cum like your whore. She's a hermaphrodite. I figured the principal would be the same. Emasculate, cow, and terrorize. By the time she stops pissing herself, we will have the pommel and be out of Raratha.”

“You did make an impression,” I nodded. “I think Minx feared you would kill her.”

“But you didn't?”

“You are not a killer, Thrak.”

He glanced down at his hands. “We both know that is a lie.” The orc clenched his fists.

“No. You are a warrior. You fight when you have to. You don't throw life away unnecessarily. The fact you hate the violence only proves me correct.”

Thrak grunted.

Minx shifted. Her lips sucked harder. I stared at her. It was easy to think of her as a child thanks to her stature, but a child did not have breasts so round as hers. My hand shifted my grip on her body, brushing the bottom slopes of her breasts. She had such an innocent face.

Her sapphire eyes popped open. They were a vibrant blue, almost metallic like her skin and hair. “I can't believe how hard he fucked me,” Minx moaned. “When you have a cock, will you fuck me as hard?”

My clit throbbed. “No. I don't think anyone could fuck you as hard as Thrak.”

“Good,” Minx groaned. “It was amazing! But I feel so sore and exhausted. I don't think I could take that cock regularly.”

“Only when your flower has blossomed.”

Minx blinked. “Huh?”

“Only when you are ready,” I laughed. “Flowers blossom when they are ready.”

“Yes,” Minx smiled. She nuzzled against my nipple. “You have such wonderful tits, Xera. So big and beautiful.”

“Thanks.”

She closed her eyes and her breathing slowed. Her face relaxed into sleep and became even more innocent, the devious squint to her eyes vanishing. She became open. It made her more beautiful. I leaned down and kissed her brow.

“You'll need your rest. We're doing the impossible tomorrow.”


Chapter Twenty-One: The Doge's Party

Thrak

The Nimborgoth grew dark as wine as the sun set, the wait to break into the palace over. I had done little but fret since my confrontation with Spray last night. The waves crashed against the cliff. I stood in the cove; brawny sailors from Thyrna's ship waited beside the longboat that would carry us to the pirate's vessel.

I could see her holding station on the horizon. I could feel Thyrna's hungry eyes on me from this distance, watching me with the clever spyglasses ship captains favored, even the pirates. So far, she had delivered on her end of the bargain.

“It's time,” Minx said, “the feast should be beginning.”

Xera nodded. Her green hair was tied behind her to stay out of the way as she climbed. Minx's short hair needed no such attention. The breeze gusted off the waves. I stared up at the palace high above. The dark rocks of the bluff were slicked by the ocean spray.

“Cernere's nimble hands guide you,” I grunted, invoking the goddess of crime's name. I had never prayed to her. Orcs didn't worship thievery.

“Of course she will,” Minx giggled. “She loves me.”

I snorted. I bet she did.

Minx and Xera grasped the bluff's craggy face. They both climbed swiftly. I watched their progress as they ascended, moving back and forth as they followed the best handholds up the cliff. Neither took quite the same path. The difference in height gave both different advantages and difficulties. As night descended, my neck craned higher and higher to watch their progress to the palace above.

I stood my vigil and waited with the pirates.

~  *  ~

Knight-Errant Angela

I absolutely hated wearing the dress. It differed from the one I wore yesterday. This one was a light-blue, my red hair contrasting with the color. A gift from the Doge for spending the night with him. I had relented, allowing Sophia to pleasure Relaria while the Doge was out of the way.

The Doge was not a terrible lover, I did have a few orgasms, but he was not what I liked in a man. He was too soft, pudgy from sloth. His toga hid it well, but once naked, he had no firm muscles to grip, no strength to take me hard.

“You look beautiful, Mistress,” Sophia sighed as I smoothed the ruffled layers of skirt over the frame of hoops. It made my dress puff out around me, turning me into a bell. And it was heavy and restrictive.

How did people dance in this?

Instead of boots, I wore slippers. I glanced at my armor and sword on my bed, my shield leaning against the wall next to my packed saddlebags. I felt naked. I trembled. Right now, Xera and Minx were climbing up the side of the cliff. I needed to be at the party, having fun, with no cares, not worrying.

How could I do that? What if they were caught? What if they failed to break into the Vault? We needed the sword.

Sophia moved to me. She wore her snowy robes, her dark-brown hair falling about her lovely face. She cupped my face, stroking my chin. I wore cosmetics, rouge on cheeks, dye on my lips, powdery shadows on my upper eyelids. They covered my face and every movement reminded me of their presence. It felt so unnatural.

I wanted to scrub it off.

“You are so beautiful,” Sophia said. She leaned up and kissed me on the mouth.

I closed my eyes, savoring her love. My heart sped up and not because of my nervousness. For a moment, my fears vanished. And then she broke the kiss, and they rushed back at me. Sophia smiled at me. “I'll be with you. We'll be there together, with Faoril and Chaun, having a good evening. No one will know that we had anything to do with it.”

“I know,” I said.

“So put on a big smile,” she said. “Because I hear there are wicked entertainments to be had. The Doge has procured exotic creatures to pleasure his guests. There might be something for us to enjoy, a new delight we have never tasted.”

“And being fucked will make us look like we're having fun,” I said.

“Exactly,” she nodded.

Faoril and Chaun joined us as we strolled out of our room and into the hallway. Chaun wore a ruffled doublet and an embroidered codpiece that drew eyes to his groin. He grinned and bowed, his eyes hungry on me.

“You are ravishing, Lady Knight.”

My cheeks warmed. “Thank you, Master Bard.” I gave a polite incline of my head, like a proper lady.

I took Sophia's proffered arm, escorting her like any proper knight would escort her lady love, even if I wore a dress instead of something more practical. The fabric swished as I walked towards the growing music. We were joined by others, women in similar dresses while their men wore far simpler togas. A riot of different color dresses greeted us as we stepped into the hall. Relaria, under Faoril's orders, played her music with all her normal passion.

I did not like what the mage did to the lamia, but I saw the necessity. Dominating her mind was still a vile thing to do. It was hideous to rob a creature of its will.

Clumps of noblemen surrounded the exotic delights brought by the Doge. My heart fluttered in excitement as a snarling warg from the Lesh-Ke Mountains, its blood-red eyes burning, fucked a young serving girl only just turned eighteen, the monster's strokes powerful, the maid's moans loud and lusty.

A hot itch squirmed my hips as my eyes flashed around the room. A proud centaur strutted through the halls, a flock of young noblewomen trailing after him, gushing over the size of his cock dangling beneath his body. He was large, his human torso powerfully built, rising from a black-furred body. He was almost as big as my charger Midnight.

“Oh, my, that cock, Sophia,” I groaned.

“Look over there,” gasped Sophia. “The Doge acquired a sphinx. Look at her breasts. They're gorgeous.”

“Uh-huh,” I said, my head following the centaur and his mighty cock. It was so thick, bigger than my arm. “What would that feel like?”

“Oh, go fuck the centaur,” Sophia sighed. She gave me a quick kiss. “I want to find out if a Sphinx's tongue is as amazing as I've heard.”

“Sure.” I licked my lips and followed the other young women following the centaur. How had the Doge brought one here? They were said to dwell in the lands far to the east on the Great Steppe, a sea of endless grass where they roamed free in herds. As a child, I had devoured tales from the exotic lands of the east and its foreign countries: the continent spanning Oppain Empire, and the mysterious Shogunate. Places of strange races and delights not to be found here.

That cock must be one of them.

“Oh, your coat is so sleek,” gushed a young woman, her small breasts almost exposed by the plunging neckline of her dress. “I would love to ride you, noble centaur.”

“You mean, you would love to be ridden,” another young woman laughed. “I know I would.”

“Yes,” I purred, marching forward as the centaur stopped before a velvet-covered stand. A block for a woman to lay on and enjoy the centaur's cock.

“It's the knight,” a maiden said, her bluish face blushing scarlet as I passed.

“Knight?” rumbled the centaur, glancing at me. A smile crossed his lips. “A warrior woman in silks. Did you lose a bet, woman?”

“I wouldn't call it a loss if I get to experience that cock,” I moaned.

The centaur laughed; his chest, a deep, golden brown, shook. He was as broad-shouldered as Thrak, but with the height of his equine half, he towered over me. His voice boomed around me and the other women of the court interested in feeling the satisfaction of his cock.

“Like all your race, you grow dewy and desire to feel our cocks thrusting into you,” the centaur said. “That's why we stole your females and claimed them as ours, made them a part of our herd.”

“You are all male?” I moaned. “Sons of Las?”

“As you call him in your lands,” he nodded. “But my mother foaled me, and she was as human as you.”

He knelt his forelegs, lowering his body to mine. He reached out and seized my hand. His thumb rubbed across my hand. “Calloused by strife. Why do you wear this mummer's farce?”

“My dress?”

“You wear it with discontent. That, and the paint smeared on your face.” His hands moved to my skirt. “These restrict you. Keep you from moving. From fighting and fucking.” His powerful arms yanked down. The expensive fabric ripped and the metal harness tore off of me. It fell to a mangled pile about my feet, leaving me bare from the waist down. His hands slid around, grabbing my naked ass and pulling me against his muscular chest. The fur where his smooth skin met horse hide tickled at my clit. “There. Now you are free.”

“Yes,” I moaned and kissed him hard, passionate. I thrust my tongue into his mouth while my breasts heaved in the remnants of my dress.

The women gasped and cooed, marveling at his strength. Their words were a buzz, barely heard over the fires burning between my thighs. Sophia was right. I needed to have fun and enjoy myself. No one will suspect my involvement in the theft. Xera and Minx would not fail.

His strong fingers pried at my asscheeks. His fingers dipped in as he kissed me back with hunger. He groaned into my kiss. His fingers brushed my sphincter, teasing me. I shuddered and humped harder against his wiry fur, loving how it tickled my body. A thick finger, bigger than the Doge's cock, rammed into my asshole.

“Yes,” I gasped, my pussy clenching as he fingered my asshole, claiming it. My hands roamed the hard muscles of his human torso. So different from the Doge's pudgy body. My juices trickled out of me, matting his fur. “I want you to ram that cock into my cunt.”

“You smell wet enough,” he growled into my ear.

“More than wet enough,” I hissed as my asshole clenched on his finger.

He lifted me up with ease, rising to his full height. I clung to him, savoring the burning pleasure radiating from my bowels as he still fingered me. He carried me to the padded stand and placed me on my back, my legs spread wide. He rose to his height, his finger slipping out of my ass.

And my eyes locked on that wonderful, thick, pink cock. It throbbed beneath him, the tip leaking precum. The crown was blunt like a fist. My pussy clenched. He would tear me open and I would scream with bliss.

“Fuck me,” I hissed, fumbling at the laces of my bodice, eager to spill out my naked tits and enjoy the power of his hard thrusts. “Ram that cock deep into my cunt, Centaur. I want to spar with your weapon.”

He roared, almost like a horse's neigh, in pure delight. He moved over me, his hooves stamping. The buzz from the watching women grew expectant. I glanced at them, their bluish cheeks stained scarlet with excitement. More than a few shifted their hips in their dresses as their pussies grew molten.

“She's really going to fuck him.”

“What a brave knight.”

“I would faint. Look at the size of him.”

“But the pleasure. Sweet Rithi's tits, the pleasure.”

“Imagine it in you.”

“He would tear me in half.”

“But it would be glorious.”

I knew it would be. I reached behind me and grasped his thick dick. It burned in my hand with his passion. I guided it to my pussy. I glanced around the room. Faoril had discovered the warg, watching with the other women, no doubt keen to take a measurement of its cock, and Sophia had the sphinx's attention, licking her lips as the creature's mammoth tits heaved before her.

And then the cock thrust forward. My back arched as the cock entered me. My nipples brushed the rough fur of the centaur's belly. The wiry hairs caressed my nipples. The pleasure shot down to my pussy. I gasped as my flesh wanted to clench on his invading cock.

“Pater's cock,” I screamed out, my eyes closing. More and more of my pussy stretched around his cock. It didn't so much dive into my pussy as bludgeon its way in. The centaur thrust over and over, working his cock deeper and deeper into my flesh. “Sweet Slata's hairy cunt, he's in me.”

“She took his cock to the root,” gasped a young woman watching.

The centaur's hairy balls smacked into my ass. I reached up, stroking his soft fur as I trembled on the table. My thighs wrapped around his flanks, holding him tight. And then the centaur rode me, thrusting hard, working his dick in and out of my body as I buried my face into his fur and smelled the equine musk.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I gasped, bucking hard into the centaur's thrusts. “Ram that dick into my depths. Oh, yes. Don't be gentle. Fuck me with your weapon.”

“What a filly you would make,” growled the centaur. “I should carry you off back to my herd. My prize. What a wonderful filly you would make in my harem.”

My eyes widened. It was so tempting. His cock was amazing. “You would never succeed. I'm too strong for you. I would fight you off.”

“You would,” he groaned, his heavy balls smacking over and over into my ass. “What a filly.” He neighed as he plowed me. My back slid on the stand. His muscles writhed beneath my thighs as he thrust his wonderful cock into me.

I stroked his fur and rubbed my cheek into his belly. I breathed in his musk as my pussy burned around his cock. He slammed so deep into me. So thick. Sophia's fist wasn't as thick as his cock. My eyes rolled back into my head.

“Pater's cock,” I screamed as my orgasm burst through me. “Sophia, the centaur's fucking me so hard.”

The world spun around me. The watching women's faces blurred together while their gasps of excitement spurred the power of my orgasm. It swelled higher and higher in me, threatening to drown me in bliss. I embraced it, letting it flow through me. Such sweet abandon seized me. I never wanted to let it go.

And he kept fucking me. He neighed and snorted, savoring my spasming flesh massaging his cock. I bucked into his thrusts, meeting his balls. Meaty thwacks echoed. My nipples and clit rubbed against his fur, adding more bliss to my pleasure.

“Keep fucking me. Cum in me. I want to feel your cum gush out of my cunt.”

“Yes,” he neighed, his voice so deep. He snarled something in a foreign tongue, his words harsh and beautiful all at the same time.

His cock erupted. It wasn't a flood like other men I had been with. It was a deluge. The cum squirted hard against my cervix. My eyes widened. It almost stung with the force of his jizz. And there was so much. It gushed around his cock and ran down to my asshole. From the first blast.

And he kept cumming. His large, heavy balls spilled the cum of a dozen men into me in the space of a few heartbeats. Blast after blast gushing into my pussy than pouring out of me like the mighty Tingul into the Nimborgoth.

My toes curled as I savored the bliss of his cock. I shuddered and spasmed beneath him. I stroked his fur and savored every wonderful moment of his orgasm and mine. I drank in the pleasure as his thick cock throbbed inside my depths.

And then the applause roared.

“Lady knight,” cheered the young women watching, their eyes moist with passion, their lips licking hungrily. They all envied my courage to take the centaur's massive cock.

I smiled at them as I burned with bliss. The centaur pulled his cock out of me. More cum gushed out of my pussy, forming a puddle on the floor. I stood up, my legs shaky, but I was strong, blessed by Gewin, a warrior. I stood in the remnants of my dress and savored the women's excitement. We were all the same age, but they seemed like children to me.

Even Sophia had matured past these gossiping chicks.

“Do any of you have the courage to fuck him?” I asked, a smirk on my face.

~  *  ~

Minx

Xera's ears twitched as we leaned against the seafoam-green stone of the Saltspray Palace. A window, covered by a gauzy curtain, pierced the wall right above us. The elf nodded her head and motioned it was safe. I popped up and slithered through the window into an empty room. A servant's quarters on the first floor of the palace, small, cramped with furniture. Based on the decorations, two women shared the room, their beds on opposite sides of the room.

Xera ghosted in after me. The elf made no noise as she slipped across the room to the door. I was glad to have her with me. I had keen senses, but the elf could hear a mouse fart on the other side of the palace. She listened for a moment, her eyes closed, then twisted the handle and opened the door.

We didn't speak to each other. We knew the plan. I took the lead, Xera padding at my side. I glanced at her. Her ears constantly twitched, her senses active, on the alert for any traffic. My heart thudded in my chest. We were robbing the Great Vault. No thief in the history of Raratha had the boldness of Cernere to attempt this. If we were caught, we would be hung.

Xera tapped my shoulder, then pointed at a door. I rushed to it, opened it, and we slipped inside a dark storeroom. A few heartbeats later, footsteps walked by, a pair of men talking. I hadn't heard them at all over the pounding of my heart.

Nine times we had to hide. Xera knew if a room was safe to enter so we could hide. So many people moved through the palace. Three times, I thought it was safe to leave our hiding spot, only for Xera to stop me before more people walked through the corridors.

Though the palace bustled with activity for the feast, the music and scents of delicious food drifting down the corridor, people still moved through the lower level of the palace. The closer we drew to the Vault, the tighter my skin became. My throat clenched. I could feel the noose about my throat.

But Xera steered us clear.

When we reached the corridor that led to the Vault, we heard the rustle of metal. There were guards tonight. I was shocked yesterday not to see any. Maybe it was for the party or maybe they were only at night.

I was prepared either way.

I pulled out a small ball made of fired clay from my pouch. It was filled with a mix of powdered chamomile and other ingredients, an alchemist secret, that I liked to employ. I took a deep breath, gripping it in my hand, then stepped out and threw the bomb at the guards.

“Hey,” the bronze-mailed guard shouted, pointing down the hallway at me. His fellow guard came alert, drawing a sword.

The clay jar landed between their feet. It shattered. The moment air touched the concoction, a flame flared. Purple smoke billowed around the guards. They cried out, then staggered and collapsed in a loud heap of metal.

“Don't breathe the smoke,” I warned as the purple cloud drifted down the hallway, growing lighter and lighter as it dispersed through the air. “We need to wait for it to be safe.”

Xera nodded, her ears twitching.

“Did anyone hear their shouts?”

She shook her head. “No one is coming.”

“Good,” I sighed. I reached into my pouch and pulled out my thief tools. The various metal instruments were wrapped in felt cloth. No metal touched each other, so nothing rattled. I selected the tools I needed to pick the lock and rolled up the felt and returned it to my pouch.

“The scent is dissipating,” Xera said.

I licked my lips. “Okay.” I padded down the hallway, Xera following after. I stepped over the guards and stopped before the Great Vault's door. I inserted my tool into the dwarf-made lock. I stuck my tongue between my teeth as I worked the mechanism, my ear pressed against the metal. I closed my eyes as I felt inside the lock with my picks.

The picture of its mechanism appeared in my mind as I explored through it, brushing the pins and cylinders with my tool, manipulating them, learning how the lock worked. My heart slowed as the world faded from around me.

I had to trust Xera to watch my back.

~  *  ~

Incessae

I soared in the dark skies above Raratha. The sun had vanished, but the day’s heat remained, boiling off the city. The air's turbulence buffeted me as I streaked down to the Doge's window. I had marked it as I watched the city. When I spotted Xera and a halfling climbing the cliff, I knew Angela used the cover of the feast to steal the High King's sword.

And I would stop her.

Every plan my sisters and I had come up with had failed to defeat her. Ultionae and Injuriae had both fallen to their lusts and pleasured Angela, losing their burning vengeance. Only I was left to deliver Mother's divine punishment upon the knight.

And I could not hope to defeat her alone.

But the Doge had soldiers. He had power. Once I proved to him the contents of the Great Vault were in trouble, he would swing into action. Excitement twisted my stomach. Lust mixed with my desire for vengeance, my father's taint almost ruining retribution.

I was born of Slata and Las. I was mother's anger made manifest after Las tricked her and fucked her. My sisters and I were born together, demigoddesses with a purpose. First we punished our father for his trickery. And now we punished all who offended Mother.

She had worked hard to destroy High King Peter's empire. Angela would not reforge it, even as foolish as that sounded. What woman could hope to rule? Pater, Father of the Gods ruled. Rulers of mortals reflected the wisdom of male leadership. The High King had wanted his daughter Lily to succeed him, but Mother stopped that plan.

I landed on the Doge's balcony and strolled into the ruler of Raratha's quarters. The man, finished dressing in a golden toga, started. I appraised him: his bald head waxed and his beard, cut square and woven, oiled. Both gleamed. His eyes widened as he realized what I was.

“Sweet Mother Slata, no,” he groaned, his legs quivering as my flaming spear appeared in my hand and my black wings spread wide. “What did I do to offend your Mother? I will do anything, erinyes, to earn her forgiveness.”

“I am not here for you,” I said, marching on him.

“Pater's cock,” he sighed then blubbered, “Please, exact your vengeance and leave. My men will not interfere. Whoever has offended your mother deserves to be punished.”

“But I want your men to interfere.” I seized the Doge by the gold damask of his toga and hauled him up. “Your guest, Angela, and her companions are robbing your Vault as we speak.”

“What?” he spluttered. His face grew hard. “No, she would not.” His eyes flicked to the bed. He had spent the night with Angela. I had watched them rut. I almost attacked her, but fear held me back.

Her sword was present and her allies were nearby. Chaun was nearby.

Fear chilled my spine. My wings flapped hard. I should not be afraid. I should be feared. My spear's flames crackled louder. “She is the High King's descendant. She is reclaiming his sword. She seeks to forge it anew.”

“But...but. It's mine.” Greed entered his eyes. “It has belonged to the Doges of Raratha since the sword was broken. She cannot have it.”

“Then what are you going to do about it?” I demanded. “Whine and blubber?”

“No.” He seized my hand holding his toga and wrenched my fingers away. He stood tall. “No. Guards!”

I smiled. All of Angela's plans would be undone tonight.


Chapter Twenty-Two: The Sphinx and the Concubine

Incessae – The Free City of Raratha

My wings fluttered with excitement as the Doge bellowed for his guards. The reputation of my sisters and I, combined with the Doge's base greed, spurred him into action. He feared Angela claiming the piece of the High King's sword.

“We must be smart,” I said to the Doge. “Angela and her companions are dangerous. She has a mage.”

“A Journeyman,” dismissed the Doge. “I have a Master in my employment.

“Then summon him, too. Faoril will need to be restrained.” My hand clenched on my spear. “Then it will be safe to move on Angela.”

“And you will...kill the knight?” The Doge swallowed.

“Do you fear for her life because you fucked her?” A wet heat burst in my pussy as I remembered watching Angela writhe beneath the Doge last night. I wanted to fall on her then, but I couldn't trust myself to attack when I was so horny. My father's cursed blood burned too hot in my blood.

Tonight, I would have the Doge of Raratha's power at my back. Angela would not escape mother's vengeance this time.

~  *  ~

Acolyte Sophia

The large, heaving breasts on the front of the sphinx drew me across the polished floor of the hall. I passed the other revelers, the rich and powerful of Raratha, weaving through dancers and pockets surrounding the entertainment.

Monsters and exotic creatures brought to be used for the sexual pleasure of the Doge's guests. Like the sphinx.

A majestic creature. The body of a tawny lion. Gray-white wings folded along her flanks. A torso of a gorgeous, golden-skinned woman rose from her fur. A human head with a mane of dark hair spilling across her shoulders and back. And those breasts... Large, round, firm with fat, dark-red nipples. They were proportioned perfectly to her body.

And her body was large.

I moved before the sphinx. Her breasts were so plump, so pillowy. I wanted to hug them and revel in them. Her cat-slitted eyes flicked down at me. A lazy smile crossed her lips. Then a thick tongue licked them. A hungry purr rose from her throat.

The music, performed by the lamia Relaria, faded into the background as my nipples hardened beneath my white robes. My hips shifted as a hot, molten itch burned through me. I wanted that tongue on my cunt.

“You have the look of one seeking carnal delights,” purred the sphinx. “A connoisseur of distaff pleasure, to sup from teat and cunny.”

“I am,” I said, watching the rise and fall of her massive breasts. She could smother me with those tits and I would die a happy woman.

“Then shed your modest wear and we shall discover new joys with the other.”

A powerful shudder ran through my body. Angela could play with the disgusting centaur and his brutish cock. I would find true pleasure with the sphinx. My fingers unbelted my robe. The white fabric slipped off my slim shoulders and fell to the floor, my pouch landing with a thud. The sphinx's tongue flicked across her lips at the sight of my snowy breasts, small and tipped with pink nipples. Her eyes flicked farther down to my shaved pussy.

Wet, flushed, and dripping.

Her nostrils flared. I hoped she smelled my tart excitement. “Radiant,” she purred. “Youth and skill combined. A concubine fit for a queen.”

“And your breasts are perfect.” My fingers itched. I reached out for her mounds.

“Enjoy them. That is why I am here.”

I seized her right breast. Both my hands dug into her flesh. I could barely grasp the heaving mound. It was so soft. My fingers almost vanished into her golden flesh. She lowered down. I wrapped my arms around her tit, hugging it to my smaller breasts. Her nipple was fat and thick, rising higher from her mound than my thumb's length.

I could fuck this nipple like a small dildo. My pussy clenched at the wicked thought. I rubbed my cheek into the swell of her breast. My lips kissed down her breast. Her purr increased, a sensual rumble. My lips reached her areola. I licked and kissed in a spiral around her nipple, rubbing the thick nub against my cheek.

“Child, you are definitely a concubine fit for a queen.” A furry paw stroked down my back, tracing my spine—delight trembled across my skin. “Yes, you are.”

The paw reached my ass, kneading it. I shifted my ass, loving the sensation as my lips reached her nipple. I opened my mouth wide, swallowing her nipple. I moaned as I suckled on it. My tongue batted the end. It was more like sucking the dildo strapped to Angela's waist than a nipple.

Her paws pulled on my asscheeks, spreading them apart before dipping between them. Fur rubbed on my sphincter, sending a wild thrill through me. I moaned about her nipple, my lips tightening. My pussy clenched, juices dripping down my thighs. She massaged me, the fur tickling my asshole.

And then she went lower.

“There is the font of your womanhood,” the sphinx purred. “Let your passion flow.”

I trembled and sighed as her soft fur rubbed against my pussy. My toes curled. My own purrs of delight rose in my throat, humming around her nipple as she teased and pleasured me. I swayed, hugging her tit to stay upright as the bliss rushed through my veins. Each of her bristling hairs caressing my sensitive labia and clit sent bliss rippling through me.

I shuddered, sucking hard on her nipple. My pussy clenched. Her wonderful fur teased me. She rubbed faster and faster. My body tensed. My fingers dug into her tit. I bobbed my mouth, pressing my tongue stud into her sensitive nipple, bringing purring yowls to her lips.

I sensed her excitement. Her heart thudded beneath her heaving tits. My mouth stimulated her nipple, rubbing my tongue piercing harder on her nub. I was a priestess of Saphique. I could read a woman's pleasure as easily as my own.

“Ooh, yes, you're shuddering. You love my fur, concubine. Your pussy drinks in the stimulation.”

“Yes!”

Those wonderful hairs brushed all my folds. My clit throbbed. My pleasure swelled. I let it crash through me. I didn't fight my bliss. Her paw rubbed my cunt, prolonging the rushing ecstasy flowing through my body. I trembled, clutching her tit to stay upright as her fur teased my labia.

“Let your passion flow out of you, concubine.”

I did. It gushed out of me. My mouth popped off her nipple. I swayed as my orgasm reached its peak. Her paws held me, lowering me to the floor. I thrashed on the cool, blue tiles, my toes curling as the bliss held me.

The sphinx lowered her head, her cat-slitted eyes hungry. Her rough tongue ran across my pussy. I shuddered, my body trembling. Her tongue was thick, laving across my entire pussy in a single lick. The end flicked at my clit.

I bucked. “Saphique's hymen!”

I humped into her amazing tongue. It was at once both rough and abrasive and soft and wet. My labia and clit throbbed as the tongue rasped up my slit. Her licks were long, languorous, and breathtaking. My eyes rolled back into my head as I trembled on the ground.

I was watched by the revelers, but I didn't care. Even the men. I savored too much joy. Relaria's music played louder, thrumming through the room, an erotic beat playing just for me, matching the rhythm of my excited body.

“Oh, you are so wonderful,” I gasped. “A treasure, sphinx.”

“As you shall be to your queen, concubine. One of her twin pillars, the sweet shade of comfort.”

Her words hardly registered in my mind even as I loved them. Concubine to a queen... But they didn't matter as much as the immediacy of her tongue lapping at my cunt spurring me to another orgasm. My body heaved, my breasts jiggling and my belly piercing slapping against my flesh as the chain swung. My tongue piercing clicked against the back of my teeth as I hissed out my pleasure.

Another orgasm racked my body with ecstasy.

My head arched with my back. I stared at the feet of my watchers or the bottoms of their hoop skirts. Stars danced as my head tossed. I pressed the tip of my tongue between my pursed lips, the end of my tongue stud popping in and out as I keened and moaned.

Such bliss.

“A flood of royal delight,” purred the Sphinx. “A bath of molten gold. Sweet and rare. Treasure your sex.”

“I will,” I gasped. “Oh, yes, I'm treasuring it.”

With a yowl, the sphinx fucked her tongue into the depths of my pussy. The rough, flexible appendage plumbed me to my core. It swirled, caressing my convulsing sheath all the way to my depths. New pleasure washed over me. I humped against her mouth, savoring her feline tongue pleasuring me.

But I had another pleasure in mind.

“Let me fuck your nipple,” I gasped as a third orgasm blossomed inside of me. “Let me feel that thick, turgid nub slam into my cunt. Please.”

“I am your servant, concubine,” the sphinx answered, her body shifting, her breasts dragging across the tiles as she slid them to me.

My greedy hands reached down as my body trembled, wafting on the perfume of my orgasm. It filled me with sweet delight. My pussy convulsed, aching to be filled by her fat nub. I grabbed her breast and brought her thick nipple to my flesh, rubbing on my excited mounds.

Her tongue bathed my small breasts, rasping across hard nipples. I shuddered and humped against her breast, bringing her nub to my cunt. I groaned as it sank into my pussy, filling me. I humped against it, sliding my pussy around her girth and pressing into her soft mound.

“Oh, what delight,” shuddered the sphinx.

Her nipples were sensitive. I squeezed and clamped my pussy on her nipple. My knees bent and my legs gripped her tit, holding her nipple in my pussy. I fucked her hard, writhing on my side as I stirred the nipple in and out of my cunt. I massaged her nub, giving her such pleasure.

“I'm going to make you cum,” I moaned. “A concubine pleases.”

“Yes.” Her eyes rolled into her head. Her tongue lapped harder at my nipples, sliding from breast to breast, leaving each aching.

My pussy clenched every time she bathed my nipple with her tongue. We both shuddered, our bodies charging towards our orgasms. My hips moved faster, working her fat nub in and out of my cunt, my knees squeezing harder on her tit, sinking into her pillowy mound.

“Queen's concubine,” the sphinx gasped, her excitement building.

“Cum,” I moaned, rubbing my hands through her tawny hair. “Cum for me. Let it spill out. Let it consume you.”

“Yes,” she yowled. Her eyes rolled back into her head. “Yes, yes. Such sweet delight.”

“I know,” I groaned. My pussy clamped down hard on her nipple.

She screeched and yowled as she came, such wonderful noise. Her tongue flicked across my nipples as she trembled. My knees squeezed tight about her tit, holding on, her nipple shifting in my pussy. My clit rubbed into her areola, my own pleasure swelling.

“Sweet concubine,” she moaned. “You shall be remembered. Maidens will yearn to be you. They will fall asleep dreaming of serving a queen like you.”

“Yes,” I hissed as my pleasure burst out of my cunt.

My pussy spasmed on her nipple, milking it, wishing she lactated and her cream spilled into my cunt. I shuddered and moaned. My eyes rolled back into my head. I gasped and sighed, my pleasure exploding out of me. My head spun at the bliss. Such wonder consumed me. It breathed such delight through me.

And then I collapsed and moaned. I shuddered against her. My fingers clenched and relaxed against her tit. I spasmed. Such wonderful delight. I never wanted it to end. My eyes rolled back in my head as the pleasure washed through me. My cheek rested on the cool tile.

“You are remarkable, concubine,” the sphinx purred. Her rough tongue licked my lips, a kiss.

“So are you,” I panted, my pussy spasming a final time about her nipple. “I love your tits.”

“You must be bold and decisive. Your queen's life will depend on it.”

“Uh-huh,” I panted, rolling onto my back and my head lolling. I spotted Angela beneath the centaur, cheered by impressionable women. “My queen,” I smiled. It was a better name then mistress. It encompassed the word “mistress” and conveyed far more. I smiled. “My queen.”


Chapter Twenty-Three: Summons

Journeyman Mage Faoril

“Fascinating,” I said as I scrawled my measurement of the warg's cock into my notebook. The intelligent, wolf-like creature was made from a transformed kobold, modified using the elemental essence of shamanistic magic. The creature's ears longer than a normal wolf's and the eyes red and full of cunning intelligence.

“Are you going to fuck it?” a woman asked, a nasally petulance in her tone. “I want my turn if you're not.”

“Once I am done with my inquiry,” I said in annoyance. I moved my length of thin rope knotted in even spaces for measuring. I wrapped it about the dick, measuring girth. The dick was slippery with the pussy juices of the last two women who had fucked the monster.

The warg let out a yipping snarl. I fixed my gaze on his eyes and arched an eyebrow. The beast was tamed, allowing me to ruffle his mangy fur. My pussy clenched. It had been a wondrous sight to watch the warg rut with a woman. He fucked with a power that rivaled Thrak's intensity, and it was curious how he knotted and tied himself to a woman.

“Do I have to excite you to the point of orgasm to expose your knot?” I asked, stroking his dick.

The warg turned his head and gave me a flat look, ears laid back. Then he barked.

“I'll take that as a yes.” I leaned in and let my tongue lick at the tip, gathering his precum mixed with the tart musk of his last lover.

What properties did a warg's cum possess for magic? I would learn so much today. I stroked his slick shaft and latched my lips about the tip, sucking hard. The warg let out a growling bark, his dick throbbing in my hand. It was stiff.

Did he have a penis bone? Fascinating.

“Excuse me, Madam Mage,” a woman said, “but Master Mage Yolun requires your presence.”

I froze and lifted my mouth. “What?”

“Master Mage Yolun. He needs your assistance in the eastern wing.”

I frowned. I couldn't refuse a master mage's summons. My stomach twisted. The timing was...suspicious. Right now, Xera and Minx were breaking into the Great Vault. I stood and cast my gaze around the room. The Doge had still not arrived, though none of his guests, enthralled by the delights he had procured, cared. Angela stood before a knot of young women who praised her while a centaur stood proud behind her.

Another cock I needed to examine.

Sophia lay sprawled on the floor watching a sphinx lick a mature woman's pussy while a bold man fucked the creature from behind, standing on a stool to align himself with the sphinx's cunt. Chaun was surrounded by admirers, singing a romance while a pair of girls sucked and worshiped his cock, a smile crossing his face.

I had to answer the summons. It would be suspicious. And we could do nothing suspicious tonight.

“Very well, lead on.”

I followed the serving girl out of the hall. The sound of the revelry softened as we walked away. I pulled a vial of cum from my pocket and downed it. The warm cum, provided by Thrak, slid down into my belly. In a moment, I had a reserve of power to use to manipulate my magic. It burned bright next to a small knot—my connection to Relaria.

The lamia bard was still under my domination. I would release her once we had safely left Raratha. I resisted prodding the knot. When I touched it, I could feel her emotions, thoughts, and flesh. The knot became a hundred strings attached to her mind. I could control any aspect of her, from manipulating her mood to controlling her body.

It was a monstrous thing I had done.

“Did he say why he needed me?” I asked.

She shook her head. “No, Madam Mage. But I doubt I would have understood.”

No, she probably would not have understood. I rubbed my hands together. What spell would he require my assistance to perform? I doubt it could be anything too dangerous. He was the court mage of the Doge of Raratha. He could cast anything I was capable of. Unless he needed help.

A ritual? For what? To strength wards? Ensure good weather for the olive harvest?

The Saltspray Palace was built on the edge of a cliff pounded by waves. Perhaps magic kept the Nimborgoth's fury from eroding the cliff and dropping the palace into the ocean. That would require an expenditure of earth magic. If so, then the spell had to be renewed and strengthened periodically to maintain complete efficacy.

The servant paused at a door. “He is in here.”

“Thank you,” I nodded as she opened the door.

It led to a garden overlooking the Nimborgoth. The moon shone above, the stars twinkling. Yolun stood in a clearing in his black robes, arcane lights hovering around him, illuminating the garden with soft, blue-white glow. He was a tall man, weedy, with white, bushy eyebrows and a craggy face. He had practiced magic long.

“Master Mage,” I bowed when I approached. “How can I assist you tonight?”

“Doge Aurelius demands your arrest,” Yolun answered as his magic radiated out of him. “Will you comply?”

Before I could answer, the ground at my feet became liquid. I sank to my ankles in the flowing stone. More earth seized my wrists, holding them fast. The liquid stone hardened, manacling me to the earth. I blinked in shock, my stomach twisting.

The Doge knew.

“I will divest you of your paraphernalia,” Yolun said, wind reaching into the pockets of my robe.

He didn't know I had a reserve of cum. I had power.

I sent my magic out as I glared at him. The stone holding me melted away even as I seized the moisture out of the air and sent it hurtling at him, a barrier of water to trap him. I stepped out of the depression, my robes swirling as the air attacked me.

He struck back.

My globe of water became a fine mist, drizzling across him as I fought off his wind knifing at me. It howled about me, whipping my robes and hair. I sent my own magic crashing into it, creating vortexes to suck in his attacks.

“This is a lawful order,” Yolun cried out. “You must submit, Journeyman.”

“I can't,” I said. “Angela's quest is too important.”

His magic was swift, quick. The wind knifed at me from every direction. I barely put up my defenses. I had never seen air sharpened to such a point. It would cut me if I let it. He tried to kill me. My heart raced. Panic nibbled at the edge of my stomach.

But I could not fall apart.

As I spun my vortex shields, I pulled the heat out of the air and sank it into the ground beneath his feet. Steam rose and then the earth flashed into molten lava. Plants erupted into flames at his feet. The edges of his robes caught fire as he lifted himself into the air and landed nearby.

“Clever,” he said, narrowing his eyes. “You are skilled.”

“I know,” I said as he renewed his knifing attacks.

I made the plants come alive. Trees and vines reached for him, controlled by my life magic. Every vine that touched him burst into flames and became ash billowing around him. I seized the ash, shaped it and compressed it into daggers and thrust them at him.

His magic caught my daggers and transformed the ash back into a fine grit. It swirled around him, an abrasive shield shredding the next wave of plants lunging for him. His control over air was remarkable. He had learned much about the element.

Downdrafts hammered at me. “Pater's cock,” I gasped as my vortices ripped out of my control. The wind threw me to the ground, pinning me. I groaned, my eyes burning. I closed them against the pain.

The ground warmed beneath me.

I sank my magic into the earth, pulling out the heat he dumped into it, stopping it from becoming molten. Then I pulled the ground over me, cocooning me from the downdraft. I sent out my earth magic, blasting a tunnel forward. I moved through the ground hunched over, hollowing out a path before me. I sent out more magic into the earth, detecting his footsteps.

The ground shook. My heart hammered as I burrowed faster through the earth, exposing the roots of plants. Dirt smeared me as I crawled. Another explosion rocked the earth. Dirt fell from the ceiling. What was he doing up there? Randomly blowing up the ground to kill me?

I had to defeat him. A sudden attack. From behind.

I moved past him. The booming shakes dwindled. He fired them before him. His footsteps moved in circles like he scanned the garden for me. The roots penetrating my tunnel grew thicker. I neared a large tree. I changed direction until I was under it. I touched its taproot with life magic. The trunk was wide. I hollowed it, killing the tree but allowing me to rise into it. Then I shaped a small hole, using an existing knot in the tree, and peered out.

An explosion boomed. Earth fountained into the air. Craters dotted the garden as the mage paced back and forth, the shield of ash still surrounding him. He cast his gaze about, searching for me. I took a deep breath.

I would have to kill a Master Mage. This was a travesty. The Magery Council would call me a warlock for this act. I froze in the tree. What was I doing? I joined Angela and her quest so I could prove to the council I had the skill to be a master mage.

Killing Yolun wouldn't help with that.

But if I did nothing, Angela and my friends would be captured by the Doge. He had to know we were robbing him. I don't know how. Had the Doge's guards captured Xera and Minx sneaking to the Great Vault? Xera was skilled, and the rogue appeared competent, but mistakes could be made.

The tree's trunk creaked and swayed as Yolun detonated another swath of the garden. Shrapnel struck his ash shield. The whirling particles ground it to dust, adding more strength to the shield. He was skilled.

I couldn't kill him. But I could incapacitate him.

Ideas flashed through my mind. It would have to render him unconscious. And swiftly. A blow to the head might kill him. I could choke him, but then an even simpler plan crossed my mind. I could change the composition of the surrounding air. Experiments had shown that a number of gases mixed to create air, and only one of them was what humans needed to inhale to live.

I sent out my magic. I gripped the air about him in the sheath, transforming the composition into—

My magic recoiled back into my body. I let out a scream of pain, my agony echoing through the hollowed out trunk. I shuddered and clutched my head. A stabbing headache pierced into my mind. My stomach churned. I sent out my magic again.

And again it crashed back into me.

“I put an ouroboros about you,” Master Yolun said, turning around and facing me.

The tree's wood flowed about me, transformed into a thick liquid. It seized my arms and legs, holding me tight as it solidified. A creaking crash. The top of the tree fell. Branches sheered off and snapped as the might eucalyptus smashed onto its side, exposing my head.

“What?” I gasped, my eyes casting about on the ground.

Inscribed around the trunk was a magical circle. The hardest to draw—the ten points of the starburst. I studied the arcane markings. He had inscribed it in the dirt with air, controlling it with such precision. He did it swiftly, without looking, while he detonated the earth, distracting me.

“I felt you move through the ground,” he said, shaking his head. “Did you truly think I wouldn't sink magic into the earth to follow you?”

I swallowed, trembling. The magic circle reflected my magic back into my body. If I tried to reach out, it rebounded, causing me pain. I was trapped. He could reach into the circle with his magic, controlling the tree, holding me in place. The ouroboros only worked against magic originating from the center.

“I shall hold you here overnight. Let the cum you swallowed burn through your system.” He paused before me. “You are skilled.”

“So are you, Master,” I said, my mind working. I touched my reserve of power. Could I put out a trickle? A tiny tendril to—

I grit my teeth and grunted.

“No amount of magic can leave your body,” he said as he paused before me. “I do not know the crime you are guilty of, but I fear the council will declare you a warlock for this act.”

I closed my eyes. “It's for a greater good,” I said. “To kill the dragon Dominari.”

My magic was useless. I pushed away from it and my awareness brushed the knot of Relaria. I frowned. I could still feel her within me. I prodded and felt her emotions and her body. She played her lyre and sang, her music burning with lust. The strings still connected us. I had already cast the spell. The magic was outside my body.

I tugged on her strings.

~  *  ~

Knight-Errant Angela

The music went silent, the notes drifting through the room as the young women rubbed at my cum-covered thighs. They stared at me with such worship for taking the centaur's massive cock. My pussy ached from his girth while his seed coated my legs.

“You were so brave and majestic,” cooed one girl as she brought her fingers, stained with the centaur's seed, to her lips. She sucked on her finger. “Mmm, just amazing.”

“Yes, you were,” another girl gushed. “You took his thrusts. They were so powerful. I thought he would kill you.”

“Now, he only made me explode,” I smiled, drinking in their worship. I pulled off the top of my dress, baring my large breasts. The centaur had ripped off my skirt already. What was the point in staying half-clothed? “You should try him.”

“Oh, I couldn't,” the girl said, her bluish face paling. “His cock is so massive. I'm not as strong as you. He would tear me open.”

I seized the girl and pulled her to me. Her eyes widened as I lifted her skirt. It was bulky; the metal hoops that kept her skirts billowed around her clinked as they brushed together. Then I shoved my hand between her thighs and thrust three fingers into a dripping snatch.

“You'll stretch,” I told her. “And you'll cum so hard. You'll remember this night until the day you die. Fuck him.”

“Do you think I can?” she asked, biting her lip and craning her head to look past me and admire the centaur.

“Yes, you...”

My words trailed off. Metal clinked. Boots thudded. Soldiers approached. I turned around as the Doge's bronze-armored guards burst into the ballroom, each carrying partisans, long spears with sharp protrusions at the base of the metal blade for parrying swords.

“Knight-Errant Angela,” their commander, armed with a sword belted to his side and marching at the front, “you are under arrest by order of his excellency, Doge Aurelius of Raratha.”

“Pater's cock,” I groaned. And then my heart froze. Sweeping in behind them, at the Doge's side, walked Incessae. The naked erinyes was cloaked in her black-feathered wings, her flaming spear clutched in her hand.

The soldiers rushed at me.


Chapter Twenty-Four: Party Interrupted

Chaun

“And then did Abujimbor steal across the sultan's harem, passing the unearthly delights he witnessed.” The women around me let out breathless sighs as the story built to its climax. My own dick also rushed to its climax as the two girls nibbled and sucked on the tip, giving my performance a lusty cadence. I struck a cord on my lyre, full of restrained passion. “He was sorely tempted, for such was the beauty of the sultan's harem.

“But Abujimbor would not be dissuaded from rescuing his love from...” My words trailed off as the entire hall gasped in shock. Soldiers thudded through the crowd carrying polearms, their bronze armor jangling.

And then my heart clenched. The erinyes. Her black wings threw wide as she stared at me. She leveled her flaming spear. My dick, so close to erupting, went soft as fear thudded through me. Incessae threw a merchant draped in a rich toga to the side as she advanced on me.

My fingers played my lyre without thought, sending out the song. My voice added its power. I had to drive her wild with lust. I had to make her worship my cock. Pink nipples hardened as she rushed at me. She threw another rich man to the side.

“You will not trap me, bard,” she screamed.

And then I noticed the cloth dangling from her ears. She had stuffed strips of linen into them, muffling my song, dulling its effectiveness. Though lust shone on her cheeks and glistened on her thighs, she would not be enthralled.

“Pater's cock,” I gasped and turned, racing away from her.

It was too late.

Pain flared in my back. Then fire burned. The scent of cooked pork filled my nose. Agony seared me. A burning spear point burst from my side. She had stabbed me in the lower back. I stared in shock at the burning point. My blood sizzled on it. My skin rippled, my midnight black returning as I lost control over my transformation.

Then I collapsed onto my side and gasped, her spear sliding out of my flesh. No blood pooled on the marble floor. Her weapon had cauterized my wound. I rolled onto my back, staring up at the fleeing guests of the Doge. My vision fuzzed.

“Las's poxed cock,” I groaned, rubbing at my seared wound.

My mind fuzzed. I shook it. No. No. I couldn't let unconsciousness take me. I couldn't die. So I sang. Not to those around me, but to myself. A song of encouragement and stamina. I dulled away the pain, I kept back the agony as the wordless notes flowed from my voice.

I was a graduate of the Bardic College. Magic dwelt in my song. I conjured stories and made them live in the minds of my listeners. I could make them swoon or cry or burn with lust. I could make them sleep or entrance them. I could make them believe anything.

I could make them believe they would live. That the wound they took was of no importance. So long as I sang, I would believe it. The wound was minor. A flesh wound. It was hardly threatening at all. I would not die.

I would not die.

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

Minx's forehead squinted. Her tongue thrust between her lips as she worked her tools in the lock. My keen ears heard the clicking of mechanism and the scrap of metal as she worked. The halfling's slim body stood still, her ear pressed against the metal.

Every heartbeat grew the tension inside of me. Minutes had passed as she worked the lock. I did not say a word. I would not interrupt her concentration without need. I stood still, my breathing shallow, my senses keen.

I waited with the patience of a hunter.

A distant boom rocked the palace, followed by a second and a third. I frowned, swallowing. They were faint, muffled. Far away. Was it part of the celebration? Was there a demonstration of eastern fireworks or, perhaps, magic? The explosions came fast, one after the other, faint, hard to hear. I felt them vibrate the floor more than heard the cracks and booms through the air.

Then they died and a new sound replaced it.

Metal jingled. My ears twitched. The boot steps of guards rushed through the corridors above us. My breath quickened. The music from the dance hall ended, though the sounds of revelry continued unabated. The musk of sex drifted on the air.

Then metal and oil. Bronze and iron oiled and polished.

The boots grew louder. Feathers rustled. Fire crackled. The footsteps split apart; a group of six broke off from the large patrol. My head moved, tracking the small group as they moved above. The ringing boom of their boots changed pitch as they descended the stairs towards our level.

They came for us. We had been exposed.

“Minx,” I whispered, “we have soldiers coming.”

“How many?”

“Six.” The guards cleared the first flight of stairs and headed down the next to our level. “Not much time.”

“In my pouch,” Minx said, not lifting her head from her task, her metallic-red hair pressed against the metal of the Vault's door, “are clay jars. Ones with crosses inscribed on them are sleeping powder, the ones with chevrons are sticky bombs.”

I shoved my hand into her pouch. Many clay jars were in there. My nimble fingers brushed one with a spiral. “The third type.”

“Lust. Made from damiana. Useful for distractions.” A smile crossed her impish lips.

I couldn't help smiling back. “I bet. But not what we need right now.”

“Horny guards will not make this easier.”

I found a pair of sleeping bombs, the type she used to knock out the guards before the Vault, and one sticky bomb. The footsteps boomed down the corridor. Minx sucked in a breath. She could hear them now.

How had we been discovered? No one had spotted our entry into the palace. None heard us overpower the guard. Were there magic wards guarding the Vault? Or had we been betrayed? The other group of guards, large, marched towards the ballroom where the music stopped.

Where Angela and the others established their alibi.

My questions could wait. The soldiers were close. I smelled the musk of human sweat beneath metal and oil. Their weapons had wooden handles, adding a dry, almost desiccated scent to the other aromas. My heart thudded. Their footsteps grew louder. I pictured them streaming down the corridor in groups of two, moving faster.

Their hearts thudded in their chest, eager for the thrill.

I threw the first sleeping bomb. The small, clay jar tumbled through the air. The first guard stepped around the corner and the jar smacked him in the face. It shattered. The alchemical ingredients reacted to the air. Purple smoke exploded.

“Vedr's queef,” the guard grunted before he collapsed in a metallic heap, his partisan skittering across the floor.

A second guard burst out of the mist, coughing and choking. He took a step, shaking his head. He tried to catch himself on the wall. The metal of his gauntlet scraped against the stone and then he fell on his side, his helmet bouncing down by my feet.

“What was that?” a man cursed.

“Don't breathe it,” a second man growled. “Seljan's gold, I feel dizzy.”

The men backed away from the cloud of mist. It grew thinner, dissipating. My heart thudded. I could stay here and wait, or I could be proactive. I took a deep breath and rushed forward on my bare feet, making hardly a sound to my ears.

The humans would not hear me.

The mist wrapped about my body. My eyes burned. My skin tingled and my nipples went numb. My lungs burned, demanding breath. I kept my mouth clamped shut. I stepped around the corridor corner. Through the purple haze, I spotted the guards, four of them, waving hands before their eyes.

“Is something in the mist?” one asked as I threw the clay jar.

I turned and burst out of the mist, rushing back to Minx's side. The clay shattered. The gas blossomed with a swelling hiss. Two more guards clattered to the ground with a clash. I paused by Minx, glancing down at her.

She had her attention focused on the lock, her picks moving, twisting. Another mechanism clicked. A hollow tone rang from the door. Progress, I hoped.

“Alchemist tricks,” a guard growled. “Chamomile powder. Las damned street urchins use it.”

“That was no street urchin,” the other guard said. “Too tall to be them or a thieving halfling.”

“Still. Hold your breath. We got to rush her.”

“Her?”

“Did you see the tits on her? She was naked and heaving.” A guttural growl. “Once we grab her, we can have fun with her.”

I arched an eyebrow, clutching the sticky bomb with my right hand while my left drew my dagger. They thought they could capture me? I crouched low. The smoke from the first bomb had almost vanished, leaving only a slight haze.

“Let's go,” the guard growled.

“Vedr's gusting queef,” groaned the other as the pair charged forward.

I threw the sticky bomb low, aiming it for the floor right before the side corridor entered ours. The clay burst as the first guard stepped out of cover, his lips pursed tight, a long spear clutched in both hands. The sticky bomb didn't make a gas.

It whooshed as the alchemical ingredients struck air. A white-brown foam surged around the guard's feet, bubbling like boiling water. It swelled, swallowing his legs up to his knee. He tried to step, but his leg didn't want to move.

“Pater's cock,” he cursed as he pitched forward. He dropped his spear and put his hands before him to catch his fall. He grunted and his helm smacked into the wall, striking sparks.

The final guard leaped over the gummy foam. He landed in a jangle of metal, stumbling and crashing into the wall. He grunted as he rebounded. He stumbled, struggling to stay on his feet and not touch the foam that had trapped his fellow guard.

Then he saw me. He leveled his spear. The point sharp. I took a deep breath. A drop of perspiration dripped down his forehead. Then, with a bellow, he rushed at me. Fury burned in his eyes. I had disabled his companions, embarrassing his unit. He would even the stakes.

I tightened my grip on my knife and waited for the perfect moment. Another click resounded from the door. Minx chortled in delight. Had she even noticed the guard charging at me? I wanted to glance at her, but my concentration couldn't waver.

The world slowed as my heart thudded. I tensed, focused on the point hurtling at me. It grew nearer and nearer, aimed at my chest. My toes curled as I rose on the balls of my feet. He took a step closer.

I drew in a breath.

Step.

My thighs tensed.

Step.

I sprang.

My body darted about the partisan. The iron point knifed past me. I twisted my stomach, trying to clear the sharp protrusions jutting from the side of the spear blade. I winced as it nicked my side. With my senses slowed, it seemed an eternity as the blade cut through my skin. Blood welled.

And then I was past his weapon and in his guard. My dagger planted into his shoulder between the joints in his armor. He screamed in pain. His left arm went limp as he stumbled past me. I hooked out my foot, catching his shin. His body twisted as he fell.

He hit the ground hard, rolling past Minx and crashing into the wall at the end of the corridor. He groaned, his right hand reaching for my dagger buried in his shoulder. Blood welled about the wound as he cursed.

I pressed my right hand to my side, stemming the blood as I bent down and shoved my left into Minx's pouch. I brushed a clay jar with a chevron. A sticky bomb. I yanked it out and threw it. The foam burst around the guard's chest, pinning him to the wall.

“I did it!” Minx shouted, hopping to her feet.

“So did I,” I said as she twisted the mechanism of the Vault. The door creaked as it swung open.

“The Great Vault,” Minx breathed, trembling in excitement. “Come on, Xera.”

I nodded my head. The cut on my side was shallow. No organs injured. I kept my hand pressed against my side and followed Minx into the Vault. The soldier cursed behind me. I ignored him. He couldn't do anything to us.

My eyes fell on the pommel. It rested on the plinth in the Vault's center. My ears vibrated. The piece of the High King's sword. Minx chortled beside me, her head casting about, taking in the rest of the wealth. It was all dross to me.

“Now, you shouldn't be in here,” a voice purred as we stepped into the Vault.

Wings flapped. The faerie who guarded the Great Vault rose into the air. Her purple hair swirled about her shoulders in the breeze created by her butterfly wings. Her body was lithe and beautiful. A violet down of curls adorned her pudenda. Her legs were long, her pale skin glittering with flecks of gold.

“No, you should not be in here at all,” she smiled.

I cast my eyes about, searching for the runes of iron that held her imprisoned while the faerie unleashed her magic.

~  *  ~

Knight-Errant Angela

The women around me fled as the guards charged towards me. Ten of them. Armed with partisans. And I was naked and weaponless. My heart raced. Behind them, Incessae charged at Chaun, ramming her spear through his guts.

I winced.

Ten guards and an erinyes out for my blood.

My feet shifted on the cold tile of the floors. My right foot slipped, the centaur's cum slicking the floor. I groaned, stepping back, but more dribbled down my thighs, heading towards the soles of my feet.

The officer with the sword sheathed at his side folded his arms across his bronze scalemail. It clattered as he stared at me. They wore armor made of weaker bronze for the burnished look, but their weapons looked forged from the finest of Valyan steel, the edges sharp.

“Did you think I would let you have my treasure?” the Doge spat as he marched towards me.

“You weren't using it,” I answered, shifting my foot as the guards spread out to surround me. “I need it. The world needs it. I will reforge my ancestor's sword and slay the dragon Dominari.”

“Madness,” the Doge spat.

His guards surrounded me. Their partisans leveled, a fence of sharp points. None lunged in to attack me. They penned me in to keep me from attacking the erinyes while she dispatched my allies. She marched on Sophia. She scrambled up by the sphinx. My stomach tensed.

It was smart. Eliminate my allies before coming at me. I had noticed Faoril leave a few minutes earlier. She was the most dangerous. Her magic would have seized all the guards and Incessae.

Sophia was in danger. I had to act. I couldn't let Incessae get to my acolyte.

The ten guards surrounding me were nervous. They knew I was a Knight Deute. I had been trained to fight for ten years, my body honed. And it was more than men I was trained to fight—my purpose was to fight monsters. Creatures that could attack from multiple directions. Foes stronger than me, quicker.

So I had to be quick, too.

And I had Gewin's blessing in me. More stamina. More speed. More strength.

I lunged at the partisans to my left. The guards cursed and gaped in shock. They had not expected me to attack. What naked, unarmed woman would attack ten armed and armored men? A knight who would not give up without a fight. My hand snagged the wooden haft. I twisted and wrenched it out of the guard's startled hand.

“Pater's cock,” their officer cursed.

I choked my hands up the shaft, finding the center of balance. I lashed out the polearm, catching another guard in the chest. The hard, tempered-steel tip slammed into the bronze armor. The softer metal dented. The guard grunted and stumbled back. I twirled the haft, deflecting a partisan's strike, then cracked the butt into the guard's face, blood spurting from a broken nose.

Chaos ensued. The guards cried in shock as I stabbed and whirled the partisan. I wasn't encumbered by armor. But they were. They tried to charge in at me, but they bumped into each other. Their polearm hafts clattered together as they all tried to stab me. I parried and dodged, tripping one guard then stabbing the next in the thigh above his greave.

My red hair danced around me as I kept them from entering the circle I drew with my spear. It was my space. I owned it. And any of them who crossed it would pay. A guard cursed, his wrist broken by the partisan's haft. Another guard gasped as I cracked him across the head, knocking off his helmet and sending him crashing like a drunkard into his friend.

“Incessae,” I roared as I lunged at another guard, crashing the point into his shoulder. The spear bit through the soft bronze. He spun, clattering to the floor. I leaped over him, my breasts heaving. “That's my woman. You won't harm her.”

Incessae turned, her wings flaring wide, her flaming spear leveled at me as I rushed across the clear hall. Behind me, the guards still in fighting condition charged in pursuit. The Doge screamed for reinforcements while his guests, huddled again the wall, watched in awe.

Incessae smiled. “Yes, you're right. This is the way it should be. Your little acolyte doesn't matter.”

Chaun's soothing song echoed through the room as I thrust and swung my partisan. Sparks flared as her spear knocked the point to the side. I glared at the erinyes. She had tried to kill my friends two other times. She unleashed barguest, and then an avalanche, to kill us.

Now she would pay.

Our weapons crashed again as we both screamed out in rage.


Chapter Twenty-Five: Chaotic Party

Thrak – The Free City of Raratha

Night cloaked the beach beneath the Saltspray Palace. The waves crashing into the shore had a faint tinge of glowing blue, a phosphorescence churned by the foam and only revealed in darkness. I studied it, pondering what could cause the glow.

A property of sea water? An organism in the waves? A chemical polluting the ocean?

Thinking about the cause was better than waiting and brooding on the robbery. Better than staring up the dark cliff to the palace, waiting for the appearance of Xera and Minx, their theft complete and without incident. The Doge would not suspect Angela and in two days, she would leave the city with Sophia, Faoril, and Chaun, rendezvousing with the pirate ship we had contracted.

The ship anchored on the horizon, a black shape occulting the rising stars. The Golden Hunger, captained by Thyrna, a predatory human female with lush lips and hungry eyes. She made my blood boil when we met.

She would make the trip to the Isle of Birds and beyond...interesting.

“Tide's shifting,” one of the brawny pirates said. He stood by the longboat pulled onto the sand. “Your friends need hurry.”

I faced the man. “We wait.”

The rumble of my voice made him flinch. The pirates Thyrna recruited were all large men, powerfully built, muscular humans who dwarfed the average of their race. But I was an orc. I stood taller, my shoulders wider, my muscles stronger. They knew I could break them. They feared me.

Everyone feared me when they met me. Even Faoril.

I turned my head from the glowing froth to stare at the palace. If things had gone wrong, there was nothing I could do but wait.

“Be safe, Faoril,” I whispered.

~  *  ~

Chaun – The Free City of Raratha

Pain burned in my belly, kept at bay by my singing. The melody flowed from my lips as I lay on the marble floor of the feast hall. I stared up at the vaulted ceiling. A painting crossed it, ships sailing the dark sea battling sea serpents while mermaids swam around it, strange flowers in their vibrant hair.

I had to keep singing, to convince my body not to die. I only had a gaping hole in my belly left by Incessae, the erinyes bitch. I wasn't the target of her vengeance, and yet I was the first person she attacked.

She feared my song. Music held power. Even one not trained at the Bardic College could move an audience to laughter, to joy, to sorrow, and to despair. Songs could uplift or dismay. Incessae feared the lusts my song would inspire in her body.

I never thought my music would make me a target over a knight with Angela's martial prowess.

Maybe joining the quest was a mistake? Maybe I should have said no to Lady Delilah? I could have stayed safe skulking in taverns and low-born common rooms, singing for copper pennies, a warm bowel of stew, and a dry place to sleep.

But greed had seized me. I wanted back all I lost when I was caught abed with my sweet Princess Adelaide by her jealous husband. And our brief stay in the Doge's palace reinforced to me where I belonged. My talents were to entertain the powerful, to earn me the rewards of gold, fine clothing, perfumes, and noble ladies for me to seduce beneath their husbands' noses. Often wearing their husbands' appearances.

But was dying worth it?

Since I agreed to Lady Delilah's plan to aide Angela in her quest, barguests had attacked me. I wandered through dwarven mines haunted by a mad wraith who tried to steal my soul. Even an avalanche was dropped on us. Boulders could have buried me alive.

And now a furious demigoddess had stabbed me through the stomach. And Angela still had other dangers to face in her quest, culminating at the dragon.

Was life at court and the fame of being a bard worth all this pain and suffering?

But if I did earn a spot in a court, if Lady Delilah upheld her end of the bargain, I would have my fame and prestige back. I would be the centerpiece of my lord's entertainment. I would perform for all his noble visitors, impressing them with my skill, wooing them. And maybe I would see her again.

Princess Adelaide appeared in my memory, lush and beautiful, dressed only in her blonde hair like she had the night I was caught in her bed wearing her husband's appearance. I had loved her so much that night, like I had every other night.

And she had sung her love for me.

Could I have her back? If I was a court bard again, could I see her, play for her, and love her again? Maybe I could steal her from that foul husband of hers. Rescue her like she always dreamed of when we lay in bed, whispering our desires.

It was a foolish dream. Impossible. Her husband would never let her go. And he would never visit a court where I played. He would keep his wife away from me.

But I could have the rest. I could have it all back if I had the courage to risk the dangers. And there was the prophecy to consider. I was chosen. I did not understand how Lady Delilah knew I was chosen. Maybe I should tell Angela about who hired me.

She should know.

Later. If I don't die. I had to keep singing and Angela had to keep fighting.

~  *  ~

Incessae

Angela's stolen partisan, liberated from the inept guards of the Doge, crashed into my fiery spear. Sparks flew as Angela snarled. Her naked breasts heaved and her flaming hair spilled about her shoulders.

Exhilaration washed through me as our weapons clashed together again. She was a magnificent creature. Skilled, fast, unafraid. She fought without armor, the seed of her centaur lover dripping out of her cunt, unfazed by her nudity. She was focused on killing me.

Well, I did threaten her lover.

Tonight, Mother's vengeance would be meted out. The High King's foul sword would never be reforged. His kingdom would never again mar the world. Mother was too soft-hearted. She never should have allowed the High King's daughter Lily to live and breed, even if her and her descendants only produced daughters incapable of ruling any kingdom.

Angela worked the partisan with the same skill she fought with her sword. She stabbed and then used the weapon's crossguard to parry my spear, keeping me from finding her flesh. She slapped my spear down, then thrust forward, forcing me to leap back.

The Doge's guards rushed around us, their bronze armor gleaming in the light of my spear, flaring bright like stoked flames when my weapon struck Angela's. Awe crossed the men's faces as they watched us. And lust. I was also naked. I never wore clothing. I wasn't ashamed of the lush body I possessed.

But their eyes fixed on me, lusting after me, stirred my weakness. The hot itch in my cunt grew. The first beads of excitement dewed my cunt. I let out a snarl of frustration as my nipples hardened. I lunged harder at Angela.

“Slata curse you!” I roared at Angela and at my perverted father for burdening me with his lusts. The soldiers' eyes vexed me. “Don't just watch. Secure the acolyte.”

“No,” Angela shouted as a pair of the soldiers, under orders from their captain, broke away and rushed at the naked acolyte. “Don't touch her.”

Angela's anger appeared in her attacks. Her partisan thrust harder. She rushed at me, her naked feet smacking on the tiles. Her passion was...inspiring. Her breasts heaved. They were almost hypnotic the way they bounced and—

No!

Focus. I was not weak. I would not let father's lusts poison me.

I screamed, focusing on my rage—Mother's vengeance—and parried her next thrust. Then I lunged, moving my weapon in a circle to dodge past the partisan's crossguard, and entered her reach, my weapon thrusting for her belly.

~  *  ~

Acolyte Sophia

Angela needed my help.

I cast my eyes around for my discarded clothing. My robes lay in a pile nearby. My legs trembled from the orgasms the sphinx had gifted me. I forced down the exhausting bliss. I could not afford to lie in a pleasure coma.

I had to help Angela. I wasn't weak any longer.

Weapons rang and sparks crackled as I rushed to my robes. I fell to my knees and dug through the piled linen, searching for my pouch hanging from my robe's belt. The pouch clattered. My hands fumbled to unbury it from the cloth.

“Come on,” I hissed in frustration as somehow, my pouch had ended up in the robe's sleeve and lay tangled. “Slata's hairy cunt!”

I pulled out my pouch in triumph. I opened it. Glass clinked together. I pulled out a healing potion for Chaun, who seemed to be singing to keep himself from bleeding to death, and my enchanted dagger.

It glowed pink, warning me of danger.

I grasped the handle in triumph and stood up, anger burning in my face. That erinyes bitch would have to—

“Pater's disgusting cock,” I groaned at the sight of two of the Doge's soldiers rushing straight for me, each clutching a long polearm of some type in hand. Beyond them, the bald Doge screamed orders at his other guards as they gathered around Angela, watching her duel the erinyes.

“Drop the dagger,” the first guard said. He shouldered his polearm and reached out to grab me while the second guard circled to my right.

“Stop!” I shouted as his male hand reached for my naked flesh. “I am a priestess of Saphique. Any man who touches me will be cursed by my Goddess.”

The first guard froze before he could grab me. The second guard cursed beneath his breath. “She's a priestess, all right. Look at the robe.”

“Of Saphique,” I reiterated, my heart hammering. I had to do something. What?

“Help the erinyes!” the Doge shouted at his men. “Don't just stand there like pretty statues.”

“Well, we don't have to touch her to herd her,” the first guard said, lowering his weapon at me. The point was sharp.

I sucked in a deep breath as it hovered a foot from my flesh. The other guard lowered his blade. I stood there, trembling, thinking. Would they stab me with their blades? Those points were so sharp. They would skewer me.

What could I do besides dropping my dagger? But that wouldn't help Angela in her duel. There had to be something else I could do. Something that would help. Be useful. But would could it be? I backed away from the guards, their weapons' points tracking me.

“Don't be stupid, priestess,” the second soldier said. “I don't want your Goddess to curse me, but you have to surrender.”

The first guard suddenly growled. His weapon blurred as it stabbed past me. I shrieked and jumped before I realized he didn't pierce me with the point. Instead, his weapon shot past me. Then he yanked it back, the crossguard catching the back of my knee and jerking my leg out from beneath me.

I fell onto my back. Which hurt. A lot.

I coughed, clutching my knife and healing bottle in desperate grip. I didn't let the pain keep me from moving. I had fallen from my horse before. That hurt worse. I rolled over and gained my feet, darting around the second guard as he thrust with his weapon. I leaped over it, stopping him from tripping me.

“Vedr's queef!” he snarled

I almost giggled at the vulgarity of his curse. I would have if my heart wasn't hammering in fear. My feet slapped on the tiled floor as I ran as hard as I could. I had no idea where I would flee to. The guards' armor clinked as they charged behind me. There had to be something I could do to lose their pursuit so I could help Angela.

I cast my gaze around the room. The nobility pressed on the edges, watching the fight with a mix of fear and excitement. A new entertainment for them to enjoy. None of them would be helpful. The Doge continued to shout his orders and...

The Doge.

An idea popped into my head. It was pretty dumb, but I didn't have anything better to try. I changed the direction I ran.

~  *  ~

Knight-Errant Angela

I backpedaled as Incessae's spear lunged at my stomach. My feet slapped on the floor as I moved away, giving me time to slam my partisan into her haft and deflect her point from finding my stomach. Then I lunged in.

Her wings flapped, and she lifted into the air and flew back, landing in her stance, her spear leveled. Her pale cheeks burned crimson, and fat, pink nipples were erected. Her silver nipple rings glinted as her breasts heaved.

She was aroused.

My anger slowed. Incessae was a skilled fighter. I would be hard pressed to defeat her even with the longer reach of the partisan. But I couldn't kill an erinyes. They were immortal, demigoddesses born of Slata and Las.

Lust was the key to defeating them. Her nipples were hard, and in the reflected light of her spear's fire, juices glinted on her thighs. Her eyes smoldered, glowing brighter and brighter with every moment as they stared at me.

At my heaving tits.

“Do you like my tits?” I asked as I lunged in.

“What?” she hissed, smacking my partisan down.

“My tits? Do you like them?” I pressed my arms together, squeezing my tits into two thrusting mounds. “Aren't they beautiful? I think I have a great pair of tits. Like yours. We're about the same size.”

“Shut up!” she hissed as she lunged. “I'm here to kill you, not ogle your tits.”

I parried her attack, our weapons sparking together. “You sure? You keep staring at my tits. Do you think I should pierce my nipples? I like your silver rings. Sexy.”

“Cunt!”


Chapter Twenty-Six: Lust's Daughter

Minx

Xera and I dived apart as the faerie guarding the Doge's Great Vault unleashed her magic. My skin tingled as a rush of pink energy washed between us and crashed into the floor. The magic rolled across the stone like foamy water, crackling with pink and purple sparks then fading into glittering dust. I gained my feet and cast a gaze over my shoulder at the faerie.

We were expecting her. The Doge had her imprisoned and forced her to guard his treasures. And that meant there were iron runes inscribed about the room, forming a magic circle that would keep her imprisoned.

Faeries hated iron.

Her wings, a purple blur behind her, hummed as she hovered in the middle of the Vault. She was the size of a short human female, with pale skin covered in glittering flecks of gold. Purple hair floated about the beautiful creature and her lush breasts heaved.

“You should not be here!” she shouted. “Leave, now!”

“I don't want to,” I laughed. I had to be the distraction while Xera, with her keen eyes, sought out the runes. According to Faoril, they had to be inside the Vault. “I'm here to see if the stories about you are true.”

“What stories?” the faerie demanded, her hands going to her hips. “Huh?”

“That you are the ugliest faerie in the world. I mean, I thought it was true, but I didn't realize how ugly you were.”

“Ugly?” A shrill shriek echoed through the vault. “You think I'm ugly, halfling?”

“Oh, yes. I've seen ogre backsides that were prettier than you.”

“I am Princess Siona,” the faerie hissed. “I am the most beautiful daughter of Queen Sidhe, the most radiant Faerie Queen. How dare you call me ugly! Call me pretty!”

“You're as pretty as a boil on a barguest's cock,” I laughed.

She shrieked so loud my ears rang. It echoed through the room. Her purple hair stood on end as the room crackled with her fury. I dodged through the priceless treasures the Doge had collected, weaving between statues carved of rare stones or cast from precious metals. I dived over a chest stuffed with gems and gold coins. I dodged around plinths holding expensive jewelry.

I snatched a pendant with a diamond the size of my fist.

Behind me, the magic crashed into the works of art, knocking over the plinths, cracking the wood of the chest, and rocking the statues on their bases. They wobbled and teetered, threatening to fall over as I laughed, sparks dancing through the air.

“If you are the most beautiful daughter of Queen Sidhe,” I called, “then your mother must be so ugly!”

“She is a radiant being, not a filthy little halfling with such an ugly haircut.”

“It's practical,” I shrugged. “Your mother is so ugly she sours fresh milk.”

“My mother only sours milk to punish wicked humans! She is not ugly!” The faerie stamped her foot in mid-air. “Not ugly at all. You take that back! We're both beautiful!”

“You're so ugly, the Doge locked you in his basement to spare his citizens the horror of your visage!”

“You horrible rat!”

Magic lashed out, crashing into a statue before me. I laughed, my feet sliding on the floor as I changed directions. “Your aim is also terrible. Is your ugliness interfering in—”

Marble hands seized my arms. The statue she hit with magic had animated. It lifted me into the air. My legs kicked as I struggled to escape, but the fingers held me tight. The faerie princess fluttered before me, her face twisted with rage.

“You take it all back right now! I am the most beautiful creature you have ever seen. Say it! Stop lying!”

I glanced at Xera as she searched the room. She needed to hurry.

“Say it!” Sharp fingernails pressed against my cheek. Each was painted a deep purple. “I am radiant. Admit it!”

“Xera,” I said, trembling, Siona's boiling eyes boring into my own.

“Keep distracting her.”

~  *  ~

Journeyman Mage Faoril

The stump held me fast. I had been tricked. I thought I had the upper hand against Master Mage Yolun, but he was craftier. He trapped me in an ouroboros circle. I couldn't cast any spells. My magic would rebound.

But I could manipulate spells I had already cast.

“You are calmer than I would have expected after this fight,” Yolun said, eyeing me. “There is no way to escape an ouroboros circle. Not with you constrained.”

“I know,” I lied. I tugged and manipulated the knot of sensations in my mind that was Relaria, dominated by the life magic I learned from Fireeyes's disgusting book. “Is panicking going to accomplish anything?”

“No, no,” he said, “but considering the punishment for attacking a master mage is death, I would expect fear.”

A flutter of fear hit my heart. I would be declared a warlock if Yolun brought a complaint to the Magery Council. “Well, you attacked me first. You lured me here and then demanded my surrender.”

“On the Doge's order,” he answered. “I have a contract to serve him.”

“And I have a contract with Knight-Errant Angela. I could not let you interfere in our quest.”

“Quest?” he asked. “To kill rampaging imps?”

That was the lie we told the court. “No. To kill the Dragon Dominari.”

He threw back his head and laughed. “No one has been able to harm the dragon for centuries. And why attack her? She hasn't ventured out of her desolation in our lifetime, or that of our grandfathers.”

“Doesn't mean she won't rampage again. Her desolation was once prosperous farmland. She burned every croft and farm, sent the peasants fleeing, then roasted the combined armies of the Princes of Zeutch when they came to fight her. What if she strikes out again? No dragon that has ever lived is as dangerous as her.”

“And you think you'll succeed?” He laughed, confident.

Good. Relaria came closer and closer. Keep him distracted. “With the High King's sword reforged. Angela is his descendant.”

Yolun's mouth clamped shut. “A woman? Wielding his sword? The symbol of his authority?”

“The Lesbius Oracle prophesied it. We shall defeat Dominari and lift her shadow from the eastern lands.”

“So that is what has Aurelius in an uproar.” The mage shook his head. “The pommel in his Vault.”

I nodded my head. “So you can understand why your interference is a terrible thing. Imagine the good that we will accomplish.”

“The High King's sword was broken for a reason. No man should ever rule so much territory.”

“Well, Angela is not a man. She's a woman. She can't rule. So what do you, or the nations, have to fear?”

“Your motivations may be good, but defying the Magery Council and committing theft from one of the most powerful men in the world is rank folly. I shall deliver you to Esh-Esh and let the Council judge your actions today.”

My heart clenched. I couldn't let that happen. I had to escape. And no matter what, unless I killed him, he would see me branded a warlock. I would be like Fireeyes. Hunted. I would never gain the black robes and join the rank of Master. Bitterness burned at the back of my throat.

Relaria entered the garden. The lamia moved with stealth, her lithe form darting through the smoldering plants and across the cratered grounds. The garden had been beautiful before our battle commenced.

“There is nothing I can say to change your mind?” I asked. “I am only doing what is right.”

“So am I. And what I am doing is also lawful.”

Relaria moved closer. She wiggled beneath a flowering bush, her tail swishing behind her. I kept a firm control over her body, guiding her behind the stump holding me. My skin tightened as she came closer and closer to freeing me.

I would have to strike fast, overwhelm him the moment Relaria freed me.

The lamia crept closer. She wiggled forward on her belly. She reached the edge of the magic circle imprisoning me. Her clawed finger swiped through the dirt and broke the plane, breaking the force rebounding my magic.

I struck.

My magic surged out of the circle. It did not rebound into me and cause me pain. I seized rocks and hurtled them at Master Yolun, hoping to strike him in the head and render him unconscious. They hissed through the air.

Though shocked, he reacted swiftly.

His magic crashed into the stones. The rocks became dust that sprayed over him in a cloud. He coughed even as I melted the stump holding me into a puddle of liquid wood. I darted to the right and seized the dust around him, trying to harden it into a shell about his body.

My ears popped as a huge gale burst from him, whipping the dust away. My red robes billowed about me. Our magic lunged at each other, warring for control over the elements around us. I formed ice lances out of the air which he melted into steam. He summoned stabbing shards of rock to burst around my feet which I transformed into soft mud before touching me.

We warred with wind, water, earth, and fire. We manipulated the elements. The ground shook and the air boomed. We assaulted each other with our skill. It was a battle to see who ran out of their reserves of sexual fluids first.

But I had the advantage.

Relaria crept around behind Yolun as I battled. The catgirl was fierce. She knew how to claw and subdue a man. I implanted the idea in her head when she was in position while simultaneously hardening the ground beneath my feet back into stone instead of the quicksand threatening to swallow me.

With a hiss, Relaria lunged.

She landed on the mage's back. Her claws tore at his shoulder. He cried out in pain. Energy burst between him and Relaria, an explosion of Fire. The lamia flew away from him, yowling in pain as I sent a thick piece of wood crashing into Yolun's head while he was distracted.

The mage reeled, spun, and collapsed on the ground, his scalp split open.

The bundle of sensations from Relaria, representing my control over her, popped in my mind like a soap bubble. I staggered, my eyes casting to the lamia. She lay broken before a tree, her flesh blackened from Yolun's fire, her spine bent in an unnatural horror.

I staggered. I had killed her. I brought her here, forced her to attack a master mage, and killed her.

“No, no, no,” I gasped, stumbling across the ground to the lamia. I couldn't have killed her.

I fell to my knees before her. I rolled the lamia onto her back. Her beautiful face was hidden by blackened skin. Her clothing smoldered. I shook her, but she didn't move. I sent life magic into her, probing her flesh.

No life remained.

“No!” My body shook. Tears fell from my eyes. What had I done? I used her. She was a puppet. She had no say in attacking Yolun, in risking her life.

Bile rose in the back of my throat. I leaned over and vomited as my body shook.

~  *  ~

Incessae

“Admit it. You want to play with my tits,” Angela purred as her partisan lunged at me.

“Shut up!” I snarled, my eyes drawn to her heaving breasts.

They were so beautiful. My hands clenched on my weapon, wishing they were holding her soft, plump mounds. Her flesh would squeeze through my fingers. And those nipples were perfect to suck on and...

No. Stop.

I roared in frustration and lunged again, thrusting hard. They were brutal strokes. I had to end this. Juices trickled down my thighs. Every time Angela dodged, those wonderful breasts heaved. It would be such a shame to mar...

Stop being weak!

“Or maybe it's my cunt you want to lick.” A gorgeous smile crossed Angela's lips. “Huh? Do you want to fall to your knees and lick my sweet pussy? I bet you do. You're so wet.”

“Quiet!”

“You're such a slut!”

“Fucking whore!” I thrust hard.

“But you're the one dripping. Your juices are flooding out of your cunt. Admit it. You want to taste the centaur's jizz leaking out my sweet snatch.”

“I'll kill you! I'll shove my spear through your guts.”

Angela laughed, parried, and said, “But what you really want to do is thrust your fingers into my cunt. Mmm, I'm so wet and juicy. Imagine your fingers sinking into my depths, teasing me, playing with me. You'll love making me cum.”

My teeth ground together. My nipples ached. I wanted to tug on my nipple piercings. I wanted to press my thighs together and rub my clit. It burned. It had to be touched. But if I gave in, I would lose my fighting stance.

I had to kill her.

My spear lunged over and over at her, rapid jabs. I had to sap her stamina. She was human. I was a demigoddess. She couldn't outlast me. But she danced back, deflecting my vicious attacks with ease, a smirk on her lush lips.

“Yes, let those emotions out. You want me. I can feel it burning in your eyes. What are you waiting for, erinyes? Fall to your knees and worship my cunt.”

“Never!”

My screech echoed through the room. I hated her. I hated her more than mother hated High King Peter. I wanted to throw her to the ground and ram my spear into her cunt. I would fuck her so hard with it. She would gasp and moan as she burned.

Her smoking juices would perfume the air. Such a heady bouquet. And then I would...

I shook my head and parried her sweeping partisan at the last second.

“Were you daydreaming?” Angela laughed. “Thinking of my sweet snatch? I understand. It's the best cunt you'll ever devour.”

“I wasn't!”

“You were. And everyone knows it. You want to lick my pussy. You want to devour my cunt. You want to make me cum.”

I shuddered. Visions of falling to my knees sent a wave of heat through my body. The part of me born from my disgusting father yearned for a different battle, the press of hot, wet flesh, gasping bodies, writhing bliss.

I shook my head, driving back the images from my—

Angela's partisan smacked my spear from my hand. It fell to the floor, and its flames snuffed out as it rolled toward the boots of the watching soldiers. Their eyes all burned with lust. They stared at us with hungry eyes.

They wanted to watch me feast on Angela's cunt.

“Stop looking at me!” I screamed as Angela's partisan swung.

What was wrong with me? The fight. I had to—

Angela's polearm swept my feet out from beneath me. I crashed backward and landed with a hard thud. And then she was over me. Her foot slammed down between my breasts, pressing me to the floor. Cum dripped from her cunt, splattering my belly.

“Time to eat my juicy cunt,” Angela grinned.

I stared at her messy cunt, licking my lips. I wanted to devour it. I wanted to feast on the centaur's cum dripping out of her snatch. But Mother needed her justice.

Why was I so weak?

“Don't stand there, capture her,” the Doge screamed.

I blinked, trying to drive away my lust. Angela hadn't won yet.

~  *  ~

Knight Errant Angela

My pussy burned. Saying those words, watching her body react, made me so wet. The bitch needed to be put in her place. I wanted to slam my cunt on her mouth, grind on her, and make her lick me clean of the centaur's cum until I exploded.

Then I would be free of the erinyes and Slata's vengeance.

But I had forgotten about the guards watching me. At the Doge's words, they sprang towards me, stabbing with their partisans. I twisted away from Incessae, raising my weapon and deflecting one guard's attack into another. Then I dodge a third.

They came at me from every direction. A forest of sharp points hungered to find my flesh. I spun my weapon, blocking, deflecting, knocking them back. It was a delaying action. There were too many attacks coming from too many directions for me to win.

I lost. I defeated Incessae, and it didn't matter. I would fight. I would force them to kill me, but my quest ended here. I wouldn't die at the maw of the dragon, but at the spears of the Doge of Raratha, my name attainted, forever remembered as a black knight.

A criminal.


Chapter Twenty-Seven: The Acolyte's Dagger

Xerathalasia

“Say I am beautiful,” Sophia the Faerie Princess shrieked.

I glanced at Minx. She struggled in the grasp of a statue. The faerie's hands fondled her breasts as she hovered before the halfling. Minx squirmed, but the statue held both her forearms. She couldn't move her hands and seize a tool from her pouch.

But she held the faerie's attention. I kept my eyes moving, searching for the iron runes. They were hidden with cunning. My eyes swept across the stone, peering for any false covering, joints that were too wide, too small, a break in the Dwarven craftsmanship. I ran my fingers across the wall as I circled the vault, searching for minute imperfections.

“How can you say these magnificent breasts are ugly? Huh? I am perfect. Admit it!”

“Perfect for kraken vomit washed up on the shore,” chortled Minx.

She was fearless. I smiled and shook my head. I had to focus on finding the iron runes. They had to be somewhere in the wall. The faerie's magic couldn't pass the circle made by the runes. As she threw about her magic, the power washed across the floor and rippled into the wall.

Right?

“Taste my pussy juices. These are the juices of a beautiful princess, not a...a...disgusting filth.”

Minx gagged as the faerie princess rammed pussy-coated fingers into Minx's mouth. The halfling shuddered and struggled in the animated statue's grasp, her short legs kicking. They were slim, flashing with her metallic-bronze skin, her short britches molded to her flesh, so tight the impression of her vulva could be seen, a plump crease...

Focus.

“My pussy tastes amazing, admit it.”

“I've had better,” Minx shrugged.

My smile grew as the faerie shrieked.

I focused on the floor. The signs of her magic washed across the tiles like water, leaving a glittery film behind, like the waves churned in a brackish pond retreating from the shore and demarcating how high up the beach the water had flowed. The glitter came almost to the wall, but it didn't touch it. My heart beat with excitement. I fell to my hands and knees, searching the boundary. The stones were hard beneath my bare knees, but I ignored the discomfort.

“You are a foul-mouthed rat,” the princess hissed. “You're ugly. Look at those small tits.”

“Oh, they're perfect for my body size,” Minx laughed. “I know I'm sexy. And you know it. Stop lying.”

“I'm lying? You're the evil cunt that won't acknowledge my regal beauty.”

“I don't know,” Minx said. “Turn around. Let me get a good look at you.”

The faerie turned, shaking her perfect rump, almost thrusting it into Minx's face. “See. Perfect. Admit I have a perfect ass.”

“Eh.”

The faerie princess shrieked. Her wings hummed. She shoved her ass into Minx's face. I tried not to chortle as Minx gasped and sputtered. The faerie let out a coo. “Lick my ass. You love it. It's a perfect ass. Everyone wants to lick it.”

My sensitive finger brushed across the tile and froze. It passed over the slightest rise. I couldn't even see the dimple in the tile. I stroked the rise, tracing it. Was it an defect from its manufacture, or the rune? It had a shape, purpose, angular lines.

A rune.

I drew my wooden dagger and scratched at the tile. Paint flaked off, a thick lacquer glaze. Set into the tile was an iron rune, dull gray. It was Dwarven craftsmanship at its finest. I doubt any human could have ever detected the subtle difference.

But I did.

I worked the dagger's blade between iron and tile. I pried at it while the faerie princess shrieked demands at Minx. The iron rune wiggled. Stone creaked. I leveraged my blade, and the rune popped out of the tile.

My ears twitched as energy washed over me. It flowed out of the room, escaping from the circle of iron. The faerie princess gasped and spun around, staring at me. Her eyes widened. Tears filled them as she fluttered to me.

“Y-you freed me.”

“I did, your highness,” I said, rising. “I—”

The faerie princess threw herself at me. Her slim body hugged me tight as her wet tears soaked my neck. I held her as she sobbed. Minx gasped, falling free of the statue, a huge grin on her face, then she began gathering the treasure in the room.

“You saved me. Thank you.” The princess kissed me. “Thank you.” Each one was punctuated by a kiss. “Thank you. Thank you. Thank you.”

“You're welcome.”

She broke away from me. “I am Princess Siona, daughter of Queen Sidhe. I am eternally in your debt, noble elf.” Her magic sparkled above her outstretched palm. A four-leaf clover appeared, speckled with glittering flakes of gold. She tucked it behind my ear. “You have earned a boon. Call upon me, and if it is in my power, you have earned your wish.”

Princess Siona turned. “And you...you will apologize to me.”

“You're cute,” Minx shrugged. “But not the most beautiful creature I've seen.”

Siona shrieked, then flew out of the vault and found her freedom.

I shook my head at Minx, smiling. She raced to the plinth and snagged the pommel. Greed burned in her sapphire eyes. She bounced the pommel on the palm of her hand, the other holding a sack already bulging with treasure.

Minx slipped the pommel into the sack then walked to me and smacked my ass. “Come on, we have to loot this place. That pirate captain's gonna want her booty.”

“Sure,” I smiled, my ass warm. She was a joyful creature to be around.

~  *  ~

Journeyman Mage Faoril

I wiped at my mouth and looked away from Relaria. In my mind, I replayed the moment of her death over and over. My will pressing on my control over her, guiding her, forcing her to be my weapon. My distraction. I stood, wiping away my tears.

I was empty inside. I had heaved up my dinner and more. I smoothed my robes then brushed the book in my pocket. His book. I pulled out the notebook. I had argued that all knowledge, no matter how it was gained, was useful.

How useful was mind-control? How useful was forcing a creature to die?

The book burst into flames. It didn't burn my palm. I controlled the heat. Ashes flaked away in the breeze. The fire burned hot, consuming the book in heartbeats. The gray ash spilled out of my hand, falling to the ground, leaving my palm stained.

I stumbled through the garden to the door back into the palace. I was lured away for a reason. Angela, Sophia, and Chaun were in danger. Maybe Xera and Minx, too. Everything had gone wrong.

Relaria's yowls followed me.

~  *  ~

Knight-Errant Angela

“Stop!” the Doge cried out. “Don't kill her. Put your weapons down.”

I blocked a thrust. The guards froze, frowned. They looked confused as they backed away from me. The Doge's commands were frantic. I turned. Sophia had her naked body pressed behind the Doge, her dagger at his throat. She spoke into his ear.

“Now, now, hurry. Can't you see. She'll kill me. Surrender.”

Sophia always found new ways to surprise me.

I whirled on the erinyes. Incessae rose, shaking her head. I lunged at her, knocking her to the ground with the partisan. She rolled onto her back, her tits heaving. “Don't you forget, you have to worship my pussy.”

“You fucking cunt,” Incessae gasped as I seized her red hair and hauled her up. “You're a whore.”

“That's you,” I told her as I pulled her face to my pussy. “You're the whore, remember? You're the one who couldn't control her lusts. That's why you lost.”

“Damn my father,” she moaned. “And damn your cunt.”

Then she feasted. I threw the partisan to the ground as her hungry tongue licked through my folds, gathering the centaur's cum that hadn't poured out of my pussy. My hips undulated, grinding on her, savoring my victory.

The final erinyes had succumbed. I was free of Slata's vengeance.

~  *  ~

Chaun

I gulped down Sophia's healing potion. I had to stop singing. The pain instantly roared back, trying to kill me. But the warmth of the potion flooded through me, attacking the agony, driving it back, restoring my health, if not my clothing.

My tunic was torn and ruined, and my hose and codpiece were soaked by my blood.

The Doge hung in the air, suspended by Faoril. The mage stared at him with glassy eyes, her arms hugging herself. Her robes were stained with dirt and ash. More smudged her face and clung to her hair. She had had her own fight.

And it left her haunted.

Sophia dressed while Angela hurried out of the hall. I stood. The Doge's soldiers watched us with weary eyes, their weapons on the floor. The Doge himself blubbered as he slowly spun in the air, completely at our mercy.

“Well, it's safe to say we've been exposed as miscreants,” I said, striding to Sophia.

“Safe to say,” she nodded. “Mother will not be pleased with me. I imagine High Virgin Vivian will expel me from the order when we return to Shesax.” Sophia sighed. “Maybe the dragon will kill us.”

I laughed and nodded. “Well, trust me, I've had one ruler sign my death warrant. We'll manage.”

“You sound confident.”

My smile faded. Prince Gruber of Kivnar hardly had the power of the Doge of Raratha. Though the Doge ruled only a city, the wealth of nations flowed through his port. He would want vengeance and his property restored.

There was no turning back for me. I was united with Angela and her quest. I would risk the dangers and not for the reward. We would be outlaws, Lady Delilah's promise impossible to fulfill. But Angela needed me. I had bled with her. And now I would be a fugitive with her. Angela's order would strip her from their ranks, Faoril's Magery Council would call her a warlock for her crimes. Only Xera's and Thrak's people would not care what we did.

And Minx's. But she was already a thief.

Angela returned in her armor, our saddlebags slung over her shoulders. Xera and Minx followed after, a huge grin on the halfling thief's mischievous face. She chortled at the sight of the Doge spinning in the air then produced the pommel.

“We did it,” she laughed. “Broke into your Vault, your Dogeness.”

“Your Excellency,” corrected Sophia.

“We have to go,” Angela said, her face stern. You never would have known she had a screaming orgasm on the erinyes's face only a few minutes ago. The erinyes herself had fled after she made Angela cum, one hand shoved between her thighs, masturbating herself.

“Let's get our horses and be gone,” Sophia said.

Angela shook her head. “We can't get them down the cliff and to the boat with ease.”

Sophia's face fell. She deeply cared for her horse. “I-I understand.”

Angela closed her eyes, blinking against tears. Midnight, her charger, was a part of what made her a knight. She shifted the saddlebags slung over her shoulders. Sophia reached out and pulled off her own saddlebag, packed with her personal items, from Angela's shoulder. I took mine, making sure my enchanted chest was still in the saddlebags—it held all my clothing.

“Faoril,” Angela said.

“Hmm?” the mage asked, looking at Angela with a blank face.

“We're leaving. Bring the Doge.”

“Bring me where?” he spluttered, face white.

~  *  ~

Minx

My bare feet touched the sand at the bottom of the cliff. Faoril's fire still blazed above, holding the Doge prisoner and keeping him out of mischief. The climb down was...strange. The rocks kept moving, forming steps for us to march down. Those steps vanished behind us, shoved back into the cliff by Faoril's magic. The mage was at the rear.

“I take it things did not go to plan?” Thrak asked as we trooped across the strand.

“It was their fault,” I said, thumbing over my shoulder. “Xera and I were perfect.” I shook my sack loaded with loot. “This should make Thyrna happy.”

Thrak nodded his head. “Sophia, what happened?”

“Incessae,” the acolyte hissed. “She's been dealt with. But the Doge knows we were there to rob him.”

“Did you kill him?”

Sophia gave the orc a strange look then marched past him. Angela followed, the knight in her armor looking powerful and majestic, her kite shield strapped to her arm, her breastplate and pauldrons gleaming in the rising moon as she climbed into the longboat.

I hopped in and Xera sat beside me. I hadn't been on a ship since I left Baraconia with my sister years ago. I couldn't believe I was heading back. But the next piece of the sword was on the Island of Birds. Unable to resist, I pulled out the pommel, staring at it.

“May I have that?” Angela asked, her eyes steely. It was a polite request masking her demand.

“Sure.” It was useless to me until Faoril restored it, then I would steal the sword and become so rich.

“Faoril,” Thrak said. “Are you okay?”

“Fine,” the mage muttered then ducked around the orc and his spread-wide arms. She climbed into the boat and sank down, staring at her soot-stained hands.

Thrak and Chaun were the last to climb in. The orc stared at Faoril, his swarthy face puzzled. The sailors pushed us out into the swell. The brawny men climbed in and rowed us out into the Nimborgoth and to the waiting pirate ship. The sailors grunted with each stroke, their oars creaking against wood, waves slapping against the hull. It was the only sound. Everyone was silent. We had broken into the Great Vault, stolen the Doge's treasure, and escaped.

And none of them were excited. They all were mopey. I rolled my eyes.

“Angela,” Chaun said, cutting through the silence.

“Yes?”

“I have to confess that I was not entirely truthful when we met in Lor-Khev.”

“I knew it,” Sophia said. “You were waiting for us.”

Chaun nodded. “A Lady Delilah hired me to—”

“Lady Delilah?” snarled Angela. Her hand went to her neck, grasping a garnet pendant she wore. “She hired you. Are you certain?”

Chaun nodded. “Yes, fiery hair, a curvy figure. Mature and powerful with a sensual presence about her.”

“What is she up to?” Angela demanded, her hand clenching on her necklace.

“Fiery hair?” I asked. Like Adel, my elf partner. I was the inside plant in the party to steal the High King's sword once it was reforged. It was Adel's plan.

“Yes,” Angela said, her voice thick with longing and anger. “What does she want? Why did she give me this pendant, and why did Fireeyes have its twin?”

“Fireeyes?” I asked, completely confused.

Only the grunts of sailors, creak of oars, and slap of waves answered me.

~  *  ~

Doge Aurelius

The fires spluttered out around me.

I sighed in relief. The unmanly tears I had cried still stained my cheeks. I wiped at them as I turned to stare at the Nimborgoth, the rising moon splashing silver across its waves. Angela was on the sea. She had escaped down to the beach. A boat must be out there, lurking in the dark.

“Maregatus!” I snarled.

My seneschal strode up in his toga, the cloth draping over his bony body. “Yes, your Excellency.”

“I want ships sailing to every port in the Nimborgoth spreading news of my bounty for Angela and her companions. A 1000 gold dupondius for her companions, 5000 for her. Dead or alive, I do not care. Another 5000 for the pommel.”

“They will leave on the morning tide, your Excellency.”

“Then I want a courier sent to King Edward. I want to know why a knight from his kingdom would pillage my storeroom and threaten my person. I want answers from the Knights Deute and recompense for the actions of their member.”

“I will send the courier on a pegasus. Anything else?”

“Only her head.” She made me cry. My entire court witnessed me blubber like a child. “I want her head mounted before my palace gates! And I want all her companions to join her. That Las-damned halfling, Sophia, the bard, all of them!”


Part Six

~~~

Heart's Longing


Chapter Twenty-Eight: Bitter Memories

Xandra – Black Glass Aerie, The Island of Birds

I sat on the edge of my parent's nest on the steep cliff my people lived upon, my feet dangling over the side, staring at the black rocks of Mount Peritito choked with vines. I tried not to look at the large pyre being laid on the aerie's largest outcropping, situated just above the jungle's top. The large logs had already been laid for the fire and the surrounding ground swept clear of creeping vines. Young maidens, all newly crossed into adulthood, stamped down the ground, their giggling trills rising to me.

They all dreamed of the male they would mate. Each had her favorite, the one she would dance for and hope to earn his gaze. But only the most beautiful avian maidens would only have one male in mind, confident to win his affection. I should be down with them. All unmated maidens, by custom, prepared the dancing field.

But what was the point? I had danced before the mating pyre twice before. No male wanted a wife who could not transform into a bird and dance through the skies with him. No male wanted a wife who still possessed her adolescent name.

Xandra.

I had earned the name at eleven when my spirit quest revealed I would serve my aerie as a shaman. My parents had been so proud of me then. A shaman. When they named me at hatching, they chose Sky as my child name. They believed I would soar far. And then I was given Xandra when chosen as a shaman. A good name for a student of spirits.

But at eighteen, when I crossed into adulthood, I failed to transform into a bird. Unlike the other adults in Black Glass Aerie, I could not take to the skies. I was stuck living on the side of the cliff like a child, denied my adult name.

Tears brimmed in my eyes as I looked away from the clearing. I stared up at the darkened sky. Night descended onto the Isle of Birds. The distant Nimborgoth became a dark smear on the horizon. The lights of the halfling city of Baraconia burned like a small beacon on its edge past the dark-green canopy of the Collserola Jungle that surrounded the flanks of Mount Peritito.

I would be stuck here on the ground forever. Flightless. Nameless. Forever an adolescent. No male wanted a wife who could not fly.

I pressed my face into my knees. My skirt slid down my thighs, exposing the pale skin. My tears fell. I shuddered for a few moments, the bitter memories of my first mating dance washing over me.

I had been certain that Obsidian would choose me despite my failure to transform. I could still tend the nest. I was still a shaman. I invoked the elements and helped our people survive. I was important, even if I had no true name or ability to fly. Obsidian and I had been close as children. I was certain he would choose me. He always favored me over the other chicks and hatchlings.

And then I danced before him, my body moving, awakening to my sexual desires. My pussy had grown heated between my thighs while my bare breasts bounced firm before him. I had never exposed myself to a man before, but I bared my nubile body before him and the watching tribe, hoping he would lift his eyes and stare at me. I danced and danced, drinking in his gorgeous, black hair and his slim shoulders. He was a pretty male. Exotic.

Black hair was so uncommon.

My soft-blue tresses danced about me as I spun. With every beat of the drum, my body grew hotter, my dance more graceful. I put my all into performing, enticing him. I saw his arousal tenting the front of his blue kilt.

But he wouldn't look me in the eye.

Tears burned in my eyes when I moved on. My friend, Sapphire, took my spot, dancing before Obsidian. She hardly had to shake her hips when Obsidian looked up at her. How Sapphire had sang, her voice trilling as she fell on his lap. Her moans sang as she gave her virginity to her mate, echoing over the beat of the drums.

I could still remember the way her ass writhed and clenched as she made love to Obsidian. He held her, their lips pressed together, her larger breasts rubbing on his chest. They danced their marriage, undulating together, working towards their shared pleasure.

He was supposed to be mine. But I failed to transform into a bird. The only avian on the Island of Birds who could not enjoy our race's profound gift.

Wings flapped. I lifted my head. A pair of falcons danced through the air. Not true birds, but avians. I recognized the subtle difference in the pattern of feathers. Sapphire and Obsidian, playing with each other on the currents of winds, screeching their joy at their marriage. They had their first hatchling, a son, only weeks back.

My fists clenched and I stood up, my red skirt swirling about my thighs. I looked away. Sapphire had what should have been mine. Obsidian was so handsome, so wonderful. He hunted in the jungle, bringing back food for the aerie. Sapphire wore the bone and wood jewelry he carved for her.

He doted on her.

I reached the ladder. I was twenty and forced to climb like a child. I scampered up the wooden ladder. It climbed high towards the next ledge. I stepped off and crossed it for the next ladder leading up and up. I kept climbing, navigating the ledges and nests, working to the highest point of the aerie.

The highest place I could go.

I stepped off the ladder onto the ledge before the Shaman's cave. It led deeper into the mountain, towards the gem beds and the volcano's heart, sealed to keep the imps from spilling through the aerie and causing all manner of mischief. And to protect what was entrusted to our Aerie.

I sighed in relief—Shaman Farsight had sought his nest. I was alone.

I did not want to hear my mentor's reproaches for skirting my obligation to help prepare for the mating ceremony. Since failing to transform, he found fault in everything I did. It didn't matter how well I shaped the gems for trade, how skilled my digging homunculi were, or how many new beds of rubies or sapphires or topazes I found. My gems were never quite perfect enough for his standards, my homunculi never quite as quick as they should be, and my gem beds were never quite large enough.

I peered down the mountain. I stood on the edge, my toes over it, and spread my arms like wings. I closed my eyes and savored the wind whipping past me, blowing my hair and rustling my skirt. In my imagination I flew, dancing through the skies, experiencing the true freedom. I could fly away from the aerie, skim across the top of the jungle, float above the city of Baraconia and then out over the Nimborgoth. I would keep flying and flying until I reached distant shores—the desert of Halani, the islands of Thlin, the black wastes of Azi, the Haunted Forest, the mouth of the mighty Tingul.

I could see it all beneath me, small, tiny, beautiful.

I could fly with my mate, our wings almost touching as we spiraled around each other, singing our love. And then we would land in quiet privacy, a hidden glade in the jungle decorated with flowering vines and scented with sweet perfumes.

Obsidian flashed in my mind, so strong, so beautiful, his dark eyes round, his lips plump, his body muscled and slim, his kilt tented with his excitement as he laid me down on the soft moss. His delicate fingers would pull off my top, exposing my small breasts.

My arms lowered as I pictured his hand sliding up my skirt, exposing my slim legs. His hand would brush my thigh, teasing me. A hot shudder ran up my body. I let out a sigh, dreaming of the wonders of love-making.

My hands slid up my thigh and beneath my skirt, touching my flesh in poor mimicry of my fantasy. No male would want me. Only crude masturbation gave me any pleasure.

In my fantasy, Obsidian's hand reached my pussy. His fingers were wonderful, sliding through the folds of my sex, teasing me, stimulating me. I shuddered and moaned, my toes curling, gripping the ledge's edge as I caressed my clit and pretended it was Obsidian's touch.

“My love,” I moaned, rubbing harder at my sex.

Pleasure tingled through me. My mother always whispered that a male's touch would be far better than my own fumblings. And my own touch was so sweet. I moaned into the night, my nipples hard beneath my top as I rubbed vigorously at my clit.

I circled the nub. My lips moved, pretending Obsidian kissed them. Juices leaked out of my pussy, coating my fingers in my sweet honey. I groaned, rubbing harder as I imagined gripping his dick and guiding it into my pussy.

In my fantasy, I was no virgin but a wife mated before the flock.

“Obsidian,” I panted as I imagined his girth sliding into my sheath. My fingers moved down, caressing my maidenhead. There was one hole just big enough in the membrane for my little finger to wiggle through.

I shuddered as I caressed the insides of my wet pussy. My other hand slid up my bare belly and beneath my sleeveless top, cupping my small breast. I pumped my little finger faster and faster, the heel of my hand grinding on my clit while I pinched my nipple.

You're so beautiful, my mate, Obsidian whispered. Perfect. Whether as a bird or a woman.

“Yes,” I groaned, the pleasure building inside of me. I swayed in the wind, my hips undulating, humping against my hand. My clit throbbed. “You're so beautiful, too, my mate.”

Your plumage is so sleek, he moaned in my fantasy, his hips pumping as we made love, my breasts crushed to his chest. I'm so glad I chose you over Sapphire.

I moaned again, tossing back my head. The pleasure crested inside of me. My pussy spasmed about my little finger. The tingles rushed through me. I chirped my delight, my lips pursed, whistling sighs mixing between my pleasure. I swayed more, leaning out over the edge of the cliff and then back.

The sweet release hit my mind. I savored it, held onto it, pretended Obsidian gasped my name as he spent inside of me. I gripped my fantasy, not wanting to let go of my moment of peace and happiness.

Wings flapped.

I squeaked and ripped my hands from beneath my clothing. A large, white roc soared down, landing behind me. I tensed, breathing in, my face flushed as I turned to face the roc. The bird shimmered, the feathers retracting as the form of a man appeared, skin dark-olive, hair a white, wild tangle, papery-skin almost transparent, the veins bleeding through.

“Shaman Farsight,” I bowed, my cheeks burning. How much had he witnessed?

“Have you abandoned the hope that any of our males would want you?” he asked, his voice a dry rasp. “Huh?”

“Yes, Master,” I whispered, staring at the ground.

“Good, good,” he nodded. “Let those sweet maidens who have earned their true name dance. Don't tempt a male with your body. He will never be happy. And what if your chicks and drakes cannot change, huh? Does the aerie need another useless avian?”

“No, Master.” I clenched my fists.

“Good, good,” he nodded, then shook his head. “I understand you have only yourself to care for the hungers of your body, but do not abuse yourself on my ledge, chick. This is holy ground. Do not profane it with your filthy masturbation.”

“Yes, Master.” I rubbed my hands together, one sticky with my honey.

“And why were you even doing it on the ledge, chick? Masturbating in the open? Hoping you would lead a male into mating with you? Huh? Looking to break apart a nest?”

“Of course not, Master,” I gasped. “What male in the aerie would cheat on his mate? None in our aerie are so base.”

His eyes flicked at my body. “Do not flaunt your body and tempt them, chick. Go back to your parents' nest. Watching your display sickens me. I cannot stand the sight of you.”

“Of course, Master.” I bowed. As I turned my head, I noticed the bulge pressing on his kilt.

Something had aroused the old avian. Me? Had I inflamed his lusts? His mate was long dead. Yesrilia died when I was a child. My cheeks flushed. I was tempting him into breaking his marriage dance, any male preferable to loneliness. But the fact Yesrilia was dead did not make my desire to be claimed by the old shaman, to settle for something over nothing, any less wrong.

The marriage dance was inviolate, a sacred right performed in the eyes of the God Luben.

I fled down the ladder, shame rippling through me. I tempted the poor shaman with my body. I made him ache, and he had only himself for satisfaction. Like me. My cheeks burned the entire way down the aerie to my parents' nest.

I curled up on the piled feathers, animal hides, and soft moss. I would forever be trapped—not an adult nor a child—in limbo. My body had urges, and I would never have a mate to satisfy them. I would never fly. I would be stuck scampering up and down ladders, useless, a burden on my people.

~  *  ~

Lady Delilah – The Free City of Raratha

The Golden Hunger sailed south for the Island of the Birds, Angela and her companions safely aboard with the second piece of the sword. I watched the pirate ship dwindle as I stood on the roof of the Saltspray Palace. Below, the Doge screamed his orders of revenge, freed from the mage's fiery prison. Angela's plan had not worked the way she had hoped.

Her quest would be far harder. Now two rulers wanted her dead.

Doge Aurelius had resources. The exorbitant bounty, 5000 dupondius, would have every sellsword, bounty hunter, and would-be adventurer eager to capture Angela. How could I protect Angela? She was talented, and her companions were skilled, but nothing was ever certain in combat. Luck played as much a role as skill. All my dead husband's plans would be ruined if Angela died.

“Why did you give me this task?” I whispered, lifting my head to the sky.

The memory of his voice rose in my mind, his final words to me, Because you are strong enough to see it through.

The betrayal of his death still stung, his promises broken by her.

I was strong enough to see it through. The Doge would hire champions, the most skilled adventurers and freebooters he could muster. The most dangerous men and women and monsters he could find to hunt Angela down. I could not stop him short of swooping down and killing the man. And once I started...

I took a deep breath, mastering myself. No, instead I should be one of the bounty hunters.

But which? I considered my disguises and smiled. I knew the perfect alias. I changed my form and soared from the rooftop to make my arrangements.


Chapter Twenty-Nine: Reeling

Knight-Errant Angela – The Nimborgoth south of Raratha

The oars creaked, and the sailors grunted as they rowed the longboat farther and farther from Raratha and the Saltspray Palace. No one spoke. We were all reeling from the events of the night. What should have been the perfect crime transformed into a catastrophe thanks to the interference of the erinyes. Now the Doge of Raratha knew we had stolen the piece of the High King's sword from the Great Vault in his palace.

My name would be attainted. Soon the Lord-Commander would learn of my crime. Theft, assault on the ruler of Raratha, violation of hospitality. Serious crimes. Though I never liked the plan to have our newest companion, Minx, steal the piece, I understood the necessity. The Doge would never have parted with his treasure. He was too miserly.

Did the good act of slaying the dragon Dominari outweigh the crime we committed?

I pulled out the two pieces of the sword, the handle and crossguard we recovered from Murathi and the pommel Minx and Xera looted from the Great Vault. The golden pieces fit together. Power tingled in the pieces, memory of the god-forged blade's prowess.

Stealing the sword's pommel may have been a good act, but Minx and Xera looted more treasure to pay the pirate ship we rowed to—the Golden Hunger. Thrak, with Minx's introduction, contracted the pirate Thyrna, a dangerous woman, to ferry us across the Nimborgoth. It was necessary for Minx, Xera, and Thrak to slip away from Raratha before the Doge discovered the theft. Sophia, Faoril, Chaun, and myself would have remained guests of the palace for a few more days before sailing to Baraconia on the Island of Birds to meet our companions, allaying any suspicion of the theft from us.

“There it is,” Sophia said, the first person to speak since the startling news Chaun had told me. Not even Chaun said a word since he revealed his secret. Normally, the bard would sing a song to hearten our spirits. I could not believe he knew Lady Delilah, the beautiful, redheaded Knight Deute who had been my inspiration to join the order. My head still swam from the revelation. She had set him on the path to join us. So why did she give me a garnet necklace, worn about my neck, and its twin to the now dead Warlock Fireeyes?

Was she aiding or hindering me?

I touched the necklace, stroking it. I thought when she gave me the necklace, the morning I set out on my quest, it was a token of her care for me. Her words had given me the strength to face the quest. My girlhood crush flared to life. But Fireeyes, according to Faoril, had used its twin to track us. And the foul warlock had tried to kill us several times for reasons I still did not know.

“She looks like a caravel.” Disappointment soured Sophia's voice as she stared at the Golden Hunger bobbing on the dark sea. A caravel was a common type of ship.

“Did you expect her to look special?” grunted a rower. Like the others he was a strapping man, deep-chested, broad-shouldered, handsome countenance. The kind of rough man I liked to tumble with.

“Well...” Sophia's words trailed off. Her light-brown hair framed her youthful face. We were of an age, but she had a soft innocence about her that hadn't been fully weathered away by nearly four months of hard traveling and danger. “I thought the ship would be...menacing.”

“When she's runnin' full sail, bearin' down on a Grahaten baroque, she's plenty menacin'.”

Another sailor snorted, his wide, ebony face twisting as a sardonic grin graced thick lips. “Plus, the Cap'n's plenty menacing on her own.”

Thrak nodded his head in agreement. “She's got the spine of an orc wife. Deep eyes. Hungry eyes.”

“Well, she is a pirate captain,” Chaun supplied. He had reverted to his normal appearance: midnight-black skin—darker than the ebony pirate—silver-white hair, pointed ears like Xera's, and a face that verged on beautiful, delicate yet still male. “I imagine more than a few tales are sung about her.”

“Oh, yes,” chortled Minx. The halfling thief clutched her sack of loot on her lap. In the darkness, her size made her seem like a child holding a large, lumpy pillow. But no child had her mischievous grin. “But she's an honest pirate. You don't stick a knife in her back, and she probably won't stick one in yours.”

“Probably?” Sophia asked. Then she glanced at Thrak. “Is she beautiful?”

Thrak glanced at Faoril, who stared out at the waters, before answering, “Like a winter storm.”

Xera smiled at Sophia. “Your next conquest?”

“I'm always on the prowl.”

Xera's ears twitched in mirth, drawing my eyes to the four-leafed clover tucked behind her right one. Where had she gotten it?

“Cap'n ain't no gamahaucher,” the ebony sailor grunted, his muscles rippling as he worked the oar.

“A what?” asked Sophia.

“Pussy licker,” a blue-skinned, Valyan sailor answered. “Cap'n don't like women.”

“Maybe I can convince her.”

“Don't antagonize her,” I admonished, glancing at my lover. “Let's not annoy the pirate captain ferrying us.”

“Yes, Mistress.”

Those two words always sent a hot flutter through me. Such sweet words. I loved playing at domination with my lover. A ship would have abundant rope...

Thoughts of binding Sophia occupied me as we came alongside the Golden Hunger. The crew, more brawny men, moved on the dark deck. On the stern deck, a slim figure watched. I thought I caught the reflection of moonlight in a pair of eyes slitted like a cat's. Was she a lamia?

A net made of thick ropes was thrown over the side, a makeshift ladder. Sophia went before me, cursing under her breath as she struggled up the swaying, twisting net. Xera and Minx had no problems, but my feet kept slipping. The ropes creaked ominously while the Nimborgoth's waves lapped against the ship's hull.

A sudden fear seized me. I wore armor and deep waters were below.

I climbed faster.

The ship's railing didn't seem so high up until I started climbing. The wind gusted, thick with sea salt. Above me, Sophia struggled, gasping as her foot slipped. Her arms hooked through the netting, hugging the ropes as she struggled to hold on. My hands squeezed the ropes as the net swayed.

“Sophia,” I groaned.

“I'm fine,” she gasped. “Sorry. My feet are tangling in my robe.”

Sophia found her footing while I swayed beneath her clinging to the netting. My chainmail loincloth clinked and jingled. Sophia climbed again and reached the top, her white robes swirling as she hauled herself over and onto the decking. I focused on the top, ignoring the water slapping against the dark hull, and sighed when my fingers reached the railing. A moment later, I rolled over and landed on my feet on the deck.

The ship moved beneath me. I frowned, my stomach lurching as I forced myself to adjust to the balance. There was no end to the adjustments I had to make, my feet sliding, my hips moving to keep me upright. The sailors moved with it naturally while I took a moment to put out my arms and steady myself.

It was different from the river boat's rock, more pronounced, the Nimborgoth's swells greater than the rippling of the Royton River. I gripped the railing and shook my head, struggling to get used to the bob.

“So, I see things did not go as you planned, Thrak,” a woman's voice purred.

The figure on the higher stern deck stepped down the narrow stairs, her boots thudding. Sophia let out a sigh of pure lust as the captain of the Golden Hunger reached the lower deck. She was a tall woman with wavy-black hair framing a sensuous face. Hungry lips smiled, dark eyes gleamed. Her skin was dark-brown, not from the sun's tan, but a natural brown, a hue I had never seen on a human before. From what land did she hail? Her eyes were normal, human. Whatever I had seen reflected must have been the jewelry adorning her body. Tight, leather britches clung to curvy hips, and a ruffled blouse, left half-unbuttoned to display her large breasts, rippled in the wind.

“Things rarely do,” the orc replied. “This is Knight-Errant Angela, the leader of our quest.”

I forced myself from the railing and walked to the woman, noting the cutlass hanging on her hip. She wore it with a natural grace. Her eyes flicked to me for a moment and then back to Thrak. “Do you have my promised treasure, orc? Or do I have to throw you and your companions overboard?” She paused, her smile growing hungrier. “Well, maybe not you.”

“We have it,” I answered, standing beside Thrak. “Minx, Xera.”

The halfling and elf brought the two sacks of treasure forward. Behind us, the pirates hauled up our belongings, grunting as they worked the ropes. Minx sighed as she set her sack down and shook her head, then she opened it. Xera had no hesitation.

The captain smiled. “Well, well, well. You did loot the Doge's Great Vault. He must be wroth with you.”

“Very,” I answered.

“One sack is almost too much,” the captain sighed. “Even with the palace shining with lights and ringing with alarms, I did not truly believe you would rob his Great Vault. Or, at least, escape.”

“You didn't realize I was the best thief in Raratha,” Minx boasted.

An idea occurred to me. We were fugitives. Finding honest merchants to transport us from the Island of Birds once we had the next piece of the sword may prove difficult. “Apply the excess to our next contract,” I answered. “Once we finish our business in Baraconia, we have other stops to make.”

“Stops?”

I pictured the route we had planned. From Baraconia we would travel to the city of Hargone at the mouth of the Elpa River. The city lay on the other side of the Nimborgoth. From there, we would venture into the Halani Desert to find the famed Mirage Gardens where another piece of the sword was contained. Then we had to sail to Grahata and slay the Minotaur in the city's labyrinth. A task no hero has attempted in a thousand years. Then we needed to travel to the Haunted Forest and find the final piece of my ancestor's sword. Thaville was the nearest port to that. Then our final voyage, sailing north into the Holani Sea and reaching the port of Unmik back on the mainland.

“A few,” I nodded, and explained our course. The captain arched an eyebrow as I described our course and quest. Minx listened intently, her eyes wide. She had not heard the entire quest before. She rubbed her hands together, eager for the adventure.

Talking helped me ignore the queasy roll in my stomach.

~  *  ~

Acolyte Sophia

“Your treasure may hire me for the duration,” Captain Thyrna said. I loved watching the way her lips moved, my pussy dripping with excitement. “Depends on how long your missions take you. Travel to the Haunted Forest takes time and questing for the Mirage Gardens...” Her smile broadened. “Of course, more treasure would bind me farther.”

Angela nodded her head. “Very well.”

“The Golden Hunger has very few guest quarters, but they are yours. You will have to double up and share.”

“What about your quarters?” I asked, putting on my most seductive smile. “I'm sure we could make that enjoyable.”

The captain's eyes hardened. “When the sun lightens the horizon, we'll sail south for Baraconia.” And then she swept away, barking orders at her crew, ignoring me.

I sighed in disappointment.

“I guess no fun for you,” Angela said, a smile on her lips.

“I guess not.” I stretched my back and yawned. “Oh, well, it is late. And the sphinx gave me quite a lot of fun tonight.” My pussy ached, remembering the sphinx's wonderful tongue licking my pussy. Concubine fit for a queen.

I liked what the sphinx said about me.

“Care to find our quarters, Mistress?” I asked, sidling closer to Angela.

“I...” Her eyes widened. In the silvery moonlight, her face turned a curious shade, and then her boots pounded as she raced for the railing and retched.

“Angela,” I gasped, moving across the rolling deck. My stomach swayed inside of me. A touch of queasiness gripped me, spurred more by the sounds coming from my lover than the ocean's swell. I grabbed her red hair, pulling it out of the way before she got sick on it. “Are you okay?”

“Why does the boat move so much?” she groaned. “The river made me a little queasy. But this? I—”

I blanched and looked away, wishing I didn't have to hear the sounds.

~  *  ~

Warlock Faoril

I drifted away from the others. They spoke but their words passed through me without comprehension. Shock had hollowed out my innards. I felt so light I was shocked the sea breeze did not bear me aloft and carry me away. I reached the ship's bow, climbing a steep ladder onto the higher deck. I stared at the spar jutting forward, sharp, hard.

Did the ship ever ram its prey?

Relaria's yowling death scream echoed through my mind. My thoughts were trapped in a deep rut, replaying her death over and over, feeling the knot in the back of my head that was her life unraveling. I had used Fireeyes's foul knowledge to dominate and control the lamia. It was to protect our mission. And then when I dueled the Doge's personal mage, I needed help.

I didn't hesitate to summon Relaria and use her as a distraction. She wasn't supposed to die.

Relaria's yowl as the sparks flared about her, throwing her body back into the burning brush of the garden.

I stared at the ocean. The dark waves flashed silver as they rippled before me. The ship bobbed and rocked. The wind touched my light-brown hair and rustled my red robes. The soot of Fireeyes's book still stained my hand. I had burned it. I was wrong about it.

Some knowledge was too wicked to ever be used.

Why wasn't I crying? I killed an innocent lamia. I forced her to attack a Master Mage, a man I had trouble dueling. She had no choice in it. I held her will. She was my slave.

Relaria's yowl screamed through my mind. Her body rolled limp across the ground, her flesh burned from the mage's wards.

“Faoril.”

Thrak's booming voice washed over me. He surprised me, but I didn't jump. He loomed behind me. I wanted to turn, to bury my face into his chest and feel his strong arms about me. But I didn't deserve comfort.

I was a murderer.

“Faoril.” Softer this time. His broad, swarthy hands rested on my shoulders, squeezing, comforting.

I shrugged them away.

“What's wrong? What happened up there?”

I couldn't answer him. How could I explain what I had done? Relaria yowled, screeching in dying pain. I did that to her.

“Please, Faoril.”

I had to say something. I had to tell him. I tried to open my mouth, but a cork plugged my soul, bottling up the guilt. My hands gripped the railing. I shook as I struggled. “Nothing.”

No. Don't say that. Tell him. Tell him what you did. You're a murderer. A filthy, gods-damned murderer.

“I'm just tired. I used a lot of magic. I had to fight the Doge's mage. He was a Master.”

“I see.” Thrak paused. “So you'll be expelled from your order?”

“A criminal. A warlock.” Like Fireeyes. We were both evil. “It will be execution if I return.” Deservedly so. I was a murderer, but the council would only care that I assaulted a Master Mage.

“I'm sorry.” His hands found me again. He thought I mourned my chance to attain the black robes and earn the rank of Master Mage. What did that matter balanced against Relaria's life?

“It's fine.”

“It's not. You don't deserve that. You—”

“Thrak,” a purring voice called. The captain.

“Yes?” Thrak growled.

“I need to speak with you in my quarters.” Lust dripped from the captain's words. Feminine lust.

“Not now.”

“No, now. I am the captain, Thrak, and you will attend me. We have things to discuss.”

“It's fine,” I answered. “She's beautiful. Enjoy.”

“It's not fine.” He squeezed my shoulders.

“Thrak,” hissed the captain. “I do not accept disobedience on my ship.”

“Just go, Thrak.” Finally, emotion entered my voice—bitter heat. “Go. I don't need you right now, okay? I just need to be alone.”

Thrak's hands withdrew. “Don't pull away, Faoril.”

“Thrak!”

“She's getting angry. Go. I'm fine.”

“You're not,” he sighed, and then his footsteps thudded away while the captain let out a hungry purr.

I leaned on the railing. The waters were so dark and deep. How many fathoms lay beneath us? How far down was the ocean's bottom? A vast emptiness filled with shadows. Relaria yowled her dying screech.


Chapter Thirty: The Pirate's Claws

Thrak

“What?” I demanded when I reached the captain. She stood with a hungry smile on her face. I was not in the mood to satiate her wanton hungers. Faoril was hurting. Something terrible had happened in the palace.

And the damned captain wanted to fuck.

“In private,” she purred, turning, sashaying away. The leathers gripped her ass, her butt-cheeks rippling with each step.

My cock, divorced from my mind, throbbed and hardened.

I let out an angry snarl as I followed after. If she wanted to fuck, I would make her howl. I would fuck her so hard she limped. She thought to rouse an orc's passion? I would teach her how an orc really fucks.

She let out a purr, her hips shaking more. “I've been thinking about you ever since you bested Castor with ease.” A shudder ran through her. “Such strength. You crushed him.”

She was aroused by violence and eager to dominate. A sadist.

The stern deck rose over the mid-deck. Between the two steep stairs that led to the stern deck was a doorway to the cabins. She thrust it open, and I followed her down a dark hallway, passing four doors. A fifth lay at the hallway's end. She threw it open revealing her bedroom, a bed dominating the room, covered in silken sheets. One wall was hung with cutlasses of various styles, trophies. Several chests lay along another wall.

The final wall was covered in lashes, whips, and flails.

“You have a stubborn streak,” she purred, her fingers going to the lacings of her ruffled blouse. “You're used to giving commands. But there can only be one captain on the ship.”

“And you think whips will make me your obedient slave like the cowed men who crew your ship.”

“Strong men who found their power in surrendering to me,” she answered as she slipped her blouse off. Her round breasts appeared as dark-brown as the rest of her body, her right nipple pierced by a gold ring.

“I'm not one of your crew.” I folded my arms, my dick tenting the front of my kilt.

Her eyes flicked down to my bulge. She licked her lips. “Show me your passion, orc. Show me how much my body inspires your lust.”

“Why?”

“To please me,” she purred. “Don't you want to please me?”

“You need to earn it,” I said. Her attempts at domination amused me. “On your knees first. That way you're ready to suck my cock.”

Her teeth flashed as she laughed. Her wavy hair danced about her shoulders and her breasts jiggled. “You think I would suck your cock? I don't serve.” She turned and grasped a cat o' nine tails from the wall, the strips of dark leather ending in knots. She swished the flail against her hand, the leather thudding. “No, no, no. That's your job. Kneel, kiss my boots, and then I may let you lick my pussy and please me.”

My dick ached, my lust mixing with anger. Faoril needed me, and the captain wanted to play games? Then I would play. I unslung my greataxe from my back and set it on the floor. Then I pulled open the knots holding my kilt up. It dropped from my swarthy, muscular body, my dick thrusting forward.

Her eyes smiled at the sight of the bone ring piercing the tip. “Well, I do like a man pierced. I'm glad you're ready to please me.”

I snorted.

Anger hissed from her. Her eyes flashed as she lunged forward. The cat o' nine tails hissed and cracked across my broad, scarred chest. Pain flared for a moment. I fixed a stare at her, ignoring the flail's sting. Her face twisted, and she whipped the flail across my stomach, the ends wrapping about my side, the painful knots cracking against my back.

“Is that supposed to hurt?”

Her breasts heaved as she hissed, “Ooh, you are a stubborn one. You think I've never had a man pretend my cat doesn't hurt? I know how to handle men like you.” Her free hand reached out, grasping my cock. She stroked me. Pleasure rushed through my body. “Mmm, you are throbbing for me. You ache to be in me, don't you?”

“A man rises to any stimulation,” I answered. “It is an automatic response caused by stimulation to my nerves. Many are clustered at the tip of my cock.”

She furrowed her eyebrows. “An educated orc.” Her thumb ran across the tip of my cock. I fought the shuddering groan that wanted to rise from my throat. “The stimulation may be automatic, but that doesn't change how you ache to rut in my flesh. To feel my sweet cunny wrapped about your hard prick. I can feel it. Smell it. The lust pours off of you, orc.”

The flail cracked down on my shoulders, the knots striking my back. My flesh welted. I did not wince or flinch.

“So you will submit to me because you want satisfaction. You will fall to your knees, kiss my boots, and then lick my pussy because of the promise of release.” She stroked the tip of my dick as she cracked the flail on my back.

Pain and pleasure mixed.

Her lips moved to my ears. Her fingers still teased me, smearing precum about the sensitive crown and brushing my cock ring. I ached. My balls boiled. Her lips licked my ear. “You will experience ecstasy when you give up control. I will show you pleasures you have never tasted. There is rapture in pain. Bliss in agony.

“Satisfaction in surrender.”

My hand reached out and gripped her right breast. I squeezed, my thumb brushing her hard nipple and piercing. “Then why aren't you falling to your knees and sucking my cock, slut?”

She screeched. Her fingers squeezed on my dick, her fingernails sharp. Agony shot up my cock mixing with the ecstasy of her touch. I groaned as she stepped back and slashed the flail hard at my body.

Crack!

Burning heat flared across my skin. I felt all nine straps kiss me with agony, striking harder than before. She had held back. Blood oozed down my side. Her hips undulated and she let out a lust-filled moan, her eyes locked on the crimson dribbling down my side.

“Submit and embrace the pain.”

“Enough,” I growled as she swung. I caught her flail and wrenched it from her hands. My dick ached. The pain mixed with the promise of pleasure. My side throbbed with my cock. I cast the flail to the floor and lunged at her.

She danced back, but I was quick. She underestimated how fast my bulk could move. I towered over her, thrusting her against the wall of her cabin between the support beams. The wood groaned, and she grunted. Her breasts heaved.

Lust shone in her eyes.

I kissed her lips as one hand seized her breast again. I growled as I squeezed hard on her tit. She shuddered, moaning into the kiss. My other hand ripped at the lacing of her leather britches. I shoved the tight clothing down, my fingers running across her smooth pudenda.

Then I found her shaved heat. Wet lust coated my fingers as I rubbed at her pussy. Her hand found my cock, stroking it, while the other grasped the back of my neck and squeezed, holding me tight to her lips. Her fingernails were long, sharp, biting into my flesh.

Adding pain to the pleasure of her hand stroking my cock.

I thrust two fingers into her cunt. Her molten flesh gripped my digits. She groaned and gasped as I thrust them deep into her. She stroked my dick faster, pressing the tip against her warm belly. Our tongues fenced, each vying to conquer the other.

My fingers found her nipple ring. I tugged on it. Her pussy clenched on my other digits. I probed them deeper, faster, fucking her as she undulated and stroked me. My dick ached. I wanted to be buried in her cunt.

I ripped my fingers from her snatch. She let out a moan into our kiss. My hand, fingers sticky, shoved her britches down farther, rolling them off her hips and down her thighs, letting my cock have access to her cunt.

Her hand guided me to her hot snatch. She rubbed my thick tip against the silky folds of her pussy. She broke the kiss, tossing back her head, and letting out a moan. I let go of her breast, sliding my hand around, pressing between her and the rough wood of the hull. I gripped her ass.

“Fuck me,” she hissed, anger and lust burning in her eyes. “Las-damn your cock. I want it in me. Fuck me!”

“I'll pound you, whore,” I snarled. Faoril needed me, and I had to waste my time with this bitch.

I thrust my dick hard into her cunt. I sank to the hilt into her hot, tight sheath. Both my hands gripped her ass, squeezing as I drew back and drove into her again, pressing against the hull. She groaned, rubbing her tits against my chest as she hugged me. Her fingernails raked my back.

Hot pain flared.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she yowled as I pounded her cunt. Her groans echoed through her cabin. Her hips undulated, her leather pants creaking as they bunched around her knees, preventing her from wrapping her thighs about my hips.

She tried.

“Fuck me! Ram that dick into me! I can feel your piercing rubbing on my walls. Pater's cock, yes! What a dick!”

I fucked her with all my strength. Our flesh slapped together with violence. My fingers clenched hard on her ass. I hoped I bruised her flesh. She only groaned louder as her fingernails clawed my back. Her pussy clenched on my dick. Every thrust burned from the friction. The sweet pleasure rippled down my shaft to my heavy balls.

They swung and struck her flesh with meaty thwacks. I grunted every time I thrust into the damned woman. My hands pulled down on her ass, slamming her against my thrusting groin. She hissed and gasped as I bruised her delicate flesh.

“So hard! Keep ramming that cock into me! Yes! What a cock! Oh, yes! Fuck me! Make me cum!”

The agony screaming in my back shot to the tip of my dick. My hips hammered into her. The pressure swelled in my swinging balls. My cum boiled to a froth. The wood of the hull creaked behind her as I thrust. Her teeth nipped at my neck between her gasps and hisses of pleasure.

Her body stiffened. Her pussy spasmed. Blood trickled down my back as her fingers dug deep into my flesh. The wonderful friction of her cumming snatch massaged my thrusting dick. I grunted, drinking in the rapture of her cunt and the agony of her fingernails. They tore at my back, propelling me to fuck her harder.

“Fucking whore!” I snarled as I drove my cock into her.

“Cum in me!” she hissed. “Spill that mighty cum into me! Pater's cock, yes!”

I erupted. I growled as my cum poured into her. I kept thrusting, pounding her cunt and shoving her against the rough wood. She trembled and shuddered, hissing through clenched teeth as she kept orgasming, her pussy massaging my cock. The pleasure rushed to my head, crashing through my mind.

Rapture engulfed me. Agony speared through me.

And then it was over. I panted, still pressing her against the wall while she laughed and purred her delight. “Mmm, you are a stud. Can you fuck me that hard again?”

“Yes!” I growled and kissed her.


Chapter Thirty-One: Gangbang's Comfort

Warlock Faoril

Thrak and the captain's loud passion reached me. I tried to ignore it, to focus at the dark sea, but it touched into me, stirring a traitorous warmth in my pussy. I squirmed my hips, my eyebrows furrowing. I didn't deserve to feel aroused.

And yet an ache grew in my cunt. The emptiness inside of me needed to be filled. My pussy clenched, eager to be penetrated by a hard, thrusting cock. I groaned and bit my lip, trying to shrug it away.

But it would be so wonderful to replace the emptiness inside me with something. Heaving bodies, spurting fluids, exploding orgasms. Images flared through my mind as I squirmed. Juices trickled down my thighs.

My pussy was such a traitorous hole.

I groaned, turning from the railing and surveying the deck of the Golden Hunger. Few of the crew remained. Several brawny men looked towards the door that led to the cabin, grinning as they listened to their captain's passion.

Broad shoulders. Strong hands. Hard muscles.

Before I knew what I was doing, I moved to them. My hips swayed. My nipples ached as they rubbed against the fabric of my red robe. I should stop wearing my robe. I was a warlock now, no longer a Journeyman mage. It wasn't who I was any longer.

While my mind grappled with that new concept, my voice purred, “Mmm, the captain likes her men big. Does she fuck you all?”

“We fuck her,” a Halanian man answered, his skin ebony. “Hard.”

I laughed, such a whorish mirth. Memories of my brief stint as a prostitute flooded me. The emptiness filled only for brief moments by the rutting of flesh. My pussy clenched again as my hand reached out, stroking a strong bicep.

“Yes, I bet you do.”

Their eyes turned to me, considering, examining, stripping away the robe that hid my flesh. They deserved to see my nubile body. Then they would burn to fuck me. Already their cocks were hard, aching for satisfaction. And they wouldn't care who satisfied them.

Not even a murderer.

I undid the ties; the robe slid open. My pockets, weighed down with arcane implements, pulled the robe away and bared my round breasts. The men moved around me as they smiled like a pack of wild dogs. They were all taller than me. I loved looking up at their strong chests. I touched a Thlinian's dusky-red skin, tracing the fading welts.

He had been flogged.

The man groaned at my touch. His hands found my breasts, cupping them. My nipples throbbed. I groaned and undulated my hips, savoring their touch. My pussy grew hotter. Juices trickled out as the Halanian's dark hands caressed my ivory sides, sliding around to find my ass. He squeezed.

I moaned.

“Your captain is such a cruel mistress,” I groaned, “making so much lewd noise and leaving her sailors hard and wanting.”

“So cruel,” the third sailor, a blue-skinned Valyan, groaned. His hand shoved between my thighs. I gasped as he brushed my burning flesh with thick, calloused fingers. “Perhaps you would show us mercy.”

His finger slipped into my pussy, filling the emptiness. “I can be...persuaded,” I panted. “Mmm, and you are doing a fine job convincing me. Your fingers make such sweet arguments.”

“Oh, yeah,” the Valyan grinned and rubbed harder at my pussy. My toes curled and my head tossed back. My breath quickened. My nipples ached.

“Yes,” I panted, leaning against him.

The Halanian squeezed my ass, his thick lips grinning, revealing white teeth flashing amid his ebony flesh. The Thlinian rubbed my nipples, the sensations shooting down to my pussy. My robes slipped from my shoulders, falling with a clatter onto the deck, the sea breeze rippling across my naked flesh.

My hands reached out, finding the bulges tenting their linen britches. Thick, hard cocks. Captain Thyrna chose her crew with care. My pussy clenched and my asshole tingled, especially when the Halanian's fingers probed between my butt-cheeks and brushed my sphincter.

“Yes, yes, you three are very convincing,” I groaned, squeezing a pair of cocks through linen.

I didn't fight as the three moved my body. My shoes padded on the deck as I shuddered. My nipples ached, and I squealed when the Halanian's thick thumb shoved into my asshole. My bowels clenched on him as my pussy spasmed about the Valyan's fingers. They brought me to dark stairs leading into a cargo hold, then they carried me below.

“Fuck me! Fill me with your big, hard cocks,” I moaned, my head swaying, the pleasure banishing Relaria's yowl.

Lips kissed me in the dark hold while my hands explored masculine bodies. My holes were fucked by fingers while my body was teased and caressed by calloused palms. I fumbled with the lacings of their britches and found their hard cocks, bringing groans as they each took kisses from my lips. My tongue fenced with theirs while my body trembled.

I fell to my knees. My breasts bounced, their fingers slipping out of my holes. Three cocks bobbed before me. In the dim hold, they all appeared similar. I grasped and stroked them as my tongue licked each head, tasting the precum and bringing groans from their lips.

“That's it, doxy,” the Valyan groaned as my lips engulfed his dick, sucking for a moment. “Mmm, yes. Put that sweet mouth to use.”

I popped it off, “But I need to pleasure all your cocks.”

I sucked on the Halanian's next. His was the biggest. They said the ebony men of the desert had the largest cocks. I had a notebook full of measurements of male members, and every Halanian dick I sampled was thick, large, and made my pussy clench.

I sucked hard on it, bringing groans from his lips before I left him panting and swallowed the Thlinian's dick. His salty precum covered my tongue as I bobbed and sucked. Juices slicked my thighs. I needed to be fucked.

“Won't someone be bold and take me,” I panted between sucks. “I need to be fucked.”

“Slut,” the Thlinian growled.

He moved behind me, grasping my hips in the dark. His dick rubbed on my thighs, questing for my pussy. I moaned, swallowing the Halanian's dick again, my cheeks hollowing as I sucked and nursed. The Thlinian's dick found my pussy, tip swirling through my folds.

“Don't fuck her in the wrong hole, Castor,” laughed the Valyan.

“I think the slut likes it in any hole,” Castor groaned, swabbing his dick through my pussy lips. “Her cunt's dripping.”

And then his cock moved up. I groaned about the Halanian's dick as Castor's wet tip rubbed on my sphincter. I didn't care what hole he fucked. I just needed to be filled.

I pushed back my hips, pressing the tip of his cock into my sphincter. I moaned again about the Halanian's dick. He groaned, his hand sliding through my hair. Castor laughed, not thrusting his cock into my depths as I kept fucking my hips back, trying to engulf his shaft with my bowels.

“Slut is desperate to be filled,” he groaned. “She's like a Lusor girl protecting her maidenhead, eager to be buggered to keep her lover from straying.”

“Fuck my ass,” I gasped, popping my mouth from the Halanian's dick. “Or my pussy. Just fuck me. Fill my holes.”

“Yes,” the Valyan groaned. He slipped down to the deck, lying on his back. “I'll take her pussy. You bugger her ass and pretend she's a Lusor virgin.”

“With pleasure,” Castor groaned, pulling his dick out of my ass so I could straddle the Valyan's waist.

My pussy dripped with excitement. I sucked on the Halanian's cock as I lowered myself. The Valyan's dick prodded at the entrance to my pussy. My flesh ached, throbbing with the need to be filled and fucked.

I slammed my cunt down his shaft, groaning as he filled me. I took him to the hilt, my clit rubbing into his pubic hair. He throbbed inside me and grunted, reaching up to grasp my tits. Behind me, Castor moved in, his dick pressing between my butt-cheeks.

“Gewin's cock,” he groaned as he probed my crack to find my sphincter. “What a hot cunt the Cap'n found.”

“Yes,” grunted the Halanian, fucking my mouth with his cock.

I didn't care. I just needed to be filled. Fucked. Used.

Castor thrust. I moaned about the Halanian's thick cock. My pussy clenched on the Valyan's dick. Castor filled my ass. Burning pleasure rippled out of my bowels. I spasmed, impaled by three dicks, pleasure bursting inside of me.

And then Castor and the Valyan fucked me.

Bliss soared through me. I gasped and thrashed, my body bouncing between the three men. My tits jiggled in the Valyan's hands as he thrust his cock into my cunt. Castor slammed down into my ass, matching the Valyan's rhythm.

They had done this before. They had double-penetrated enough women to know how to move, to thrust their cocks, to give me such wonderful pleasure. Their shafts stirred up rapture from both my holes. I moaned about the Halanian's thick dick as it pressed into the back of my throat.

“Slut,” he grunted and thrust his dick down my throat. “Seljan's beard.”

His cock slammed down my throat. I could hardly breathe. I sucked air through my nose while my vision fuzzed. My pleasure increased. My asshole and pussy drank in the thrusting cocks. They stuffed me with rapture.

I came.

The pleasure boiled out my bowels and cunt. The two different flavors of rapture mixed together, churned by their pumping hips. The men grunted, savoring my holes spasming on their cocks while the pleasure rushed through my body to my mind.

I screamed in bliss, my voice muffled by the cock fucking down my throat. The men used me. I was merely a thing to fuck, to satiate their cocks. I shuddered, my pleasure bucking to new heights. I gripped the Halanian's thighs, clutching him as the world spun around me.

“Fuck, what a slut,” Castor grunted, his groin smacking into my asshole. “Vedr's queef, she can fuck. Work those hips. Keep thrashing, slut. We'll give you what you want. We'll fuck you until you pass out.”

A man chuckled in the darkness. “Yes, we will.”

Other members of the crew were drawn to the debauchery, watching, mere shades in the dim hold. I shuddered, catching glimpses of more hard cocks to fill my body with pleasure. I bucked again, another orgasm crashing through my body. The pleasure boiled my mind.

Castor grunted, burying his shaft into the depths of my asshole. He groaned, squeezing down on me. The cum boiled out of his cock, flooding me. Power birthed inside of me as my body devoured the jizz. My hands clenched on muscular flesh.

Another wonderful, mind-numbing, forgetful orgasm crashed into my thoughts.

“Seljan's shrewd beard,” groaned the Halanian. His cock drew back until only the tip remained. He erupted, flooding my mouth.

I swallowed as I squirmed, my asshole milking Castor's dick of all his cum. I gulped down the Halanian's salty load. It coated my throat as it poured down into my stomach, warming my belly. The pleasure gripped my mind.

I hoped it never let go.

“What a slut we're carrying,” a new pirate groaned as Castor pulled his cock from my asshole. Cum leaked out. My bowels burned from his vigorous thrusts. “What a peach.”

“She's sweet,” Castor grunted. “Try her out.”

A new cock entered my bowels. I moaned as the Halanian's dick spurted its final blast. His dick withdrew. Cum ran down my chin. I panted, squirming, grinding on the Valyan's dick while embracing the shaft reaming my asshole.

“Yes, yes, keep fucking me. Pound me. Use me. Dump your cum in me!”

My voice mixed with the cheers of the pirates. More surrounded me, eager to use me. I sucked a short, fat cock into my mouth as the Valyan erupted into my pussy. I drained his balls as the pleasure roared through my body.

The pirates used me.

Their strong hands rubbed across my skin. Their dicks fucked my holes. Cocks spurted salty seed. It leaked out of me, coating my thighs and butt-cheeks. More leaked down to my breasts. They used me.

Such wonderful pleasure consumed me.

It never stopped, just spilled from one man to another. My body moved and bucked, drinking in every drop of bliss. I gasped and shuddered. I swallowed every mouthful of jizz. I rubbed their spunk into my tits like it was the finest scented unguent. The salty musk filled my nose. My hair grew sticky and matted.

And they kept fucking me. Their balls were vast reservoirs feeding me salty jizz. My pussy and asshole ached. My jaw grew sore from sucking their cocks while my nipples throbbed from their rough fingers pinching and pulling.

I drank it all in as they drenched me.

And the pleasure. Such sweet pleasure filled me. There was room for nothing else.


Chapter Thirty-Two: Consequences

Minx

I was too excited to sleep. I perched on the bowsprit, the long spar thrusting from the front of the ship, my legs wrapped tight about it as I stared at Raratha. It glowed with its many watch towers, the Saltspray palace a jewel atop the cliff.

“I did it, Fox,” I whispered to my dead sister. I hoped she was watching me from the Astral Realm, proud of her little sister. “I plundered the Great Vault.”

I chortled again. I kept speaking to her as I remembered all those years dreaming of a big heist, of escaping Raratha and living like queens. It was in my grasp. I heard the full plan from Angela tonight, all the places we would have to go, all the wonders I would see, culminating at the Altar of Souls where Faoril would reforge the sword.

And there I would steal it. The biggest con. I would purloin it out from under all their noses. The hardest to escape would be Xera. What a chase she would give.

My hips undulated, grinding my clit through my leather britches into the spar's rough wood. My pussy clenched and my nipples ached. Xera would chase me. I would have to be cunning and quiet to escape her.

What a challenge it would be.

“You are happy,” Xera purred.

“Of course I'm happy,” I grinned, telling the truth mixed with a lie, “I'm going to have to outwit, sneak, and steal on our adventure.” I bounced on the spar, my clit throbbing as I gazed at Xera's large, naked breasts.

The elf's custom of going nude appealed to me. My eyes glanced down to her crotch. Her cock hadn't sprouted. Yet. I was eager for it. I wish I knew how Adel made her dick sprout when she wanted. I pictured the redheaded elf who started me on this plan to steal the High King's Sword. I was her inside thief in the party.

She would be lucky if I shared any of the prize with her.

We were heading to Baraconia, where Fox and I hailed. I would have to look up Rosaria, an alchemist I knew growing up. I needed replacements for the supplies we used in breaking into the Vault, and I bet she could whip up a formula to make an elf's dick sprout.

Perhaps that was how Adel did it?

“Now you are thinking of something really naughty,” Xera said, leaning her butt against the railing and staring at me.

“It'll be a surprise,” I told her. “I think you'll like it. But I have to see someone in Baraconia to get it.”

Her ears twitched. The four-leafed clover, a gift from the fairy princess we rescued from the Vault, moved, golden specs glittering in the starlight. She was a pretty elf, with such big boobs. I bet I could loose myself in them.

It would be a shame to betray Xera, but the chase will be such fun.

“You should try to find some sleep,” the elf said. “Even if the rocking of the boat makes it difficult.”

“Is that why you rose?”

“That and the moans.”

I giggled. Thrak and Thyrna had been in the cabin all night while Faoril entertained the entire crew below. Those two had stamina. I had masturbated twice listening to them. “They are going at it hard.”

“No, Angela's moans. She's seasick.”

“Oh, poor thing. Halflings don't get seasick. Why we make such great sailors.”

“And because of your nimble fingers?” the elf asked.

I winked at her.

She slipped down onto the decking and yawned. “The sun is rising. We'll be sailing to Baraconia soon.”

“If Faoril hasn't drained all the sailors dry.”

Xera smiled.

I slipped off the spar. The eastern horizon lightened, touches of fiery pink spreading wide. I hadn't ever watched the sun rise before. I stretched my back and stared at the growing brightness as Xera's eyes closed and her breathing slowed.

We would have quite the adventure. And I would be so rich at the end of it. I would own a palace in Baraconia and have a harem of male halflings to please me. All the women would be jealous that I monopolized our few males.

And maybe Xera would track me down. Then we could have more fun. Maybe with a harem of hermaphroditic nixies and elves instead of halfling males.

~  *  ~

Doge Aurelius – The Free City of Raratha

My eyes were weighed by exhaustion as I strolled into my audience chamber. The word had spread across the city during the night. The call for bounty hunters, freebooters, and adventurers rippled through the wine shops, taverns, and vice dens. The first of those seeking Angela's bounty had arrived. All night my scribes had penned the contracts, my signature scrawled across them.

They entered. I trembled as I stared at the motley collection. Five of them, six counting the lamia slavegirl, each strutting or swaggering. My eyes flicked across them, studying them. Some were promising. Others not.

Fredagest led the way, the gnome bowing with a flourish when she paused before my seat. Though she was half the height of a human, the alchemist was the finest bounty hunter in the city. Her face, the deep-brown of rich loam, smiled at me when she straightened, her goggles perched on her brow. She was an alchemist, and the bandoleer draped diagonally across her chest held dozens of vials containing all manner of substances while a fine cloak of gray hung off her shoulders.

“Your Excellency.”

“Fredagest, I should have known you would answer the bounty.”

“It's so much,” she smiled. “I could not resist.”

My eyes turned to the efreet next. He glowered at me, his crimson arms folded before him. The air rippled about his body, waving his flaming-orange hair atop his head. Rising above the demigod's shoulders were the handles to a pair of bronze tulwars strapped to his back.

“And you?”

“Hakeem,” he grunted then gave me the slightest bow.

“And I am Bebhinn,” the red-haired, pale-faced woman said, dressed in colorful scarves tied about her body. A Tuathan from the Lesh-Ke mountains, her face soft and sensual, though her green eyes were flint.

“A soulborn witch?” I asked, hopeful.

“Aye, Excellency. My spirits will hound these miscreants down.”

I nodded in agreement then turned to the hulking man in black-lacquered plate, his face dusky-olive, his black hair gathered into a topknot. A Shizhuthian warlord from the foul naga empire to the east. He held a chain in his left hand, the pitted links leading to the naked lamia kneeling at his feet, a collar about her throat. Her tail twitched and swayed as she knelt.

She reminded me of poor, dead Relaria, my lamia bard. Relaria had once been a lamian slave before she escaped the Shizhuth Empire.

“And you are?” I asked, ignoring the effrontery of the slave in the Free City of Raratha. Angela was more important.

“Farson,” the man answered. “I'll bring back her head.”

I opened my mouth to object, preferring Angela to be alive, and then noticed the way his shadow shifted. A shadowmancer? “Good,” I instead said, my mouth growing dry. The serpent arts of Shizhuth were rumored to be powerful.

The last one was the least impressive, a naked elf, flaming curls spilling about her shoulders. “Adeliatholaria, your Excellency. Of the Ten-it Forest. No one tracks as well as I can. I'll find your fugitives even if they fled across the sea.”

“You're that good?” I asked.

“Better,” she grinned. Well, she had confidence.

“Sign,” I said, motioning to my servants. “You will be bound to Raratha, agents in my name, envoys under my protection. Do what you must to bring me Angela, her companions, and my stolen possessions. Particularly the pommel stone she has. I prefer alive, but dead will suffice.”

I smiled at the greed shining in their eyes, even the lamia slavegirl grinned, flashing sharp teeth. They would find Angela and bring her back for justice.

Or her head.


Chapter Thirty-Three: Dirty Mage

Journeyman Faoril – The Golden Hunger, the Nimborgoth

The spurt of hot cum into my pussy triggered another orgasm. It was a small one due to my exhaustion. I had cum so many, many times this night, letting pirate after pirate fuck me. Use me. The pirate atop me grunted, his eyes rolling back in his head. I stroked his pectoral muscles as my cunt spasmed about his dick, milking out his cum, to join the dozens of other loads that had been emptied into me.

Filling me with degrading seed.

“Vedr's queef,” the pirate groaned and rolled off of me. “You drained me, wench. Every drop.”

“Drained all of us,” a drowsy man muttered.

I lay on my back in the hold of the pirate ship, staring up at the dark ceiling. The Golden Hunger rocked in the Nimborgoth's swell, creaking and groaning. My hand idly caressed my body. Everywhere I touched I felt cum drying. The crew of the pirate ship had drenched me.

Dirtied me.

I was dirty, filthy. Relaria's yowls screeched through my mind again. I grit my teeth and forced myself to sit up. My head swam. Exhaustion pulled on me. I needed to be filled again. I was so empty inside.

But I had worn out all the pirates. I fell back on the floor, too exhausted to move, to cry.

~  *  ~

Thrak

“Pater's mighty cock!” screamed Captain Thyrna as I rammed my dick into the tight glove of her asshole. My dick ached. I had never used it so much in such a short time, fucking her over and over for hours. Dawn approached. Not even as a youth, when I discovered the joys of self-gratification, had I cum so many times in a night.

“Las-damned damiana,” I cursed, slamming my dick into her bowels. It kept me hard even as I reamed the beautiful and passionate pirate captain's ass. Her wavy-black hair spilled across her dark-brown, supple back. She arched into me, her bowels gripping my abused cock.

“I thought you were a warrior,” she hissed, throwing a fierce look over her shoulder. “Fuck me! Show me that orc passion!”

My hands tightened on her hips. My hips thrust forward. She had doused me with damiana paste, an aphrodisiac alchemists were fond of making, sometime past midnight. Such lusts it inflamed, driving me to keep fucking her. She couldn't dominate me with whips or her sharp fingernails.

But she could dominate my cock with trickery.

My thrusts were hard. Sweat rolled down my body, stinging the welts from her cat o' nine tails and the scratches from her fingernails. I ignored the pain and the ache in my dick as I slammed into her bowel's velvety grip. My balls smacked into her taint.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she hissed. “Give it to me. Mmm, I own every cock on my ship.”

“Las-damned whore!” My hand cracked down on her ass, leaving a burning, red print glowing upon her golden-brown skin.

“Yes!” she yowled, her ass clenching on my cock. “Yes, yes! Fuck me! Gods, your cock! A treasure! Stay on my ship. Reeve and pillage with me! Ooh, the fun we would have.”

A snarl curled my pierced lips. I spanked her ass again.

Her orgasm burst through her. She tossed back her head as she came, her bowels spasming on my cock. I groaned, savoring the grip. She massaged me, working my dick, begging my balls for a final load of cum.

They spasmed and tightened. Agony gripped them that merged into the rapturous friction gripping my cock. My back arched as I drove into her ass faster, harder. I didn't care how sore the tip of my dick was or how much my balls burned. Ecstasy awaited me.

Another orgasm.

“Gewin's mighty cock and balls!” I bellowed.

“Yes, yes, give it to me,” she hissed. “Shower me in your lusts!”

“Shower?” I ripped my cock out of her bowels and fisted it. The tip of my swarthy cock was angry red. My balls tightened. A painful rush shot up my cock. “Las-damned whore!”

My cum erupted out the tip. Each blast was a mix of sore agony and rapturous pleasure. My jizz splashed across her side and shoulders before landing on her face. She hissed as I grunted, squeezing out another blast to splatter her face.

“You las-damned savage!” she hissed as my final blast fired and splashed into her mouth. She spat the cum out, glaring at me.

I seized her black hair and pulled her to my cock, wiping the tip off in her hair, matting the dark curls with jizz. The ache shuddering through my dick, particularly when her hair tangled on my bone cock ring, was worth the spitting fury. She kept me from seeing to Faoril all night.

My lover hurt.

“Get out!” she spat, jizz dripping off her face.

“You look good with a male's seed dripping on your face,” I laughed and picked up my kilt. I pulled it on as she wiped her face off on her sheets.

“You'll pay for that, Thrak,” she hissed, her smile turning into a violent promise. “Ooh, I will make you pay.”

“You can try,” I said and strapped my greataxe to my back. “Anytime you want a facial, just ask.”

She screeched at me as I walked out of her cabin. I needed to find Faoril. A short hallway led out to the deck. Four doors lined the passageway, the smaller cabins for passengers. I opened the first door and found Chaun sleeping on a hammock. I closed the door and tried the second.

“Hmm?” a sleepy Sophia asked as I peered in. She blinked at me as her hammock swung. Angela lay sprawled on the other, lying on her stomach, her arm dangling off the side.

“Just looking for Faoril,” I answered.

Sophia mumbled something unintelligible and then fell back onto her hammock. I tried not to ogle her naked breasts. I knew she wouldn't appreciate it. I closed the door and tried the last two, but both were empty.

Frowning, I stepped onto the deck and almost ran into Minx. The halfling stretched her back as she looked up at me, her eyes bleary. “You look as tired as I feel, Orc.”

I grunted.

“Captain Thyrna tested your stamina.” A mischievous grin crossed her lips. “I see she took the lash to you.”

“Tried to.” My eyes swept the deck. In the bow, Xera sat cross-legged, her eyes closed as she leaned back against the railing. The first rays of the rising sun caught the top of her dark-green hair, picking out individual strands.

Faoril's red robes lay in the middle of the deck, discarded. My stomach twisted. “Where's Faoril?”

“Below deck,” Minx said. “I think she fucked every sailor on the Golden Hunger four times. They were at it all night. That girl really loves cocks.”

“And cum,” I muttered.

“She's your lover, right? Maybe she didn't like you fucking the captain all night.”

“She's a mage. Female mages are all cum-sluts.” And maybe it was good. Maybe she would be in a better mood after being gangbanged. “You should find your bed.”

“Uh-huh,” Minx nodded and yawned again. “Couldn't sleep all night, too excited from the robbery, and then the sun rose and BAM! I can hardly keep 'em open.”

The halfling padded around me and through the door to the cabins. I marched out into the center of the deck and scooped up Faoril's robes. The pockets clinked, each weighed down by her arcane supplies. Her robe had a dozen or more pockets for her to secret small items in. Frowning, I walked down into the dark hold.

The reek of cum assaulted my nose. It was overpowering. So much jizz stained the air. Dark forms lay slumped across the floor, snoring, all naked men. And at the center, my Faoril lay on her back, her body almost white from the crusty spunk staining her. A puddle formed between her thighs, oozing out of her pussy.

“Well, you must have gathered enough cum to last you a month.”

Faoril's eyes opened. “I guess.” Her words were dull, slurred. Her eyes bleary. She yawned and sat up. “I'm filthy.”

I nodded my head. “Yeah, being gangbanged by a crew of pirates will do that.”

She nudged one with her foot.

He groaned and opened his eyes. “You drained me, wench. Ain't got nothin' left fer you.”

“I need to bathe.”

“Can't use the fresh water,” he said. “But I can pull you up some buckets of saltwater. Least I could do after we all drenched you.” He laughed and glanced at me. “That's one wild woman you travel with. Suspect you know.”

“I know.” I studied Faoril. “But you can just use your magic to clean yourself, Faoril.”

She waved a hand at me as she forced herself to stand. A flood of cum poured out of her pussy and down her thighs. “Salt-waters fine. Too tired to use magic.”

Faoril stumbled to me. Even her hair was soiled. Her brown locks were matted and tangled. Streaks of dried cum silvered her locks. More flaked off as she tottered past me. I grabbed her as she almost fell.

She wrenched her arm from me.

“Faoril?” I frowned.

“I'm fine. Just need bath and sleep.”

My eyebrows furrowed as I followed her up the stairs to the deck. More cum leaked out of her ass, making a mess of her crack. She made it on deck and almost fell again as the ship pitched on a swell. The mast swayed above us.

“Vedr's queef,” cursed the sailor who followed us. “Dawn's up. Gonna be a long-cursed day.”

Faoril made it to the railing and sank down while the sailor fetched a wooden bucket and attached it to a length of rope. I sank down beside her, leaned on the railing, and studied her. She pulled her legs up, her breasts pressing into her thighs as she rested her chin on her knees.

“What happened in the palace?”

“Nothing.”

“Faoril.”

She glanced at me, her light-brown eyes dull. “Fought a master mage. Didn't I tell you that?”

“But what else?” It had to be more than her fear of being branded a warlock and sentenced to death by the Magery Council. She was a fearless woman. It was deeper, darker. “You didn't kill him?”

“No.” Her word was short, clipped. “He lived.”

“When we finish the quest and slay the dragon, the council will understand why you did it. Besides, he attacked you.”

“Doesn't matter.” She glanced at her red robes. “I'm not a mage any longer. I'm a warlock. I don't even have to wear this. I can wear what I want.”

“You're still a mage.” I reached out to put an arm around her but she shied away.

“I'm filthy, Thrak.”

“I don't mind,” I answered. “It's mostly dried anyways.”

The sailor dropped the bucket of seawater before her. Some sloshed over the rim. She seized it, grunting beneath its weight, and dumped the water over her head. It flowed over her, washing across her naked flesh and spilling on the deck. A salty scent caught my nose.

Then she grabbed the sleeve of her robe and rubbed at herself. “I'll need more.”

“Sure, sure,” the sailor said and pitched it over.

It took three more buckets to clean her. I watched her, studying her, but she wouldn't meet my eyes. She was hurting. I wanted to hold her, but she kept claiming to be filthy when I tried, then she would scrub at her body harder with the sleeve of her robe.

Finally she stood dripping, water beading on her skin and flashing like diamonds in the rising sun. She closed her eyes for a moment, taking in a deep breath as her hands ran through her wet hair, squeezing out the excess.

“Faoril, please, talk—”

“I need sleep,” she muttered and walked past me without a word.

I caught her arm and yanked her around. “No, we need to—”

She slapped me. It hardly stung, she weighed so little she couldn't put much energy into her slaps even if she stood properly. I blinked anyways. “Let me go!” She jerked her arm. “I'm fine, Thrak. Stop asking me.”

I let her go. She stalked across the deck, leaving wet footprints on the pine-yellow planks. Then she crashed through the door to the cabins. It banged shut behind her. My cheek burned. Despite the light tap, it hurt more than the welts and scratches decorating my body.

“Biaute's tits, what did you do to piss her off?” the sailor asked.

I glared at him.

The sailor raised his hands and backed off. I turned to the sea, my brows furrowing. Something terrible had happened in the palace. Something she was forced to do. What? How could I help her? I leaned on the railing, watching the waves as the sun inched higher and higher, painting the swells with caps of gold.

“What is going on?” a sleepy Sophia muttered. “Who's banging doors?”

“Faoril,” I answered, glancing over my shoulder as the acolyte tottered to me.

She blinked and rubbed sleep from her eyes. “What did the Captain do to you, Thrak? You look like you tumbled through a prickleberry patch.”

“Captain has sharp claws.”

She reached the railing and leaned on it. “We heard. Between you and the captain and Faoril entertaining the entire crew it was hard to get any sleep. And I finally get it and...bang!” She smacked her hand on the railing then winced, shaking her hand. “Why's Faoril slamming doors?”

“What did she do in the palace last night?”

“I don't know. She was summoned away from the party before we were attacked. She didn't want to talk about it after she returned. We were all reeling at how it went wrong.” Sophia sighed. “Still am reeling. I'm a fugitive now. The daughter of a Duchess. My mother will be furious at the scandal this causes. And poor Angela... She sees herself as something good and positive, and robbing a Doge and taking him hostage, well...”

I nodded my head.

“And you're hurt,” Sophia gasped, shoving a hand into her pocket. “I have a vial here. Let me make you a healing potion.”

“I'm fine.”

“Thrak,” she said, shaking her head even as she opened her robes, “you are covered in scratches and welts. Stop being such an orc and let me heal you.”

A snorting laugh escaped my lips. “I remember when you were afraid of me.”

“I did think you were dangerous.” A smile played on her lips. “I get things wrong a lot. But Angela sees things right. She's special that way.” Sophia bit her lip then muttered beneath her breath, “Queen's concubine.”

“What?”

“The sphinx called me that last night,” she said when she opened her robe. “A concubine fit for a queen. Everyone seems to think Angela getting the sword is bad because they fear she'll try to claim her ancestor's throne.” Her pink nipple popped into sight, hard atop her small breast. “She doesn't want that. Yet, why couldn't a woman rule?”

“Pater rules in heaven, so men rule on earth,” I quoted.

She circled her nipple then froze, her eyes widened. “Turn around. Don't look at my tits, Thrak!”

I laughed again and turned, but my mirth quickly died as Sophia spoke her prayer and invoked her Goddess's power. I gripped the railing with my left hand as I puzzled out how to help Faoril. I needed the right words to break through her melancholy.

It was hard to think. My thoughts were sluggish from lack of sleep and my exertions with the captain. After I downed Sophia's milky potion, the magic soothing the burning scratches and welts, I sought a cabin. I didn't go into the one Faoril went into. I needed to think.

I stretched myself out on the second hammock in Chaun's cabin. The ropes creaked and, for a heartbeat, I feared my bulk was too great to be supported by the netting of the swaying hammock.

But they held and sleep fell upon me. Before it claimed me, I wished Serisia's spirit was still with me.

She would know how to help Faoril.


Chapter Thirty-Four: Queen's Concubine

Chaun

My eyes opened. The hammock creaked. I blinked and yawned, then glanced to my right. Thrak slept, arms folded across his chest. I had not expected him to sleep here. I groaned, my back sore from sleeping on the hammock.

I rolled out of the swaying hammock and opened my troubadour's chest. It was a remarkable object. I once wooed a soulborn witch, a wanderer like myself, and she made it for me. It could shrink to fit in my pocket or expand to the size of an average traveling chest. And inside it had far more space. I didn't understand the magics that created it, but it let me carry a vast wardrobe wherever I went.

I needed to be ready to change clothing to fit a wide variety of body sizes and social classes. But today, I went as my normal appearance, slim and tall. I dug around until I found a gold-trimmed, blue doublet and matching hose with a spectacular codpiece. The pattern of gold filaments always attracted a lady's eye and set her imagination galloping as she wondered on what it contained.

Dressed, I headed onto deck. The captain had emerged, looking beautiful and remote as she barked orders at her sluggish crew. The large men spilled naked or hardly dressed from below deck—Faoril had worn them out.

What a woman to handle so many big men.

“Morning, Captain,” I smiled, fixing her a bow.

She gave me only a contemptuous snort. Most women found me innately attractive in my regular appearance, but the captain had a type, and it wasn't slim, elfin men with faces verging on beautiful. She liked her men big, hairy. Every one of her crew had barrel chests and broad shoulders, and the way she looked at them was possessive.

But which man did she fancy? I stared at her, my psychic senses reaching out. Every woman in the world had someone in her past whom she loved if she loved no one in the present. It would be a man whose appearance I could transform into and seduce the woman. I preferred married women—they always shone with a white aura, attracting me with the urge to seduce them and impregnate them while wearing their husband's faces—but even a single woman had her charm.

Nothing.

No man appeared in my mind. No lover from her past. No one whom she loved now. Even Sophia, a lesbian to her core, had once had a childish crush on a groom when she was a sweet, young maid. I had never met a woman of a dual-sexed race that I couldn't affect. And the captain was human.

Or she appeared to be human.

She had never loved before. Was that possible? I scanned the deck. Xera sat cross-legged, asleep in the bow while Sophia bent over the railing, her laughter occasionally rising over the creak of sails as the pirate crew worked in the rigging. The ship lurched, the breeze catching in the sails, taking us south to the Island of Birds.

I moved to Sophia. She stared at a pod of dolphins frolicking around the ship, their sleek, gray bodies breaking the surface, their nickering songs echoing. Delight played on her youthful face as she clapped her hands.

“Oh, they're as beautiful as the tales,” she smiled. “Aren't they, Chaun?”

I nodded my head. “The captain's not human.”

“Oh?” Sophia frowned, glancing at Captain Thyrna as she strolled the stern deck, hissing orders. “What is she?”

I shrugged.

“Does it matter?”

I shrugged again.

“You're a lot of help.”

I shrugged a third time.

Sophia punched me in the shoulder. We both laughed as I rubbed where she hit. She leaned on the railing, smiling at the dolphins as they swam alongside the ship, playing in the spray from the bow as it knifed through the waters.

I studied her profile. “When did you start liking me?”

“When you risked your life to stop the dwarf queen. I think. But I did know you were hiding something.” She grinned at me. “It was so obvious.”

I winced. “Was it?”

She nodded her head. “But Lady Delilah... You really have no idea what she plans?”

“Nor why she gave Angela that necklace or why that Fireeyes had its twin. I only know the Warlock from stories.”

Sophia sighed and rested her head on the railing. “Something more is going on than just this Quest. My Goddess visits me in my dreams sometimes. She doesn't just do that for anyone.”

“You're hardly anyone, Sophia.”

She snorted. “I was the worst acolyte at the temple. A spoiled brat using my mother's power and wealth to escape my responsibilities.”

“You're special,” I nodded. “I can see it. You'll be remembered in songs, Sophia. The acolyte at the fugitive knight's side, with her from the beginning until the end when she slays the dragon.”

“And when she's queen,” Sophia whispered. “Her concubine.”

“That would be a great story.” A smile crossed my lips. “An epic song that requires only the best bard to pen it.”

Sophia laughed. “Who would that be?”

“You wound me,” I sighed tragically, and then we laughed together. It felt wonderful after last night.

~  *  ~

Knight-Errant Angela

I woke to swaying, my stomach rumbling. The entire boat moved and rolled. I groaned as I sat up. My head ached. I swung my feet off my hammock and forced myself to dress in my armor. I was still a knight in spirit even if my actions at the Saltspray Palace would see my spurs taken and my name stricken from the rolls, attainted.

I would kill the dragon. I had come this far already. I had suffered, bled, and fought. I had two pieces of my ancestor's sword. Two-fifths of the weapon complete. And we had the adamantium, recovered at great danger from the abandoned dwarf mines. We would soon have the third piece. The Captain said we would arrive at the Island of Birds around evening.

I adjusted my stance as the ship rocked beneath me. Sunlight streamed through the small, round window in the cabin. I think it was called the porthole. I glanced out it, but all I saw was endless blue, the water rippling in the sunshine.

I left my cabin and walked out into the deck. The sun was low on the horizon. A few hours passed dawn and...I frowned. The sun was on my right, but if we sailed south, that meant my right was west. So the sun was setting not rising. I blinked.

“There you are, sleepyhead,” Sophia called. “I was fearing you wouldn't wake up.”

“Well, I was up all last night emptying my stomach,” I said. My stomach growled. No wonder I felt empty. An entire day spent in bed.

“There's food down below. Ask one of the sailors.” She grimaced. “It's fish stew and it's not great.”

“It's better than nothing,” I smiled.

Sophia shrugged her shoulders.

Chaun sat near her, strumming his lyre and singing a festive song which had the pirate crew moving around with a jaunt in their step. Minx giggled and danced before him, her little hips shaking while Xera sat cross-legged and watched. Thrak was in the bow, staring at the sea.

“Faoril?”

“She's sleeping longer than you,” Sophia answered. “Well, she did fuck the entire crew last night.” Her smile slipped. “Thrak's worried about her.”

“Because she fucked the entire crew?”

Sophia shook her head. “He thinks she's hurting from fighting the mage last night.”

I frowned and then my stomach rumbled. I had to eat. I could hardly blame Faoril for being down. All her dreams were snatched away. She would be branded a warlock just as I would be branded a knave. Both of us would be expelled from our organizations, labeled fugitives and criminals.

I pushed away those thoughts as I descended into the hold. It smelled of musty sex and needed airing out. I found the galley where a greasy-stained pirate ladled me a large bowel of thick, brown stew with chunks of white fish and indeterminate vegetables floating in it. It was salty. I almost gagged with my first bite, but I forced myself to chew and swallow.

I did get a curious fruit called an orange to go with it. Once I cracked through the hard rind, the juicy pulp inside melted in my mouth. It washed away all the bad taste of stew and left my belly feeling full.

My fingers and lips sticky, I headed on deck. The breeze blew my red hair, wafting it about my head. I breathed in the salt smell as I walked to Sophia as she leaned on the right—starboard—railing. Her white robes pressed to the curves of her ass as she wiggled her hips.

A hot itch rushed through me. Last night, she had stayed up caring for me with my seasickness and feeding me her enchanted breast milk. She was such a wonderful person. And so beautiful. Her brown hair fluttered about her head, playing on the curve of her neck.

A pale neck. A kissable neck.

My armor clinked as I strolled across the deck. She glanced beside me and pointed ahead of the ship. A dark shape rose on the horizon, a cone thrusting into the air, hazy purple, its flanks darker, touched with green.

Mount Peritito thrusting above the Nimborgoth from the heart of the Island of Birds. A volcano. I stared at the summit. Clouds covered the tip, dark and angry. Or was it smoke belching from the mountain's core? I hoped the Temple of Fire, where the avian shamans had hidden the piece of my ancestor's sword, had not been disturbed by any eruptions.

“It's huge,” Sophia said, squirming as I wrapped my arms around her. Her ass pressed into my chainmail loincloth, the metal links brushing my clit.

Pleasure sparked through me.

“Yes, it is,” I moaned, my nipples hardening beneath my breastplate, rubbing on the cool metal. I leaned in and kissed Sophia's neck. “Big and huge, thrusting out of the sea.”

“Ooh, don't talk about it like it's a giant cock,” Sophia groaned. “It's a big breast, sweeping upward, topped by a lactating nipple.”

“Like your nipples?” I asked, my hands sliding up her robe to cup her breasts through it. “Pink and bursting with white milk.”

“Yes,” she groaned, shifting more. “Are you feeling better? Your stomach settled?”

“Yes,” I whispered, kissing her neck again. She tasted so wonderful. My hands tightened on her tits.

“That's good,” she groaned, arching her neck, giving me access. I licked up to her ear. I nibbled and flicked it while her nipples hardened beneath the cloth of her robes. I pinched them through it, bringing a shuddering moan from her lips. “Mmm, we could try to make love in the hammocks. It might be fun.”

“Might,” I purred and slid my right hand down her robe. I found the ties. “But it's so beautiful out here.”

She stiffened in my arms as the cloth ties whisked together, the knot coming undone. Her robe fell loose. “Angela? There are men around.”

“We've made love before Thrak and Chaun.”

“I don't like it,” she whispered. “But they're part of our group. The pirates are strangers.”

My pussy clenched. A hot thrill ran through me. My hands shoved into her open robe to caress her naked body directly. I slid up and down her flesh, brushing her shaved pubic mound and the bottom swells of her small breasts.

“Slave, if I order you to parade naked around the ship, you will do it.”

“Of course, Mistress,” she shuddered, her voice so sweet. “But...please don't. All those men. It would be so embarrassing.”

My pussy clenched. Juices leaked out. My right hand found her tit. I squeezed it as I nibbled on her neck. “Mmm, it would make me so wet, slave. I want you to walk slowly around the deck. Let them see your lovely body. Be graceful, proud. You are a beautiful woman.”

“Your concubine,” groaned Sophia.

I liked that word. “Yes. My concubine.”

Sophia shuddered, her shoulders wiggling, the robe sliding off her flesh. “I am ever your obedient concubine...my Queen.”

Queen... I liked this new game.

The robes landed on the deck between our feet, her ivory flesh exposed. Her brown hair fell about her shoulders, her curvy ass begged to be squeezed. She turned, her small tits bouncing, her nipples so hard. I smiled at the gleam slicking her thighs.

Embarrassed or not, submitting to my commands and parading her flesh made her wet.

~  *  ~

Acolyte Sophia

Every last pirate stared at me. All those big, ugly, brawny, stupid men leered at my exposed flesh. Their eyes hungered. Their rough hands clenched. They wanted to touch me, grab me, fuck me. But I wasn't theirs. I was Angela's. My Mistress's. My Queen's.

I was her concubine. Her devoted slave.

My pussy clenched as the rush of embarrassed heat surged through my body. I groaned and bit my lip. My nipples ached as I forced myself to turn, wearing only my soft leather shoes and woolen socks. I took a deep breath, so aware of my hard nipples and bouncing breasts.

I walked slowly, stately, my back straight. I would not bow before the gaze of these men. I would please my mistress. I stared straight ahead, calm, poised. I was the daughter of Duchess Catherine of Tith, an acolyte of the Goddess Saphique, the concubine-slave to my Queen.

“What a scrumptious catch,” a sailor called. “Biaute's tits, look at her.”

“It'd be worth Saphique's curse to enjoy her flesh.”

My cheeks reddened and my ears burned.

“I hear Saphique's virgins have the tightest cunts. Bet she would squeal on my big sticker.”

“What 'bout her ass. Such a tight, sweet ass. Her goddess wouldn't mind if we took a poke there. She'd still be virgin. Near enough.”

“I think you're right.”

Juices trickled out of my pussy as my heart labored. Danger swirled around me. My oaths to stay pure were threatened, but I kept walking. I reached the port railing and turned, following its sweep, trying to ignore the words spilling out of the rigging.

“What if you just sucked my prick? Promise not to spill my seed in your mouth. Just a quick suck.”

“You'd fire off the moment those sweet lips wrapped around your twig.”

“So would you.”

“Aye, she's got a sweet mouth. A cock-sucking mouth.”

I forced myself not to wet my dried lips. I would not encourage them. I swept past Chaun, a large grin on the changeling's face as he ogled me. Minx laughed and danced around me, her hands grabbing my butt-cheeks.

“She does have a great ass,” the halfling chortled, her small hands pulling my cheeks apart. “Shame none of you men can do this.”

I almost jumped when her tongue swiped across my sphincter. But I kept my poise and marched straight-backed, obeying my Queen's command. Angela watched me, her blue eyes hungry, her thighs pressed together.

As much as being forced to walk naked before all these men excited me, they made my mistress drip. Her lusts were so obvious. She bit her lip and squirmed when I reached the bow. Thrak did not look up from his brooding as I swept past him.

“Ooh, look at those titties bounce. I would love to suck on her nipples.”

“I hear a priestess can produce milk like a mother. I would love to suckle from those teats. Come on, just give us a taste.”

“Vedr's queef, I want a piece of that cunt.”

“That knight would cut off your balls if Saphique didn't shrivel them.”

I nodded my head. My Queen would.

My eyes were locked on Angela now as I walked the starboard railing to my mistress. My pussy burned. Juices ran down my thighs. I had such a hot cunt. I wanted to shove my hands between my thighs and frig myself to an orgasm.

But I had self-control.

Angela nodded her head, imperious, when I reached her. Then I fell to my knees before her, staring up at my Mistress, my body quaking as desires tumbled through me. “Did I please you, my Queen?”

“Yes, you did,” she answered, her voice throaty. She ran a hand through my brown hair. “You more than pleased me.”

“Do you need the satisfaction of my lips?”

She nodded once.

I closed my eyes, so aware of all the men watching us, and lifted her metal loincloth, exposing her shaved lips beading with juices and engorged with her passion. I breathed in her tangy musk. I could shower in her scent. Revel in it.

I pressed my lips into her pussy and licked. My thighs clamped tight, caressing my clit, as my tongue slid through her folds, teasing her engorged labia. Angela let out the softest sigh, her hips undulating as the pleasure rippled through her.

“Mmm, my sweet concubine,” she sighed as I licked again.

My hands stroked her thighs above her boots, caressing her sleek skin as my tongue moved. The chainmail was cold on my cheek, the links rough. I didn't care. I closed my eyes and concentrated on pleasing Angela.

The coarse words of the pirates faded. They didn't matter. Only pleasing my Queen mattered.

My tongue flicked faster and faster, flying through her folds, giving her such sweet pleasure. Her hips undulated. She ground on me. Her clit throbbed against my lips. I nibbled on it, bringing sharp gasps of bliss from her while my fingers massaged her thighs, touching her, caressing her, giving her another sensation.

“You little slut, yes,” groaned Angela. “Worship my cunt.”

My clit throbbed between my thighs. I could bring myself to orgasm, but I was here to please Angela, not myself. I nibbled on her clit and sucked on it. The little organ throbbed as she bucked. Her moans were so sweet. Her back arched, the afternoon sun flashing off the curves of her breastplate.

My hands moved up her thighs, reaching for pussy. She shivered as my fingers massaged around her vulva, caressing the engorged flesh. She was plump with excitement. I sucked harder on her clit and let my tongue piercing bat the little nub while my fingers parted her labia.

“Sophia!”

I smiled, my fingers teasing her folds. I caressed her labia minora before I let my fingers dip into her pussy's hole. I teased her, sliding them in and pulling them out, loving the way her moans sang from her lips. I brought her closer and closer to the brink of her orgasms.

Then I backed off.

Angela let out a frustrated hiss, trembling above me. Her fingers tightened in my hair, forcing my lips to suck on her clit. I teased her nub, flicking it with my tongue while my fingers kept dipping and retreating from her pussy hole. I gauged her pleasure, sensing the orgasm building in her. She trembled, on the cusp.

I pulled my fingers back. My tongue stopped playing with her clit.

“Make me cum,” she hissed.

“Yes, my Queen.”

I jammed three fingers into her pussy's depths. My tongue piercing battered her clit over and over. I fingered her faster, her pussy clenching and relaxing on my digits as they churned her depths. Frothy pussy juices coated my fingers while she bucked and gasped.

And then she exploded. Her voice sang out across the boat as her passion spilled into my mouth. I drank down the wonderful flood. My clit throbbed. I controlled myself, resisting the urge to masturbate myself to a screaming orgasm.

“You wonderful slut. Oh, yes. My concubine. My sweet concubine, yes.”

She bucked again, another orgasm knifing through my Mistress. Her pussy spasmed hard on my fingers, massaging them. I loved the thrill. Her juices coated my lips in her sticky pleasure. And then she stood back.

The crew exploded in applause.

My ears burned again as I stared up at Angela. She hauled me to my feet and spun me around, pressing me against the railings. Her fingers thrust into my pussy from behind, ramming deep into me while her thumb rubbed my clit.

“I know you're wet, slut,” she hissed as I groaned, my eyes staring at the Island of Birds. It loomed closer and closer, the jungle dark-green about the mountain's large flanks. “I know showing off soaked you. I can feel it. All those men watching you, lusting for you, but none of them get to touch you.”

“None, my Queen,” I gasped, my pussy clenching on her fingers, my clit aching against her rubbing thumb. “Angela. I...I...”

“You can cum, slut!”

“Yes!”

All the excitement that had built up while I walked naked around the ship, all the embarrassing comments, ignited a furious orgasm in me. It was hot to tease those men with my forbidden body. It was enthralling to obey my Queen and bare my body before them. My head tossed back as my pussy spasmed on her fingers.

I screamed out my passion over the sea as we sailed closer and closer to Baraconia.

My body bent over the railing, my hair dangling towards the sea below. But Angela held me, her fingers pumping, keeping the orgasm alive as it crashed through my body. I gasped and shuddered, grinding back into her groin. My body shuddered. The pleasure burst so hard through me. I groaned, my eyes rolling back in my head.

“Cernere's nimble fingers,” Minx shouted, “that was the hottest thing I've ever seen.”

I only groaned in agreement as the sailors cheered again.


Chapter Thirty-Five: Magical Detonation

Thrak

Faoril emerged from the cabin as the ship pulled into the fishing village of Llanes, carved out of the thick jungle of the Island of Birds, built of wood, the houses on stilts, with docks thrusting out into the green lagoon. According to the captain, she had an agreement with the halfling elders to dock her ship here. It was an hour's walk from Baraconia, and hidden from the sight of passing ships.

Female halflings swarmed the docks, looking like children at play until they grabbed the hawsers thrown by the sailors. Hardly a male halfling could be seen. One supervised the working women. More women bustled through the village, their hair flashing in the sun as it set over the southern flank of Mount Peritito. The volcano loomed over all, a black cone thrusting above the island, its summit bare of any vegetation, a dome of dark-gray clouds hovering over it.

“Feeling better?” I asked Faoril as she swept to the railing.

She shrugged her shoulders, an awkward gesture with her knapsack slung over one. Those with horses had traded saddlebags with the pirates for knapsacks. Angela, Chaun, and Sophia had ragged bags slung over their shoulders, holding their possessions.

It was a shame Angela had to leave Midnight, her massive warhorse, behind in Raratha. When the plan had failed spectacularly, there was no way to bring the horses along. But her armor still gleamed, her shield was still strong, and her sword still sharp. She was still a knight.

The gangplank ran out to the dock, and Faoril was the first down it, rushing from the ship. I swallowed; it was almost like she fled from me. I moved to follow, but a soft hand grabbed my wrist and pulled me short.

The captain stood there, her eyes sultry and hungry and furious all at the same time. She stood on her tiptoes and whispered in my ear, “You will be mine, orc.”

Then she nipped my lobe above my thick, bone ear-expander. I didn't wince. Blood trickled hot. She had notched me. Marked me.

“You'll be begging for my facial,” I told her.

She hissed. A challenge.

My cock tented my kilt as I headed down the gangplank, the last one off the ship. Faoril strode ahead, Xera rushing to catch up to her. I stepped onto the dock, sweeping past the female halflings who gaped at me.

“Madam Knight,” the captain called, “I will await you as we agreed upon. You intrigue me.”

Angela turned and nodded her head.

I felt the captain's eyes on my back as I marched through the village, my long strides carrying me past Angela and Sophia, then Chaun strumming his lute, and finally to Faoril and Xera at the front. I fell in beside my woman.

She did not look at me but ahead, her face slack, her shoulders slumped. I sighed. I still had no idea what to say. I had to find something, anything, to reach her.

~  *  ~

Journeyman Mage Faoril – The Free City of Baraconia, the Island of Birds

I hardly noticed the hour walk down the jungle road. The thick canopy swallowed the sun and darkness descended rapidly. I only stared ahead, focused on the glimpses of the large city of Baraconia, one of the halfling cities that dotted the Nimborgoth, through the thick foliage. Like Raratha, Baraconia belonged to the League of Seven—the free cities of humans, halflings, and nixies allied through trade negotiations and pacts of mutual defense. They controlled all commerce across the large sea. The emptiness in me had to be filled, and facts about trade was better than nothing—Baraconia specialized in rare hardwoods, epoxies, gems from the earth's heart found in the volcano above, and alchemical ingredients.

Out of the jungle, dusk settled over Baraconia, some of the sun's fading light still reaching the city. It swept around the bowl of its harbor. It was a strange city, the buildings smaller, sized for halflings and not humans. If Thrak stood on his tiptoes, he could peer into the second floor of many buildings.

Minx led us through the city, her home before she went to Raratha. She guided us to the docks where buildings took on sizes with which I was more familiar. Thrak was beside me the whole way, straining to find words to fill me.

He couldn't. He shouldn't. I was filthy. Serisia was wrong about me.

We reached the Pirate's Noose, an inn Minx recommended. We stepped into the cheery common room. Chaun felt right at home and soon had the sailors, the inn's main patrons, singing off-colored tunes. He could not help but perform.

The rest of us sank around the table as food was ordered and drinks brought. I sipped at my glass of wine. It was fruity. My stomach roiled. I hadn't eaten since the Doge's party last night. I should, but every time I tried on the boat—Thrak left food in my cabin—my appetite vanished.

Food couldn't fill me. Only one thing could.

I stood, unable to withstand all the cheering and shouting. Thrak glanced at me. His concern sent a stab of anger through me. Why did he have to care so much? Why was he so attentive and helpful? Did he think he could fix me?

“Just using the necessity,” I lied. I didn't have to make water or waste.

“Okay.” His gruff voice had a fragile air about it. He thought I was delicate.

Of course I was. I broke.

I walked through the common room and out into a hallway. I followed it to the inn's courtyard, stepping into the night air. I leaned against the wall. A moment later, Minx popped out of the inn. I tensed, fearing someone else meant to try to fix me.

But she kept walking past me and out into the city.

My head lolled, searching. A pair of sailors leaned against the courtyard's wall. Rough men who eyed me. I put on a smile, my hands playing with the knots of my robe. I loosed it, the arcane artifacts in my pockets weighing the cloth, pulling my robe apart and exposing my cleavage.

“It must be so tough being a sailor,” I said.

“Oh, it is,” the first guy said, striding to me.

“Just you and all those other men,” I continued. “No sweet companionship to ease your burdens.”

He stopped before me, a sour reek rolling off of him. I wrinkled my nose but kept smiling. “Yer a sweet peach.” He stroked my cheek. “How much for a tumble?”

My eyes widened. He thought I was a prostitute. Memories flashed to Master Dalria and the Mage's Chemise, the inn where I whored myself to pay my tab. Rutting with strange men had filled the hurt caused by failing the Test and learning Saoria's true, disdainful feelings.

“Three silvers,” I purred. I flashed my eye to his friend. “Five to take you both on.”

“Both, eh?” his friend asked, coming closer.

“I have another hole,” I said, my butt clenching. “I'll give you a discount if you want to fuck me together.”

“Vedr's mighty queef,” the first sailor grinned. “Sounds like a ripe deal to me.” His hand reached out, pulling open my robe, exposing my right breast to his leer. “Mighty ripe indeed.”

His hand squeezed my breast. I groaned and sighed. “Money.”

They fumbled, thrusting five silver coins at me. They vanished into my robe's pockets before the garment slipped off my shoulders. They rubbed dirty hands on my tits. I groaned, my pussy juicy and wet.

“Mmm, you boys must be backed up,” I purred, reaching out to grasp their dicks, rubbing them through their britches. “Ooh, I can feel it.”

Thrak stepped out of the inn. He saw me, his eyebrows furrowing, his jaw tightening. “Faoril.”

“I'm busy,” I said. “Me and these two are very busy.”

The first sailor pinched my nipple. “Wait your turn. We already paid for her.”

“Paid?” The word was a fierce growl. Pain shone in his eyes.

I looked away. “Yes, paid. Five silvers.”

“And she's worth it,” the second sailor groaned, grabbing my ass. “Mmm, gonna enjoy her.”

Thrak's fist crashed into the sailor's head. He reeled back and landed in a heap on the courtyard. The other one gaped at his friend then bolted out of the courtyard with the speed of a jackrabbit. Thrak growled something in orcish then stared down at me.

“What are you doing?” I demanded, my pussy on fire. “Why did you follow me?”

“What happened, Faoril?” he asked. He reached out to touch my face.

I batted his hand away. “Nothing!”

He reached again. This time my hand bounced off his wrist. His fingers stroked my cheeks. They were so gentle, so loving. My insides squirmed. I didn't deserve this. Not after what I did. I looked up at him, my eyes brimming with tears.

“Tell me, Faoril. What happened? What has you eaten up inside?”

Why did he have to keep asking? Why did he have to keep reminding me? Relaria's yowling death screech echoed through my mind. An innocent. I killed her. And he kept prodding me. He kept needling and demanding. He wouldn't let me fill my emptiness. He wouldn't let me find blissful forgetfulness.

“Leave me alone!” exploded from me. My magic followed, bursting out of me, draining the reserves the pirates gave me last night.

The power struck Thrak hard and flung his body.


Chapter Thirty-Six: Dirty, Filthy

Journeyman Mage Faoril – The Free City of Baraconia, the Island of Birds

The guilt, shame, anger, disgust, and self-loathing metastasized in me and then exploded out of me in a jet of uncontrollable magic, feeding on the vast reserves of power I absorbed when I debased myself with the crew of the Golden Hunger.

The jet, a combination of all five elements, slammed into Thrak and threw my orc lover in a bellow of agony.

My heart stopped. Sparks trailed behind him. Bursts of reds, yellows, blues, and violets. He soared twenty feet before crashing to the inn's courtyard with a heavy thud and then rolled as a limp heap. His ax clattered on paving stones. He came to a rest on his side, one arm thrown over his body at an awkward angle. Steam rose from his flesh. Frost crusted his hair.

“No.” I clapped a hand over my mouth. “No, no, no.”

He didn't move. I shook my head. Tears distorted my vision. They burned down my cheeks. Relaria howled in my mind, flung from Master Mage Yolun. She landed in the same unmoving heap. Dead.

My legs buckled. Collapsed.

I shivered. Sobs shook me. “No, no, no. Gods, no.”

This couldn't be happening. I couldn't have killed him. He was the strongest person I knew. Tough, powerful. He had survived an avalanche, fought an Erinyes with a broken arm. He had butchered an entire party of orc raiders. My spell couldn't have killed him.

No. He had to live.

I crawled across the courtyard, not caring that the round paving stones bit into my knees. My vision blurred as the tears fell. Hiccuping sobs escaped my lips. I slowed as I neared him. A sudden terror seized me.

What if he were truly dead?

The steam rising off his still form thinned. Baraconia's muggy heat melted the last of the frost riming his arm. I reached out for him, trembling. What did I do to him? How could I lose control of my magic?

I touched his arm. “Thrak.”

My words were a choking whisper. My fingers tried to grip him but lacked strength. Numbness gripped me. I tried to shake him. His bulk refused to move.

“Thrak.” My words were louder. My heart clenched. I killed him. “P-please, Thrak. D-d-on't b-be d-d-dead.” Hiccups and sobs broke my speech.

Hopelessness seized me. I collapsed onto his body. I shook, sobbed, wailed my grief. I killed the man I loved. Snuffed out his life. I wasn't an apprentice just learning to wield the elemental forces of the universe. I should have control. How did I lose it? Why was I such a failure as a mage?

Thrak. Relaria. The test.

Failure.

Useless.

A hand rubbed my tear-stained cheek. Fingers thick, calloused. I blinked away tears. Thrak moved beneath me. My breath caught as his finger wiped away a tear. His eyes stared into mine, dark-red. Alive.

I didn't kill him.

More tears exploded from me. Thrak's strong arms wrapped about me. He held me to his broad, scarred chest. I shook as I wept in relief. I didn't kill him. The words chanted through my mind as only throat-tearing sobs escaped my mouth. I didn't kill him.

“I'm sorry,” I choked out. “I'm sorry. I'm sorry.”

I kept sobbing the words, clinging to him. He scooped me up in his arms. He was so strong. I nearly killed him. But I didn't. My magic didn't take another innocent life. He grabbed my discarded robes, stepping over the unconscious sailor who I had tried to prostitute myself to, and carried me into the inn. Wood creaked beneath him. Doors passed us. He opened one onto a small room and placed me on a bed.

He stared at me with love.

How? How could he love something as terrible and filthy as me?

“What happened?”

His rumbling words demanded I speak. I owed him the truth. He deserved to know just how filthy and disgusting and horrid I was. Then he wouldn't stare at me with love in his eyes. Then he would despise me.

Murderers always deserved to be despised.

What I did to Relaria spilled out. The fight with Yolun, my imprisonment in the ouroboros circle, and how the only tool I had at my disposal was my control over the lamia bard, Relaria. I made her my puppet, using the vile magic the Warlock Fireeyes had researched. I thought it was harmless. An easy solution to handling the bard, and then I didn't see the perils of using her to break the circle and win my freedom.

Or to distract Yolun.

“H-he reacted instinctively,” I sobbed, my body tensing. I pictured Yolun standing in his black robes, Relaria creeping up on his back. The spells flew back and forth between us. I needed to tip the balance. I forced her to attack. “He defended himself and...and...”

I stared up into Thrak's face. “She died. I killed her. Murdered her. She had no control over her actions. She had to obey me. She was my slave.” I withdrew from Thrak. At any moment his eyes would harden. He would withdraw, abandon me. “I murdered her. I can still hear her scream. I wanted it to stop. I don't want to feel anything. I needed to silence the screams. Replace them.”

“So you fucked every sailor on the ship?”

I closed my eyes and nodded. “I loved it. For hours I didn't feel my guilt, only the pleasure of their cocks reaming my cunt and asshole. No sounds but groans, grunts, and the slap of flesh. I sucked on their dicks. I swallowed their cum. You saw me afterward. You saw how they soiled and used me. I was an object to them. Something to fuck over and over. And I loved it. I needed it.

“I needed it again. I needed to sell myself to those men. I needed—”

His arms were about me. It shocked me out of my words. He hugged me. Fiercely. Why? Why didn't he flee me? I pressed my hands on his chest. I tried to push him back, to squirm out of his arms. But he wouldn't let go.

“Thrak, no. I'm filthy.”

“You're not. I love you.”

“No.” I sobbed again. “How? How can you love a murderer?”

“You made a mistake. You were desperate. You didn't think she would die.”

“I should have known. We were throwing lethal magics at each other. He was trying to kill me. It was all I could do not to die. I had a choice. I could have surrendered, but I didn't want to. I wanted to keep going, to succeed at the quest. And now...now...”

His embrace grew. So tight. So fierce. “Why? I don't understand. Why do you still love me?”

“I would always love you because of your heart. It's so kind, so loving.”

I shook my head. “A loving heart wouldn't have sent Relaria to her death. Only an evil, disgusting heart would.”

“Then why are you so broken up?”

I blinked. “What?”

“Do you think Fireeyes would have shed a single tear for Relaria? Do you think it would make him search his soul, to question his actions?”

“No. He was evil. Callous. Heartless.”

“Everything you're not. That's why it hurts you so much. You made a mistake, one of the worst mistakes a person can make, and it's destroying you because you are a good person. And that's why I love you. Your passion, your goodness. You're like Serisia. You see me as more than a barbarian because of your good heart.”

“I despised you at first. I thought you were a barbarian. And then...I saw your pain.”

“And you wanted to soothe it.”

I nodded my head.

“I see your pain. Why are you surprised I want to do the same?”

I hugged him. I threw my arms about his neck. I pressed my face into his throat. I breathed in his primal, masculine musk. I became so aware of my naked breasts against his bare chest. My nipples hardened as they rubbed across his scarred flesh.

Last night I had lost myself in depraved pleasure, needing to be filled with filth and depravity, to soil myself. Now, a desperate ache to be filled with something different—something better. Something I didn't deserve, but Thrak offered to me anyways.

Love.

My lips found his. I kissed him with fierce desire. I moaned into his strong lips. I savored his rough hands stroking down my back to my ass. They gripped my butt-cheeks, clenching, pulling me into his kilt. My bare pussy rubbed into the rough fabric. His cock swelled beneath him.

I closed my eyes. Love radiated from his form, bleeding into mine along with his body's warmth. Despite the muggy heat of the Baraconia day, I savored his warmth. My body drank it in as I undulated against him, grinding on his hard shaft.

My pussy grew wet and eager. My clit ached as it rubbed into the fabric of his kilt. He groaned into the kiss. His fingers clenched my ass. He was so big, so thick. I didn't find what I truly needed with the sailors last night, and I wouldn't have found it with the two sailors I sold my body to.

I needed this orc.

I shuddered as Thrak laid me out on the bed. He loomed over me. Huge, towering, powerful. His hands undid the belt holding up his kilt. It dropped off his body. His cock thrust towards me, thick and long, tip pierced by a bone ring. My hands reached out, pale on his swarthy shaft. I stroked him, loving the pleasure crossing his pierced face.

“Faoril,” he growled as he lowered himself to me, his woolly hair brushing my face as he buried his lips into my neck.

I groaned as he sucked at my flesh. His mouth was hungry. I shuddered beneath him, undulating, my pussy on fire. His hands stroked my sides, teasing me. I moaned, pressing my thighs together, relieving the itch at the tip of my clit.

And then he kissed lower. His large hands found my breasts, engulfing them. He squeezed them. My nipples ached. He wanted them pierced. I should do that for him. If there was any pain, Sophia could heal them. Silver rings glinting as they adorned my pink nipples.

“Thrak!” His name burst from my lips as he engulfed my nipple. I moaned. He nibbled and chewed. His lips were huge. He sucked as much of my tit into his mouth as he could, the areola and more. My nipple ached as he sucked. “Yes.”

His eyes flashed up at me, his pupils wide. His eyes were black pools but still burned. My fingers stroked through his thick hair. It differed from a human's. Not soft and silky, but rough and thick. Like him.

His left hand engulfed most of my right tit. He squeezed it, his fingers sliding up until they found my nipple. He sucked harder on the left. I squirmed. The pleasure shot right down to my pussy. My juices flowed. My thighs grew sticky.

The pleasure built in my core.

My head tossed back and forth as he loved my breasts. His lips kissed over to my right nipple, and he sucked hard on it. My back arched, pressing my tit into his mouth while delight rippled through my body. My left nipple ached. His fingers found it. Teased it. Twisted it.

Sharp pain mixed with the pleasure. I loved it.

“Oh, Thrak,” I moaned, my voice husky as the pleasure built in my pussy. I pressed my thighs together. “A little more. I need a little more. Suck harder.”

He did. Incredible, sucking pressure tugged at my right nipple. Liquid moans escaped my lips. I squeezed my thighs harder together, putting as much pressure on my clit as I could. I only needed a little more—

I came.

“Thrak!”

It was wonderful to scream his name as I bucked and undulated on the bed. My legs shot apart. I wrapped them about his torso, humping my pussy into the rippling abs of his stomach. I groaned, embracing the stimulation as my pleasure washed through my body.

“Gods, Thrak,” I moaned, my head lolling.

It took me a few heartbeats to realize he had abandoned my tits to move south. His body slid down the bed. My pussy rubbed against his stomach than chest until his head nestled between my thighs. I bent my knees, my thighs flapping open and closed around his head, brushing his cheeks, as he breathed on my juicy twat.

“What a lovely sight,” he growled. A finger stroked up my slit. My feet planted on the bed. My legs flexed, raising my ass from the sheets, keeping pace with his finger. I didn't want it to end. “Such a succulent sight.”

“It tastes better than it looks,” I moaned.

Thrak smiled at me. I smiled back. It was wonderful.

And then his mouth buried into my pussy and it grew even better.

My breasts jiggled, nipples hard and glistening. I humped into his mouth, using my legs to lift my hips up and down. I loved the hard feel of his piercings and the softer feel of his lips and tongue. His hands wrapped around my thighs, sliding up, caressing my stomach.

I gasped and squirmed when his finger probed my bellybutton. Ticklish delight joined the burning pleasure churned by his tongue. My clit throbbed every time he brushed it. He licked hard, lapping through my folds, driving me wild with delight.

“Oh, gods,” I panted. “Pater's cock, yes. Eat my pussy. Mmm, I love it.”

“I love your moans.”

I smiled and shuddered. Pleasure washed through my body. I gripped my breasts. I squeezed them. My fingers slid up and found my nipples. I tugged and pulled on them. It was amazing. The bed creaked beneath me.

My juices flowed as my excitement built. I wanted another orgasm exploding through my body. My fingers twisted my nipples again. After they were pierced, I would tug on the rings. I bet it would feel so good.

“Keep moaning. Keep talking. Let me hear your passion, Faoril. Tell me how much you love this.”

His lips latched onto my aching clit. The bud throbbed as he sucked.

“Pater's blessed cock, yes! I love that. Oh, Thrak, don't stop sucking on my clit. Mmm, yes. Keep sucking. And nibble. I love it when you—” He nibbled. I squealed. “Oh, yes. That's it. Ooh, my orc knows how to eat pussy. Oh, yes. That's...that's...”

“Making you cum?” he asked between sucks.

I nodded my head. A low, growling moan escaped my lips. I shuddered and rose on my elbows. I stared down at him, undulating my hips, purring my delight. My pussy clenched as the pleasure built in my depths.

“I'm going to cum so hard on your mouth. Slata's cunt, yes. I love you, Thrak. Oh, gods. So good.”

His teeth nipped my clit.

My sensitive nub sparked with pleasure. I fell back on the bed screaming my bliss for the entire world to hear. I thrashed. The bed creaked. My juices flowed. Thrak drank. Stars fuzzed my eyes. My fingers pinched my nipples.

Joy and pleasure and delight consumed me.

Thrak loved me.

He loved me.

My back arched. My pussy spasmed. Thrak growled as he drank my juices. His hands squeezed my hips, holding me. He was so strong. I thrashed, but he kept my pussy glued to his mouth. He kept giving me pleasure.

And I embraced the waves of joy.

My head banged the headboard. I didn't care. Too much bliss consumed my body. My legs shot out over his shoulders. My heels drummed on his back. I shot my hands down. I gripped his woolly hair. I held on for dear life as the pleasures washed through me, driving me to insensate bliss.

And then Thrak rose.

He was atop me. His weight comforting. I pressed my face into his chest. He was so tall, so big. His cock pressed at my pussy. The hard, bone piercing rubbed at my folds as he shifted, searching for my entrance.

And then he found it.

He was in me.

Filling me.

“Thrak!”

My pussy clenched on his thick cock. My toes curled. I locked my thighs around his waist as my pussy writhed. Pleasure rippled through me, the last moments of my orgasms. I hugged him, breathed in his scent, and gasped as he fucked me.

“Gewin's mighty cock,” Thrak grunted as he drove his dick over and over into my molten depths. “So tight.”

“Yes, yes, fuck me,” I groaned. “Thrak!”

“Love you,” he growled.

The headboard banged into the wall. The bed creaked ominously. He fucked me so hard. Wood torqued and groaned. Despite the pleasure rippling out of my cunt, I feared the bed couldn't withstand my orc's passion.

But I could.

“Yes, yes, that's it. Mmm, I need this. I need you in me, Thrak. Gods, yes.”

He grunted and growled. He sounded so fierce and barbaric. But I knew those sounds. The sounds of his pleasure. He enjoyed my body. He had given me such bliss, and now it was my turn to soothe him. I bucked and undulated. I groaned and gasped.

His cock slammed deep into me. Every thrust hard and powerful. My clit ached as it smashed into his pubic bone. My body shuddered. I drank in the bliss his dick churned. My fingernails clawed his back.

I moaned with the bed's creaks. I gasped when his cock buried into my depths.

“Faoril,” he moaned. “My Faoril.”

“Yes, yours.” My lips kissed at his chest. I bit him as a surge of pleasure rippled out of my cunt.

He grunted. He could take a little bite. His hips thrust harder. Such rapture. I loved his hard thrusts. It ached my body wonderfully. I knew I would feel this all day tomorrow. A reminder that my orc fucked me hard.

My thighs gripped his hips. I humped into his thrusts. The slap of our flesh echoed through the room. My fingers bit into his flesh every time. I clawed his back, sharing my passion with him as I groaned into his chest.

“Gewin's cock!” Thrak buried into me. “Faoril! Gods, yes!”

His heavy balls smacked my flesh. His cock erupted. The flood of his hot cum filled me. I shuddered. I squeezed my thighs tight about his waist as he spilled in me. Wonderful heat flooded through my body.

He loved me. He loved me.

Tears spilled from my eyes. I clutched him as I cried for Relaria again. And he held me. The guilt remained, but I wasn't alone any longer. I wasn't filth. I had Thrak. I clung to him as I mourned for the lamia bard.


Chapter Thirty-Seven: Alchemical Solution

Minx

It was strange being back in Baraconia, walking through the streets, passing halflings as they scurried about their business. Everyone was my height, more or less, once I left the docks behind. No big people I had to stare up at. It had been years since Fox, my older sister, and I fled Baraconia for Raratha.

We had been too bold in our thieving in Baraconia. So we stowed away on a ship and made it to Raratha to start over, joining Spray's crew. And again, Fox had wanted to be bold. She wanted to pull off the biggest robbery.

And it got her killed. Hung by the guards.

“I did it, sis,” I whispered. “I pulled it off. I hope you can see me.”

I bet she could, watching me from the Astral Realm. I bet she was thieving from the gods now.

Reminiscing about my childhood wasn't why I walked the streets of Baraconia. I needed more alchemical supplies. Xera had used a few of my sleep bombs and sticky bombs when we broke into the Great Vault. I needed refills. I only hoped Rosaria's shop was still open.

And I hope she had another item.

I still remembered my way through the chaotic warren and found the market square where Rosaria's shop lay. The wooden sign hanging before her door looked the same, if more weathered and the black paint faded. It was a good sign. I marched across the square and reached the round door. It was nice to have a doorknob at a proper height.

I entered the shop. My nose twitched at the pungent chemicals and my eyes burned. It even smelled the same. I moved through the shop, passing shelves covered in jars containing medicinal ointments or pouches full of various herbal teas.

Rosaria stepped out of the back, wearing a leather smock stained and singed, her round face framed by metallic-red hair cut short like a bowl had covered her head and someone had cut every lock that dangled past the dish's edge. It looked self-inflicted. Rosaria wasn't one to care about her appearance.

“How can I help you?” Rosaria asked, her tone brisk. “I... Marianne?”

I winced. “Yes, but no one's called me Marianne since I was six. You know that.”

Rosaria rolled her eyes. “I'm not calling you Minx. It is a stupid name.”

“It's a perfect name,” I huffed, striding forward.

“So are you ending your exile from Baraconia? The authorities have long forgotten about your misdeeds.”

“Just passing through. On the trail of a big score.” I reached the counter. “But I need more supplies. I used up most of my sleep and sticky bombs. I could use a few more of those.”

Rosaria nodded.

“And I was wondering if you had any ointments for stimulating elves.”

Rosaria's brows furrowed. “Stimulate... Do you mean, drive them into heat?”

I nodded my head. “You were gnome trained, right? Surely the gnomes would have figured something out for themselves.”

“Gnomes have the opposite fertility cycle to an elf. They have their cocks except their three day heat when it reverts to a clitoris.” Rosaria frowned. “Why are you so interested?”

“Oh, well, I'm working with an elf and...” My cheeks tinged. “Well, in Raratha, I ran with a nixie thief boss and, well, I liked being around hermaphrodites. So I was hoping...”

“You could play with your elf when you like.” Rosaria tapped her cheek. “Well, I might be able to whip something up for you. It'll be pricey.”

I grinned. I held back some of the treasure Xera and I stole from the Doge's vault. Captain Thyrna got plenty. She wouldn't miss a few baubles. Especially if she never knew we stole them. I pulled out a ring studded with pearls.

“That will cover everything,” Rosaria said, snatching it from my hand and tucking it into a pocket. “And is Lynette with you?”

I hadn't heard my sister's real name in years. “No, no.”

“Never thought I would see you two apart.”

I wanted to tell her what happened, but she was already bustling into the back. And it was easier not to. I turned my back and wiped at the tears budding at the corners of my eyes. I took a deep breath. Which was a mistake.

I coughed, the chemicals in the air burning my throat.

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

It was well past dark when Minx burst into the common room, a huge smile on her face. Thrak and Faoril had disappeared earlier, followed by Angela and Sophia. Chaun still played on stage, entrancing the crowd. The joy in his voice was apparent.

He loved to entertain.

I was considering spending the night with Chaun and enjoying a cock—his slight build and almost feminine face in his changeling form made him attractive to me. Unlike human males and Thrak, Chaun was almost feminine. I was too used to elven women and their cocks to find the average male interesting. Too much hair, too much muscles, too large bodies. Chaun was slim, his face even delicate. Just as I was about to go up and talk to him, Minx leaped onto the chair beside me, perching on it, her hands gripping the back.

“I bought something.”

“Oh?” I asked, my ears twitching.

“It's really naughty.”

“So your alchemist was still around?”

Minx nodded her head, joy bursting on her bronze face, her metallic-red hair swaying about her shoulders. She had such big eyes for such a small creature. “I found everything I need, including a treat for you and me.”

I did want to enjoy a cock tonight—I could fuck Chaun without fear of pregnancy, so it wouldn't be cheating on my wife—but Minx was so enthusiastic. She had such passion bursting out of her small body. I couldn't figure out where she put it or the large amount of food she could eat.

“Okay. What did you get?”

She pulled out a small, clay pot with a lid tied down with twine. “This. A mixture of red ginseng and rhodiola.”

“And it does what?”

Minx winked at me and hopped off her chair. She scampered across the common room and reached the door that led to the guest rooms. There she paused, flashed me another smile, and then darted out of sight. I smiled. It was fun to chase her. That was how we met. She led me on quite the adventure through Raratha. A fortunate coincidence that she pickpocketed Chaun.

But we were dealing with prophecy. Coincidence could be fate. The silent thief who steals more than gold.

What else would she steal for us? Did it mean just the pommel of the High King's sword? Was it a metaphor, or would she steal something amazing? I bet she would steal something amazing. She was skilled. She could move as quiet as an elf, when she wasn't excited as an elf-child on Henta's Day.

She reminded me of a child until I saw her naked. Then there was no mistaking her developed curves, perfectly proportioned for her small frame. She was all woman then. My pussy itched. Trickles of juices dripped down my thighs as I followed her to one of the four rooms we rented from the proprietor.

My ears twitched, hearing Sophia and Angela gasp and moan in their bedroom. “Spank me harder, my Queen,” Sophia panted, followed by a loud smack.

It made my pussy juicier.

I opened the door to the room Minx fled to. She was already naked, her vest and britches on the floor, her body perched on the bed, the jar in her hand. She had such a wicked grin on her face as I walked to her.

“Well, what does it do?” I asked, standing before the bed.

She took off the lid, revealing a dull-red paste. Minx scooped it onto her finger and then rubbed it on my clit. I gasped. My flesh burned. I squeezed my eyes shut. Tears beaded as I let out a painful moan.

“Henta's cunt and cock,” I snarled, using the vilest of elf curses. “What is that? Get it off. It burns.”

“Give it a second and...there it goes.”

“What?”

The burning faded, and I felt...engorged. My clit ached and throbbed. I opened my eyes. Tears clung to my lashes. Then I gasped. My clit grew. It transformed into a cock, thrusting right at Minx. She quickly closed the jar and set it on a small table beside the bed.

“It worked.”

“What...? How...?” I shook my head. “I'm not supposed to be in heat for a week. What is going on?”

“The alchemical ointment grows your cock for a few hours,” Minx grinned. “Rosaria whipped it up for me. She's gnome trained. Ooh, and you have such a beautiful cock.”

Minx opened her lips as wide as she could, which wasn't wide enough to engulf my cock, and latched onto the tip. Her lips sealed tight over as much of the crown as she could. She sucked. I groaned. Her tongue slid over the tip. I swayed, my heart thudding in my chest. I couldn't believe how good this felt. I moaned and my hips undulated.

Minx kept her lips latched on.

Her small hands gripped my shaft. She couldn't get her hand all the way around it. They were so dainty as she stroked up and down my flesh. I shuddered, my breasts heaving and my pussy clenching as her tongue slid across my dick.

“Minx...this is...amazing.” My ears twitched as the pleasure washed through me.

“I just couldn't wait for you to go into heat,” she moaned. “I love hermaphrodites so much.”

“Right, right. The nixie you... Matar's cock, yes.”

Her lips nibbled on the tip. Then she sucked. My pussy clenched every time. Such wonderful, wicked, delicious pleasure washed through my body. I grasped her silky hair for support as I swayed. My nipples ached. My dick burned.

I needed to cum so badly.

It came on me fast, overflowing me and spurting spunk into Minx's hungry mouth. Blast after blast of my jizz pumping past her lips. Thick and creamy. Minx's eyes squeezed shut. She swallowed with the same enthusiasm with which she did everything. My cum spilled out of her mouth as I overflowed her. So much squirted out of me.

It was amazing. I loved cumming with my dick. My ears twitched as I swayed. I cried out in elvish. My pussy flooded my thighs with my juices. The final blast of cum spurted into her mouth. I shuddered, the pleasure peaking.

Then fading.

“Wow,” smiled Minx. “Wow, wow, wow. That worked just as well as I thought it would. And, mmm, elf cum is delicious.” Her small tongue swiped across her lips, gathering my jizz.

My cock still burned. Still ached. I needed to cum again. It was worse than being in heat. “I need to fuck you.”

“Yes,” Minx smiled. “Let me ride you. I love riding cocks.”

I nodded my head, eager. I threw myself on the bed, my tits bouncing and my cock smacking into my stomach. I pushed my green hair out of my face as Minx straddled my thighs. She was so tiny. The cock thrust up so high. How could she fit it all in her? I knew she had fucked Thrak, and I wasn't as big as the orc, but, still, she couldn't even wrap her hands all the way round my elf-dick.

And then she rose, excitement shining from her face as she guided the tip of my cock to her juicy folds. I groaned as she rubbed me against her flesh. Her hips swiveled. I bit my lip. It was too much. It was wonderful and powerful, but it made me want to explode.

Then she dropped her weight down and impaled herself on my cock.

My eyes widened and my ears twitched as her pussy engulfed my cock. She was so tight. A hot, silky glove. She slid lower and lower, her back arching. Her stomach bulged with my dick while she screamed out in bliss as she bottomed out on me.

She took all of my dick.

“Matar's cock.”

I came hard. My cum exploded into her pussy. Jets of jizz blasted out of me. I overflowed her. My white seed spilled out around my dick, forced out of her pussy stuffed with my big cock. I bucked and groaned.

“Wow, you have a hair trigger,” groaned Minx as she slid up my shaft.

“Not usually,” I panted. “It's the substance. Oh, wow. It's made me so horny. I...I... Keep riding me. I need to cum again.”

“Yes,” Minx smiled as she slid up and down my cock, lubed by her juices and my jizz.

My dick ached. The tip was so sensitive after the first eruption. Pleasure rippled through my body as her tight flesh gripped me. My ears twitched harder. Minx leaned forward, her small hands grabbing my tits, squeezing them as she bounced on me.

“Oh, yes, such a great cock,” gasped Minx. “Mmm, I love it. Cernere's nimble fingers, yes. Ooh, Xera, do you love it?”

“I love your cunt,” I gasped. “Oh, yes. Gods, this is amazing. Matar's cock, don't stop. I need to dump more cum in you.”

“Good, good. Dump all the cum you want in me. It's so hot feeling you squirt in me.”

“Uh-huh,” I panted, tensing. My pussy clenched. The pressure rushed to the tip of my dick. She had hardly bounced up and down on me ten times when my fingers dug into the sheets. “Matar's huge cock!”

I came again. Powerful blasts of pleasure shot through me as more of my cum flooded her stuffed pussy. When she slammed down on me, my jizz squeezed out around my cock and ran in thick globs across my pale, green-tinged skin. I loved it. I bucked and moaned, shuddering in delight.

And my dick stayed hard. I had to keep cumming. The tip burned.

Minx rode me hard and fast. Her small breasts jiggled and bounced. She moaned, her lips writhing. My hands found her ass. I squeezed her cheeks, bouncing her faster on my cock. I needed more stimulation. I needed to keep cumming and cumming and cumming.

I spurted again into her pussy. My ears twitched so hard. Minx fell forward, shuddering in delight as she lay on my body, her face buried between my large tits. Her hands squeezed them against her cheeks as I bucked up, fucking my cumming cock in and out of her pussy. She undulated on my body, grinding and moaning.

“So good,” she groaned. “It's so hot. You keep cumming and cumming. Xera, yes!”

Her hips undulated as her lips explored my breasts. She found my nipples, adding more stimulation that sent me spurting into her cunt. I lost count of how many times I erupted. The pleasure crashed through my body. My pussy clenched. My juices flooded out of me. The sheets soaked up my cream, sticking to my ass.

Then I flipped us over, Minx so tiny beneath me. I held myself up on my elbows, my breasts dangling in her face. She sucked back and forth, from nipple to nipple, while I pounded her hard and fast. She nibbled and chewed. I groaned, my eyes rolling in my head as I fucked her small body so hard.

And she took it. She moaned over and over as my cum spilled into her body until it was her turn to finally explode.

“Xera!” she screamed as her pussy grew even tighter, spasming with her orgasms. My eyes shot wide open.

I came with her. I couldn't resist the spasming of her pussy. I drove my dick into her, my vision dancing before me. The world swam. My dick ached, but I didn't care. The pleasure was so wonderful. It consumed me. My back arched. Minx moaned beneath me, nibbling on my nipple. So much pleasure crashed through my body.

And then I collapsed on Minx, sucking in deep breaths. The engorging pressure on my clit faded. Her pussy seemed less and less tight with every heartbeat. My clit shrank. Exhaustion crashed on me. I rolled off of her, staring at the ceiling, my crotch a mess of cum and pussy juices. It perfumed the air. Minx snuggled against me.

“Did you love it?” she asked, a huge grin on her face.

I nodded my head. “I came so much. I'm so drained.”

“Good.” Then she kissed me on the lips.

I smiled into the kiss, my eyes closing. Sleep beckoned. I needed it. The little halfling wore me out.


Chapter Thirty-Eight: Cherry Delight

Chaun

I crept into the back of the inn where the innkeeper lived. I wore his appearance, my cock aching at my impending seduction. It wasn't the wife I was after, but the step-daughter. Blossoming into adulthood, eighteen and lithe, her bright-red eyes flashing as she waited tables. The moment I saw her and witnessed the man she loved dancing in her thoughts, I had to have her.

Estyr was in love with her own step-father.

The rest of my companions had sought their beds. I waited for the night to grow still, for Estyr to find her bed. Tonight she would have her dreams fulfilled. A taboo thrill ran through me. There were times being a changeling created problems for me, isolating me, making it hard for me to connect with others. Only Princess Adelaide ever knew the real me.

Tonight wasn't one of those nights when I hated what I was.

I reached Estyr's door. I could feel her inside. I had marked her. It worked better on married women, but the girl's love was so strong for her father it came close. And the taboo nature of it only made my cock ache more.

I opened her door and stepped in. Moonlight painted her as she slept on her bed beneath a tent of fine gauze—mosquito netting. She slept naked, her youthful charms on display. Her breasts were round and firm, her stomach sleek. A trimmed patch of red hair grew between her thighs.

She was so lovely, I ached just at the sight of her. My dick rose. Her father didn't have the biggest cock, but it wasn't small. Average. The perfect cock for a virgin to experience. If her own father was oblivious to his daughter's wants, then it was his loss.

I would savor it.

I stripped naked before I reached her bed. Then I lifted the mosquito netting that draped her sleeping form, climbing beneath it. The gauze fell around us, the world beyond filmy. I stroked my finger up her flesh. In her father's form, I had the same bluish skin as she did. They were both Valyan humans. I reached her breast, slid up the mound to her areola, and circled her nipple.

It puckered and hardened.

She stirred. Her eyes opened. “Dad?” Her words sleepy. She stretched. I stroked. “Dad, what are you—”

“Shh,” I whispered, leaning over her. “Relax. Let me love you tonight. Our little secret.”

She bit her lip and sighed as my finger stroked her nipple directly. She shuddered and let out a virgin moan. I didn't pop many virgins' cherries. My kind hungered for mature, married women, but variety always improved life.

I leaned down and kissed her. She sighed and undulated. Her slim arms wrapped around me, her hands stroking my back. Her kiss was clumsy but enthusiastic. It was such a sweet, innocent kiss. It made my dick ache more.

As we kissed, I played with her nipple. She undulated again and pressed her pussy into my belly. I was stouter as her father, a middle-aged man. But it made her wet. Her juices smeared against me, hot and eager.

I broke the kiss and moved down to her breasts. I squeezed them. I was the first man to touch these breasts. I loved how they looked in the moonlight. Then I leaned down and engulfed her nipple. I sucked and nibbled on it. She gasped and bucked again. Her moans echoed through the room. She squirmed beneath me.

“Daddy, oh, Daddy. I dreamed of this. I wanted this. I love you, Daddy.”

“I love you, too.” The words spilled out of me, saying what she needed to hear. I was her father. I had become him. “I've always loved my little clam.”

She giggled and moaned. Her hands played with my hair as I nibbled and teased her nipples. She squirmed then purred, “I have a pearl now, Daddy. I discovered it.”

“Oh, where?” I looked up at her, loving the enthusiastic passion burning in her eyes.

“Down there. In my naughty clam.”

“Your succulent clam? The one all the boys want to open up and devour?”

“And I haven't let them, Daddy. I want you. Please, please, Daddy. You. I know we can't do this. I know Mommy would be mad. But tonight...let me be yours.”

“My little, succulent, delicious clam.” I kissed down her stomach. I was glad to deliver this fantasy to her. Her belly trembled beneath my lips. The sweet scent of her musk lured me lower and lower to the treasures that beckoned between her thighs

Her little clam.

I parted her thighs. Her red fur glistened with her excitement. The eighteen-year-old virgin humped her hips, eager to be tasted. I ran my fingers up and down her slit, her little clit peeking out. She gasped when I brushed it.

“There's my pearl, Daddy,” she groaned “Ooh, yes. Play with my pearl.”

I parted the lips of her labia, exposing her untouched, pink flesh. Her hymen covered her opening, a ring with a large hole in the center that a pair of girlish fingers could easily fit through. I licked her, savoring the flavor of her peach.

“Daddy,” she sighed, her head falling back on her pillows. Her hips undulated, grinding her hot clam against my hungry mouth. “Oh, Daddy, that's so much better than my fingers.”

Her round breasts heaved as she humped against my hungry mouth. She ground on me. Her juices flowed into my mouth. I loved the flavor. I licked and nibbled. I probed into her depths, wiggling through the hole in her hymen to tease her virgin flesh while my nose pressed against her pearl.

She moaned again. Her thighs tightened on my cheeks. She bucked and heaved. I watched her breasts bounce. Her hands shot down. Her fingers tangled in my dark hair. My dick ached. I wanted to fuck her. But not yet.

It had to be special for her.

“Daddy, it's happening,” she moaned. “It's coming so fast tonight. It's so wonderful to be touched by you. Oh, yes, yes. Daddy!”

She screamed as she came.

Her thighs clamped on my head, holding me in place.

Sweet juices flooded my mouth. So pure and fresh. I drank them down while her breasts jiggled. Her red hair tossed as she squirmed. She moaned through her clenched teeth. Then she bolted upright, pulling on my hair.

“Daddy!”

Then she flopped onto her back and mewled.

“Mmm, what a tasty clam you have,” I smiled as I moved up her body.

“Are you going to...?” She bit her lip.

“Make you a woman?”

She nodded her head.

“Do you want me to?”

“Yes, Daddy.” Her hands grasped my cock. She brought me to the wet folds of her pussy. She rubbed me against her hot flesh. I groaned and trembled. I kissed her hard on the mouth. Her tongue flicked out, tasting herself on my lips.

She held my cock against her virgin hole. She sighed into our kiss.

I pressed forward. Her hymen held for a moment, then the membrane ripped, and my cock buried into her depths. She gasped into the kiss. Her hot, tight depths clenched down on me. She let out a groan and shuddered, breaking the kiss.

“Daddy,” she whined. “Daddy.”

“It's okay,” I told her, nuzzling at her ear, speaking the words her father would have said. “Relax and enjoy the pleasures your body was created to have. Slata birthed men and women to love each other. Even when they're father and daughter.”

“Oh, Daddy,” she moaned, her hips undulating. “Oh, yes, Daddy. Make love to me.”

We kissed again as my hips moved, sliding my cock through her hot, virgin depths. She moaned into the kiss. Her hips undulated. The heat grew. She burned. Her nipples rubbed on my chest as we writhed together.

I made love to my step-daughter. To the innkeeper's step-daughter.

Her flesh was silky. It was amazing. Her love burst through her. I pumped harder, faster. It was a shame she wasn't actually married. I would love to breed her, to let her think she carried her father's child.

But a changeling could only impregnate a married woman.

Our flesh slapped together harder as our hips moved faster and faster. We both moaned and sighed, driving toward our climaxes. My balls ached, eager to spill into my daughter's depths. I groaned, losing myself into her father's persona for a moment.

“Daddy,” she gasped.

“My sweet clam,” I moaned. We kissed again, tongues fencing. My dick ached in her depths.

“Spill your seed in me.” Her pussy squeezed down on me. “Give me a baby, Daddy.”

“Estyr!” I groaned, her words crashing through me. I thrust into her depths. My cum erupted from my balls.

“Yes, yes, give me a baby, Daddy!” she moaned. Her thighs clamped on my hips. Her pussy milked my cock as she orgasmed beneath me. She bucked and squirmed. I held her, loving her passion as it burned through her.

Then she fell back on the bed, breathing heavily, a huge smile on her face.

“If this was a dream, Daddy, then it was the best.”

I kissed her and held her as she fell asleep. I stroked her face and kissed her one last time before I slipped out from beneath the mosquito netting and grabbed my clothes. I had already assumed my real form by the time I slithered out of her room.

She would always remember tonight. The one night she had the man she loved.

~  *  ~

Knight-Errant Angela – Collserola Jungle, The Island of Birds

The deeper into the jungle we walked, the hotter it grew. It had been almost cool in the early morning when we left the Pirate's Noose, the sea breeze spilling over us from the docks. But the wind did not penetrate far into the jungle beyond Baraconia. Steam drifted out of the thick, dark foliage on either side of the narrow trail. It led to the mountain and Black Glass Aerie, the tribe of avians who lived upon the volcano's slope. It was dark beneath the canopy. The huge trees, stretching high above us, blocked out most of the sunlight. We walked through perpetual twilight.

It reminded me of the Deorc woods. Only there I didn't feel suffocated by muggy air.

Sweat coated my body. Sophia walked behind me, her footsteps labored. She must be dying in her robe. It was so hot. My armor trapped the heat. The metal plates were warm. I wanted to take it off and go naked.

But there were dangers in the jungle. Minx was clear on that. Creatures prowled the canopies, from regular beasts like jaguars and pythons, to monstrous creatures like panthopuses and couatls. We had to be on our guard. I held my shield in my left hand, despite the discomfort the weight put on my shoulder, and kept my eyes scanning the jungle.

Xera and Minx led us. I often lost sight of them as the trail bent and wound through the foliage. Behind Sophia walked Chaun, with Thrak and Faoril bringing up the rear. I glanced behind me, catching a glimpse of her red robe through the branches. Thrak would be right behind her.

Faoril seemed like a normal person this morning, not lost in her head. Her eyes were still sad. Whatever happened to her in the Saltspray palace still affected her, but Thrak had shaken her out of the worst of the fog.

I understood. If I didn't have Sophia, I feared I would spiral into despair.

Soon I would be declared a knave, no longer a knight, no longer required to complete my Quest. Doge Aurelius would have placed a bounty on my head. We stole his treasure and assaulted his person. He was a prideful man.

But I wouldn't abandon my quest. Sophia was right. Killing the dragon was the just thing to do. I was a knight, whether or not my order recognized me. Being a knight wasn't about belonging to one of the orders, it was about protecting the people of the world, to go out into the wilderness and slay the monsters that threatened them.

I could do that on my own just as easily.

In a heartbeat, rain struck us. It poured from the sky, a massive deluge. The world crashed around me as the warm droplets soaked my sweat-dampened body. I paused for a moment, staring up at the patches of sky, glimpsing the angry clouds.

“Slata's hairy cunt,” Sophia gasped. “Where did this come from?”

The drops were thick. They almost hurt as they crashed into my red hair. There was so much water in the air. The path turned to mud. Puddles formed about my feet. The surrounding foliage shook beneath the power of the deluge. From up ahead, Minx laughed.

Then, just as quickly as it arrived, the rain stopped. I gasped, dripping with water. I turned and looked at Sophia. Her white robes clung to her body. Her eyes were wide. Water dripped off her nose and chin.

“What was that?” Sophia gasped.

“Afternoon shower,” Minx called from the front. Beside her, Xera peered into the jungle, her ears twitching. “This time of the year they're very—”

Thunder cracked, cutting off her words. A lightning bolt arched out of the foliage and struck me in the chest. Sparks exploded around me, and I fell to the ground. Sophia screamed. The trees spun above me.

Thunder cracked again.

~  *  ~

Lady Delilah – The Free City of Baraconia, the Island of Birds

I stepped off the Merchant's Bounty onto the docks of Baraconia, following Fredagest, the gnomish alchemist and bounty hunter. She strode before me at a height with the halflings working the dock, her stride brusque and swift. She thought I was Adeliatholaria, an elven hunter.

After the audience with Doge Aurelius, Fredagest was the only bounty hunter willing to work with me. The others all had their own ideas where Angela and her group went, each believing that Angela claiming to be on her way to the Island of Birds was a lie.

Except Fredagest. “It's Mount Peritito she's after,” the gnome said once I convinced her to partner up. “She's after the High King's sword.”

“And how would you know that?” I had asked.

“Why else rob the Doge's Vault?”

I debated killing Fredagest on the voyage to the Island of Birds. It would be easy, but there were dangers in killing a sentient creature. I had kept my appetites under control for so long, submitting to the will of my lord and husband. If I killed, I might hunger for more.

It was better if I kept an eye on her. If I earned her trust, I could steer her away from Angela's quest, or be there to lend aid when the bounty hunter reached Angela. Fredagest was skilled. I had no doubts her arsenal of alchemical objects would prove effective against Angela and her party. Gnomes pioneered that science.

At the second inn we visited in the bustling city, we were greeted by a bubbly, young woman sweeping the common room. She was a Valyan human, her red hair bouncing about her shoulders. She smiled at the sight of us. “Another elf. How wonderful.”

Fredagest smiled. “And are they still here?”

“Left just this morning. They're on a quest to the volcano. Isn't that brave of them?”


Chapter Thirty-Nine: Electric Ambush

Xandra – Black Glass Aerie, The Island of Birds

The dark, misty clouds swept across the jungle below. I crouched on the ledge, watching the rain-laden clouds rush across the island. They washed like gray surf around Mount Peritito just below the lowest part of the aerie. I peered at the clouds, trying to spot the travelers through them, my fingers playing with my air totem.

The totem was carved from light balsa wood, sinuous lines reminiscent of currents of air swirling about the mountain. The air elemental my totem controlled danced before me, magnifying my keen vision. But not even my air elemental could allow my sight to penetrate the storm clouds.

The totem focused my will, allowing me to control elemental servants. I had four totems, each carved from a different wood and with different designs. My fingers never stopped moving on the totem, tracing the lines and keeping the elemental servant on task. Greater shamans, like my mentor Farsight, could summon an elemental and give it a task to perform without needing constant supervision.

My will wasn't so strong.

The storm's edge drifted closer. Soon, I would spy the strangers traveling the path from Baraconia. They were a welcome distraction from the preparation for tomorrow night's marriage dance. I spotted the travelers by chance, idling my free time by staring at the jungle. They were a motley group. Fascinating.

An elf led them, naked like the stories claimed, walking beside a halfling. And then a woman in armor, perhaps a knight, in the company of a priestess. The last three were a mage in red robes and two men of races I could not recognize. One hulking and swarthy, his face pierced by bone. The other had skin as black as midnight with ears as pointed as the elf's. But there were no male elves. They were one of the five hermaphroditic races birthed by Matar: elves, gnomes, nixies, sylphs, and the dreadful dragons.

The storm cleared. I smiled as I scanned the trail, only visible in small patches through the dense canopy of the jungle. But I knew where to look and... I spotted the knight, her red hair spilling about the shiny shoulder plates of her armor.

Why was a knight coming here? The imps residing in Mount Peritito's caldera were under control, held back by elemental wards. What other Quest would send—

Lightning arched from the jungle and struck the knight. She fell as my heart constricted. I gasped a single word: “Couatl.”

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia – Collserola Jungle, The Island of Birds

A pleased smile covered my lips despite the rain hammering us. The heavy drops crashed through the jungle's canopy. I had never experienced such a torrential deluge. It came out of nowhere, the steamy day overwhelmed. Minx laughed beside me, the little halfling's arms thrown wide, child-like joy shining in her drenched face.

Minx and I led the party down the jungle path. Mount Peritito, at least before the sudden deluge, rose before us, a black monolith peeking through the dense canopy. I was teaching Minx how to scout. Her thieving instincts helped greatly. She knew how to move with soundless steps and the advantages of using cover. But she was clueless when it came to reading nature. I showed her tracks left by birds and beasts, pointed out disturbed brush and bent fronds, and animal spoors.

“Be aware of everything,” I had told her. “Sounds and smells are as important as vision.”

She was quick and observant. As the day went on, she spotted more and more animal signs. So it was hard not to smile at her rapid improvement. One day, I would teach my daughter these skills. She must have been born by now, looking so small in my wife's arms.

Guilt twinged my stomach.

“Oh, I missed afternoon showers,” Minx laughed again. “I loved the rains. Made it easier to sneak on roofs.”

“Yes, I can see the advantages. Masks your sounds, and no one wants to look up in such a downpour.”

“Exactly.”

“But doesn't the rain make for treacherous footing?”

Minx shrugged. “Added to the fun.”

As quickly as the rains started, they stopped. The cacophony retreated to near silence, punctuated only by water dripping from everything. The birds, which had been chirping loudly before the rains, were still silent. I frowned, my ears twitching. The muggy wind shifted.

“What was that?” Sophia gasped.

“Afternoon showers,” Minx answered.

The cold scent of reptilian scales brushed my nose.

As Minx said, “This time a year they're very—” as I said, “Something—”

Lightning arced out of the brush and struck me in the chest.

~  *  ~

Journeyman Mage Faoril

I jumped as the lightning bolts arced out of the jungle. The hair on my arms stood up, and a stomach-turning scent of burnt air filled my nose. Thrak, Angela, and Xera all dropped, hit at near the same instant. Sparks danced around Thrak as he collapsed hard on the ground, muddy water splattering about his face.

My hand shot down into my robe's pocket, grasping the vial of Thrak's cum. I pulled it out, my thumb popping off the cork and breaking the magical seal preserving the seed's potency. I didn't have to think about grabbing it. I had done it so many times. I brought the vial to my lips and downed it, the thick cum flowing down my throat.

As warm and as salty as drinking it from the source.

The power filled me.

Movement slithered out of the jungle. A thick-bodied serpent with vibrant-green scales and a collar of purple feathers about its neck. Its mouth opened. It hissed. Lightning danced along its fangs. As I stared at the monster slithering closer, knowledge danced through my head. Couatl. Feathered serpents thought to have been bred by avian shamans to guard their aeries. Many have escaped into the wild. Feral. Dangerous. Uses lightning to stun prey.

It flicked its tongue at me, coming closer and closer.

Couatl have been known to mate with women. Netavias in his “Travels across the Nimborgoth” speculated that avian females would use the monsters for sex, skirting the rigid monogamy laws and customs of their race while their males were out hunting or on war parties. Of course, Ventaries ridiculed Netavias in his “Treatise on the Avians of Roc Isle.” According to him, no avian woman would even think about violating her marriage oaths with man or monster. It went against their very nature.

Why was I just standing here recalling what I learned? I should act.

I trembled. I had to do something. Its tongue flicked again. It tasted the air, smelling with its tongue instead of with its nostrils. Couatls were thought to be created by merging rocs with serpents. Often shamanistic creations were created in that fashion, using elementals to create the effect. Kobolds created warg in a similar manner, merging kobold and wolf, making intelligent, deadly predators.

No, focus. What was wrong with me?

I seized the power within me. I would wrap the serpent in air then open a hole in the ground and bury it. Two more of the foul couatls slithered out. Sophia screeched as one crawled over Angela's unconscious form.

I sent out the power of elemental air, seized the wind and...

Nothing happened.

Nothing flowed out of me.

I gasped, trembling. Relaria's yowl echoed through my mind. My palms grew clammy. My stomach roiled. I tried to seize my magic. I grasped the power, and it spilled through my metaphysical fingers. I shivered. It was so dangerous. What if I lost control again? My breaths came faster and faster. The world spun about me.

I pictured Thrak hurtling from me, almost killed.

It was too much. Too powerful. I couldn't be trusted with it.

The couatl lunged at me.

~  *  ~

Chaun

As the couatl crashed into Faoril, I fell to my knees. I slung my lyre's case off my back. I did not want to expose the strings or the wood of the instrument to such humidity. After the deluge, the air swam with moisture. If the damp warped my instrument or weakened the strings, the music would not be perfect.

But I had little choice. Whatever magic Faoril tried to use had not been effective. She screamed as the couatl wrapped its sinuous body about her. At the Bardic College of Az, I had taken classes on bewitching monsters. Different beasts required different techniques to placate them. Lullabies worked well on ogres while trolls were susceptible to befuddlement. Griffins could be befriended and hippogriffs scared. But many monsters were primal, responding to only the most basic of drives.

And none were more basic than lust.

My fingers strummed across the strings, chords of low, throbbing notes pulsed through the air. The couatl, crushing Faoril's body and bringing strangled screams from her mouth, paused. It lifted its head and looked at me. A pink tongue flicked out. Another hissed. The one coiling about Angela's unconscious body bobbed its head, its crimson feathers undulating.

The couatl wrapped about Faoril's body pulsed color down its scales, a rippling mottle of violets and blues. Its body flexed, coiled loops sliding about Faoril's body. Electricity danced about its scales, bringing gasps from Faoril.

Not gasps of pain, but pleasure.

Being fucked by the couatl was better than being eaten until a more combatant member of our party recovered from the stunning lightning.

~  *  ~

Minx

The dull-brown scales of the couatl glistened in the sunlight streaming through the canopy as it rushed for the unconscious Xera. A flash of anger surged through me. The couatl were a problem for the halflings who settled on the Island of the Birds, and one the avians refused to accept responsibility for creating and letting escape into the jungle.

I pulled my knife from my sheath and stabbed the couatl as it reached Xera's twitching leg. “No, she's mine to play with.”

My knife scored along the thick scales of the serpentine monster. It hissed, a thin line of oozing blood trickling down its body and reaching its crimson feathers. The collar of feathers expanded around the head, forming a hood. The couatl opened its mouth. Lightning danced on sharp fangs dripping with saliva.

“Cernere's nimble fingers,” I gasped as I dived behind a thick tree.

Lightning crackled. Smoke burst, rolling about the tree trunk. Sap sputtered and boiled. The couatl hissed again, and another flash of lightning scored the tree I hid behind. The thing slithered across the mud, making a squelching sound as it circled me.

I ran deeper into the jungle.

Lightning exploded behind me. I yelped, the hairs on my arms standing up as another bolt arced past me and struck a tree in front of me. Sparks danced on the wood, and flames sputtered for a moment then snuffed out, leaving curling, gray smoke behind.

I dodged to the right. Bushes rustled behind me. Twigs snapped and wet leaves squished. I splashed through a puddle and jumped over a root. I ducked vines as lightning shot over my head. Fire flared to my right.

My heart hammered.

“You think you can eat me?” I laughed. I had to lead it away from Xera and the others. I couldn't let any of them die.

How could I steal the sword from them then?

Fear twisted in my stomach. If any of them died, the quest might fail. Especially if Xera perished. She was necessary. Her keen senses and wisdom were vital to get the other sword pieces. One was lost in the Mirage Gardens. A place even harder to get into than the Doge's Great Vault.

The couatl hissed in frustration as it slithered after me. I threw looks over my shoulder as I dodged through the jungle. It crashed through the underbrush, head raised. Lightning danced across its skin. When it splashed through puddles, the current arced in blue-white lines from its body, like the wiggling legs of a centipede. When it crashed through plants, they shriveled from the electricity, smoking and almost catching fire.

They would burn if the jungle wasn't soaked in water.

“Is that really the best you can do?” I laughed, flashing a grin. Despite my fear for my companions' well-being, exhilaration ran through me. It was a chase. I was the best at escaping. Only Xera had ever caught me.

But I needed to do more than escape it. If it lost me, it would double-back, go for Xera while she still lay stunned. Halflings were known to be knocked out for a half-hour or longer. Maybe elves, who were bigger, would recover faster, but I wasn't sure.

So what could I do? I had my alchemical bombs.

I shoved my hand into my pouch, shifting through the supplies. I brushed the clay balls. I had my alchemist mark each one with a different symbol. I brushed one with a spiral, a damiana bomb. I didn't need to drive the creature mad with lust. How would that help? The next ball also had a spiral. I dug deeper, ducking a low-hanging vine.

I brushed one with an X carved onto the side. Chamomile. My sleep bomb.

I laughed, “Oh, you're going to love this.”

I whipped out the sleep bomb and spun as I jumped. The couatl burst out of the brush, feathers spreading wide, mouth opening to discharge lightning. I chucked my bomb with a sideways throw, snapping my arm around.

My aim was true. The bomb struck the couatl right in the mouth. Purple smoke erupted, covering its face for a moment. I hit the ground, one foot in a muddy puddle. I almost fell as my foot sank into the mud, throwing me off balance as it gripped me.

The couatl emerged from the smoke, hissing in anger.

“Vedr's queef,” I groaned. The creature was not asleep. Sleeping bombs worked great on humans and halflings. I assumed they would work perfectly on everything else.

The couatl lunged at me. Its body coiled into a spring and launched through the air swiftly. I gasped and dived to the side. Every hair on my body stood up as it surged past me. I felt the electricity humming around it. A handbreadth closer, and it would have stunned me. I would have made a small meal, an appetizer.

My heart racing, I scrambled to my feet as it whipped around and hissed. I had one other type of bomb in my pouch. Lightning crackled. I threw myself to the ground. I rolled on muddy leaves as the bolt arched over my head.

I shoved a hand into my pouch, searching for a bomb marked with the chevron.

Spiral.

The couatl slithered closer, tongue flicking.

Another spiral than an X.

It coiled to strike.

X. X. Spiral. Come on. I had four of each type. Where was the—

Chevron.

I smiled as I grasped the acacia bomb and ripped it out. I threw it as the serpent lunged. The bomb struck its belly right below the collar of feathers. A white-brown gunk expanded when the clay shattered, reacting with the air.

I rolled to the side

The serpent landed next to me, the foam expanding, tangling it up with fallen branches, bushes, and the side of a tree. Its muscular tail thrashed as its head jerked, trying to break free. It hissed as the foam spread down its body, immobilizing more and more of it.

I loved sticky bombs.

I stood, pivoted, and jammed my knife through its eye, punching into the monster's brain. It stiffened. Its tail thrashed a final time, then it fell limp.

“I am the best,” I chortled as I tried to wrench my knife out.

But it was stuck.

“Vedr's queef,” I groaned as I tugged again. “Don't be stuck. You're ruining the moment. Stupid knife.”


Chapter Forty: Electric Passion

Angela

My armor groaned and rattled as I came swimming back to consciousness, propelled by the blessing of Gewin sunk into my skin. Chaun sung a passionate melody. Memories of the lightning bolt arcing out of the trees shot adrenaline through my body and—

Something was wrapped about me.

Scaly and warm.

The serpentine monster had me trapped. Its tongue flickered in my face. A collar of feathers spread out around its neck. A couatl? Electricity coursed over its skin. I gasped as the current rippled through my body. It wasn't the stunning bolt, but something different.

Something that tingled my nipples and clit. I gasped, my pussy flushing wet. The electricity coursed through me, awakening all the pleasure centers of my body. I moaned and convulsed, my eyes widening in bliss.

“Angela!” Sophia shouted, brandishing her glowing, enchanted dagger. She drew it back to stab the monster.

“No,” I gasped, my mind flooding with a rush of sensations. “No, no. Not yet.”

“What?” she gasped.

The serpentine monster shifted its body, a coil pressing between my thighs. The electricity raced up and down my legs, curling my toes and caressing my pussy. My cunt clenched, and I bucked against it, squeezing my thighs about its muscular torso. It slid up my thighs; the scales caressing me were almost as delicious as its electricity.

It pressed against my pussy, pushing my chainmail loincloth to the side. I humped against it, loving the direct, electrical current caressing my clit and labia. My sex burst with pleasure. My back arched, and I moaned in bliss.

“So good!”

“It's trying to fuck you,” Sophia gasped.

“Let it,” I panted, not caring. “So good. The electricity... You have to feel this, Sophia.”

“It's a boy monster,” she huffed. “No.”

Beyond Chaun strumming his lyre, Faoril moaned in equal ecstasy. The mage humped against the coiled loops of her couatl lover. Her robe was open, her breasts pressed against its serpentine body as electricity arced across its scales.

I wished my breastplate was off.

I kept grinding my clit and pussy against its belly scales, loving the smooth plates and the dipping valleys between each segment My clit ached as it slid over and over the joint. Stars burst before my eyes as the pleasure swelled in my pussy.

I came so hard.

My thighs tightened about the coils. I hugged the monster's serpent-like body. Its tongue flicked my face. I kissed the snout, tasting the dry scales. Its tongue penetrated my mouth. I didn't care. It was so hot.

Pleasure raced up my body, as intense as the electricity. My nipples throbbed against my breastplate. I humped harder, faster, smearing my juices as the monster's body moved. Its muscles clenched, squeezing me for a moment as it shifted.

“Yes!” I gasped when something hard emerged from a hole and prodded my pussy. A cock. “Yes, yes, fuck me!”

“Chaun!” Sophia shouted. “Stop playing your lust song. It's affecting Angela, too.”

“No, no, don't stop,” I gasped as the couatl's dick entered my pussy.

Spines covered its shaft, massaging the insides of my pussy. The creature's electricity arched from its cock into the depths of my cunt. My orgasm intensified. The pleasure coursed through me. I spasmed and shuddered, bucking in its embrace.

“So good! Pater's cock, yes!”

“Chaun, stop playing.”

“But they'll attack,” Chaun answered.

Sophia raced to Chaun. I didn't care. The dick pumped deep into my pussy. The monster's body tightened about me with each thrust. Its muscles undulated down its body. It hissed and caressed my face with its tongue.

I stroked its scales down to the feather collar. My hands tingled, numb from the electricity, while my body heaved. My orgasm never stopped. The electricity kept it alive. It was wonderful. I bucked into the thrusts, my pussy spasming on the cock, milking it.

“Cum in me. Oh, yes.”

The music died.

“Ram that dick in me. Keep up the electricity.”

Beyond Chaun and Sophia, Faoril gasped, “Oh, gods, yes. That's it. Fuck my pussy. Pater's cock, this is amazing.”

“Why are they still fucking?” Sophia demanded.

“So good,” I answered, my head lolling.

My brain swam with delight. Nothing could compare to the wonder of the electricity shooting through me. I kissed its snout again, my lips numbing and fuzzing. My pussy ached. My muscles spasmed so fast, so hard.

And his cock... Such powerful thrusts lancing into my depths.

The rippling bliss washed over me. I didn't care about anything. Sophia shouted. Chaun spoke. Faoril screamed her bliss. My world shrank to my electric lover. I hugged the monster, drinking in the ecstasy of the lightning arcing off his cock directly into my cunt.

The couatl hissed louder. Its strokes grew faster, driving his cock deeper and deeper into me. Its body clenched and relaxed on me, squeezing me tight with its passion until it almost hurt. I bucked and spasmed in its coiled embrace.

“Cum in me,” I begged.

The monster listened. It drove its cock into my depths. It hissed.

Electric cum splashed into me. I bucked hard into the creature. My hands gripped its hard scales while my pussy's spasming milked out more and more jizz from its spiny cock. My back arched, grinding my clit against its belly scales, my orgasm intensifying.

“So good. It came in me, Sophia. It's the best.”

The dick slid out of my pussy. A hot flood of cum escaped. I smiled as the electric current died. My head lolled. My orgasm finally reached its peak and withdrew, leaving me buzzing with pleasure. I smiled, blinking my eyes, finding Sophia's gaze.

She shook her head.

“It was amazing,” I grinned at her. “Just the—”

The couatl's entire body clenched about me. The air was driven from my lungs. My eyes bugged. My armor bit into my flesh. I bucked, struggling to breathe, but it was coiled so tight about me I couldn't expand my lungs.

“Angela!” Sophia shrieked, then she lunged in with her knife.

The sleeves of Sophia's robes billowed as she stabbed her knife, holding the hilt with both hands, into the side of the creature's head. Her blade, enchanted by Saphique, sliced through the monster's scales and skull like it was cheesecloth.

The couatl spasmed. I gasped as it squeezed even harder. I thought it would kill me. But then it went limp, dead. I groaned, pushing on the heavy coils, heaving them off of me. I sucked in wonderful breaths of air as I rolled out of its embrace and lay on my back, not caring I was in a muddy puddle.

“Angela,” Sophia said, shaking her head, “you really have to stop indulging your monster fetish. They always try to kill you after you've fucked them.”

“That's half the fun,” I grinned at her.

Sophia rolled her eyes.

~  *  ~

Faoril

The couatl came in me.

My pussy spasmed harder as the surge of electrified cum spilled into my body. I bucked and heaved, gasping in delight as my pussy milked out every drop of the monster's cum. More energy swelled inside of me, two distinct reserves of power—orc cum and couatl jizz.

The monster hissed out its pleasure. The electricity stopped coursing through me. Then it strangled me.

I tried to gasp as I squirmed, but the creature had driven all the air out of my body. I had to stop it. Fear had driven away the pleasure from my mind. I reached into the reservoir of power, tried to seize it and—

Cold sweat broke across my body. I recoiled from the power. Fear held me. I was about to die. I had to use it. I had to—

A wild scream preceded Minx bursting out of the jungle, a bloody dagger in hand. She landed before the monster. It raised its head as Minx thrust her dagger right into the monster's eyes. The couatl spasmed about me, its body loosening its hold on me.

I sucked in a deep breath.

“Thanks,” I coughed, my voice hoarse.

“No problem,” Minx said, then tried to jerk her knife from the creature's eye. She groaned, “Not again.”

I crawled out of the monster's coiled body and moved to Thrak. His chest rose and fell. I sighed in relief. I fell across his chest, holding him while my thoughts raced. Why couldn't I use my magic? I reached for it again and—

I shuddered. The cold sweat raced about my body. My stomach twisted. It was too dangerous. What if I lost control again?

Tears beaded in my eyes. Thrak groaned. I lifted my head as his eyes opened. For a moment, they were unfocused. Then he groaned and found my gaze. “What hit me?”

“Couatl lightning,” I answered, hoping he didn't notice my welling tears. “Stunned you for about a quarter hour.” I looked away to wipe my eyes.

“You must have made short work of it,” he grinned. “Bet the monster didn't know what hit him.”

“Nope, I killed two,” Minx said. “Sophia got the third.” She had one foot planted on the dead couatl's head as she strained to rip out her dagger from its skull.

“It...got to me too fast,” I said. “Then it...”

“Fucked her.” Minx grinned. “I could hear her and Angela screaming their heads off as they enjoyed the monsters.”

“The electricity was amazing,” a pleased Angela moaned, her voice drowsy. “Ooh, I came so hard and so often.”

“Why didn't your magic work on it?” Chaun asked as he packed away his lyre. “You drank your vial of cum and stared at it, but nothing happened. Did it rebuff your wind somehow?”

Thrak caught my eyes. I looked away. “Yes. And then it struck me and sent electricity coursing through my body. It was...overwhelming.”

I realized my robe was open. Couatl cum slicked my thighs, mixed with my juices. I closed my robe and belted it. Thrak put his arm around me and pulled me to him. I hugged him for a moment, my thoughts whirling.

I was scared of my magic. How did that happen?

“What happened?” he whispered.

“It rebuffed my magic,” I whispered.

I couldn't be scared of my magic. I was a mage. Well, a warlock. It was all I had now. If I couldn't use my magic, I would be useless to the Quest. Angela needed me to perform the Ritual of Reclamation.

I took a deep breath. There was nothing to be afraid of. I had used magic for years and years. There were few practitioners more skilled than I was. I dueled a Master Mage and won...

By killing Relaria.

I closed my eyes. No, no. I couldn't fall into that trap again.

I needed to cast a simple spell. Something that couldn't go wrong. I was filthy. I needed to be cleaned. A simple mix of air and water. I touched the source of power from Thrak's jizz and—

A violent shudder went through me. My stomach heaved. I twisted my head and groaned as I emptied its contents onto the ground.

“Faoril?” Thrak gasped.

“I'm fine,” I panted. I spat out a bit of vomit. What was wrong with me? I had nothing to fear from my magic. I was in control.

But the memory of Thrak flying away from me twisted my stomach. I clenched my clammy palms together and closed my eyes. I wanted to cry, but everyone was looking at me. They couldn't know the truth. I took a deep breath, trying to stop my trembles.

“Sorry, just...reacting to what happened.”

“I don't blame you for throwing up,” Sophia said, pressing her shoe against the couatl she killed. She pushed its head to the side. “These things are icky.” She shuddered. “Snake monsters are the worst.”

“Worse than spider monsters?” Angela asked.

Sophia blushed. “Sliyth wasn't that bad, even if she did lay eggs in me.” Sophia grinned. “And it was hot when she cocooned me. I was trapped and helpless.”

I blinked, almost forgetting my problem. What was she talking about?

But it didn't matter. Nothing did. As we gathered ourselves and trudged onto Mount Peritito, the inescapable thought clutched at my mind—I was useless. It wouldn't leave me. It gripped me as we made camp at the base of the mountain. I didn't forget it as I made love to Thrak, pretending everything was normal, forcing myself to gasp and moan.

But I could see it in his eyes. He knew something was wrong with me. As I lay in his arms, trying to sleep, I hated myself more and more. Hated myself for fearing my magic. For killing Relaria. I hated myself for the simple mistake that cost me my chance to be a Master Mage.

I would have been happy if I had passed the test, if I had preserved the lemure's cum properly. I would have been back at the Collegiate Tower, researching magic, making discoveries, having the life that bitch Saoria had because I was a failure as a mage.

No, I wasn't a mage. I was a warlock now. The most useless warlock in the world.


Chapter Forty-One: The Virgin Shaman

Acolyte Sophia – Black Glass Aerie, The Island of Birds

Climbing the mountain was the worst. The trail was so steep, and often we had to climb up rickety ladders made from thin trees lashed together with vines. They were crooked and uneven. No one had shaped the boards into straight planks.

And the ladders wobbled.

As we climbed, birds flew about us, watching us. The avians transformed. They were the only duel-sexed race that could change into another form naturally. No human, halfling, dwarf, goblin, or orc could. But the avians were gifted the ability to change on adulthood. From what I could recall from my boring tutors, it was a rite of passage into adulthood for them. They earned a new name and became full members of the tribe.

But it was annoying hearing them sing, like they were mocking us for having to climb up the mountain while they flew on the wind currents.

It took most of the day to reach their aerie. We could see it high above us once we left the jungle covered shoulders of the volcano behind and worked our way up the cliffs of black basalt. The higher we climbed, the further I could see across the jungle until Baraconia appeared as a smudge on the horizon, the sea a haze beyond.

And still we had to go higher.

The last ladder we had to climb was the worst. It was over a hundred feet tall. The wind gusted around my robes as I climbed. My hands gripped for dear life. The old me, the one who lived the soft life in the temple, never would have made it to the top. She would have taken one look up the ladder and thrown a tantrum like a child.

It was hard to remember it was only four months ago that Angela and I left Shesax. I had lived a lifetime in those four months, seen so many things. And even forced myself to climb a giant, rickety ladder so I could reach an aerie of avians.

I groaned when I reached the ledge jutting out from the volcanic rock. I rolled off onto it, my legs jelly. I staggered as I stood straight, leaning against Angela. She didn't seem winded at all. Xera and Minx already waited as the avian delegation arrived.

Avians looked like delicate humans when not birds, their skin even lighter than mine. Their hair was colorful, pale blues and bright reds and vibrant purples. They wore simple clothing, wraparound skirts and loose tops for the women, short kilts or loincloths for the men. They were often stitched with colorful beads in exotic patterns.

Their leader had a white kilt. For an avian, he was broad-chested, his shoulders as wide as mine. He was compactly muscled. Though delicate, like the others, there was no denying his strength. He marched forward and inclined his head slightly.

Angela inclined hers. “I'm Knight-Errant Angela of the Order Deute. I am here pursuing a Quest.”

“I am Flint,” the avian answered. His voice had a sing-song quality about it. “Chief of Black Glass Aerie and guardian of the Flame of Peritito. What cause has a Knight among our peaceful aerie?”

“I am here for the piece of the High King's sword kept in the mountain's heart,” Angela answered.

The chief's face clouded. Another avian strode forward, old, his skin dry and transparent, revealing the blue lines of his veins spider-webbing across his skin. He paused by the chief, his eyes studying Angela.

“No one can enter the mountain's sacred heart without a shaman's permission,” Flint declared, glancing at the old man.

My heart sped up. Shaman. The Lesbius Oracle's prophecy echoed in my head: The Nameless Shaman who shall find her heart. Would we meet her here? Then we only had one more to find—the flaming woman.

“Too dangerous,” the old man declared. “No shaman of Black Glass Aerie is foolish enough to drop the wards choking off the imps who plague the heart.” He waved his hand. “Go back, crawlers. There is nothing for you here.”

Angela and the shaman, named Farsight, spoke heatedly for a half hour as the sun sank towards the horizon, but the old avian would not budge.

~  *  ~

Xandra

I perched above, watching the strangers. Their posture was stiff. They spoke together as Chief Flint and Shaman Farsight transformed into birds and launched from the ledge. The Knight and her companions had come here for a reason. Why?

I studied each of them. They were all so amazing, the petite halfling bouncing on the balls of her feet, the naked elf standing unashamed at exposing her flesh, the brawny hulk looming over all, the heroic knight, the reserved mage, the youthful priestess, and the ebony man.

He was so delicate, almost avian, but with ears like an elf. I did not recognize him from any of my lessons. Not human with those ears, but there were no male elves. He strummed a lyre as he spoke with the group, his voice singing.

With beauty.

My heart beat faster. My fingers gripped the edge of the ledge. I brushed back my light-blue hair out of my face as I studied him. Every avian knew we sang with the voice of birds and that no other could sing with our beauty.

Yet there he was, melodic, his harmony rising on the wind, complex and relaxing. How? How could he make such wonderful music? The traders who ventured to Baraconia always mocked the singers and troubadours they heard performing in the halfling's city.

And then he came.

A name rose on the wind. “Chaun, it's hard to think when you're playing,” Sophia said. “Why didn't you use that music when we were meeting with the chief?”

“I can next time,” the ebony man answered.

“Chaun,” I smiled.

Wings fluttered behind me. I bolted in surprise, spinning around, my cheeks crimson, flushing like I had done something wrong. Farsight stood before me blurring from snowy roc into his avian form. His eyes narrowed.

“The outsiders will be staying the night,” he answered. “They have been invited to the marriage feast to enjoy the festivities. In the morning, they are leaving. You will, under no circumstances, agree to take them past the wards into the caldera.”

“She's here to slay the imps?” I asked.

Farsight shook his head. “Far worse foolishness. She seeks the piece of the High King's sword our ancestors placed into the caldera. We were entrusted to guard it. We shall not fail the flaming woman's trust in us. Understand?”

“I...yes...” I swallowed. “I wouldn't.” I took a deep breath. “The strangers...will be at the wedding dance. Watching us...”

“Does the thought of strange men seeing you dance naked excite your body?” Heat burned in his eyes. He loomed over me. “Do you wish to tempt them with your whorish body? Do you wish to drive them to ecstatic fervors like you do me?”

“I...I...I'm unwed, so of course I shall dance.”

“Like any would accept a bride without her adult name.” He blurred into a roc and flew off as tears burned in my eyes.

~  *  ~

Chaun

I sat cross-legged in the circle with the rest of the members of Black Glass Aerie, my hands clapping to the drumming beat. Older avians, males and females, played large, hide drums. The beat was frantic and lustful, making my heart race. Everyone in the circle sang, their voices all lovely, beautiful.

Sophia, sitting beside me as she cuddled up to Angela, had tears of joy in her eyes, moved by the song.

It was perfect. An entire village worth of voices all singing in perfect harmony. No one was off-pitch. No one sang their note too early or too late. I had trained for years at the Bardic College to sing what came naturally to the avians.

A rhythmic clapping entered the circle. Only the young men made it by slapping their bare thighs. Each wore only simple loin clothes, their bodies painted with strange designs in various colors of paint, no one's pattern exactly alike. The rhythmic thigh-slaps grew faster and faster, building to a crescendo.

“Oh, wow,” Sophia groaned.

“Oooohhh,” Minx cooed as she sat on Xera's lap, bouncing and squirming like an excited child.

The young avian females entered the circle in a line, each naked, their bodies painted in swirling designs. I had always heard the avians were a monogynous race, monogamous to a fault. I had been eager to seduce a married avian tonight, to take on the form of her husband and cuckold him, breaking their monogamy.

My dick had been hard all evening, hoping the festivity tonight would include plenty of alcohol to lure a husband into an early sleep so I could enjoy his wife. Everywhere I looked in the circle was a married female, their white auras shining so bright, committed to their husbands in a way I had never seen among humans, dwarves, or halflings.

These women would never stray from their husbands.

And the thought of bedding one ached at the root of my cock.

And now their unmarried women were dancing naked before us. Each one stopped before a young male, dancing, strutting, letting their bodies move to the music, small breasts jiggling, thighs glistening with feminine excitement.

Maybe the avians were more open about sex then I had heard.

One of the young males looked up at his dancer. He leaned back on his hands, thrusting his chest out forward, his loin cloth tenting. The young avian, her hair the color of ripe strawberry, straddled him. Before all the witnesses, she slammed her pussy down on his cock, her back arching, and moaning as she rode the man.

Other young males looked up at their women. Those that didn't, the female moved on to another.

Sophia let out a disappointed moan. “Won't any of them dance before a woman? Or me? They are so delicious.”

Angela giggled and then kissed her lover.

“Wow, I had heard of this ritual, but I never thought it was so sensual,” Faoril said as she sat beside Thrak. She had the first smile I had seen on her face since the couatl attack.

“I can make your cock sprout if you want to attract one,” Minx giggled as she looked over her shoulder at Xera.

A sky-blue-haired avian maiden stopped before me, her hips dancing, undulating her ass at me. It was slim and pert, curving gently from her supple back before leading down to her thin thighs. My dick hardened.

Seducing a married woman could wait. If one of their unmarried women wanted to enjoy my cock, I would enjoy her cunt. I looked up.

~  *  ~

Xandra

I danced before the ebony man. Chaun. Three other avian males had rejected me. None wanted a nameless bride. They wanted a woman who could transform into a majestic bird, someone whom they could dance with through the sky.

They wanted a woman, not someone cursed to permanent adolescence.

I danced with my ass to the stranger, shaking my butt and working my feet in the soft sand while the pounding drums shook through me. Despite the hurt of being rejected once again, the excitement of the music, the clapping, the moans of the other virgins losing their maidenheads and mating with their males slicked my thighs and ached my nipples.

I turned, my hands running over my body, painted with swirling designs to inflame a male's lust. I had painted myself salacious this year, vibrant purples and reds swirling about my breasts and leading down to my pelvis. I sculpted my pubic hair into a thin strip leading down to my pussy.

Anything to entice a—

Chaun looked up at me.

His ears twitched above his silvery hair. His handsome face stared up at me with such desire. A male wanted me for his bride. Tears beaded in my eyes. My heart beat faster. An outsider. I would have to leave Black Glass Aerie, but was there even a place for me here?

My place was with my mate.

And I finally had one.

His cock tented the front of his strange pants. I moved to him, straddling his waist, my hips still undulating. He licked his lips as his hands fumbled at the lacings. He pushed his pants down, his ebony cock thrusting up thick and hard.

Was it bigger than an avian's? Would it hurt?

I didn't care. A male wanted me. Chaun didn't care that I didn't have my adult name, that I couldn't become a bird. He couldn't become a bird either, so why would he care that I couldn't? He saw me as a female, desirable, fertile, the mother to hatch him strong sons and beautiful daughters.

I sank down to him. His hands seized my hips. They slid around and grasped my butt, squeezing. His touch was soft and arousing. His fingers left burning excitement in their wake. He guided me to his cock. The tip brushed the wet folds of my virgin pussy.

“Yes,” I moaned. “Yes, yes, Chaun.”

He smiled as I ground on his cock. “What's your name?”

“Xandra.” I flushed, fearing his rejection when he heard an adolescent's name instead of an adult's. But I was of age: nineteen. More than old enough to be mated.

“Beautiful,” he groaned and pulled me down his cock.

Joyful tears beaded in my eyes as his cock pressed on my hymen. My maidenhead resisted for a heartbeat then tore beneath his girth. I sank down his cock, embracing him with my virgin flesh. I shuddered as such delight rippled through my body while his cock reached so deep into me. I stretched around him, engulfing every inch of my mate.

“Chaun,” I moaned. “You are so beautiful, too.”

He grinned at me, his fingers tightening. He gripped my ass and guided my hips, showing me how to make love to him. My eyes danced as every inch of my pussy sliding over his dick sent pleasure racing through me.

And then his face leaned forward, and he sucked my small, red nipple into his mouth. I gasped. My fingers tightened on his shoulders through his strange shirt. The fabric was so smooth. My eyes closed as the pleasure of his sucking mouth rippled down to my pussy.

“Chaun.” I loved moaning his name. “My Chaun.”

My clit brushed into his groin when I slid down his cock. My pussy clenched each time the pleasure surged from my nub. I loved it. My hips undulated when I bottomed out, grinding my clit into his flesh before I rose again.

His fingers kneaded my ass as he nibbled on my right nipple. Then he switched to my left, teasing it. My arms moved, hugging his head. I kissed his silvery hair as the pleasure swelled more and more in my depths. Masturbation paled.

This was heaven.

And the music kept playing, my tribe singing, welcoming the new mated pairs to the aerie as they sang their wordless praise to Luben, God of Love and Marriage. Chaun lifted his lips from my nipple, staring up at me. I kissed him hard, my passion bursting out of me. This was my mate. Once he came in me, we would be united forever.

I moaned into his lips. His tongue brushed my lips. I gasped in shock at his tongue's pressure. I opened my mouth, inviting him in. My tongue caressed his. It was such an intimate moment. I rode him harder and faster.

I came.

I screamed into our kiss as my pussy spasmed about his cock. The pleasure raced through my body. I came on my husband's dick. I slammed down on him, squirming and writhing. Stars danced through my mind. I breathed through my nose, inhaling his spicy musk. I hugged his neck tight, holding him.

I never wanted to let him go.

His hands tightened on my ass. Then he lifted me. He slid my spasming pussy up and down his cock. More pleasure burst through me. When I masturbated, I stopped when I came. I never knew I could continue the delight.

But Chaun knew.

It was wonderful. Amazing. Another orgasm rushed through me, following in the wake of the first. I broke the kiss with Chaun, my head tossing back. I moaned his name again while my small nipples rubbed against his chest. They ached and added to my delight.

“I'm going to cum so hard,” Chaun groaned.

“Yes,” I moaned as his fingers dug into my ass. “Yes, yes, yes. Cum in me, my husband.”

“Husband?” He grunted as I slammed down his cock.

And then his seed erupted into me. Hot and thick, splashing into my fertile depths. I hoped he fertilized my egg. That would be so wonderful. I quivered, a third orgasm bursting with powerful ecstasy through my body, drowning out everything but him.

My Chaun.

~  *  ~

Chaun

Xandra's pussy milked my cumming cock as my mind reeled. Husband? How could I be her husband...?

The ritual. I glanced around the circle. The other couples had finished, the females collapsed on the males. And now the former maidens had the same shining, white auras about them as the married women. Maidens no longer. They were wives. The coupling was a marriage rite, performed before their entire tribe.

The pleasure pumped out of my cock and raced through my body. I moaned, turning to face Xandra's shining face. The white aura sprang up around her body. She was married.

To me.

In my mind, an image rose like it did when I looked at any married woman. The image of her husband. My eyes widened. It was an image I had never witnessed from a woman, not even Princess Adelaide. No changeling ever had.

It was myself. I burned in Xandra's thoughts. I was the man she loved, the man she was married to, the man whose form I would have to assume to seduce her and cuckold her husband.

To cuckold myself.

“I love you so much,” Xandra gasped, nuzzling into my ear. “My husband. You chose me before Luben and the tribe.”

My world swam.


Chapter Forty-Two: The Changeling's Bride

Xandra – Black Glass Aerie, The Island of Birds

“My husband,” I whispered into Chaun's ears as I lay draped over his body, my naked breasts rubbing into his ebony skin, his cock hard inside me, his seed swirling through my once untouched depths.

“Husband?” he asked.

“Of course” I giggled. “My love. My husband.” It was so wonderful to say those words, to have finally found my mate. When I danced tonight, I had little hope of attracting a mate. I couldn't transform into a bird, and though I had achieved the age and maturity of an adult, I still had my adolescent name.

Xandra.

But Chaun didn't care. He looked up at me as I danced before him while my people watched. He accepted my proposal. And then his touch, his cock, his love, filled me with such joy. I had seen others mate during the marriage dance, the only time our people coupled so openly, and sometimes the females do not enjoy it as much as their males.

But Chaun... How he made me sing.

His hands stroked my back. He traced my spine. I shivered on him, squirming, an eager desire bursting through me. I wanted to mate with him again and again. I had masturbated, but self-pleasure paled compared to him.

And he was so handsome, so exotic. My skin seemed so pale compared to his obsidian. He was as black as night, but his hair...silver. Bright and beautiful. Delicate ears, a face almost pretty, but so beautiful, and a slim body. He didn't scare me like the other male of his group, the hulking Thrak.

Chaun was perfect.

“Take me to your nest,” I moaned. “Let us continue loving each other.”

“Nest?” he groaned.

“Yes, yes, in the guest aerie.”

“Right. Room.”

I groaned as I slid off his cock. His seed spilled out of me, running down my legs as I stood. The music still played, but the singing low. We were one of the last couples remaining. I spotted my parents. My father nodded his approval. My mother wept as she smiled.

They were glad I found someone, even if he was an outsider. I would have to leave with Chaun, just like if I married a male from one of the other aeries. Several males had traveled to our aerie from around the volcano in hopes of finding a bride to take home. I wondered where we would go? What our nest would be like?

He took my hand, his fingers delicate. His other hand held up the curious clothing he wore, not a kilt or loin cloth like an avian male, but the pants the halflings liked to wear. And his shirt, draped over his arm, it was so fine, with lacy ruffles around the collar.

The singing died down, the festivities ending as Chaun led me to the guest aerie. It was on the same level as the festival area, the largest and lowest ledge in our home. I looked up and spotted several couples flying through the air, celebrating their new marriage. Chaun and I would have to celebrate in our own way.

“I think this is it,” Chaun said, leading me into the cave. “It's one of these.”

The cave was partitioned by curtains of cloth traded from Baraconia. The silk had fanciful patterns of birds or fish woven into them. He threw one open and nodded, then pulled me down to the soft bedding. I threw the curtain shut behind me and giggled.

“You are so beautiful.” I fell to my knees. “Let me undress you, husband. I want to see your body.”

“Wanting to satisfy your curiosity about a man?” he asked with a grin.

I blushed. “I...I do. I've been...curious.”

“Nothing wrong with curiosity,” he said as he sank down onto the bedding, holding up his feet covered in shoes. No avian wore shoes. We went barefoot on the mountain. I stared at the right one, then noticed the lacings holding it closed. I pulled on one and the knot came undone. Then I drew it off. I blinked. He had more clothing underneath.

“What are these?” I giggled, tugging at the tubes of woven cloth over his feet.

“Socks,” he answered, an amused tone in his voice. Did he think I was ignorant?

I took off his other shoe, fighting off the urge to ask more questions. His toes were thicker than mine. I stroked his sole, and he groaned. I smiled and stroked it again, then massaged his feet. He put his arms behind his head.

“That's nice.”

I smiled at him, but then my eyes fell on his groin. I didn't get a good look at his cock during the dancing. I had felt him in me, so big, driving so deep into me. I wanted to see it. His laces were still undone, his pants half-hanging on his hips.

I released his feet and tugged the pants off his body. His cock glistened in the dim light. I wanted to see more. I wish I had my totems with me. Then I could conjure a fire elemental to light the room. But my eyes were keen, and I could see enough of it. It seemed to throb, and the tip reminded me of a mushroom, though the stalk was far thicker. His balls dangled beneath. Three of them.

Was that normal? I thought males only had two? I had that impression from the talk of the aerie youths, boasting about their size in fights.

But he had three. Well, he wasn't avian. His ears were different, and so were his balls. I slid my hands up his sleek thighs and reached them, cupping them. His nuts were both hard and squishy at the same time.

Chaun winced. “Careful, Xandra.”

“Sorry,” I gasped.

“They're delicate. But it feels nice when you play with them. Or kiss them.”

“Kiss...” My eyes widened. “Women put their mouths...down there?”

“Women put their mouths everywhere,” he grinned. “Try it.”

“Okay.” I took a deep breath and leaned over, my soft-blue hair spilling about his thighs as I nuzzled my lips against his balls. His musk was so strong here. It was so different from my own scent, deeper, saltier.

I kissed his balls. I ran my lips over them, loving the heat. I licked them. I felt so wicked. His ebony skin tasted salty. I sucked one of the balls into my mouth. He groaned and his dick twitched, rising off his stomach. It seemed even longer than it had a moment ago.

He liked what I was doing.

That sent a naughty thrill through my body. My pussy clenched, forcing out more of his cum as I took another lick across his balls. I savored the delicious, salty flavor and sucked his middle ball into my mouth.

“Xandra,” he panted.

I loved it when he said my name. I sucked harder. I popped each ball into my mouth over and over, my nose filled with his scent while my pussy itched to be touched. I wanted to shove my hand between my thighs and rub the sticky mess.

“That's good, but my cock needs love, too. I need you to lick it. Suck it.”

“Really? But....that's supposed to go in my...my...” Embarrassment seized me.

“Your pussy?”

I nodded my head.

His hand cupped my cheek. “Never be afraid to say that word. Don't be embarrassed. Embrace it. We are all sexual beings. We were all designed to enjoy sex. And I know you enjoyed it.” His grin made me feel so wicked. “I felt you cum hard. Like a slut.”

My eyes widened. “Slut. That's what the married women call halfling females. They're so promiscuous. They sleep with other women and other men. They break their marriage vows.”

“Every woman can be a slut in the bedroom. A wanton woman eager to feel pleasure even if it is only from her husband.”

My cheeks warmed. I squirmed my hips. “And you want me...to be your slut? To...do wicked things to you?”

“And I'll do wicked things to you.” His hand moved to my hair. He gripped a handful and pulled my mouth closer to his cock. “Lick it. Love it. Give me a blowjob.”

“Okay.” I swallowed. “I...I want to be wicked with you. It makes me itch in my...my pussy.”

He smiled again, his teeth so white compared to his lips. “Good.”

I leaned down and let my tongue lick up his cock. My eyes widened as I tasted the sweet musk of my pussy on his cock. I had smelled my sex before, especially after masturbating. Tasting it on his cock sent another wild surge of lust through me. My pussy clenched, and I moaned as I licked higher. I reached the tip. I swiped my tongue around it.

“Stroke the base with your hand,” he instructed.

I grasped his cock, raising his shaft up so I could lick the crown easier. A salty, clear liquid leaked out and joined my pussy juices on his cock. It was salty and made me feel naughty as I licked it up. My tongue swirled and lapped about his cock as I stroked up and down his shaft. He groaned, his smile growing.

I pleased my husband.

My free hand shoved between my thighs. I couldn't resist my pussy any longer. It burned. I rubbed at my wet, dripping flesh. His cum matted the folds of my pussy. I was dirty down there. And I loved it. I swirled my tongue around his cock's crown as I stroked my pussy lips, masturbating the way I always did.

And then I brushed my hole. No hymen. He had taken my maidenhead.

I shoved two fingers into myself. They were nowhere close to his thickness, but it was nice. My fingers sank into my depths. I moaned and licked him harder, cleaning up my sweet juices. But more of his salty delight leaked out the tip of his cock. I ran my tongue through the slit as my fingers worked deeper and deeper into my pussy.

“That's good,” he groaned. “But now you need to suck it. Open wide and be careful with your teeth. You don't want to bite me.”

“No,” I gasped. I would never want to hurt this wonderful cock.

I opened my mouth as wide as I could and engulfed the tip of his cock. I groaned and swirled my tongue around his dick as I sank more and more of his cock into my mouth. I held there, not sure what to do, but feeling so wicked, so much like a slut, for doing it.

“Suck.”

I did.

Chaun groaned. His hips lifted off the bedding. His cock pushed to the back of my throat. I kept sucking, making him moan. I pleased him. I fingered my dripping pussy faster and faster. The wet noise filled the guest room. I squirmed and sighed in delight as the pleasure built and built in my depths.

I was so wicked.

His salty juices flowed into my mouth. Chaun's face twisted in pleasure, and his ears twitched. He ran his hand through my hair then pushed down on my head. His cock sank into my mouth until it brushed the back of my throat. Then he pulled up on my hair.

I understood. I bobbed my mouth. He loved it.

“Xandra, yes,” he groaned. “Oh, yes, that's how you become a slut. Las's cock, yes. You're so beautiful with a dick in your mouth. You shine.”

His words made my pussy clench on my fingers. The heel of my hand ground on my clit. Pleasure built inside of me. I pumped my fingers faster and faster. My pussy ached. My fingers teased the insides of my flesh like his cock.

My cheeks hollowed as I sucked harder and harder. I trembled as my head swam with the delight of pleasing him. He kept saying my name, his violet eyes staring at me with something akin to awe. His hand guided my head, controlling how fast I bobbed on him, my lips sealed tight.

“Xandra, good sluts and wives swallow. They drink every drop.”

Through the haze of pleasure engulfing my mind, it took me a moment to realize what he meant—his seed. He was about to cum. I sucked harder, eager to taste him. My fingers thrust deep into my pussy, brushing such wonderful parts of me.

I came. I moaned about his dick. Sparks burst before my eyes as I trembled. I moaned so loudly about his cock and sucked so hard. I wanted to taste him. I wanted to please him. His body bucked. His hand tightened in my hair.

“Xandra.”

His cum exploded into my mouth. Thick, hot, salty cum. There was so much. I couldn't believe it. Before his second blast exploded out of his cock, I swallowed. A part of me wanted to hold it in my mouth and savor it, but there was so much bursting out of him. I would loose it if I didn't swallow.

It slid down my throat. So thick and creamy. I groaned and shuddered, my orgasm peaking through me as Chaun growled my name. He held my head on his cock. My fingers buried deep into my spasming pussy. I wiggled them, teasing out a few more drops of pleasure as I sucked the last of his seed out of his balls.

Then I popped my mouth off. “Was I good?”

“So good,” he grinned. “Better than many women I've known.”

“You've been with...other women?” I swallowed.

“I have.” He stroked my cheek then pulled me up his body. I draped over him, my nipples dragging on his chest. I didn't know what to feel about that. I didn't like thinking another woman had enjoyed his cock. It was mine now.

Mine.

I kissed him hard, possessing his lips.

~  *  ~

Chaun

I savored the salty kiss. Xandra had such passion. She kissed me with every ounce of her being. She held nothing back as she writhed atop my body, her form lighter than it appeared. Though she and Sophia were about the same size, Xandra easily weighed a quarter less.

The marriage confused me. I had no intentions of ever being married, let alone monogamous, but there was something so intoxicating about Xandra. She was my wife. We were married. As a changeling, I loved married women. I was attracted to them over others. A married woman shone with a white aura, like I could see Luben's blessing upon her union with her husband.

And since I was born of the God of Lust's seed, I had a powerful urge to corrupt what Luben wanted to make pure. And Xandra shone with purity. But when I saw her husband, it was me. I wanted to change into myself to cuckold her husband.

To cuckold myself.

It was intoxicating. I could make love to a married woman as myself. I didn't have to pretend to be someone else. I rolled Xandra onto her back. She wasn't the future I envisioned. Adelaide flashed through my mind, my beautiful, blonde princess. I loved Adelaide. Missed her so much.

But not even she enchanted me as much as Xandra. Adelaide would never be my bride. Could never be. She had only been my lover.

I kept wanting to deny our marriage, to tell Xandra she made a mistake, but I couldn't. I wanted to love her. To make her squeal. She squirmed beneath me, so lithe and sweet, our tongues caressing each other. My hands stroked her sides, causing soft moans to issue from her mouth.

I found her small breasts. They were firm beneath my touch. She sighed into the kiss when I brushed a hard nipple topping her mound. I circled her nub, and she squirmed more, rubbing her wet pussy against my belly, my hard dick between her thighs.

I was still so hard. I still had to make love to her. To cuckold her husband and plant a child in her belly.

My child. No secrecy. He wouldn't grow up thinking Gregor was his father until puberty hit and his true nature was revealed. He would always know he was a changeling. He wouldn't have to see the bitter disappointment in his father's eyes or the realization in his mother's.

“I have to love you,” I groaned between kisses.

“Yes, yes, love me. I love you.”

I shouldn't have said that. I couldn't love her. We had just met. I was only intoxicated by her. And she was clearly suffering from virginal love, confusing the rush of sensations from her first sexual coupling with stronger feelings.

But that didn't matter.

My lips moved lower. I sucked at her neck while she trembled beneath me. Her fingers caressed my body, tracing patterns as she squirmed and moaned. I moved lower and lower to her small breasts, little handfuls I cupped.

Her nipples poked hard. I nibbled on one then moved to the other, teasing her, making her squirm. She humped her wet, sloppy pussy against my stomach. Her clit was hard, rubbing on my flesh. She was eager to be taken again and again.

“Take me. Fuck me,” she moaned. “Fuck me. Please, please. I need it.”

“Las's cock, you're radiant,” I groaned. She shone so bright. Only I could see her aura. I was surprised we were in the dark. It was so bright. I couldn't look away.

I sucked hard on her nipple. She bucked and squirmed beneath me. Her hands slid up to my hair. She ran her fingers through my hair and brushed my ears. They were sensitive. I groaned about her nipple as the excitement shot straight to my cock.

“Ooh, you like that,” she giggled. “Mmm, does my husband like having his ears played with?”

What a woman!!

Pleasure rushed through me as she stroked and massaged my ears. I groaned about her nipple, sucking harder as my balls ached. The tip of my dick throbbed. Her pussy was so hot on my stomach, begging for my cock to feel it.

I slid up her body and kissed her hard on the lips. The tip of my dick prodded her pussy. She stroked my ears again. I groaned and thrust into her sloppy depths. I sank in to the hilt. She gasped, clenching her flesh on me.

It was wonderful to be in her.

I drew back and slammed in again and again. Her flesh gripped me. So tight and hot. Her kisses sweet. She stroked my ears with every thrust, running her fingers up and down them. She somehow knew to be light, delicate.

My balls slapped into her, filling the cave with the rhythmic slapping of our flesh. I broke the kiss and stared into her sapphire eyes. They were wide as she experienced the pleasure. A smile played on her lips.

“Yes, yes, Chaun. Fuck me. Mmm, ram your dick into me. I'm your slut.”

“My slut.”

“Your wife.”

“Wife,” I groaned. “My wife.” I had to stop saying those words. I couldn't be what she wanted me to be. I couldn't be faithful. I was a changeling. “My wife. My slutty, sexy, beautiful wife.”

She pulled me down by the ears to kiss me. I closed my eyes, savoring how sweet she tasted as I drove my cock harder and deeper into her pussy. She bucked and squirmed beneath me. She moaned her delight into our kiss.

She came.

Her body trembled beneath me. Her pussy writhed about my cock, begging for my seed. She bucked and squirmed. She ground on me, gasping her delight. Her fingers stroked faster on my ears, the sensations shooting down to my balls.

“Cum in me,” she moaned, breaking our kiss. “Please, please, my husband.”

“Yes,” I groaned and buried my cock into my wife's depths. Her stroking fingers and her spasming pussy were too much.

I erupted into her. The pleasure boiled out of me. I grunted with each blast of cum. Her thighs held me tight, her aura shining bright. The final blast hit me, the pleasure peaked, and then I collapsed into her embrace.

What was I going to do?


Chapter Forty-Three: Newlywed Passion

Sophia

“She has to be the nameless shaman,” I said as I cuddled with Angela in our bedding. On the other side of the curtain, Chaun and Xandra gasped and moaned. “She has to be.”

“She must be,” agreed Angela as she stroked my hair.

I let out a wicked giggle.

“What?” Angela stared into my eyes.

“I think I know who our seducing bard is losing his heart to. And the Nameless Shaman who shall find her heart.” I giggled again. “I never thought Chaun would get married.”

“He doesn't seem the type.” Angela stroked my hair. “I'm not even sure he knew what was happening. He just saw a pretty girl dancing before him.”

“Men. They think with their cocks.”

“And you think with your pussy.” Angela nuzzled against me as her hand shoved between my thighs.

“I do.” Her fingers felt so wonderful stroking me. “And Xandra is so sexy. Mmm, it was so hot watching all those women dance. It was a shame they all chose men. But now she's traveling with us. I wouldn't mind getting to know her better.”

“She's Chaun's wife.”

“And?” I asked, arching my back and savoring Angela's fingers rubbing at my pussy. They were so wonderful and knowing. They touched me in all the right places. “I've been with married women before. So?”

“Avians are monogamous.”

“No one's monogamous.”

“They are.” Angela shoved a pair of fingers deep into my pussy. “So you're not going to try anything with her.”

“But...”

“You haven't even seduced Minx yet. Why don't you focus on her and leave Chaun's wife alone?”

“Minx is always with Xera. She never gives me a chance.”

“Sounds like a challenge for you.” Her fingers rubbed even deeper. “Huh? I bet the halfling has a delicious tasting pussy.”

“I bet she does,” I moaned. “Fine, my Queen. I'll seduce Minx.” First. Xandra was too beautiful not to enjoy eventually.

“Good.”

Angela kissed me. I shuddered on her fingers. They pumped faster and faster into my depths, stirring through me. My hands reached out, finding my lover's large breasts. I sank my fingers into her lovely breasts, squeezing them. Her nipples were so hard.

Angela moaned into my lips when I tweaked them.

I squirmed on the bedding as she slipped a third finger into my pussy. I thrust my tongue into her mouth as I humped into her fingers, loving how she stretched my pussy wider and wider. My clit throbbed every time her wrist brushed my nub.

“Oh, yes, my Queen,” I panted when Angela broke the kiss. “Your fingers are so wonderful.”

Angela pushed down my body. Her fiery hair spread across my small breasts as she leaned over and nibbled on my nipple. I groaned as her teeth nipped. She pulled on my nipple, stretching it out and shooting pain through me.

I loved it. She kept pulling, the pain increasing. My pussy clenched about her fingers. My toes curled. Wonderful, delicious, amazing pleasure cascaded through me. I humped and gasped. She released and my tit sprang back.

“Oh, my Queen, yes. Do it again.”

“Are you giving me orders?” Her eyes flashed up at mine.

“No, no. It just felt so good. I'm so sorry, my Queen. I'm your humble concubine. Your slave.”

“That's right.”

Angela shoved a fourth finger into my pussy. Her thumb found my clit and rubbed it as she pumped her four digits into my pussy. My toes curled at the pleasure. She leaned over and found my other nipple. She bit the hard nub. And then she stretched it out. My back arched as the pain increased. I groaned through my clenched teeth, loving every agonizing heartbeat.

My body shook. The pain and the pleasure bursting in my pussy were too much. “May I cum, my Queen?”

She released my nipple. “Yes, you may, you naughty slut.”

My pleasure coursed through me. I bucked on the bedding. My hair flew about my face. Angela kept pumping her fingers in and out of my pussy. I shuddered, loving the pleasure. My eyes squeezed shut and my hands went to my nipples.

I stretched them out, loving the pain.

I hardly felt Angela's fingers curling in my pussy. I bucked and gasped, my eyes shooting open as she thrust her fist into my depths. My pussy lips spread tight about her wrist as she shoved her fist so deep into my cunt.

“Angela!” I gasped, still cumming, my flesh spasming about her wrist. “My Queen, yes, yes. Thank you for this gift. Oh, yes. Oh, wow. That's...that's... Oh, Gods, yes. Slata's hairy cunt!”

Another orgasm crashed through me as she worked her fist over and over into me. She moved down my body, her hair caressing me. Her breasts pressed into my right thigh as her lips found my clit. She nipped it hard.

My pussy clenched down on her fist. I groaned as the pain flared. She nipped my clit again and again. The pain was intense, slamming into the bliss churned by her thrusting fist. My body spasmed as the duel sensations plunged me into powerful orgasms.

I heaved. I came. I screamed.

Such wonderful bliss. Pleasure and pain were the same. I couldn't tell them apart as my head drifted through the passion. My fingernails bit into my nipples. Rapture throbbed from them. My pussy spasmed on her thrusting fist, agony rippling out of my cunt.

I loved it. I drank in all the sensations, I rode them for as long as I could.

And then I collapsed.

“My Queen,” I moaned, my head lolling.

Sticky fingers cupped my chin. I smelled my tart musk as she smeared my juices on my face as she turned my head. She lay next to me. I stared into her blue eyes, shuddering, feeling so wonderful. I kissed her softly, little pecks, as I struggled to find words.

“Thank you,” I croaked, so sleepy. “I need to make you cum.”

“I did,” she said. “While you were thrashing.”

“No, no, I need to—”

A sticky finger silenced my lips. “You need to sleep. I got my pleasure making you thrash. Now sleep, my naughty concubine.”

I snuggled against her and sighed into sleep. I was so glad I was chosen to be her acolyte.

~  *  ~

Thrak

“Sophia's having a good time,” Faoril noted as she slipped down beside me. She laid her head on my chest, her arm over my torso.

“And Chaun and Xandra.”

“Married to an avian.” Faoril giggled. It was wonderful to hear her in a good mood. “I would say Luben has a sense of humor.”

“Maybe,” I agreed. I doubted if the God of Love had ever witnessed a changeling participate in a ceremony dedicated to him.

She stroked my chest while my thoughts churned. I had to talk to her about her magic. She lied to me yesterday when the couatl attacked. They didn't rebuff her magic. She didn't use it. Other than her outburst where she almost killed me, I hadn't seen her use magic since the palace.

“You can't be scared of it.”

“What?” she asked.

“Your magic. You can't be scared of who you are.”

“I'm not.”

“Then prove it. Use your magic. Cast a spell.”

“No cum,” she said. She looked up at me. “Are you volunteering to give me some?” Her hand stroked up and down my stomach. My dick ached hard.

Sophia moaned again.

“You are afraid of it. I know it,” I continued as she gave me a smoky look, her silver nose piercing catching the soft light bathing the guest aerie. “You didn't defend yourself when the couatl attacked.”

“I did. It rebounded.”

“Don't lie to me.”

“I'm not.” Her hand seized my cock. I ached as she stroked me. “I'll prove it.” Her thumb stroked across the tip. I ached and throbbed. She smeared the precum and brushed the tip. “I'll make you cum so hard and get the energy from you to use my magic.”

She had a playful smile on her face. Maybe I was wrong. But the way she had been acting. I know her loss of control frightened her. I understood that. My rages terrified me. The things I could do when I went berserk were horrible. The damage I caused, the people I killed.

But she could control her magic. She didn't have to be afraid of it. She made a mistake. Fearing making another was healthy, but running away wasn't. She had to confront it. I had to get her to use her magic.

But she did need cum to power her magic.

I growled as she brushed my cock ring again. My dick ached in her hands. She lifted herself up, her round breasts jiggling as she straddled my torso. She rubbed a wet pussy against my stomach, her right hand reaching behind her to play with my cock.

“Mmm, I am so wet. Watching those dancing avians. And all that fucking. I wish I had joined them so I could dance for you.”

“And marry me?”

Faoril shrugged her shoulders. “Why not. It's where we're heading. It's what Serisia wanted for us.”

“She did,” I groaned, focusing on my dead wife and how happy her spirit had been that I found Faoril.

“And I do love you,” she groaned, raising her hips up. She brought my swarthy cock between her pale thighs and rubbed the tip of my shaft against her pussy. “Mmm, yes, I do love you.”

“I love you, too,” I groaned. “That's why I need to fix you.”

“I'm not broken!” Her eyebrows furrowed. “I'm fine. I can use my magic when I want.”

She slammed her hips down my cock with an angry growl. She engulfed my dick. I ached in her tight depths. She leaned back, her breasts bouncing before her, and rode me hard. Her short hair bounced about her face.

“Yes, yes, yes. Pater's cock, I love this dick. Mmm, yes.”

My large hands seized her thighs, stroking her as she rode me. Then I slid them up her sides, loving the feel of her silky skin beneath my fingertips and palms as my dick ached in the embrace of her pussy. She slammed down harder and harder, gasping, groaning, driving me wild.

“Oh, yes, that's it. Mmm, such a cock. I love it.”

“Yes,” I growled as the pleasure shot through me. She felt so good. So hot. So silky on my dick.

I grabbed her hips, guiding her, lifting her. She felt so light. She gasped as I fucked her up and down my dick. Her head tossed back, her eyes squeezed shut as she enjoyed the pleasure. Her hands found her breasts, caressing her pink nipples.

Her juices shone on my cock. They dripped out of her and matted my thick pubic hair. She added an undulation to her hips as I guided her, stirring my cock around in her juicy depths. I groaned, my fingers tightening on her hips.

“That's it. Move those hips. I love your pussy. You're so passionate.”

“It's so easy with this cock,” she groaned, leaning forward and grinding her clit into me. She rested her palms on my broad shoulders, her fingers clenching as she bounced on me. “Oh, yes, this dick inspires a woman.”

My hips thrust up, bouncing her on my cock. She gasped as our flesh slapped together, her pussy tightening on my shaft. She bit her lip, letting out a low groan. Her eyes rolled back in her head and her fingernails bit into my shoulder.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she gasped as she came. “Pater's magnificent cock!”

Her pussy went wild about my dick. She thrashed and bucked, her tits heaving above my chest. My hands slid around, squeezing her ass as the pleasure spilled through her. Her pussy massaged my cock. She fell forward across my chest, her nipples hard as she writhed.

“Fuck me,” she moaned. “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me.”

I rolled her over onto her back as she still orgasmed. She gasped as she lay beneath me. Her thighs wrapped about me as I drew back, and I fucked her hard. I slammed my dick into her pussy. She gasped and shuddered beneath me, her fingers scratching at my chest as I looked down at her.

My balls smacked into her flesh. Her pussy spasmed again, another orgasm crashing through her body. Her cunt massaged my dick as she orgasmed. Every thrust through her spasming flesh increased the pressure at the base of my dick.

My balls boiled.

“Oh, yes, that's how you fuck a woman,” screamed Faoril, contending with Sophia for the loudest screamer. “Yes, yes, Thrak. Gods, I'm still cumming.”

I let out a growl as my ass clenched and drove my dick so deep into her. She groaned, her pussy clenching. My cock piercing tugged on my tip, adding more pleasure, swelling the pressure. I had to explode.

“Faoril,” I growled. “Yes, yes. Gewin's mighty cock.”

“Cum in me,” she begged, fingernails scratching harder, leaving burning lines down my chest.

I buried into her and erupted. The cum boiled out of my balls and spilled through her. The pleasure crashed through my brain. It saturated me with bliss. Every eruption of cum added another surge of bliss.

It peaked, and then I crashed down on Faoril, holding her as she trembled beneath me. I sucked in deep breaths, my head swimming with rapture. It had been such a long day. I rolled onto my back, my dick popping out of her pussy, and carried her onto my chest.

“Mmm,” she sighed, her eyes closing as she fell into sleep. “So good. Love you.”

“Love you,” I whispered, my own eyelids falling shut.

I was on the verge of sleep when I realized she didn't use her magic. Instead, she distracted me, fucked me hard. I wanted to wake her up, but it was so late. The pleasure buzzing through my body weighed me down into sleep.

I sighed and embraced it. Tomorrow, we would talk.


Chapter Forty-Four: The Nameless Shaman

Xandra

Elation bubbled through me as Chaun rolled off of me. My husband. I cuddled into his side, savoring the wonderful ache between my thighs and another load of his cum spilling out of me. Around us, his companions enjoyed themselves, women moaning and Thrak grunting.

It was wicked to hear.

“So,” I said, searching for something for us to talk about. “Why do you and your companions wish to get into the caldera? It's dangerous. We don't let people in there because of the imps. They took it over. Makes it hard for us to mine gems.”

“Well, that is a story,” Chaun said. “Good thing I'm a bard.”

His words enraptured me as he launched into Angela and Sophia's tale, about how they were on a Quest to slay the Dragon Dominari. He described their journey, his words invoking images in my mind. I pictured the pair fighting a dangerous panthopus and rescuing Xera from a deadly basilisk.

“And then they came to the Lesbius Oracle,” he said. “They had to creep through a valley full of giganraneae: foul, spider-like monsters who haunted the valley. All who walked in there risk their lives.”

“So brave,” I gasped.

“But they made it through unscathed and Angela visited the oracle. She made love to the demigoddess.”

My cheeks burned as he described the two women's embrace. It shamed me to feel a twinge of excitement at something so deviant as women making love. I pressed my thighs tight, but I didn't say anything. I was lost to his words.

“When the Oracle came, she pronounced this prophecy:

“Daughter of Lilies, beset by betrayals

Duty compels your darkness

A sword is needed. A sword reforged.

To embrace your destiny, the shattered blade must be whole,

Seek out the five holy shards scattered and lost

Companions shall aid you, Daughter of Lilies

All Betrayed

The Virgin Whore touched by no man,

The Quiet Stalker who moves unseen

The Grieving Mage who commands the elements

The Raging Warrior who mourns lost love

The Seducing Bard who shall lose his heart

The Silent Thief who steals more than gold

The Nameless Shaman who shall find her heart

The Flaming Woman who changes your destiny

All Betrayed.

Wield the Hero's Blade, Daughter of Lilies

In the Dragon's lair,

Truth shall slay Betrayal's Lies.”

I blinked, the words rolling over and over in my mind. “Am I the Nameless Shaman?” I asked, my heart beating faster and faster. “I...I...”

“Maybe. But you have a name.”

“I don't. Xandra is my adolescent name.” I bit my lip. “I never achieved my transformation. I can't become a bird. So I never was able to choose my true name. That's why no one wants me for a mate. Tonight was the third time I've danced. No male of my aerie or another wanted me. But you did. I am the Nameless Shaman, and I found my heart. I found you.”

I squealed and hugged him.

“Which makes you the seducing bard who shall lose his heart. To me. I knew you'd love me.”

He tensed in my arms as I rained kisses on his face.

“And you need to get into the cave. I'll let you in. I'm a shaman. I can get you through the barrier no problem. I'm so happy.”

I paused, glancing at him. “Why aren't you happy?”

“I...” He swallowed. “It's all so fast. I never thought I would ever marry.”

“You never thought you'd lose your heart?” I smiled. “Well, I found it, so don't worry. I'll take care of it.” I stroked his face. “I love you, Chaun.”

“I...” He swallowed. “I...love you, Xandra.”

I squealed in delight and kissed him again. Harder. I savored it. My hand rubbed at his chest. I felt his heart beating for me. It was so amazing. So wonderful. Prophecy brought us together. We were part of a story.

I broke the kiss. “But we have to go early. Before the other shamans wake up. Before Farsight.”

“Yes, he was rather opposed to us going in there,” Chaun said, his words breathy, almost babbling out of him. “But the piece of the sword is in there. We need it. They say High King Peter was gifted that sword to slay the dragon Dominariath, mother of Dominari. She was said to be the most dangerous dragon who ever lived, her daughter a close second. Probably why the oracle told Angela to retrieve the sword.”

“The sword.” My eyes widened, remembering Farsight's words. “Yes, yes, it's in the caldera. Angela's the one we've been waiting for. The one the flaming woman promised would seek the sword.” I paused. “Do you think it's the same flaming woman from the Lesbius Prophecy?”

“Flaming woman?” He frowned.

“She came a long, long time ago and gave us the piece of the sword. But, no, she would be dead. The flaming woman can't be alive. It must be a different one.”

“Maybe.”

Excitement buzzed through me as I rested my head on his chest. Prophecy. Adventure. And a beautiful mate. What a wonderful day.

~  *  ~

Minx

“Wake up.”

“No,” I moaned, shifting in the bed.

“Come on, Minx, we're slipping out early,” Xera whispered. “Chaun's bride is letting us into the caldera. But we have to go now.”

My eyes popped open. “We have to sneak?” What a fun game.

Xera nodded.

Outside the entrance to the cave, it wasn't even light out. I spotted a groggy Sophia slumped against an equally blurry eyed Angela. Thrak stood tall and implacable while Faoril hugged him, her eyes closed like she was asleep standing up.

The avian girl scampered out of the cave, a pack on her back, dressed now in a colorful skirt and loose, sleeveless top. Her eyes were wide and sapphire. She headed straight for Chaun and pressed up against him.

He seemed stiff, unsure. Shocked. I smirked.

“Everyone is still sleeping,” Xandra reported, her voice singsong. “Because of the festivities. So we're in luck. No one should notice us climbing up to the top.”

“Climb,” groaned Sophia. “More ladders?”

“I know,” Xandra said, eyes sad. “I wish I could fly, but we must climb.”

Why couldn't she fly? She was an avian.

“And you can open the way?” Angela asked.

“I am a shaman. I have my totems. I can release the portal.” She smiled. “I'm the Nameless Shaman.”

“I knew it,” giggled Sophia. “She stole your heart, Chaun.”

Xandra gave an eager nod and gave Chaun a look that made me want to vomit. It was so saccharine and lovey-dovey.

Xera let out an awed sigh with Sophia. I rolled my eyes. “Let's go, then,” I said, slinging my pack.

We took to the ladders. To the east, the horizon grew lighter as dawn approached. Navigating Black Glass Aerie was interesting. The ladders, according to Xandra, were for the children who couldn't fly yet. The adults transformed into birds to get around.

She led us up a series of ladders, crossing ledges and passing the cave-like homes of the avians. They were open, but curtains hung around the sleeping partitions, hiding the occupants in their nests. On our fifth ledge, I spotted a necklace made of polished obsidian and jade set in gold.

With a casual reach, my hand stretched out and snagged the necklace.

Before I put the necklace in my pocket, Xera caught my gaze. The elf shook her head, her eyes narrowing. She was sharp. I gave her a huge grin and winked at her as I put the necklace back. I would have to try harder to steal around her.

I looked forward to the challenge.

Xera was good. She kept an eye on me. Try as I might, I didn't manage to pocket the ornamental dagger or the bracelet made of colored beads.

Finally, we reached the highest ledge. Sophia groaned when she peered over. The sun peeked over the horizon, painting the jungle top far below with golden highlights. Baraconia, to the south, was a smudge by the ocean.

“We're so high,” Sophia groaned and stepped back from the ledge.

“We are,” Xandra nodded, then pointed to the hole. “Here we are. This tunnel leads to the caldera. Be ready. The imps are...nasty.”

I laughed and pulled out my knife. “So are we.”

~  *  ~

Lady Delilah

“Here, drink another one,” Fredagest said. The gnome bounty hunter pulled out another vial containing the energy elixir from her satchel. My body still buzzed from the last. With her peppy concoction, we had walked through the jungle all night, not bothering to rest, so Fredagest could catch up to Angela's party.

I did not know what would happen when we caught up. How would I hinder Fredagest? I couldn't help Angela too much. She had to have the strength to complete her quest, to be strong enough for her destiny. I just had to help her, make sure she found the right people, keep certain parties from interfering.

Like that damned King Edward.

But I had to be careful about killing. I couldn't lose control. My husband had made me swear to never kill again. I didn't want to betray my word to him.

“What is in this?” I asked as I broke the seal on the vial, staring at the brown elixir.

“Distilled coffee beans and panax ginseng,” she answered. She downed hers and shuddered, eyes widening. “Oh, wow, yes! Okay, let's climb the ladder and find Angela.”

I looked up to Black Glass Aerie. Angela was up there. This was the entrance to the caldera. It had been a long time since I was last here. “Okay.” I downed mine.

The energy rushed through me, banishing any fatigue. A shiver went through my body and my elvish ears twitched. I slammed the vial down into the ground and let out a loud, whooping shout as the energy buzzed through me.

“Let's climb!”

~  *  ~

Xandra – Mount Peritito, The Island of Birds

I trembled as I stood before the barrier. It wavered with a watery sheen and shone with a blue light. It painted the smooth walls of basalt with an azure glow and made my husband's hair appear almost violet. Minx walked up to the barrier and prodded it with her knife.

“It's just water. I could walk through this.”

“You would drown,” I told her. “The barrier would hold you. Besides, it is meant to keep imps out. They are creatures of fire, born of Las's cum when it landed in lava.”

“I'm told they reproduce in the same fashion,” Chaun said. “Disgusting kin.”

I frowned at my husband, then shook my head. I reached into my pouch and pulled out my water totem. It was carved of mangrove wood, a little bigger than my hand, with undulating lines wrapping around the wood. It had no particular shape. When I carved it, I let the spirit in the wood guide my knife.

I focused on the totem and reached out to the water elemental that formed the barrier. Through the totem, I communicated with it. The water elemental was powerful, surging with the strength of a river. Open for us.

The barrier parted down the middle like a jutting rock parting a waterfall. Beyond, a red light glowed from the caldera's magma pit. A hissing, chittering noise echoed. I swallowed at the sound of the imps.

“Come on,” I said. “I can't leave the barrier open. We can't let them get out.”

Angela nodded. The knight hefted her shield and drew her sword. Thrak marched at her side, his massive ax gripped in both hands. I took a deep breath. There was nothing to fear. Xera, an arrow knocked on her bow, followed, then Sophia, Faoril, and Minx.

Chaun smiled at me. “We've faced greater dangers.”

I took his hand, and we walked through. I ordered the spirit to close our path. The water crashed together, trapping us in the volcano. The chittering grew louder and louder. Shadows played and danced in the distance.

And they howled. The imps saw us. Their red, bent bodies rushed down the tunnel.


Chapter Forty-Five: Volcanic Heat

Lady Delilah – Black Glass Aerie, The Island of Birds

The ladder creaked while the wind whipped at my long, red hair. It danced about my naked shoulders. Energy burned through my body from the alchemical drink Fredagest gave me. The gnome bounty hunter climbed above me, her small body navigating the ladder with ease.

The sun rose, painting the basalt cliff of Mount Peritito in highlights of orange. Fredagest was confident in her alchemical creations' ability to capture Angela. She wore a bandoleer studded with various clay bombs. I knew little alchemy, but it could accomplish many effects.

But was it enough to stop Angela and her party? If I was correct, the final companion prophesied by the Oracles would be here—the nameless shaman. I had traveled the world, seeking out each of the companions, piecing together the cryptic hints. Angela, Sophia, Xerathalasia, Faoril, Thrak, Chaun, and Xandra.

It had taken manipulation, nudging Thrak's father to send his son to the human lands to learn culture, preventing Xandra from achieving her flight form with Cnawen's Mirror, encouraging Sophia's mother to send her to the temple, implanting the idea in young Angela's mind to be a knight, plotting with Minx. So many dangers to be defeated.

King Edward, Doge Aurelius, and the Goddess Slata all were her enemies now. And she would gather more on the day her destiny would be proclaimed.

The avians of Black Glass Aerie stirred as we reached the top. A fire pit smoldered nearby; the ground on the ledge, covered in soft sand, disturbed by footprints. A festivity happened. I cast my eyes about, searching for Angela and her companions. In the form of an elf, my senses were far keener than my usual body.

“Do you see any trace of them, Adeliatholaria?” asked Fredagest, her goggles pulled down over her eyes. The gnome stood up to my waist, the same height as a halfling.

“Footprints,” I answered. “Heading to that ladder.”

Will I have to kill you?

I studied Fredagest. Did she really have the skill to defeat Angela? Fredagest had some idea of Angela and her companions' capabilities. The gnome had a reputation of being skilled and had captured two warlocks, mages who had broken the laws of the Magery Council.

“They have left for the caldera,” Fredagest said, peering up the mountain. Ladders climbed up the side of the mountain, connecting a series of jutting ledges. The avians stared down at us. Some took to the air as birds, spiraling down to Fredagest and myself.

This would be a bad place for me to kill. If I lost control, so many innocents could perish. I promised my husband. He had tamed me. I would not break my word unless I had to. Unless I had to in order to preserve his legacy and save Angela.

A white roc landed before us. The avian's form blurred as he transformed into an old man, arms folded behind his back. His eyes were piercing. “More strangers.”

Fredagest reached into her pocket and pulled out a scroll. “I have a warrant for the arrest of Knight-Errant Angela and her companions, issued by the Doge of Raratha. By treaties between the League of Seven and the aeries of Mount Peritito, I ask for your assistance in apprehending the fugitives.”

~  *  ~

Xandra – Mount Peritito's Caldera, The Island of Birds

I trembled as the imps surged forward from the caldera. The volcano's heart glowed red from the boiling magma pool. Sulfurous smoke belched out of the pool, rising about the sanctum built on the island in the center where a small, stone shrine had been constructed. A stone walkway connected the island and the building to the surrounding basalt.

The imps poured out of the magma pool, climbing over the walls. They hissed and cackled, creatures the size of Minx, their bodies red and bent, horns jutting from their heads. They bounded forward, their cocks erect, their hands stroking their shafts.

“Luben's promise,” I gasped and pressed myself to Chaun's side as the rest of the party spread out.

My husband, his silvery hair waving in the hot air boiling out of the caldera, winked at me. He opened his case and pulled out a lyre. My tribe made simple instruments since our voices were capable of creating much beauty on their own. This was finely crafted, a work of a master. The body polished, the strings thin and stretched taught. Chaun strummed his fingers along them.

Music sang.

A heroic song burst from his lips. I took a deep breath, the music reaching into me, soothing down my fear. I didn't have to be scared. Now wasn't the time. It was the time for actions. For bravery. I shoved my hand into my pouch and pulled out my earth totem, my heart beating to Chaun's song.

Angela shouted her battle cry, her shield hefted, her sword raised. Sophia was at her side, holding a glowing, pink dagger. Thrak unlimbered his mighty, two-handed ax. Minx held her sharp daggers, and Xera's bow twanged as her arrow took an imp in the throat.

I laughed, gripping my totem, and summoned an earth elemental. It formed out of the basalt and burst to life at my feet, squat, made of jagged angles of volcanic stone. My will flowed through my totem and into the elemental. I controlled it, and it rumbled forward.

Chaun's eyes flashed. He nodded at me.

I summoned a second elemental as the imps reached the party.

~  *  ~

Acolyte Sophia

I grimaced at the disgusting imps, hating their sharp horns, slashing claws, and hard cocks. They masturbated, spurting white jizz as they raced forward in a frenzy of lust and anger. Angela's sword slashed, chopping through an imp and throwing it to the ground.

I moved up behind her, stabbing an imp in the eye as it tried to flank my lover. Its cock erupted and splattered my robe as it fell dead at my feet. I wrinkled my nose as I spun and stabbed again, catching another imp in the throat.

“These things are the most disgusting creature's we've fought,” I gasped.

Angela bashed her shield into the face of an imp then her sword slashed out at a second. “They're horny beasts.”

“Las and his disgusting seed.” The God of Lust had to masturbate over the world and spawn so many foul monsters.

“And they are endowed,” Angela said. Her booted foot kicked out, snapping an imp's head back. “Very well endowed for their size.”

“Oh, don't get turned on,” I groaned.

“Getting jealous?”

“No. Trying not to throw up.” I thrust, and my enchanted dagger killed another imp. But more kept coming. How many were there?

An imp let out a gibbering moan. I spun just in time for an arc of white cum to spurt at me. I jumped back, the jizz landing on the dark rocks at my feet. Anger boiled through me. I was dedicated to Saphique, and these filthy things kept trying to pollute me.

“Slata's hairy cunt!” I slashed and cut its throat, Chaun's music pumping through my veins.

Another imp rushed at me.

~  *  ~

Thrak

Faoril froze as Chaun's music thrummed through the air. Her face paled, a vial of cum gripped in her hand. A tremble shook her body, a wild spasm. Her eyes widened. A surge of anger roared through me. I let her distract me last night when I tried to talk about her fear of her magic.

And now it was too late.

“Come on,” I growled, pulling Faoril with me. She stumbled, dropping the vial of cum. It shattered on the black rock.

“Thrak,” she gasped.

I pushed her into a cranny in the wall and then swung my greataxe, killing two of the filthy beasts. I gripped my ax with both hands, swinging hard. The basalt teemed with them. More and more crawled over the lip of the caldera and bounded at us, jerking their dicks.

“Thrak, I...”

“Am afraid of your magic.”

“I'm not.” A hint of anger entered her voice.

“You are scared of it. I understand. You made a mistake. But we need it. Do you see how many of them there are?”

“I am not scared. I'm a mage.” She paused. “I was a mage.”

“Then use your magic.”

I split an imp's head with my ax and kicked its body into the horde. They gibbered and snarled, stroking their cocks. They wanted to fuck me, Faoril, everyone. My fist smashed into another's face, shattering its skull.

That made a satisfying sound.

“Why aren't you using your magic,” I asked, “if it doesn't scare you?”

“I don't need to, Thrak.”

“Because it scares you.”

“You're one to talk.” The anger burned in her voice.

I smiled.

“You're afraid of your rage, Thrak. How can you accuse me of being afraid of my magic?”

The rage rose inside of me, a dark tide. It had to be controlled. I pushed it down. “You can control your magic, Faoril. It doesn't control you. It doesn't make you kill and kill and kill.”

“But I can't control it.” Her voice quavered “I...I can't. Gods, Thrak, I almost killed you.”

“But you can.” I set my teeth. I charged out into the imps. “I'll prove it.”

~  *  ~

Knight-Errant Angela

“Gewin's mighty cock,” I hissed as pain burned across my thigh. My sword slashed down, cutting off the imp's head who clawed me.

“Are you okay?” Sophia asked, her back pressed behind me. The imps had us surrounded. I swung my sword, and she stabbed her dagger to keep them at bay.

I scanned the battlefield. Minx and Xera fought with daggers while Xandra protected Chaun with her small earth elementals as he strummed his instrument. The music bolstered me. It sang with my heart, keeping the fear away and replacing it with courageous resolve.

We would defeat the imps.

“Thrak's down,” gasped Sophia.

“Illth's poxed cock,” I groaned. “I don't think we can cut our way to him. Why isn't Faoril doing anything?”

“Besides being fucked?” Sophia asked. “I don't know. Maybe she didn't swallow any cum.”

A moment of doubt that we would be killed by the horde of imps was banished by Chaun's stirring song. “We need to keep fighting. We're winning, Sophia. Let's work our way to Thrak and help him out.”

“Yes,” she answered, her voice so fierce, so brave.

“Thrak, we're coming!” I shouted.

~  *  ~

Chaun

Xandra's voice sang with mine as she stood beside me, her soft-blue hair billowing about her shoulders. She had already learned the melody so fast. Her voice was beautiful. I almost stopped playing so I could listen to her harmony. She gripped her earth totem in her hand, directing the elementals as she broke my heart with the beauty of her song.

And she was untrained. It was all natural talent. To my knowledge, no avian had ever ventured to the College of Az. Last night, I heard her aerie sing. They were all as talented. What could she do if she spent years studying musical theory? If she understood how to manipulate emotions through the most ancient of magic?

She would be amazing.

Xandra shone with her married aura. I danced in her thoughts. She was intoxicating. Perfect. My wife. Her sapphire eyes met mine, a smile on her lips as she sang. She was so different from the women I normally gravitated towards. Slim, petite, youthful. No maturity. No experience.

And yet she was perfect.

And she inspired me. I put more effort into my song. I let my fingers dance across the lyre. I had to match her song. Our voices harmonized, her soprano and my tenor. Tears burned in my cheeks. I think I loved her.

I thought I loved Adelaide. Maybe I always would. But she was lost. I would never enjoy her again. Her husband had seen to that. But Xandra... My wife. The first changeling wife. I think I could love her for eternity.

Her eyes slid to the imps. They fought against her four elementals, trying to get past the punching rocks. The foul things masturbated. Cum dripped from the basalt homunculi. Color blossomed in her cheeks as she stared at the imps' thick dicks.

A hint of lust entered her song followed immediately by guilt.

She was so innocent.

~  *  ~

Xandra

My cheeks burned as I sang while controlling my elementals. The imps' cocks were huge. As big as Chaun's, but bumpy and so red. A wave of heat washed out of my pussy as I stared at them. What would they feel like—

No. Guilt surged through me. How could I lust after their cocks? I was mated last night. I stood beside my husband. I lifted my eyes and concentrated on my elementals. My magic reached out like strings from the totem, anchoring to the elementals' bodies. They resided in the back of my mind. I gave them orders, tugging on their limbs, forcing them to swing.

That was what I needed to focus on. That and the song.

It was wonderful to sing with Chaun. His voice was so rich and the skill of his lyre... I made the right choice.

More imps pressed at us, gibbering, “Fuck! Pussy! Cum!” over and over. Their jizz spurted, splashing on my elementals. I felt the sensations like a distant memory. I bit my lip, more excitement surging through me.

Why did it excite me? It was so filthy. My poor elementals were covered in the imps' foul seed.

Anger surged through me. How dare these disgusting things want to fuck me. I was married. They needed to stop masturbating. I conjured a fifth elemental, small like the others, allowing me to control so many. A new awareness surged in my mind. I could see through all five of my elementals. I controlled all their movements. It was like I was six different people all at once.

Singing grew harder as my elementals punched those disgusting imps.

“Thrak, we're coming!” Angela shouted.

I blinked and then looked for the large orc. “No,” I gasped. “Chaun.”

“Why isn't Faoril using her magic?” Chaun asked.

“She's being...” I grimaced. “That's disgusting.”

“We have to help her. Project our song in her direction.”

I blinked at my husband. “You can do that?”

A grin spread across his midnight face. “Yes, I can.”

I mated such an amazing male.


Chapter Forty-Six: Acceptance

Faoril

I trembled in the alcove of volcanic rock, my heart screaming louder than Chaun's music. Thrak strode into the tide of imps, his ax laying into them left and right. Body parts flew and imps fell dead. But their numbers were inexhaustible.

Imps are creatures born of the God of Lust's seed landing in pools of magma. They are the heat of the earth given depraved life. They live to orgasm, constantly stroking their cocks. If their seed falls in any pool of magma or lava, new imps are born. They breed faster than rats. An infestation is almost impossible to destroy. Quarantine is the best solution.

I shook my head. Remembering my lessons was not the solution to the problem of thousands of gibbering, cumming fiends swarming me. I clutched my hand to my red robes. My fingers stroked the fabric as I trembled.

I couldn't use my magic. What if I lost control again? I could kill one of my friends. Thrak.

“Fuck,” cackled an imp bounding towards me. It had slipped past Thrak's sphere of swinging death.

Move hand. Seize the vial. I had to grab it. I had to protect myself.

But why? I wasn't a mage any longer. It would only be a matter of days before the Magery Council learned I dueled Master Mage Yolun. I broke the rules of the council. Soon, they would strip me from the council, declare me a warlock, and write orders for my execution.

My dreams were over. I would never gain the black. So why should I even fight?

The imp leaped at me, grasping its huge, red cock with one hand. It landed on me, claws ripping at my robe. My right breast popped out. It let out a gibbering moan before its hungry mouth latched onto my nipple, sucking hard.

I groaned as my body responded to its hot mouth. Its clawed hand gripped my tit. I groaned at the sharp scratches burning across my tit. It felt right. Exciting. I didn't fight. I leaned into the alcove as it ripped open my robe.

A thick cock rubbed on my belly, smearing hot precum across my flesh. Dirtying me. I liked being dirty. Used. A monster's whore. It was easier than using my magic. I couldn't hurt anyone as a whore. I would just be fucked.

Its cock slid down my belly and brushed my pubic hair. My thighs parted. “Fuck me,” I hissed, closing my eyes. The tip of its cock was so hot against my pussy.

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!” the imp gibbered between sucks of my nipple.

“Yes, fuck. Las's filthy cock, fuck me! Take me. I want it. Ram that thick—”

The imp thrust. His cock slammed into the depths of my pussy. I gasped at its heat, warmer than any cock I had taken. It was thick and covered with small bumps stimulating my cunt. Its hips hammered me as it gripped both my breasts with its hands, its slim legs tight about my hips.

“Hot pussy. Fuck!”

“Yes,” I groaned, my hips undulating. His cock reached so deep into my cunt. He stirred me up. I didn't need magic to be a whore. I could hurt no one with my cunt.

“Fuck! Fuck! Fuck!”

It sucked on my nipples, moving back and forth. Nipping with sharp teeth, shooting needle-like pain down to my pussy. My cunt clenched down on his cock. My pussy dripped with juices. His thrusts made wet, obscene sounds. His hard flesh slapped into my labia and clit, adding more pleasure to my body.

My eyes rolled back, staring up at the basalt ceiling wreathed in yellow fumes. Its hands tightened on my breasts, claws pricking my tits. I savored the pain. I embraced it, feeding it to my depraved lusts. I groaned and gasped.

An imp's whore.

“Yes, yes, fuck my cunt. Oh, Gods, yes. Pater's cock. Mmm, you're thrusting so hard. So fast.”

And it fucked faster and faster, hips thrusting like the frantic beat of a hummingbird's wings. The bumpy cock stimulated my flesh. My back arched as the pleasure swelled through me. I screamed out my pleasure.

“Cum!” it hissed, pumping hard. “Cum in hot cunt!”

“Yes,” I moaned. “Cum in my hot cunt. Flood me with your jizz. Gods, yes. I want it.”

“Faoril!” Thrak roared, but I didn't care. The pleasure crested in me.

“Fuck me! Cum in me! Use me! I'm your whore!”

“Whore! Cunt! Cum!”

The imp slammed his cock deep into my cunt. Its small body contorted, horned face bursting with pleasure. Hot cum flooded my pussy. I gasped, my flesh absorbing the heat. My pussy spasmed as his jizz propelled me to my climax.

“Yes!” I screamed as I thrashed in the alcove. The pleasure raced through my body. A hot wave of heat that left me trembling.

And the imp kept fucking me. His jizz flooded out of my cunt, pressed out by his thick cock. He was still hard. Still wanting to use me. I groaned, riding the wave of heat to the heights of bliss. I embraced it, loving how filthy and—

Magic flared in me. The cum... I had reserves of power. My magic yearned to be used. I could cast spells and sweep the imps back into the lava. Protect Thrak.

“No, no, no,” I gasped, tears falling down my cheeks, the pleasure fleeing me. How could I be a whore when a male's seed powered my magic?

“Faoril,” Thrak called again. “Help.”

I blinked through my tears. The imp kept rutting in my cunt. I hated it. I wanted it off my body. I pushed on its shoulders, ignoring the reserve of energy building inside of me aching to be unleashed. A simple use of air would rip the imp from—

No!

“Faoril!”

Thrak fell, pulled down by the imps. They leaped on his body, swarming over him like ants over a fallen plum. My heart constricted. Thrak needed me. He needed my magic to save him. My heart constricted.

I couldn't.

But if I didn't...

I couldn't let Thrak die. I had to help him. I had to...

Why was Thrak in danger? Why did he wade out into the imps? “You're trying to force me to use magic.”

It was so obvious. He put himself in danger. And now he was overwhelmed. Whether he let himself be pulled down or not, he needed my help now. The bastard. He didn't leave me any choice other than to watch him die.

“Damn you, Thrak.” My fear coiled about my stomach. The imp cackled as it hammered my pussy. Another spurt of hot cum flooded my cunt. More power to use. More chance to hurt my friends while saving the orc I love. “Las damn your cock, Thrak!”

I seized my magic. I felt sick. I wanted to vomit. I would kill them all. Angela, Chaun, Sophia, Xera, Minx, and Xandra. I would leave them dead like Relaria. But what choice did I have? None. Thrak left me with none.

I hated him for it. Why couldn't he leave it alone? Why did he have to fix me? I didn't need magic. I wasn't a mage any longer.

I seized the air and ripped the imp from me. His dick, still cumming, splashed my face with hot jizz. I licked my lips, ingesting more power to be used. The imp cackled, his back arching as he kept cumming.

I hurtled the imp into one of the foul things atop Thrak. Their bodies broke, spilling into their friends. I strode forward, anger boiling through me. “Damn you, Thrak!”

I gathered the air, forming a ball before me and compressing it. My torn open robes flapped as the hot air rushed to me. Chaun's music matched the beat of my heart. I stared at Thrak. If I killed him, it was what he deserved. I unleashed the ball of compressed air.

A huge wind bowled over imps before me on its way to strike the monsters crawling over my Thrak.

~  *  ~

Lady Delilah

“They went through there,” Shaman Farsight said, rubbing his papery hands together before the roughly round shape of the cave entrance. “I told Xandra not to let the strangers in to the caldera. But she took one of the strangers as a mate.”

I gave him a look. “She did? Thrak?”

“The changeling.” Farsight let out a screeching laugh. “Fool child. He will break her heart. Non-avians do not understand monogamy. Your women are all temptresses, leading your males to break vows.”

His eyes leered at my naked body, his cock tenting the front of his kilt. He was an odious male.

“And you can lower the barrier to let us in there?” asked Fredagest, pointing to the undulating wall of water deeper in the cave.

“Wouldn't it be better to fight them out here?” I asked. “Wait for them to return.”

“The imps will be a distraction.” The gnome glanced at the small ledge we stood on. “And there is no room to maneuver here. We face seven individuals now. The orc worries me the most, but the elf will be an equal shot to you, yes?”

I nodded. “And don't forget the mage.”

Fredagest smiled. With her goggles covering her eyes, it gave the gnome a mad appearance. “I have a way to deal with the mage, shaman, bard, and priestess. The warriors concern me. Especially Thrak. Orcs are strong.”

“You've fought orcs?”

Fredagest nodded her head. Then she turned to the shaman. “What should I do with Xandra? Her husband is wanted for arrest, but she had no part in what happened at the Saltspray Palace.”

“She goes with her husband,” Farsight answered. “A pity.”

Because you lusted after her young flesh? I fixed him a hard stare. The urge to snap his neck and—

No, control. I had pushed myself too hard the last few months, stretching myself.

“Drop the barrier,” Fredagest ordered, “and we'll take care of the strangers.”

The shaman nodded. “So long as you don't intrude on the sanctuary. It is a holy place the outsiders pollute.”

“We won't,” I promised. I stared at the cave. It had been a long time since I was last here.

~  *  ~

Faoril

The mighty wind struck the imps crowding on Thrak. I grit my teeth, fighting with the gust. It was a powerful blast, stronger than most storms. It was wind that could rip apart wooden buildings. And I had to keep it from touching Thrak. I had to control it, or he would be thrown with the imps.

Their foul, red bodies tumbled through the air, gibbering in shock. I cleared a path twenty feet wide through the horde of imps, hurling them towards the caldera. They flew over the edge and fell into the lava, their bodies broken by the forces I unleashed.

Thrak lay in the center of the cleared path of imps, his body bleeding and stained in seed. “Thrak,” I shouted, rushing to him. “You bastard.”

“Faoril,” he groaned, lifting up, his face covered in bloody scratches. More adorned his chest and arms. He bled from everywhere.

“I could have killed you.” I reached him and glared. “You could have been sent tumbling into the lava with them.”

“I knew you wouldn't. I knew you could control it.”

I blinked. I did control it. I had to be so careful, to let the wind swirl over his body and pick up only the imps. I doubt he felt even a slight breeze. It took so much control and skill. My years of training had prepared me to work such delicate magic.

“You bastard. I was fine. I didn't need you to risk your life.”

“You can berate me later,” he said. “We're about to be mobbed.”

The imps surged into the cleared path towards us, their cocks spurting jizz before them. I groaned and then sent magic into the basalt rocks. The ground shook as two long cracks split the earth on either side of us. I burned through the imp's cum fast. It wasn't good for working air or earth magic. The imps at the front screeched and tried to stop running, but those at the back pushed them in. Dozens fell into the rifts.

I slammed the rifts shut as I reached into my pocket and pulled out a vial of Thrak's preserved cum and downed it.

“Doesn't it feel amazing not to be afraid of who you are?” he asked as he swung his ax and brained an imp.

I picked up a dozen imps with wind and crushed their bodies together. I wasn't afraid. I was a mage. No, a warlock. The council would strip me of my rank, but they couldn't take my abilities away. I controlled my magic. It would not control me. I was my magic.

“It does,” I answered. “But I am still angry at you, Thrak.”

“I can live with that.”

I glanced at him as he cleaved through more imps. He lived with the fear of who he was. His rage. He could have embraced it while he lay beneath the imps. He would have burst free and murdered them all before coming after his friends. After me.

He lived with fear of who he really was.

There had to be a way to use my magic and give him back his control. He didn't have to be afraid. I would do that for him. My thoughts wanted to drift into magical theory to figure out how to do it. But now wasn't the time.

We had to deal with the imps. I ripped at the earth, forming dozens of small, sharp projectiles. I hurtled them into the horde of imps, cutting them down.

And more boiled out of the magma.

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

I fired my last arrow, taking an imp in the eye. Minx darted past me, dancing with her nimble grace, a pair of knives in her hand. She cut and slashed without fear. She laughed, matching the cadence of Chaun and Xandra's song.

I pulled out my hardwood knife. I gripped it in my hand and fought with her, dancing beside Minx and slashing with my knife. Her laugh was infectious. I joined her. The laughter bubbled out of me, rising with the surge of excitement while my knife slashed to the stirring beat of Chaun's lyre.

“Faoril's back in the fight,” Minx said. “Wow, she is killing them by the dozens.”

“Good,” I nodded. I felt so much pity for Faoril. Whatever happened in the Saltspray Palace had scarred the young woman. Now she strode beside bloody Thrak, her robes torn open, the imps' cum running down her thighs.

The filthy things had hit me a few times with their spunk, and Minx had taken a facial. It still dripped down her bronze cheeks and clung to her metallic-red hair. But she didn't care. She danced around them and left them bleeding and gibbering on the ground.

Angela and Sophia reached Faoril and Thrak. Angela's wooden, kite-shaped shield dripped with imp cum. Even Sophia's robes bore traces of their stains. Faoril's magic surged around the four as a violent wind, knocking back imps.

“Xandra,” I said, turning to the avian. She stood beside her husband, her five elementals dancing around them. “We're moving. Clear us a path.”

The shaman bit her lip and nodded. She was young but handled herself well thanks to Chaun's song. Two of her elementals sank into the ground. Then it shook and rumbled. Imps before her and Chaun fell to the ground, unable to stand on the shifting basalt. With squawks, the imps fled. She and Chaun rushed forward.

“Let's go,” I said to Minx as I raced after the two, leaping over a pair of imps.

She laughed and followed.

Faoril's wind parted to let us in then closed behind us. Angela nodded to me. “We're all still up.”

“How many are there?” Sophia panted, glancing at the dead imps being swarmed by the living. “More and more keep coming.”

“That's the problem,” Faoril said. “Cumming. They're jerking off into the lava and making more. An imp's masturbation can breed three new imps in a heartbeat if his seed falls in the magma. And, as we can see, imps have no refractory period and can cum with very little stimulation.”

“Matar's cock,” I groaned. “Then defeating them is hopeless.”

“Looks like it,” Angela nodded. “Faoril, how long can you keep them at bay?”

“I have plenty of cum. Three vials of Xera's and another eight of Thrak's. Hours.”

“We should just head for the sanctum, get the sword piece, and retreat,” I said.

Angela nodded. “Xera's right. The avians do not need us to cleanse the imps. Right?”

“No, our barrier keeps them out.” Xandra glanced at Faoril, her eyes a little wild. “D-do you have any vials of Chaun's cum?”

“No,” Faoril answered. “I never bothered collecting from him. Changeling cum isn't more useful than orc.”

“But you've...” The shaman swallowed and looked at her husband.

“Doesn't matter,” Angela said. “Let's go for the walkway. Faoril will keep them at bay.” She glanced at the mage. “I'm glad you're...feeling better.”

“Thanks to Thrak's stupidity.” Faoril glared at the orc. “I will keep them off of you, Angela. Let's get the piece of the High King's Sword.”

“Just like the prophecy said,” Xandra said. “The flaming woman promised the hero would come.”

“Flaming woman?” frowned Angela.

“She put the sword there and charged my ancestors to protect it.” Xandra clapped her hands. “And you're her. Chaun told me what the Lesbius Oracle proclaimed. You're the one we've been guarding it for. Go and claim your birthright, Angela.”

Faoril cleared a path for us to the walkway through the imps. It was artificial, built by shamans shaping the stone into a footbridge to the island at the center of the caldera. The magma boiled and bubbled below us, belching sulfur fumes. The heat whipped at us. The air grew hard to breathe, but we crossed nonetheless. A small shrine—erected in the same manner as the bridge and built out of the black, volcanic rock—awaited us.

Angela entered first. Everyone rushed after her while the imps pressed in at the edges of the protective wind. Sophia, Faoril, Xandra, Chaun, Minx, and Thrak entered. I went to follow when my ears twitched, shaking the four-leaf clover tucked behind my right ear.

I cast a look over my shoulder, frowning. I heard something over the gibbering imps, splattering cum, and howling wind. But the rising fumes were thick, choking off my vision. I bit my lip and studied where the obscured tunnel lay. Had someone ventured down it?

The avians?


Chapter Forty-Seven: Bounty Hunter Surprise

Lady Delilah

The imps ignored us, crowding the walkway that led to the shrine at the heart of the magma pool. I could only catch glimpses of it through the sulfur fumes. The magma bubbled and boiled, agitated like the imps.

Fredagest, crouching beside me at the entrance to the caldera, said, “Except for the elf, they all just entered the building. The elf's looking back here. I think she heard something.”

“She can't see us,” I answered. “The sulfur's too thick for elf eyes. But you can see her?”

“Goggles,” she answered. “The lenses are treated to see through thick smoke. I can also see in the dark and through about a foot of stone or an inch of metal.”

I blinked in surprise.

“Now the elf's inside. Good.” Fredagest pulled out a small, clay bomb from her bandoleer and hurled it to the right. It was a great throw. The bomb crashed into the wall about a hundred feet from us. A crimson smoke burst from it.

“What's that for?”

“Bait.”

The imps surged for the cloud. I caught a spicy whiff and a sudden heat surged through me. I groaned. My pussy grew wet, my nipples tingled, and my cock wanted to sprout. I glanced at the gnome, but Fredagest betrayed no signs of any arousal.

“Damiana. The imps have too much of Las in them. Even the smallest whiff will pull them to it and...” She pointed were a growing ball of imps fucking each other swelled. The footbridge to the sanctum was clear. “I'll ambush the party there. I want you to climb the walls, find a good spot, and support me. First thing, put an arrow in Thrak's neck then kill any who try to attack me.”

“We're not taking them alive?”

“The Doge doesn't care. Besides, there are five listed in the bounty. Easier to take back heads then live prisoners.”

“I did not know you were so callous.”

“With a king's ransom on the line, I can be as callous as I need to.” Then she pulled out a shimmering cloak made of a fine material. She threw it over her shoulders and vanished.

“Pater's cock,” I gasped.

“Pater's cock?” the gnome frowned. “You don't curse in Matar's name?”

“And disrespect our mother goddess?” I gasped, forgetting I was in the form of an elf. I had lived with humans too long. “What is that?”

“Cloak made from panthopus hide treated with ectoplasm.”

She crept away. I heard her but could not spot her at all. I followed her advice and climbed. She was brash and confident. Would Angela and her companions have the strength to overcome the bounty hunter? Would any die?

Would I be forced to intervene? What if I lost control and killed Angela? Then all would be ruined. I could not, would not, betray my husband's vision.

~  *  ~

Knight-Errant Angela

It was a length of silver, adamantium blade, both ends shattered. I picked it up, the remnants of its power vibrating the metal. I closed my eyes, my heart beating faster. Three pieces claimed. I already had the pommel, hilt, and crossguard. And now I had the middle third of the blade. Only two more pieces to go, and then I would face the dragon.

“We did it,” squealed Sophia.

“The imps are withdrawing,” Xera said, peering out the door. “They are going to the wall to the left of the entrance.”

“What?” Thrak rumbled.

“I heard something.” Xera's ears twitched, the four-leaf clover tucked behind her right ear glittered with specks of gold. “We're not alone.”

I put the piece of the sword into my pouch with the other pieces. It weighed on my hip. “Thrak, at my side with Faoril right behind us. Minx and Xera, then Chaun and Sophia. Xandra, you and your elementals will protect the rear.”

“Okay,” the young avian squeaked. “Chaun?”

He put his arm around her. “It'll be okay.”

She gave him a quick kiss and nodded her head, her face so pale. She was so much like Sophia at the start of our journey. And now Sophia stood with blood on her dagger, her face set, ready to help fight our way out.

“Saphique protect us, even the men,” Sophia prayed. “They are our allies.”

“Thanks for thinking of us,” rumbled Thrak.

I hefted my shield and drew my sword. “Ready, Thrak?”

He nodded his head.

I burst out of the sanctum, Thrak at my side, his ax gripped in his hands. He ignored the bleeding wounds covering his body. They did little to slow the big orc. My cut thigh throbbed, but Gewin's blessing girded my body. I would not fail.

~  *  ~

Warlock Faoril

I rushed right behind Thrak as I downed a vial of his cum. The magic swelled in me, ready to hold back a tide of imps and what other threats were out there. The bridge was long, two hundred feet, and the lava boiled on either side.

There was no railing. I hoped no one fell.

“Someone's breathing ahead,” Xera shouted behind me.

“Where?” Angela asked. “I only see the imps in the corner fucking.”

“Eww,” Sophia and Xandra said at the same time.

“Straight ahead. On the bridge. I...”

A hand appeared out of thin air throwing a clay bomb. I gaped in shock. Then my magic surged out. I caught the pot with my wind a foot from hitting Thrak. It was alchemical, like the ones that Minx used.

“Doesn't work if I catch it,” I chortled.

The pot detonated. I jumped in shock as a yellow-gold cloud burst from it and washed over me. I groaned and coughed. I sent out the air to pull the cloud away and...

Nothing happened.

“My elementals,” Xandra gasped behind me. “They just collapsed.”

A surge of panic shot through me as the yellow fog cleared. After spending the last few days terrified of my magic to discover I couldn't use it sent a wave of panic through me. I clutched my torn robes and tried again.

The power was in me but wouldn't surge out of my body.

“My dagger's not glowing,” Sophia said.

“I think it's an antimagic bomb,” Minx hissed as a gnome appeared, throwing off a shimmering cloth, two more bombs in her hand.

She hurtled them.

“Pater's cock,” Angela groaned. The walkway was narrow. There was nowhere to dodge.

One bomb hit at Angela and Thrak's feet, expanding into white-brown gunk that wrapped about their legs and then surged into mine, weighing them down, sticking us to the ground. The second bomb landed behind me, the foam grasping Sophia, Chaun, Xera, and Xandra, immobilizing them.

“Gewin's mighty cock,” snarled Thrak.

Minx landed on my back. I gasped as her hands seized my robes. Her small body scrambled onto my shoulders. I swayed, struggling to hold my balance, my feet locked in place. “What?”

“Sorry, Faoril,” the halfling rogue said as she gained my shoulders. She planted a boot on my head and jumped.

“Fire,” the gnome shouted as she pulled out another pair of bombs.

~  *  ~

Minx

I hurtled from Faoril and landed on Thrak's broad shoulders. The orc bellowed something. I didn't have time to care what he complained about. I ducked another bomb, and it burst behind me. I drew both my daggers and leaped off Thrak's shoulders, my heart beating with excitement.

“I like your style,” I grinned as I landed on the walkway ahead of the sticky gunk. She had used an acacia bomb. “How did you make the antimagic bomb explode?”

“Timed fuse,” the gnome answered, a sharp dagger hissing as she drew it.

“Nice. I need to find an alchemist that knows how to rig delayed fuses.”

I faced the gnome. She was my height, swathed in leathers, a bandoleer with more bombs draped over her chest. She peered through goggles with emerald lenses. I wondered what they did? “I like your goggles. I think I'll keep them.”

“You're the thief that broke into the Great Vault?” she asked as our knives crashed together, sparks flying.

“I am. Name's Minx.”

“Fredagest. There is quite the bounty on your head.”

“I hope so. It took a great deal of skill breaking into the Vault. I would hate for my work to not be appreciated.”

We traded blows, daggers clashing over and over as we danced around each other. My heart beat with excitement as I lunged and stabbed and parried. She was good, but she only had one dagger. I could attack with one and parry with the other, driving her back.

“Why doesn't she shoot?” Fredagest muttered.

“Have a partner?”

“And she's not upholding her end of the bargain. I suspect she wants the bounty all to herself.”

Through a gap of rising sulfur, I caught a glimpse of red hair and pointed ears peeking out from an alcove in the basalt wall above the tunnel. It was my partner, Adel. Smart of her to tag along with a bounty hunter to make sure Fredagest didn't interfere much.

“Such a shame. You need to find a more trustworthy crew.”

Our daggers clashed again. I lunged and slashed, throwing her back farther. The gnome did a nimble cartwheel back, her foot flashing at my face in the process. My bare feet slid on the bridge as I tried to backpedal.

She connected.

“Damn,” I muttered as I stumbled back. “You're acrobatic.”

“Yes, many scholars ignore their bodies, perfecting only their minds,” she answered as she came up in a crouch.

And threw a bomb at me.

I rolled my eyes and side-stepped it to the right and...

She didn't throw one bomb but two, knowing I would have to dodge right to avoid the first. The second hurtled right at me. I shifted my weight as I flicked my left wrist, throwing my knife. The blade flashed orange and crimson then hit the bomb.

It detonated in a mass of foam before me.

“Not bad,” I said offhandedly.

“Good throw,” she answered and jumped onto the foam, but her feet did not sink into it. Her boots raced across it.

“I want your boots, too,” I said, growing greedy. “You are full of tricks.”

“Thanks,” she grinned and pulled another bomb.

She threw it.

I leaped back, the bomb aimed at my feet. I should be able to escape the foam. I threw a quick look over my shoulder in midair. I had room to maneuver before I reached the rest of the party. Thrak heaved at the foam, his muscles straining as he tried to rip himself free.

The bomb hit, but it wasn't foam that burst from the shards of pottery. A cloud of red smoke exploded and engulfed me. I breathed it in and...

Lust hit me.

My pussy went wet. My nipples ached. I landed and groaned, my head swimming. I was so hot. I had to be fucked. I dropped my knife. It clattered on the walkway as my hands shot down to the laces of my britches. I pulled, undoing them, and shoved down my britches.

“Someone fuck me,” I moaned.

Fredagest landed in the smoke. A part of my mind asked, why isn't she overcome with damiana-induced lust?

The rest of me didn't care. She was a gnome. A hermaphrodite. I loved hermaphrodites. “Fuck me. Let me suck your cock and then feel it shoot cum into me.”

Fredagest laughed. “It's a tempting offer.” She seized my metallic-red hair as I furiously masturbated, reaming four fingers right into my cunt, stretching it out while my thumbs rubbed at my clit. “But you're so much more valuable to me dead.”

The tip of her knife stabbed at my throat.

Thrak roared. Fredagest flinched. A shadow loomed over me. A hand shot down and snagged the gnome's wrist. There was a snapping crack of bone breaking. The knife fell to the ground before it reached my throat.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned, not caring. My fingers felt amazing in my cunt.

“Shoot, Adeliatholaria!” screamed Fredagest.

Then Thrak snapped her neck.

~  *  ~

Knight-Errant Angela

I kicked away the crumbling foam from my legs. When Thrak ripped free, he destroyed enough to allow me to hack at the substance and free myself. I pulled my boots free and marched down the walkway, staring at the dead gnome Thrak had set gently on the bridge.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Minx moaned, masturbating furiously at my feet. She had four fingers stretching her little pussy wide open. “Come fuck me, Xera. I'll make your cock sprout and you can pound my cunt.”

“What's wrong with you?” I asked.

“Damiana,” gasped the halfling. “It'll wear off...in a while...”

I could smell the lingering, spicy aroma. My nipples tingled and my pussy itched. I ignored it and stepped over the halfling to Thrak. He pulled open the dead gnome's pouches. They were filled with all manner of alchemical devices along with a piece of folded parchment. Thrak handed it to me as he kept rummaging through her belongings.

I unfurled it and paled as I read:

The bearer of this letter is a duly authorized representative of the court of Doge Aurelius, ruler of the Free City of Raratha. The bearer is engaged in the pursuit of most honorable justice by bringing the following miscreants, dead or alive, back to Raratha to face justice. I implore all who read this missive to give what aid and succor you can afford and know that you have earned friendship with the noble Doge.

The following persons have committed theft, assault on the person of the Doge, and inflicted grievous harm upon his servants: Knight-Errant Angela ev'Xarin, a redheaded warrior, tall in stature, fair of skin, and blue of eyes, armed and armored in the typical fashion of a Knight of Deute; Acolyte Sophia ev'Tith, a youthful priestess of Saphique, brown of hair, green of eyes, and merry of expression; Journeyman Mage Faoril Lesibourne, a woman short in stature, brown of hair, and serious of eyes; Chaun, a changeling bard trained by the College of Az, carrying a lyre of unsurpassed craftsmanship inlaid with gold filigree; an unnamed elf, tall in stature and green of hair; and an unnamed halfling, metallic-red of hair and nimble in stature.

A reward of 5000 gold dupondius for each returned alive or dead, with an additional bounty of 10,000 dupondius for the return of the Doge's stolen property, the broken pommel stone of the High King's sword, made of gold surmounted with a ruby.

May the Goddess Iustia bless the bearer and bring justice upon these foul miscreants.

“5000 gold dupondius,” I gasped, my eyes widened. “She's a bounty hunter.”

Thrak glanced at the parchment, his face darkening. “And she won't be the last.”


Chapter Forty-Eight: Delightful News

King Edward IV – Shesax, The Kingdom of Secare

I watched my son, Prince Henry, sleep in his cradle, my wife at my side. The future king of Secare. But only if Angela died. My stomach twisted. I hadn't heard from Lady Delilah in two months. Was Angela alive or dead? Had the changeling killed her like Lady Delilah promised?

A loud rap echoed on the door. “Enter,” I called without looking up from my infant son.

The door to the royal nursery opened and John, my chamberlain, walked in. The old man walked in, back bowed, his robes draped off his frail frame. Despite that, he moved with quick steps and reached my side swiftly.

“Your Majesty, an emissary on a pegasus has arrived from the Doge of Raratha with a message for your eyes.”

“Raratha?” I frowned. “Is this some trade dispute?”

“I know not, your majesty.” John pulled out the letter, sealed with gold wax and bearing the olive tree of Raratha.

I took the letter. My wife gave me a curious look. She was a blonde, pale beauty, a Zeutchian princess. Her large breasts rose in her low-cut bodice as she peered at the letter. I broke the wax seal and unfolded the missive.

Anger surged through me. Angela was alive.

“Robbed and assaulted the Doge of Raratha,” my wife purred, reading over my shoulder. “This is wonderful news.”

“How?” I demanded. “The changeling is wanted along with her. Lady Delilah's assassin has had two months to kill her and failed.”

“But don't you see? She's committed high crimes. When Lord-Commander William learns of this, he will have to attaint her, strip her from the Knights Deute, and all three orders of knights will be duty-bound to bring her to Raratha in chains for justice to be served.

“She will be hunted by everyone.”

A grin spread across my lips. “You are right as always, my Queen.”

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for The Shaman's Passion!
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Glossary

Gods

Pater: Father of the Gods, married to Slata. Through her, the dual-sexed races were born. Through his numerous affairs, he has birthed many gods, demigods, and heroes of renown, including the long dead High King Peter.

Matar: First goddess and former wife of Pater. She created her own cock and impregnated herself, birthing the five hermaphroditic races.

Slata: Mother of the Gods, married to Pater. Mother of many of the gods, demigods, and the dual-sexed races.

Saphique: The Virgin Goddess, patron of maidens and lesbians.

Seljan: The God of Commerce.

Rithi: The Goddess of Art.

Krab: The God of Craftsmen.

Biaute: The Goddess of Beauty.

Dauthaz: The God of Death.

Cernere: The Goddess of Thief.

Cnawen: The God of Knowledge.

Firmare: The Goddess of Farm.

Luben: The God of Love.

Iustia: The Goddess of Justice.

Las: The God of Lust, father of many monsters and the single-sexed races.

Lagu: The Goddess of Law.

Gewin: The God of War.

Illth: The Goddess of Illness.

Throwia: The Goddess of Suffering.

Henta: The Goddess of Hunting.

Vedr: The Goddess of Weather

Miscellaneous

The Altar of Souls: An ancient artifact believed to be used by the God Krab to forge powerful artifacts, including the High King's own sword.

Angels: A race of demigoddess born of Pater and his wife Slata. They serve the two gods as their messengers, wearing chastity belts to protect their virtue. Only at their mother's command can they remove their chastity belt and have sex. They have white wings and beatific visages.

Avian: A dual-sex race of humanoids with delicate bones capable of transforming into birds. They live in the islands of the Nimborgoth, especially The Isle of the Birds. They have cultivated the art of shamanism.

Basilisk: A monstrous race created by the Biomancer Vebrin that are lizard-like but with the beak and comb of a rooster. Their yellow eyes cause petrification and their bites are venomous.

Barguest: A race of monsters that superficially resembled dogs. They have no fur but midnight-black skin, razor sharp teeth, longer snouts, and yellow eyes. They can change into a human appearance, but they still have the black skin. Created by a fairy queen that cursed a human forming the first barguest.

Biomancer: A mage who is well versed in life magic. A line of research outlawed by the Magery Council. Biomancer Vebrin is the most famous, responsible for creating many monsters.

Biomancer Vebrin: The most infamous warlock in the world. He died centuries before High King Peter. Through his magic, based out of his labs at Drakin Castle in the Haunted Forest, he created many of the monsters which plague the world. He died under mysterious circumstances.

Centaur: Once a single-sex, all-male race of half-man/half-horse humanoids. They were able to successfully breed with human females to the point that their children are either male centaurs or female humans.

Changeling: A single-sexed, all male race that can only reproduce with married duel-sexed females. They can assume any shape and have the unique ability to take the form of the man any woman loves, including certain memories and mannerism to make the impersonation flawlessly. They seduce women in the form of their husbands and it isn't until the son that resulted from the union hits puberty and turns into his changeling form that this is ever discovered. In their natural form, they superficially resemble elves but with midnight-black skin and white hair.

Coautl: Intelligent, feathered serpent monsters that dwell in the jungle. They can discharge lightning to stun their prey. They were thought to be created by avian shamans.

Dominari: The last living dragon. Five hundred years ago she attacked Eastern Zeutch, destroyed three cities, and created the Desolation, a huge swath of land before the Despeir Mountains left barren by her attack.

Dragon: A hermaphroditic race birthed by Matar and associated by fire. Because this race had few members, the concentration of their Goddess Mother's powers allowed them to shapechange into beasts of incredible size capable of breathing fire and flying. They can control when they have their cocks. Dominari is believed to be the last dragon living and the most dangerous of her race. The rest were exterminated by heroes, knights, and High King Peter.

Dryad: A single-sex race bonded with their tree. Usually friendly to passersby.

Dwarves: A dual-sex race of humanoids that live underground. They have seven males born for every female. Their women have incredible sex drives, while their men have hardly any. A female dwarf will have up to seven husbands to satisfy her desires and is kept secluded to keep them from frolicking with other races.

Efreet: A demigod race born of Seljan and Vedr. They can only reproduce with jinn, often keeping them as sex slave. They have innate fire magic.

Elves: A hermaphroditic race of humanoids birthed by Matar, associated with the element of life. They are tall and graceful and only have their cocks three days a month when the go into heat.

Elemental: Animated forces of nature created by a shaman.

The Empire of Shizhuth: A large empire to the east separated from the western nations by the Despeir Mountains. This land is ruled over by the nagas. Shizhuthian humans are characteirzed by dusky skin and dark hair.

Erinyes: Three demigoddesses birthed of Las and Slata. They represent their mother's anger at being tricked by Las into having sex and punish their mother's enemies. They cannot be killed, but if their quarry makes them cum, they will abandon their mission to kill them.

Faerie: A race of demigods birthed of Las and Cernere. They have great command over spirits, using them to create powerful magical effects. They created their own world, another dimension, that they live in. They have butterfly-like wings and colorful hair.

The Fallen Kingdom of Modan: A mighty dwarven nation underneath the Lesh-Ke Mountains that collapsed 200 years ago.

The Federation of Deoraciynae: The nation of elves living in the Deorc Forest. Deoraciynaen Elves are characterized by green-tinted skin and green hair.

The Federation of Larg: A loose group of orc tribes living in the tundras north of Secare and Zeutch. Largian orcs are characterized by swarthy skin and woolly, black hair.

Ghoul: A human twisted into a murderous, cannibal killer through life magic. Perfected by the Warlocks of Chevsa.

Giganraneae: A single-sex, all female race of intelligent spiders that breed by implanting eggs in women's wombs.

Gnome: A hermaphroditic race of humanoids birthed by Matar and associated with the element of earth. They stand half the height of humans and live underground. They have their cocks for all but three days of a month when they are fertile.

Gorgon: A monstrous race birthed in the Biomancer Verthan's labs. They appear as beautiful women that can transform into serpents. When a man cums within them, he is turned to stone.

Halfling: A race of dual-sex humanoids that stand half the height of a human characterized by bronze skin and metallic hair. They are fame sailors and Nimborgoth. They have seven females born for every male, and their horny males keep harems of wives, capable of satisfying all of them.

High King Peter: The demigod son of Pater and a human woman. Gifted a powerful sword capable of slaying a dragon by his divine father, High King Peter conquered most of the western world and founded an empire. With the aid of his two wives, Queen Aria and Queen Rose, he ruled for decades. But the Goddess Slata, jealous of all her husband's bastards, cursed him, ensuring all his sons died. Only his daughter, Lily, survived but she and her descendants would only have daughters so none of his blood could ever rule again. After his death, his sword was shattered into five pieces and hidden throughout the world.

The High Kingdom of Hamilten: Founded a thousand years ago by Peter, the demigod son of the God Pater. He united the western kingdoms around the Nimborgoth into a unified which sadly did not survive his death thanks to the Goddess Slata's meddling.

Human: A dual-sexed race that dominates much of the world.

Imps: An all-male, single-sex race of red, gnarled humanoids that are almost always masturbating. They reproduce by ejaculating into lava and thus breed like vermin around volcanoes.

Jinn: An all-female race of demigoddesses born from Seljan and Vedr. They can only reproduce with efreet, and enjoy being dominated, often ending up in the harems of efreet as sex slaves. They have innate illusory powers and can be chained into extra-dimensional spaces contained in lamps or bottles.

Karabasan: A male spirit that possesses women and slowly turns them into a man.

The Kingdom of Althos: An island kingdom to the west of the Kingdom of Secare. One of the countries birthed out of the collapse of the High Kingdom of Hamilten when the great High King Peter died without any living heir. Althosians are characterized by pale skin with a reddish hue and gold to silver hair.

The Kingdom of Haz: One of the countries birthed out of the collapse of the High Kingdom of Hamilten when the great High King Peter died without any living heir. Hazians are characterized by light-brown skin and dark hair.

The Kingdom of Secare: One of the countries birthed out of the High Kingdom of Hamilten when the great High King Peter died without any living air. Secarens are characterized by pale skin and brown to black hair.

The Kingdom of Thlin: One of the countries birthed out of the collapse of the High Kingdom of Hamilten when the great High King Peter died without any living heir. A kingdom marked by many islands and a strong tradition of fishing. Thlinians are characterized by reddish skin and light-blond hair.

The Kingdom of Valya: One of the countries birthed out of the collapse of the High Kingdom of Hamilten when the great High King Peter died without any living heir. Valyans are characterized by bluish skin with red to black hair.

Kobold: An offshoot of the Goblin race who live above ground, common in the Lesh-Ke Mountains.

Lamia: A single-sex, all female race of petite humans with cat-like features including triangular ears, slitted eyes, and a swishing tail. They are playful and prefer going around naked. Many are enslaved by the nagas of the Empire of Shizhuth.

Lemure: A type of spirit that look shadowy and gangly.

The League of Seven: An economic alliance between the seven great city-states of the Nimborgoth consisting of the three human cities (Grahata, Hargone, and Raratha), the three halfling cities (Anolucia, Baraconia, and Thaville), and the nixie city (Orcona)

Mage: A practitioner of magic trained to control the five elements. They use a medium, typically sexual fluids, to power their magic. The term mage has become associated specifically with the practitioners trained and associated with the Magery Council of Thosi.

The Magery of Thosi: One of the countries birthed out of the collapse of the High Kingdom of Hamilten when the great High King Peter died without any living heir. Unlike the others, it is ruled by the Magery Council of the Collegiate Tower instead of a hereditary monarchy. Thosian humans have pale skin and light-brown to dark-brown hair.

Mermaid: A race of single-sex females birthed when Las's cum splattered the seas. They form triune marriages with local fisthermen and their fisherwives. Found in most costal regions.

The Minotaur: A demigod born of Gewin and Cernere. A brutal warrior and ugly monster imprisoned in the Labyrinth by his mother.

The Mirage Gardens: A mythical place of riches ruled by a cruel efreet. It's location is never in the same place, always moving around the Hargone Desert.

Naga: A single-sex, all-female race that possess the lower bodies of a serpent. They mate with humans to produce daughters. The nagas of Shizhuth have founded a dark empire. They are capable of shadowmancing and teaching it to their human favorites.

Nixie: A hermaphroditic race born from Matar and embodying the element of water. They are always hermaphroditic with blue skin and blue to seagreen hair.

Ooze: An asexual blob that are jelly-like and ooze around. They ingest sexual fluids of other creatures to aide their reproduction, which is accomplished by splitting in half. They are harmless scavengers. Some varieties can mimic people but behave oddly.

Oracle: A collection of demigoddesses daughters born of Cnawen and Rithi, each appearing as a young maiden. They are capable of giving prophecy to those they have sex with. The most famous are the Oracle Sekar, the Oracle of the Sands, the Oracle of Whispers, and the Oracle of Lesbius.

Orc: A dual-sexed race that stand taller and are stronger than humans with a brutish appearance.

Paladin: A warrior dedicated to a god and gifted prayers of a martial nature.

Panthopuss: One of the Biomancer Vebrin's creations

The Princedoms of Zeutch: One of the countries birthed out of the collapse of the High Kingdom of Hamilten when the great High King Peter died without any living heir. An alliance of smaller princedoms that elect an emperor to rule over their country under the advisement of the individual princes. Zeutchian humans are characterized by pale skin and blonde hair.

The Queendom of Naith: A country ruled over by the bloodthirsty rakshasas. Naithian humans are characterized by dark-brown skin with brown to black hair.

Rakshasa: A single-sex, all-female race of shapeshifters capable of changing their heads into tigers. They are a cruel race and solitary save for those who founded the Queendom of Naith.

Rothin Forest: A large forest that dominates the heart of the Kingdom of Althos. Home to the largest colony of unicorns.

Shaman: A practitioner of magic that manipulates the five elements through fetishes and totems.

Siren: A single-sex, all-female race that lures duel-sex males into the ocean with their bewitching song, mating with them and drowning them at the same time.

Soulborn Witch: A type of witch born to the Tuathan.

Triad: A unique practice of the Tuathan. Any witch born is believed destined to protect the Lesh-Ke Mountains by marrying a Paladin of Gewin along with her soul-sister, another Tuathan girl born at the exact moment as the witch to a different mother. The two girls are considered “bonded,” destined to aide and love each other.

The Tuathan: A race of humans who traditionally dwell in the Lesh-Ke Mountains, typified by fair skin and red hair of varying shades. Rare women born to their tribe are witches.

Unicorn: A single-sexed race birthed by the God Las's indiscriminate masturbation. Unicorns are females capable of shifting between human and their unicorn form. As unicorns, they are hermaphroditic, sprouting cocks. They cannot abide most sentient races except young, virgin girls, attracted to their purity. Most live in the Rothin Forest

Warg: An engineered creature crated by kobold shamans, merging a kobold warrior with a wolf, creating a dangerous and intelligent monster.

Warlock: A term applied to a mage, often one performing evil or not affiliated with the Magery Council.

Warlocks of Chevsa: A cabal of mages who occupied the island of Chevsa in Noliana Bay. Famed for the creation of Ghuls.

Werewolf: A single-sex, all female race of shapeshifters who can turn into wolfish beasts. They capture men for breeding purposes, using them until the men die of exhaustion. Many packs prowl the Haunted Forest.

Witch: A natural-born practitioner of magic who can control the spirits that inhabit the world.

Wyvern: A natural race of flying monsters with bat-like wings and two cocks.


Sneak Preview of “The Triad and the Innocent Maidens”

A low growl caught my attention. I spun about just as a warg slammed into me. My knife went flying as I landed on the ground. The huge beast's paws pinned my shoulders to the ground. His blood-red eyes stared into mine. They burned with lust. Shamanistic magic had transformed a kobold into the wolf-like monster. This monster had intelligence and desires.

“You want me, big boy,” I purred, writhing beneath him. I had heard stories among the bolder Tuathan women about the prowess of a warg's cock.

The warg's dick was hard, shiny, and red. It throbbed between his legs. My pussy grew hotter. I wanted to feel that cock inside me. The warg's hot, rough tongue licked across my face, dipping into my mouth. I kissed the monster, my body burning with lust.

“Mmm, yes. Take me,” I purred, stroking the yellow fur of his muzzle. “I'm hot and ripe.”

The warg's snout moved lower, wet, black nose brushing my flesh. His tongue licked out, sliding across my hard nipples. I bucked as the hot pleasure shot down between my thighs. My nipple tingled beneath the tongue. It was rough, like coarse wool, and electrified my body. My pussy was drenched.

“You just want to devour me,” I groaned as he licked at my nipples. I stroked his fur up to his long, pointed ears. The warg growled when I stroked his ears, his furry tail wagging. The monster liked that.

The beast's tongue licked lower, caressing across my stomach. I groaned, my pussy clenching. I couldn't wait for that wonderful tongue to lick and nuzzle at my flesh. My skin felt alive everywhere the warg licked me.

If you want to read more, click here for The Triad and the Innocent Maidens!
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Taken by the Viking

Taming the Dark Elf
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Reed James is a thirty year-old guy living in Tacoma, WA. “I love to write, I find it freeing to immerse myself in a world and tell its stories and then share them with others.” He's been writing naughty stories since high school, furiously polishing his craft, and finally feels ready to share his fantasies with the world.

“I love writing about women who want to be a little (or a lot) naughty, people expressing their love for each other as physically and kinkily as possible, and women loving other women. Whether it's a virgin experiencing her/his first time or a long-term couple exploring the bounds of their relationships, it will be a hot, erotic story!”
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