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Naughty Excerpt from “The Shaman's Passion”

And now I had my last shock. I knew we were sharing rooms with Thrak and Faoril, but I did not expect them to be so open about their sex. There was no screen to give them privacy like there would be in the aerie. I had grown up with the sounds of sex, but not the sight.

“That's it, little mage,” growled Thrak. “Work that mouth up and down my cock. Mmm, yes. You're hungry for my cum, slut.”

Slut.

The words shivered through me. Chaun liked to call me such wicked, wanton words. And I enjoyed the feelings they sent through me. But to hear another woman be called that name while she sucked on a fat cock was too much. I shouldn't be here.

Chaun pressed behind me. His codpiece rubbing on my ass while his arms encircled me. He nuzzled into my ear, brushing aside my sky-blue hair. I trembled, licking my lips as he nibbled on my lobe.

“Do you like his cock?”

“What?” I gasped at my husband's words.

“You're staring so hard.”

I shook my head, breaking my gaze away. “I only like your cock, my mate.”

It should be true. He was my mate. He was the only man for me. What I did with Sophia the day before yesterday was shameful, even if it pleased Chaun. I shouldn't have done it. Yes, she was a woman, but it was so close to breaking my marriage vows.

And those were sacred, sworn to the God Luben during my dance.

“Are you eager for my cock?” he asked, his hand sliding down my belly to my skirt. His fingers toyed with the waistband. He dipped one in, brushing my pubic hair.

“Now?” I glanced at Thrak and Faoril. The mage had her mouth opened wide, swallowing his shaft as she stroked him. How could she do that? He was so thick she could barely fit him in her mouth. Despite that, she moaned as she sucked. “They'll see us.”

“So?”

His hand pressed deeper, his fingers sliding through my curly pubic hair, crossing my pudenda, and reaching the top of my pussy. He brushed my hard clit. I gasped and trembled in his embrace. There was no hiding my arousal from the sight of Thrak's cock.

I was a terrible wife.

“Doesn't that excite you, Xandra? Doesn't it make you wet they'll get to see you and you'll get to see them?” He nibbled on my ear again, his finger stroking my clit. Such wicked, naughty delight shuddered through me.

“Chaun,” I protested, but his finger felt amazing on my clit. The flutters rippled through me. I bit my lip, fighting my moan as he rubbed harder. I tried not to look, but I couldn't stop myself. Faoril's silver nose piercing flashed in the room's flickering candlelight as she blew the orc.

Then my gaze followed the sweep of her pale, naked shoulders. I caught the profile of a round breast topped by a hard, pink nipple. I licked my lips, remembering sucking on Sophia's nipple. And then we had licked each other's pussies.

What would Faoril taste like...?

No.

“Chaun,” I groaned, squirming in his arms. I looked over my shoulder at my husband, breaking my gaze from Thrak and Faoril. “I...I...”

He kissed me. His wonderful lips were on me. I trembled in his arms. I loved him so much. My race was like that. Avians mated for life. We were not like other species. We didn't fall in love and then pursue our desires. We fell in love with the mate who took our virginity. A sacred bond that should never be trespassed.

So why was I full of wicked lusts for the other members of my group? Why couldn't all my desires be for Chaun alone?

To find out what happens next, read on! If you missed out on The Thief's Passion (The Knight and the Acolyte Book 3)!
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Prologue: Justice's Pursuit

King Edward IV – Shesax, The Kingdom of Secare

A pleased smile spread across my lips. For once, things moved swiftly upon my command. Word had arrived that not only had Knight-Errant Angela been accused of high crimes by the Doge of Raratha, but so had Acolyte Sophia ev'Tith, servant of Saphique and daughter of the contemptible Duchess of Tith. Agnes, the High Abbess of Slata, was eager to disgrace her church's rival. With her support, Lord-Commander William had no choice but accept the charges levied against Angela.

She was undone. She would never fulfill the Sekar Oracle's prophecy and steal my throne. My newborn son would follow me as king.

My wife, Queen Lavinia, sipped her goblet of wine, a smile playing on her lips. Her blonde hair spilled about the red brocade of her dress. Her figure had recovered from pregnancy, curvy hips and ample bosom combined with a flat stomach. Radiant.

“It is a pity Lady Delilah's plan has so spectacularly failed,” she purred.

“I never trusted this changeling she hired to assassinate Angela,” I noted. I glanced at the doors, waiting for a squire to inform us the Knights Deute were assembled to hear Angela's villainy. The last time I had been in the fortress was to knight Angela. I had so wanted to cut her head off and see her dead.

But politics interfered. The Knights Deute had too much power to be so affronted. So I had to be subtle, relying on Lady Delilah's plans or hiring deadly warlocks.

My eyes bored into the wooden door. “Changelings are slaves to their cocks.”

“Aren't all men?” laughed my wife.

I smiled. “But changelings are birthed of Las, so he could not resist Angela's charms. They are ample.”

“Do you want her dead, or do you want to bed her?” Heat simmered in his wife's voice.

“Dead. Let the crows enjoy her body.”

The smile grew on Lavinia's lips as she walked to me, her ample bosom jiggling in the square cut of her bodice, her nipples dimpling the front of her dress. She hooked her arm through mine, her perfume filling my nose. “Good.”

Thoughts of bending my wife over the table, hiking her skirt, and ravishing her hard surged through my mind. She would gasp and moan, her supple pussy gripping my cock. Lavinia had a cunt fit for a king.

Prime, Zeutchian cunt.

And then the quick rap on the door and a young squire entered, her hair cut short, her face fresh. She stood, back straight, though her lower lip trembled. “Your Majesty, the Knights Deute have assembled and await at your pleasure.”

I nodded. She was quite the morsel. Lavinia's hips shifted, a low purr rising from her throat. My wife agreed. The squire was delectable. But the knights awaited along with High Abbess Agnes. It was time to end the threat to my throne. No more skulking. No more relying on dubious warlocks or unreliable changelings. No more hoping that Lady Delilah's plan would succeed.

Angela would never reach the dragon Dominari.

“Shall we?” I asked my wife.

“Yes.” Her eyes flicked to the squire. “Remain here, girl, to attend us after the audience.”

“Yes, your Majesty.”

As we strode out, my wife said with a breathless whisper, “You'll enjoy her.”

The assembled Knights Deute saluted when we stepped into the large hall, their armor clanking. The men wore their full plate, the women in their half-plate, each in a surcoat with their family's coat-of-arms upon them. We strode down the central aisle, and I favored the knights with regal nods. At the front stood Knight-Commander William beside the High Abbess, who looked in her early twenties despite approaching her sixties—the magics of Slata preserving the temple-prostitute's appearance.

“Your Majesty,” saluted the Knight-Commander, his weathered face grave.

Behind the Knight-Commander, a pair of ornate chairs had been set on a hastily raised dais. They were at odds with the austere and practical construction of the fortress. Heavy buttresses lined the long walls, no tapestries or other finery to hide the bluntness of the architecture.

I hated it.

I held my wife's hand as she sat daintily upon her seat before I sat down. That was the extent of our participation. We were here for ceremony and to lend the weight of the Secaren throne upon the proceedings. Most of being a king was filled with such trivialities—actions taken for the sake of appearance.

“My brothers and sisters,” the Knight-Commander orated, his voice booming through the hall, “one of our number has proved herself to be a villain and befouled the proud name of our order. Knight-Errant Angela ev'Xarin has committed high crimes against the person and property of Aurelius, Doge of the Free-City of Raratha.”

The knights maintained their discipline and made not a sound, but I could see their posture shift, their faces tighten. Anger simmered. Angela had besmirched their collective honor, and they would see it rectified.

Angela could not escape their retribution.

“To reclaim our order's honor, we must deliver justice. From this moment forward, Knight-Errant Angela ev'Tith is attainted. Her name shall be stricken from our rolls. The villain and her companions shall be returned to the Free City of Raratha. To aid our order in restoring our honor, High Abbess Agnes shall provide six priestesses to join our company.

“Now who shall lead our justice?”

A knight stepped forward, his armor clinking, his face set. A handsome man, flowing, brown locks spilling about his shiny pauldrons. He stopped before the Knight-Commander and knelt. “I beg your leave in hunting down the villainous Angela to restore our order's honor and my own.”

The Knight-Commander nodded. “Sir Kevin shall lead our justice. He needs five brothers or sisters to aid him.”

I smiled as Kevin rose. Five more knights, two male and three female stepped out of the crowd and joined him. Six knights, all skilled fighters, aided by six priestesses of Slata wielding divine magics. They would hunt Angela down and the Doge of Raratha would see to her execution.

I reached out and took my wife's hand. She favored me a smile. I had secured our son's future.

~  *  ~

Yowlia, Lamia Slave – The Elpa Estuary, The Free City of Hargone

I gripped the railing of the sluggish sloop named the Mermaid's Embrace. The merchant ship entered the mile-wide mouth of the River Elpa, my eyes darting at the eastern bank where the rich of Hargone dwelt in ornate mansions, surrounded by palm trees and monuments of limestone and granite, proof of their wealth. The western bank was the opposite, mud-brick tenements crowded together, the streets narrow, the homes of the poor. My tail swished back and forth as I kneaded the wood railing, a purr rising in my throat as I stared at the sights.

I always loved Hargone. The bright sun reflecting off the blue of the river, the green of the plants, the white of the buildings, and the yellow of the desert sands kept back by the fertility of the Elpa. My ears twitched with my excitement at being back in Hargone.

A hand seized my tail. The chain attached to my iron slave collar rattled. My natural instincts as a lamia was to hiss and pull my tail away. It was discomforting to have my tail held. My tail gave me balance and expressed my moods. It often had a life of its own, so to feel it constrained meant my freedom was constrained.

But the trainers of Shizhuth beat that out of me.

I trembled, recognizing the touch of my master. His fingers stroked the tawny hair. The sensation rippled up my tail to my pussy. Another way I had been trained. The touch of my master always excited my cunt. My juices flowed and beaded my shaved lips. My ears twitched as he moved up behind me.

“Always curious,” he said in Shizhuthian. It was doubtful any of the sailors knew the language of the Empire. Despite my master's crimes, he still wore the topknot of a Shizhuthian Warleader. I was his reward for leal service to the naga rulers of the Empire.

I preferred serving him than my naga mistress. His cruelty excited, not harmed, me. Farson had won my loyalty and heart for his crimes. He did not need the collar to keep me at his side. But I was glad he kept it on me. I liked everyone knowing he owned me.

His hand stroked up my tail. He pressed behind me and leaned over, his lips brushing my ear. It twitched as he whispered, “They never could beat your curiosity out of you.”

“No, Master,” I breathed, pressing my ass back and feeling his cock bulge his leathers. He did not wear his black armor on the ship. I purred as I rubbed my wet pussy into his crotch, grinding on him. The more he stroked my tail the hotter my poor cunt became. “I made a poor slave.”

He licked my ear. A shudder ran through my body.

We had sailed from Raratha two days ago when Farson discovered Angela's goal. The High King's sword was a revered treasure to the humans on this side of the Despeir Mountains, but to the Empire, it was unknown. After he took the bounty on the knight, Farson investigated why a Knight Deute would want the Doge's treasure, and we uncovered the legend.

She would be on the Island of Birds right now, scaling Mount Peritito. After she finished, she would come to Hargone to find the Mirage Gardens of the efreet Riad. Out in the Halanian desert, legend had it, the Gardens could be found, appearing out of the haze dancing on the horizon if an offering of nubile flesh was made.

So we would be here to wait for her and strike at the most opportune time.

Master's free hand rested on my hip. Then he stroked up my side to my round breast. He cupped it. His palm, calloused from his sword, rubbed my nipple. My purr increased. I felt his ardor rising for me.

My hand reached behind me. I felt around for the lacings of his pants. His hands squeezed my breast and stroked my tail. I yowled in delight, the pleasure surging through me as my nimble fingers untied his lacings. I reached in and found his cock. I stroked his throbbing shaft and brought it to my dripping cunt.

“Wrong hole, slave.”

My asshole clenched. “Yes, Master.”

No lube or grease coated his dick, not even my copious juices. He would hurt me and love it. I drew his dick up through the crack of my asshole. I shuddered as his thick tip rested against my sphincter.

“Fuck my ass, Master,” I moaned, knowing the words would please him as much as my screams of pain.

Master thrust.

I yowled as the agony burned through my ass. He drove his cock all the way into my unlubed bowels. My body shuddered as the pain spread through me. My back arched and my claws dug into the ship's railing.

“It hurts,” I whimpered, my pussy clenching. Despite the pain, pleasure built in my core. “Please, please, pull out of my ass, Master.”

I didn't want him to pull out. His strokes were hard, fast, brutal. My tail tried to rip out of his hand, but he held it in his strong grip. My ears twitched and my mouth opened wide as I yowled in pain again. And yet my juices dripped down my thighs. My hips moved, bucking back into his thrusts.

“You're hurting me, Master.”

“So?” he grunted. “You're my slave. I can hurt you if I want. And you just have to take it.”

His balls smacked into my taint. My bowels clenched on his dick. I shuddered, the pain increasing along with the excitement in my pussy. My hips moved faster, fucking him back. I embraced the pain. I let it fill me as the tears spilled down my cheeks.

“Yes, Master. You can...hurt me,” I moaned. “The Empress's fangs, it hurts. So badly, Master.”

His hand squeezed my breast. His lips kissed at my neck. I arched it, my ears twitching as he sucked and bit. His fingers found my nipple, rolling it. I shuddered as the pleasure met the pain. They mixed together, flowing from one to the other.

It was so hard to tell where agony ended and rapture began. They were mixed up in my mind, both sending wonderful rapture flooding through my thoughts. The louder I moaned my agony, the more I loved it. The more I pressed back into his thrusts and savored his cock fucking my ass. I loved it so much.

I loved him.

“Beg for my cum, slave,” he growled. “Beg for me to erupt into your ass.”

A shudder ran through me. My climax swelled. Paingasms were the strongest. They always sent me crashing into wonderful ecstasy. The tip of my tail swished back and forth as he held me in his strong grip. His dick slammed into my ass, each stroke agony and rapture.

“Cum in my ass, Master,” I yowled. My tongue licked out, gathering my salty tears. “Dump your cum in my hole. I'm your slave, Master. Your cum-dump. I live to satiate your lusts. You can hurt me and fuck me and do what you wish to me.”

His fingers pinched my nipple, his nails digging into the sensitive nub. More agony. More rapture.

I came.

My asshole spasmed about his thick cock. The pleasure rushed through my body. Intense feelings tumbled through my mind. I squeezed my eyes shut and yowled my bliss as my juices poured down my thighs. He thrust faster and faster, grunting into my ear as I pleasured his cock.

“That's it, embrace the pain. It's my gift to you.”

“Thank you, Master,” I groaned as my orgasm wracked my body. “Thank you for hurting me. For fucking my ass. Thank you for using my body. Please, please, dump your cum in me.”

His growl of pleasure sent a flutter of delight through me. I pleased him. I loved him. I served him. The tears running down my cheeks were no longer from the pain. My heart beat so fast as he buried into me and spilled his cum. I shuddered, my bowels milking his dick as his hot seed soothed away the pain.

“My slave,” he groaned, then bit my ear.

I yowled in pain, my ear twitching, my bowels clenching on his dick. “Your slave.”

I turned my head, staring at him over my shoulder. I wanted to kiss him, but he never would while in public. Not when the sailors, who should be manning the ship as it navigated the busy Elpa river to its docks, watched us.

A Shizhuthian Warleader and shadowmancer did not show affection to anyone. Love was weakness. After all, it led to Farson's crime.

But it was me he loved, so I forgave that weakness.

He ripped his cock out of my asshole. The cum leaking out stung my burning sphincter. I ignored the pain and turned, kneeling before him. His cock was dirty, and I had to clean it. I licked at the softening shaft, my rough tongue cleaning my sour ass from his dick.

“That is quite the slave you got,” a sailor said, advancing on my Master. He was a Halanian, his ebony skin darker than my master's swarthy complexion. I was so pale in comparison, my skin ivory. Human women tanned in the sun, but not lamia.

Farson ignored him, his hand stroking my hair. I loved it when he did that. It made my whole body tingle. I purred as I cleaned his cock of my ass, my tail swishing freely, brushing the wooden posts of the ship's railing.

“Quite the slave. How much would you charge me for a blowjob? I hear a lamia's purr makes a man's cock feel like it's in Slata's holy cunt.”

“You do not want to pay my price,” Master said, still stroking me.

“Sure I do.” The sailor grinned, showing white teeth. They were so bright compared to his dark skin. “I have a pouch full of coin.”

Master looked down at me, a smile crossing his lips. It was cruel. Sadistic. My pussy clenched and my tail swished faster. “Are you sure you want to pay the price?”

I purred louder and sucked on my master's cock. I loved it when he made men pay the price for using me. His fingers scratched harder between my ears and my entire body tingled.

“I do. You don't see too many lamia cunts outside the Empire. Might be my only chance.”

“Okay. Slave, suck his cock. Make him dump his cum down your throat.”

I popped my mouth off Farson's dick. “Yes, Master.”

I licked my lips and turned, reaching for the Halanian's pants. They were loose, made of linen, and held closed by a thin, rope belt. I untied the knots, and the pants fell down his muscular thighs. His cock was large and thick. Halanian men always boasted on their girth.

This sailor could back up those claims.

I stroked it, then leaned forward and licked the dark tip, tasting his precum. My lips parted, and I sucked his dick into my mouth. I purred, and the pirate groaned, his eyes widening as he felt the pleasure of my humming sounds. I slid his cock deeper and deeper into my mouth and swallowed his cock.

“Vedr's queef,” groaned the sailor.

“Better than the stories, eh?” my Master grinned, his hand resting on the hilt of his dagger.

“Yes,” groaned the sailor. His hands gripped the side of my head. “Gods, the way she hums... The pleasure of Slata's cunt.”

My ears twitched and my tail swished. I purred louder and louder as I bobbed my mouth, sliding his thick dick in and out of my throat. I fucked my mouth on his cock while my tail slid around and rubbed at the wet folds of my pussy. My stiff hairs teased my flesh. Pleasure swelled.

I hummed louder.

I focused my tail on my clit, teasing the nub with my hairs. I stroked it in circles, shuddering. As my juices matted down my hairs, I used different parts of my tail, sliding it around my pussy, keeping the dry hairs stimulating my flesh while I pleasured the Halanian.

“Keep humming,” he groaned, his body shuddering. “Gods, I'm going to erupt. It's too much. Her purring... Vedr's queef, yes. Yes.”

The muscles in his bare, sweat-glistening chest bulged. He tossed back his head. His cock throbbed in my throat as he dumped his cum straight into my belly. I rubbed my tail harder against my clit, stimulating it, pleasure floating through me, my orgasm hurtling closer and closer as the sailor's jizz warmed my stomach.

Anticipation gripped me. My heart thudded with excitement. His dick popped out of my mouth, and I smiled at him. Now he paid the price.

The sailor turned, reaching for his money pouch. “How many coins? Gods, she was worth—”

My master's dagger flashed from its sheath and cut through the air, slashing through the sailor's still hard cock. It fell to the ground. The sailor screamed and then dropped to the deck, emasculated for touching me.

I shuddered, my claws extending and digging into the planks of the decking as my orgasm crashed through me. No man touched me but my Master. His crime. I still remembered the way the general screamed as he stared at his severed cock, his cum still dripping from my sore asshole.

The crew reacted. They scrambled, grabbing clubs and truncheons. Others pounded their fists into open palms. All stared with rage at Farson. His sword was in the cabin along with his armor. But he didn't need them.

As my orgasm peaked through me, the shadows along the deck writhed and came to life. The sailors screamed in shock as their own shadows surged towards Farson, gathering at his feet like a writhing mass of tentacles, leaving each man cursing, staring in shock as they stared at the bright decks before them. The tentacles reached out, surging along the deck for them.

“Your friend agreed to pay any price,” Farson said in his deep baritone. “The fool should have asked what that was before using my slave's mouth.”

The fear bleeding off the sailors filled my nose. It was such a delectable scent. I nuzzled against my master's leg. He was so strong, and he loved me. Together, we would find Angela and her thieving companions, unleash shadows upon them, and return their heads to Raratha.

And then my Master would be so rich.


Table of Contents

The Shaman's Passion
  Naughty Excerpt from “The Shaman's Passion”
  Stories of from The World of Erasthay
  Prologue: Justice's Pursuit
Part Seven
  Chapter One: Elfish Questions
  Chapter Two: Seductive Agreement
  Chapter Three: Mother-in-Law Delight
  Chapter Four: The Shaman's Struggle
  Chapter Five: Elf Blossoming
  Chapter Six: Departure
  Chapter Seven: The Pirate's Claws
  Chapter Eight: Enjoying the Orc's Cock
  Chapter Nine: Bounty Hunter's Plan
  Chapter Ten: The Orc's Darkness
  Chapter Eleven: The Acolyte's Naughty Spell
  Chapter Twelve: The Shaman's Threesome
  Chapter Thirteen: The Halani Desert
  Chapter Fourteen: Desert's Passion
  Chapter Fifteen: Shadows Deepen
  Chapter Sixteen: Desert Raid
  Chapter Seventeen: Woven Shadows
  Chapter Eighteen: What Shadow Hides
  Chapter Nineteen: Spilled Blood
  Chapter Twenty: Jinn's Naughty Kiss
  Chapter Twenty-One: Mirage's Lie
  Chapter Twenty-Two: Surrender's Sweet Delights
  Chapter Twenty-Three: Jinn's Sweet Honey
  Chapter Twenty-Four: Passion's Illusion
  Chapter Twenty-Five: Past's Reflections
  Chapter Twenty-Six: Deceptive Visions
  Chapter Twenty-Seven: Illusive Dreams
  Chapter Twenty-Eight: Discordant Fantasy
Part Eight
  Chapter Twenty-Nine: Womb's Bond
  Chapter Thirty: Stranded
  Chapter Thirty-One: Refreshment
  Chapter Thirty-Two: The Shaman's Desires
  Chapter Thirty-Three: Minx's Naughty Trick
  Chapter Thirty-Four: Cuckolded by the Orc
  Chapter Thirty-Five: The Outskirts of Hargone
  Chapter Thirty-Six: Forgotten Love
  Chapter Thirty-Seven: Faith
  Chapter Thirty-Eight: Crushing Realization
  Chapter Thirty-Nine: Naughty Little Songbird
  Chapter Forty: Taming the Rakshasa
  Chapter Forty-One: Soiled Vows
  Chapter Forty-Two: Plots and Plans
  Chapter Forty-Three: Songbird's Passion
  Chapter Forty-Four: Pussycat Purrs
  Chapter Forty-Five: The Queen's Displeasure
  Chapter Forty-Six: Hot Wife Preparations
  Chapter Forty-Seven: Labyrinthine Passions
  Chapter Forty-Eight: Love's Hope
  Chapter Forty-Nine: Shifting Paths
  Chapter Fifty: Wanderers
  Chapter Fifty-One: The Minotaur
  Chapter Fifty-Two: Resistance
  Chapter Fifty-Three: Impaled by the Minotaur
  Chapter Fifty-Four: Panicked Love
  Chapter Fifty-Five: Bloody Heart
  Chapter Fifty-Six: Fiery Surprise
  Chapter Fifty-Seven: The Knight's Passion
  Chapter Fifty-Eight: Damiana's Passion
  Chapter Fifty-Nine: Bittersweet Parting
  Glossary



Part Seven

~~~
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Chapter One: Elfish Questions

Xerathalasia – Mount Peritito Caldera, The Island of Birds

“Oh, yes,” moaned Minx as she masturbated furiously, pumping four fingers in and out of her cunt. The halfling humped, oblivious to the words Angela read from the letter found on the dead gnome who had attacked us with alchemy. Minx frigged her cunt because of a lust bomb, the spicy substance itching my nose and tingling my pussy and nipples. “Come fuck me, Xera. I'll rub the cream on your clit, then you can ram that huge elf-dick into me.”

I ignored her, my hands prying at the hardened foam trapping my legs. The gnome had thrown sticky bombs at us. Thrak and Angela had hacked their way free, and Minx's nimbleness allowed her to escape, but Sophia, Xandra, Faoril, Chaun, and myself were stuck. And it wasn't a good place to be trapped. We were in the caldera of Mount Peritito on a constructed, stone bridge over a churning lava lake. Gases bled from the glowing pool below, reeking of rotten eggs. My keen, elven senses were blunted by the odor, dense gas, and cacophony of orgiastic imps.

The imps had me as worried as the proclamation Angela found on the dead gnome. No, they had me more worried. So there was a price on my head and unscrupulous people would try to kill or capture me? That was the future. The present was far more threatening. The sex-obsessed imps—small, red, horned things constantly stroking their dicks, eager to fuck us to death—were in a damiana-fueled orgy. Eventually, they would snap out of it and turn their attention on us.

Worse, our magic users were depowered by another of the gnome's alchemical concoctions.

“We need to be freed,” I said. “Before the imps recover.”

“No, you need to fuck me!” moaned Minx, her metallic-bronze face contorting in bliss. “Fuck me, fuck me, fuck me.”

“Yes, Angela,” Sophia called out, fear tinging her voice. The slim priestess's white robes pulled tight against her legs by the foam. Her green eyes sparkled with fright. “I don't want to be fucked by the imps. I'm not Faoril.”

“Hey,” the mage gasped, her silver nose piercing almost entirely red in the magma's glow. Her short, brown hair framed her indignant face. “I needed cum for my magic. It was just a coincidence I enjoyed the imp's cock.”

“Not the time, ladies,” Chaun said, a hint of fear in the changeling's voice. “I'm with Sophia on the 'not being fucked by imps'.”

Xandra—the young avian who married Chaun last night, much to the philandering changeling's shock—nodded her head in agreement. “Chaun...” Fear stained her melodic voice, her bright-sapphire eyes gazing up at Chaun.

“We'll be fine,” he reassured her, the cadence of his voice changing. The look he gave his avian wife was gentle. He reached out and brushed back a light-blue lock of her hair, his midnight-black skin stark against her pale flesh. The marriage may have been a shock to Chaun, but he harbored true feelings for the trembling girl.

“They're right, Angela,” Thrak said. The swarthy orc gave the knight a comforting pat on the shoulder.

“Hurry, Thrak,” Faoril said. “I feel so naked without my magic.”

Thrak hefted his two-handed ax and walked with long strides down the bridge. Minx reached for him with her free hand, begging for Thrak's “big, thick, amazing cock” to fuck her hard. The orc ignored her and swung his weapon. Hardened foam flew in all directions, and a crack raced toward my legs.

Movement caught my eye. I stared at the caldera wall above the tunnel which led back to the avian's barrier and Black Glass Aerie. I stared at the black basalt. Did I see red? It was hard to tell through the rising fumes. My pointed ears twitched as I studied the rocks.

~  *  ~

Lady Delilah

My heart hammered in my chest. The elf's senses were far too sharp. I pressed my cheek against the volcanic rock and hunched my body down. How could I escape if the elf investigated? Above, the walls of the caldera sloped inward to a roughly circular opening. All the fumes bellowed out of it.

I would have to reveal my true form to fly up there. They would all see me. I couldn't have that. I should have just killed Fredagest and damned the consequences. I probably could have controlled myself.

Probably.

I listened. My elvish form gave me keen senses. Thrak's ax thunked over and over into the foam while Minx moaned and gasped, still gripped by the damiana. The imps howled and chittered as they fucked each other. Angela and her companions were worried. Without Faoril's magic, they could be cut off by the imps from the tunnel.

I hoped that would temper Xera's inquisitiveness.

“Saphique's generous milk,” panted Sophia. “Can we go?”

“Please,” the sing-song voice of Xandra said.

“Xera,” Angela asked, “what are you looking at?”

“I thought I saw something.”

I tensed.

“Fuck me, Xera,” moaned Minx. “My pussy needs your elf-cock.”

“Is it important?” asked Angela. “The imps can stop fucking at any moment.”

“No, no,” the elf answered. “Just be ready.”

“I always am.”

I had never been so happy about degenerate imps lurking near me. Angela's chainmail rattled as she led the way. Her and her companions' boots and shoes thundered across the bridge and raced to the tunnel. Minx moaned the entire way, her fingers making wet squelches as she frigged her cunt.

Then they entered the tunnel.

I sighed in relief. It was dangerous getting this close to Angela. It wasn't time to reveal myself. She didn't have all the sword pieces yet. She was skilled. I could be comfortable in her handling the next threats. She had to be strong. So I should return to Shesax and learn what new mischief King Edward had embarked upon to hinder Angela.

My fingers flexed. The sounds of Angela and her companions dwindled. I transformed and flew towards the opening above.

~  *  ~

Knight-Errant Angela – Black Glass Aerie, the Island of Birds

The barrier wavered and rippled before me, a wall of water trapping us inside the caldera. Xandra had used her shaman magics to control the water elemental that formed the barrier and let us through. A chill shuddered down my spine.

“Xandra, can you use your magic?” I asked.

“Oh, no,” she gasped, her voice echoing down the tunnel. “We're stuck.”

The orgy of the imps echoed down the tunnels. They still fucked each other, but how long would that last? What would wear off first: the damiana or the anti-magic compound? Minx still shuddered and gasped in Thrak's arms. He held her small form easily despite her contortions and constant begging for his cock.

“No, there is someone on the other side of the barrier,” Xera said.

I peered at the rippling water. It distorted so much, but there did appear to be shadowy forms on the other side of the barrier. Hope surged in me. I waved my arms and shouted. Everyone else joined me, a chorus of “Help,” “Let us out,” and “Open the barrier” echoed down the tunnel.

I threw a look over my shoulder. I didn't see any imps at the tunnel's mouth. But they could come any moment. I felt so helpless. My sword couldn't cut water. Thrak and I could hold off the imps for a while, but for how long?

Long enough for Xandra to regain her powers?

The water rippled and parted. A group of avians stood on the other side. I recognized two: Shaman Farsight, who forbade us entry last night, and Chief Flint, his hard eyes on us. The other two were male and female, middle years, the woman beautiful and delicate, with the same shade of sky-blue hair as Xandra. The man stood tall, though he was slim like all of his race, his eyes a bright sapphire and his hair crimson.

“Xani,” the pair said together in relief, their voices as singsong as Xandra's.

Xandra squeaked out, “Hi.”

“Xandra Sky,” the elderly Farsight clucked, his paper-thin skin showing off the veins beneath his face as he scowled. “You were forbidden from allowing these outsiders to enter.”

Xandra stepped beside me, her head raised though she trembled. Chaun moved up behind her, his black hand resting on her pale shoulder. She spoke, her voice trembling, “I believed her to be the chosen one we have protected the piece of the sword for. She is the High King's descendant and already possesses two other pieces of the sword.”

The elderly avian's eyes narrowed. “And the opinion of a flightless woman should hold any weight?”

Xandra flinched. Avians possessed the ability to transform into a bird and fly. It was supposed to mark the transition between adolescence and adulthood. But Xandra couldn't change. From what I gathered, she still had her adolescent name and had never been allowed to choose her adult name despite her age. As the prophecy said, she was the nameless shaman. And it was clear she found her heart in Chaun.

I never expected that to happen. But even the changeling appeared in love with his new mate. He had lost his heart, and she had found it, as the Lesbius Oracle predicted.

“It doesn't matter,” Xandra said. “She has the piece. Since I am no longer of Black Glass Aerie and have joined with my mate, I have not violated your commands because you have no authority over me.”

She trembled. Chaun squeezed her shoulder. She seemed to draw strength from him. Farsight let out a harrumphing snort, his jaw working. Had Xandra never stood up against his authority? It left the older shaman speechless.

“It is done,” Flint spoke. “The piece is hers. They have claimed it. We were never supposed to guard it forever.”

“The wind has willed it,” Farsight nodded. “The outsiders passed the test. They have achieved it. Xandra has served them well.”

I furrowed my brow. What was he doing? Trying to save himself more embarrassment by lying.

“Thank you, Shaman Farsight,” Xandra said.

“Xandra,” her mother said, a big smile on her face. “You have found such a strong mate, and I know you shall find honors with him you can't here.”

“Thank you, Mother.”

“I'm honored to be her mate, Madam,” Chaun said, his voice honey-smooth.

I gave him a look. His violet eyes had that charming, interested look he got when he saw a beautiful woman. His ebony ears twitched above his silver hair. He couldn't help himself. Color blossomed in his mother-in-law's cheeks as he gave her that dazzling smile.

I hoped he wouldn't get us in trouble. Avians were monogamous. Strictly so. And Chaun might be the first changeling to ever marry. His kind were birthed by the God Las, and they carried His lusts in their veins. Their powers let them assume the form of a woman's lover or husband so they could seduce her and impregnate her.

And Chaun was skilled at seduction.

Beside me, Sophia let out a pleased sighed. I glanced at her and arched an eyebrow.

“Nothing,” she whispered.

“We had begun preparing the feast for your and Raincloud's departure,” Xandra's father said, “before we realized you had left.”

“For me?” Xandra said. “But I'm not leaving to go join another aerie like Raincloud is.”

“No, but you're leaving with your mate. And that should be celebrated.” Her father nodded at her.

Xandra beamed.

I wasn't so excited. I wanted to leave Black Glass Aerie and get back to the Golden Hunger. We had to sail south to Hargone and find our way to the Mirage Gardens in the Halani Desert. A feast sounded like it would take the day.

Bounty hunters pursued us. The reward Doge Aurelius placed on us staggered me. 5000 gold dupondius for each of us and another 10,000 for the pommel of the High King's sword. Every sellsword, bounty hunter, mercenary, and adventurer would come after us for that.

Maybe even Captain Thyrna, the pirate who owned the Golden Hunger. She had smuggled us to the Island of Birds and agreed to sail us across the Nimborgoth as we pursued our quest. What if she found the prospect of so much gold to outweigh the treasure we had paid her?

Or maybe she would betray us. She was a pirate.

Chieftain Flint fell in beside me. “So...what became of the two bounty hunters?”

“Two?” I asked.

“There was only one,” Sophia said. She leaned out to peer around me at the chieftain. “The gnome.”

“You did not see the red-haired elf?” The chief's large eyes blinked. “I assure you, Shaman Farsight let in two.”

“No elf has red hair,” Xera said. “Our hair comes in various hues of green.”

“We saw that redheaded elf the day we met you,” Sophia said. “Remember?”

I nodded my head, remembering that day months ago. “Yes. She ran and led us right to you. If she hadn't, we never would have rescued you from the basilisk.”

Xera frowned. “Yes, yes. I remember that. My hunters never located her. No one knew of a red-haired elf.”

“Strange,” I frowned. “And now another red-haired elf has appeared here.”

“What does that mean?” Sophia asked.

I glanced over my shoulder at the rippling barrier. “I don't know. Whoever this elf is, I don't think she's getting out of there.”

I bit my lip. So many strange things had happened since I left Shesax. Someone hired the warlock Fireeyes to kill me. And that warlock had an amulet that was twin of the garnet pendant I wore, a gift from Lady Delilah. But then Chaun was hired by Lady Delilah to aid me.

Why would she help Fireeyes then help me?

I pictured the flaming-haired woman, a knight like me. She was beautiful, my first girlhood crush. I could still remember perfectly the first time I saw her. She was riding up to my family's manor on her horse, looking so beautiful and strong and glamorous. At that moment, I wanted to be a Knight Deute, too.

Could Lady Delilah be the elf...?

No, that was ridiculous. Lady Delilah was as human as Sophia, Faoril, or me. It was impossible for her to change forms.


Chapter Two: Seductive Agreement

Chaun

My fingers danced on the lyre as I sang with Xandra. She sat beside me on her knees, her voice providing a beautiful counter harmony to my melody. She had never heard the song and yet created a complimentary, and complex, melody on the spot.

The musical talents of the avians were astounding. All my years of training at the College of Az to do what her race naturally did. They only lacked my ability to manipulate with song, to influence emotions, to enthrall and terrify, to inspire true grief or burning lust. The final magics of a bard.

She was a wonderful girl.

I glanced at her. She shone with the white aura of a married woman, a beacon that shone to any changeling. We were drawn to married women most, to seduce and impregnate them. When I looked at any woman, the image of their lover or spouse would rise in my mind. I could assume the form, mimic him, and then seduce her. It was how my kind bred. Only in a married woman would my seed find fertile soil.

And only if I appeared as her husband.

When I looked at Xandra, my own form rose in my mind. I was the man she loved and was married to. When I made love to her, I cuckolded myself. I could feel it. It was amazing, remarkable. I think I was falling in love with her.

But I loved someone else. It tore my heart. Princess Adelaide, my married lover, was out there. I yearned for her as much as for Xandra. I was banished from her husband's court after I was caught in her bed. At the time, I wore the form of her husband, so she was able to feign being innocent.

I fled with a bounty on my head and my reputation as a bard ruined. I lost my princess. I should forget her, but it was hard. Golden-locks, bountiful breasts. The opposite of slim, petite Xandra in every way.

I tore my eyes from Xandra and looked out at the dancing avians. The feast was underway, the aerie full of songs, dancing, and food. In the air, avians—transformed into birds—wheeled and soared, creating complex dances impossible on the ground.

And everywhere I looked was a married woman. Their auras all shone so bright, showing their commitment. I had never seen the like. Human women were rarely monogamous, even if they vowed to be when they married. Some husbands had no fear of their women straying, but others, like Prince Kivnar, were jealous and possessive.

But here, no woman strayed. They embraced monogamy.

My dick ached. I had to violate a marriage. I had to seduce a woman into infidelity even if she didn't know she broke her vows. I yearned to transform into an avian and cuckold. And my eyes kept falling on the beautiful Shathil.

Xandra's mother.

My cock raged in my pants, pressing against my codpiece. I wanted her. My mother-in-law. It would be the most delicious seduction. She was Xandra matured into Princess Adelaide's beauty. Round breasts, curvy hips, and flashing, ruby eyes. There was a sensuous twist to those lips. And only one man had kissed them.

I wanted to be the second.

The song ended, and those listening clapped. I set my lyre down and took a quick bow. Xandra gave me a questioning look as I stretched. I needed to slip away. “Just need to relieve myself,” I told her and gave her a kiss.

“Oh, yes, hurry back,” she said.

Xandra was clingy. I didn't mind. It was wonderful to be around her. She was nubile in bed, eager to learn everything I could teach her. I loved how she smelled, how she kissed, how she felt sitting next to me.

But I couldn't seduce her mother if she wouldn't give me a moment's space.

Sophia stood, smoothing her white robes before walking to join me. I frowned at the acolyte. She usually avoided me. She was the only woman in the group that didn't throw herself at me. I could see it in her eyes—she was attracted to me, if ever so slightly, and that annoyed the lesbian. She was sworn to Saphique, vowed to never touch a man sexually, and she took that seriously.

“Yes?” I asked.

“You keep staring at Xandra's mother with interest.”

I tensed. “And?”

“Are you looking to enjoy a married avian?”

“You are reading too much into simple glances,” I laughed. “I am just being polite. She is, after all, my mother-in-law.”

“And very beautiful.” A grin crossed her lips. “Like her daughter. Just delicious.”

“Maybe it's you that is looking too much at Shathil.”

“I've been looking at Xandra.”

I paused, peering at her. “Do you want to sleep with my wife?”

Her grin was impish, her green eyes sparkling. “It would keep her away from you. I notice how...close she's been. I keep your wife busy, and you can have your vulgar fun with the mother. Everyone wins.”

“And do you think you're going to continue a relationship with Xandra?”

“Hopefully.”

“I get to watch if you do.”

Sophia worked her lips, some of the excitement fading from her eyes. “Fine. She is your wife. But no joining in. You want a threesome with Xandra, you'll have to find someone else.”

“It's a deal,” I nodded.

“Good.” Sophia let out a squeal and then gave me a brief hug. She turned and rushed back to Xandra, her robes flapping about her legs, suddenly so girlish.

I paused to watch Sophia fall to her knees beside Xandra and whisper in my wife's ear. Xandra's sapphire eyes found mine. They were so large and round on her face, making her appear even more innocent. She licked her lips and nodded. She stood, smoothing her colorful skirt, and let Sophia lead her off to one of the caves.

I grinned. It was time to seduce my mother-in-law. I slipped into an unused cave, stole a loincloth not unlike the one Thunderhead, my father-in-law, wore. I changed. My body flowed, growing lighter as my bones hollowed. I slimmed, my skin growing pale, my hair turning crimson.

~  *  ~

Sophia

Xandra gave me a questioning look as I yanked closed the curtains. The avians lived in caves and used curtains to give themselves privacy. Xandra sat on her bed, a bower made of soft animal skins. She had her hands folded before her. So submissive while her large eyes stared up at me.

“What do you need to talk to me about?”

“Chaun asked me to speak to you about what traveling will be like,” I said. “We'll be leaving tomorrow, and you're going to be in for a shock, I think.”

“Oh? I can sleep outdoors. And I spend a lot of time climbing, so I am in good shape. I will not slow the party down.”

I flopped down beside her and rested my left hand on her knee. She was so warm. I caressed her, brushing the hem of her skirt. It covered most of her thigh, which was a pity. She glanced down but didn't say anything.

“That's not what he's worried about. Avians are a...prudish race.”

“Prudish?” She blinked. “What do you mean? I...I did everything Chaun wanted. I sucked his cock and let him lick my pussy. I'll do anything in bed to please him.” Her cheeks had such a rosy blush to them. “I enjoyed it all so much. Even his cum.”

I did not need to hear that.

“We'll be moving through human lands. And humans are, well, far more openly sexual. You're going to see things.”

“Oh.”

“I'm Angela's lover. You know that?”

She nodded. “Isn't it...strange to make love to a woman? It doesn't seem right.”

“Oh, it is very right,” I purred, letting my hand slide up her thigh a little higher, my fingers dipping beneath the hem of her skirt. I savored the warm feel of her silky leg. “Trust me. It is a beautiful thing.”

“Okay,” she said, shifting.

“But I also make love to Faoril and Xera. Well, Xera when she doesn't have her cock.”

“Make love...” Her eyes widened. “You and Angela are not...mates?”

“No. Women can't marry.” I shook my head at the mirth of it. “But we're lovers. We're committed. But that doesn't mean we can't enjoy others outside of our relationship.”

Her eyes widened. I would have to go so slow with her.

“Angela...cheats on you.”

“Not cheats. I am okay with her enjoying Chaun or Thrak or any other man or woman she wants. Sometimes we enjoy our lovers together.”

“She's slept with Chaun?” Her eyes were so wide I could dive into them.

“He's a changeling,” I laughed. “He might have slept with more women than I have. And I serve Saphique.”

“I...I knew he was a changeling, I just...didn't think. He's so handsome and... When he looked at me... And last night... It was wonderful.” She gave me such a fearful look. “He wouldn't cheat on me, right? He wouldn't break our sacred marriage vows. Luben blessed the dance last night. The God of Love himself. Please, Sophia, please.”

“Of course he would never hurt you,” I said, not liking the deception. “He loves you. The way he acts with you is so different from any woman I've seen him with. Relax.”

Her lower lip trembled. “Why are you telling me this? Do I have to share him? I'm not sure I can do that. Angela is so beautiful with her red hair. And Xera is so tall and willowy. And unashamed of the way she walks naked. Even Faoril is pretty.”

Tears beaded her eyes. This was not going the way I hoped. “Shh, you don't have to share him. The others won't sleep with Chaun if you're not okay with it.”

Her eyes widened. “How can I ever be okay with it?”

My hand slid higher. “Well, what if you were with him? Angela, Xera, and Faoril all enjoy being with other women. Most do. It's something so wonderful. And, of course, being with a woman differs from being with a man. You can't cheat on Chaun with a woman.”

“What?” she blinked.

“You chose Chaun to be your man. You promised Luben to have no other man, right?”

“Right,” she nodded. She glanced down at my hand sliding higher up her thigh.

“Well, I'm not a man. You didn't promise you wouldn't sleep with any women.”

“It's implied.”

“Is it?” My hand stroked her thigh. She was so warm. I dipped down between her legs, stroking her inner flesh as I rose higher.

“Sophia,” she gasped. “What are you doing?”

“Chaun wants you to make love to me. He knows it'll make you happy. He needs you to learn, to be prepared, so the two of you can bring other women into your marriage bed.” The words tumbled out of my mouth. I needed her so badly. She was so beautiful and innocent I couldn't stand traveling with her without ever seducing her. It would be the purest torture. “He needs you to learn how to please a woman.

“So he asked me to teach you.”

“He did?” she asked as I leaned in to kiss her.

“Yes,” I whispered and our lips met.


Chapter Three: Mother-in-Law Delight

Chaun

I wasted no time in finding Shathil. She danced with other women before a fire. Her husband was below, throwing javelins with the other men while drinking. They appeared to be gambling while their wives danced above.

“Thunderhead,” Shathil gasped when I seized her hand.

“I need you,” I said in her husband's strong voice.

“Ooh, you do,” she purred. The avian females had a submissive streak. They were used to their men making decisions while they stayed at the aerie tending to the hearth and children. I pulled her to me while the other married women let out musical laughs.

I took her into a cave. She giggled and threw her arms around my neck. My mother-in-law's lips were hot as she kissed me. She moaned, humping against me. I tasted the sweet berry-wine on her lips. Her arms tightened behind my neck as my dick ached in my loincloth.

I savored her kiss. She had no idea I wasn't her husband. It excited me. My hands grabbed her ass, squeezing her the way Thunderhead would. She moaned into the kiss as my fingers dug into her ass through her skirt's fabric.

“Oh, you are so hard today!” she moaned, breaking away and falling down on a bedding of soft furs. “Did you win? Did your javelin find its mark?”

“It's about to,” I said, ripping off my loincloth and brandishing my hard dick.

“Ooh, yes,” she panted, hiking up her skirt and exposing the blue curls adorning her pussy.

I threw the curtain closed then fell on my knees before my mother-in-law's cunt. Her tart passion filled my nose. She writhed; her face, Xandra's beauty matured and ripened, brimmed with passion as she undulated.

“Chaun's song was so stirring,” she moaned. “Our daughter has chosen a passionate man.”

“Yes, she has,” I agreed before I kissed at her inner thighs just the way her husband would. My teeth nipped as I tasted the salt of her flesh.

She groaned and shuddered, her thighs squeezing about my face. She pulled off her sleeveless top, exposing nice, round breasts topped by red nipples. They looked delicious. Each begged to be sucked. They were fatter than her daughter's, her breasts larger.

I hoped Xandra matured into her mother's ripe beauty.

I kissed down her thigh, my teeth biting and nipping. I reached her pussy, her scent filling my nose. I spread her labia open and then took a long, slow lick, gathering her tart juices on my tongue. She groaned and humped into my mouth as I reached her clit.

I sucked on it.

She bucked so hard. Her hands squeezed her breasts and musical moans escaped her lips. My tongue caressed her clit as I sucked. My hands slid beneath her ass, squeezing her naked cheeks as she writhed on the furs.

“Mmm, yes, Thunderhead,” she moaned. “Oh, yes. Get my target ready for your big javelin. Mmm, you're going to spear me so hard.”

“So hard,” I groaned, my fingers digging into her firm ass.

I tongued at her pussy, ignoring her clit now. I slid through her folds, gathering her tart juices before I thrust my tongue deep into her hole. She grunted her husband's name, convinced I was him. It was so exciting to cuckold my father-in-law.

My fingers dipped into the crack of her ass. I found her sphincter and teased it. She gasped, her eyes widening. She moaned her husband's name as my finger circled her puckered opening, her pussy clenching on my swirling tongue.

Then I entered her ass.

Tight, hot, velvety bowels surrounded my finger. I pushed in past the first knuckle and then the second as I feasted on her pussy. Her moaning song grew higher pitched as I pleasured her. She tossed her head and squeezed her breasts.

“Oh, Thunderhead, you are so eager. Mmm, now that Xandra is gone, imagine the fun we can have in our cave. No more keeping quiet. You can pound me like you did before she hatched. You can take me hard.”

My dick ached. “Yes. I'll make you cum on my javelin. You'll sing out for the entire aerie to hear.”

She laughed and humped harder against my mouth. Her bowels clenched on my finger. Her pussy grew hotter. My tongue slid through her folds as my nose bumped her clit. She gasped and moaned, shuddering, her fingers digging into her tits.

She sang so loudly when she came. Her voice echoed through the cave as her juices flooded my mouth. She squirted as much as her daughter. Her bowels spasmed about my finger while I drank down the flood of her delicious juices gushing out of her.

I wanted to drown in my mother-in-law's cream.

Her hips undulated as her orgasm peaked. And then she flopped back on the furs, her breasts jiggling. She twisted her head, crooning her delight. I ripped my finger from her asshole and sucked on it, savoring the sour flavor as I rose, my dick so hard.

“On your hands and knees, wife,” I groaned. “I'm going to spear your target so hard.”

“Yes,” she moaned.

My mother-in-law rolled over and rose, her skirt still bunched around her waist. Her ass was magnificent, two pale hills rising above her body. And between her thighs was her dripping, married cunt aching to be fucked by my cock.

I thrust my javelin and hit right on target.

Her hot cunt engulfed my dick. I groaned, savoring the thrill of having fucked both the daughter's and now the mother's cunt. It was so depraved. Her hot flesh clenched about me. My eyes rolled back in my head as I sank deeper and deeper into her married pussy, my balls aching to unleash my seed and fertilize her.

I drew back and thrust again, my balls smacking into her clit. She gasped and rotated her hips, throwing me wild looks over her shoulder. Her pale-blue hair flew as she rocked back and forth, our flesh slapping together.

My hands stroked up her tits and squeezed them. I pinched her red nipples. Her cunt tightened on my dick. She moaned louder, fucking back harder as I rolled her nubs. Her voice was so beautiful as it echoed through the cave.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she moaned. “Oh, yes, fuck me. That's it. Oh, yes. Ram that huge cock into my cunt. Oh, yes. Spear me.”

“Take my spear,” I groaned. “Oh, yes. You're so tight and hot. I'm going to cum so hard in you.”

“Oh, you wicked husband. You want to plant another egg in my belly.”

“Yes.” My back arched. “Yes, yes, yes. I'm going to flood you with my seed.”

I thrust harder. I wanted to impregnate my mother-in-law. It would be so hot to have mother and daughter both pregnant with my child. My dick ached at the thought. My balls boiled, ready to unleash a flood into her tight, hot cunt.

She moaned and arched her supple back. She gasped her husband's name again as her pussy spasmed about my cock. Milking me. Eager for my hot seed to spill into the depths of her belly and fertilize her egg.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she hissed “Cum in me. Do it. I love it.”

The massaging pressure of her pussy was too much for my thrusting cock. I couldn't resist this woman. I had to flood her married cunt with all my seed. I buried into her and groaned at the first explosion of my jizz.

It pumped out of me. The pleasure raced through me as I embraced the thrill of cumming in not just a married woman's snatch, but my mother-in-law's. I had cum in her daughter, and now I flooded her with so much seed.

“Luben's sacred vows,” I groaned, cursing like her husband. “Gods, I love you.”

“Mmm, yes,” she moaned, her voice lethargic. She fell onto the furs and rolled onto her back. “I love you, too.”

I kissed her and a strange guilt twisted me. I told her I loved her. It was what her husband would say. I never felt guilty using those three words on a woman. So why now? What made this different?

I broke the kiss, and she smiled at me. “Mmm, what a great feast.”

“We should get back. I'm still in the game.”

She chirped. “Try not to lose too much.”

I winked at her and grabbed the loincloth. I slipped out as she dressed, rushing to where I stashed my clothing. I was eager to see how Sophia was doing with my wife. Could she seduce Xandra into lesbian sex?

I wanted to see that.

~  *  ~

Xandra

Confusion gripped me as Sophia's lips worked against mine. They were so soft, so different from Chaun's. I wanted to stop her, but such wonderful feelings surged in me. I shouldn't feel like this for anyone but my mate.

And yet, earlier when we fought the imps, I felt the same surge of lust at the sight of their hard cocks. Was there something wrong with me? I couldn't fly.

I tried to break away, but her hand gripped the back of my neck, keeping me pressed tight to her lips. They were so hungry for me as her hand slid higher and higher up my thigh. My eyes widened as she neared my pussy.

I twisted my head and Sophia broke the kiss. “What's wrong?”

“This is,” I gasped. “I'm mated to Chaun and...”

Her fingers reached my pussy. I gasped as she stroked up and down through my curls, stroking my slit. Excitement rushed through me. The heat grew wet beneath her touch. My juices leaked out, lubricating her fingers as they touched me.

My body betrayed me. Her touch felt amazing. I wanted to break away from it, but I couldn't. It was so hard. Guilt surged through me. I had to get away. I couldn't let her do this. It had to be cheating, even if it was with a woman.

I couldn't cheat.

“Just relax,” she smiled, her fingers so delicate. They touched all the wonderful spots. Waves of heat washed out of me. “Let me love you. Let me worship the Goddess Saphique in your arms, Xandra. She gave women this amazing gift to love each other.”

“Gift?” I squeaked as her finger found my clit. She circled it. Oh, that felt nice.

“Yes, gift. Now just relax.”

She kissed me again. This time her tongue pressed on my lips. I shuddered, unable to fight her passion, and let her tongue invade my mouth. My breasts rose and fell. My nipples tingled. She rubbed my clit faster and faster. I sucked in breaths through my nose.

This was all happening too fast. I couldn't do this. Didn't she understand? I was avian. We mated for life. We weren't like the other races.

So why did my body betray me?

Her fingers felt wonderful. My pussy clenched and more juices leaked out, dribbling down to my ass. The back of my skirt stuck to my flesh as I moaned into the kiss. My body squirmed and my fingers dug into the furs. Sophia pressed me back. She wanted me to stretch out on the bedding.

But I fought. I kept my arms locked. I couldn't surrender. No matter how wonderful she made my body feel. Sophia purred and nibbled on my lower lip, her fingers rubbing harder as her other hand pushed beneath my top, stroking my stomach on its quest up to my breasts.

Please, no.

She cupped my small mound. Her fingers were so delicate. She brushed my nipple. I moaned as the pleasure rippled down my breast from the nub and through my body. My elbows weakened. I fell back on the furs, breaking contact with her lips.

“Mmm, just relax,” she said, stroking my clit and nipple. “Enjoy.”

Her hands pulled away, leaving me trembling, aching for her touch. I blinked as she yanked up my top. My arms helped her, lifting up so she could strip me naked and expose my breasts. She cooed her delight as both her hands grasped them.

“No,” I protested as she leaned down. “This has gone too far, Sophia. Please, stop. I'm not...”

Her mouth engulfed my right nipple. Her lips sealed about my areola, and she sucked. I gasped and arched my back as the pleasure rippled through my body. I bit my lip and squirmed beneath the feel of her lips.

“Sophia,” I groaned.

“Just enjoy,” she purred between sucks.

“No. Please, stop. I can't do this. I can't cheat on... Chaun!”

My husband slipped through the curtains, a huge smile on his midnight-black face. His silvery hair seemed to glow compared to his dark skin. He nodded at me, his smile supportive. I licked my lips and then groaned as Sophia suckled.

Chaun wanted this. He wanted to watch me and Sophia...make love. I swallowed and relaxed, trying to fight away the guilt. What was there to feel guilty about? Chaun was right here with me. He wasn't mad. My husband didn't believe I violated our marriage.

“Enjoy her,” he whispered.

“Yes, enjoy me,” Sophia panted as her lips moved lower. “Mmm, let me make you cum. That will relax you.”

I gasped as her lips kissed lower and lower. They were so hot. My stomach tensed as she kissed around my flesh. She nuzzled at the center of my belly and then giggled. “No bellybutton. So strange.”

Then she kissed lower, her hands pushing my skirt off my hips. I raised my ass, helping her to expose my pussy. Her lips kissed at my pubic hair adorning my groin, working in a sinuous path down to my married pussy.

I stared at Chaun. He wanted this. I was being a good wife.

“That's it, Xandra,” he groaned, his clothing rustling. His codpiece fell off, and then he unlaced his britches. His wonderful cock appeared. He stroked it as he watched Sophia nuzzle lower and lower.

And then her lips found my pussy.

“Oh, yes,” I gasped, my hips arching as her gentle tongue licked up my slit. It was so different from Chaun's, her tongue smaller and nimbler.

It danced over my pussy. Her fingers spread my lips apart, letting her tongue work through my folds and brush my hard clit. I groaned and humped against her, the pleasure swelling through me as I enjoyed her mouth and tongue and fingers. Chaun grinned.

It was exciting being watched. I moaned again and squeezed my breasts. He liked that. I pinched my red nipples and humped into Sophia's licking mouth. The pleasure swelled in my core just like it did with Chaun.

My body didn't seem to care who pleasured it.

“Cum on her mouth,” Chaun groaned. “Flood her lips.”

“Yes,” Sophia purred between licks.

And then her fingers penetrated my pussy. I gasped, and my flesh clenched down on her. I humped against her, my fingers pinching harder and harder at my nipples. I licked my lips then sang out my pleasure. It swelled in me.

“I'm going to cum, husband,” I panted. “I'm going to cum on her mouth.”

“Do it,” he groaned, stroking himself faster.

I let myself go. I squeezed shut my eyes and my body contorted, humping against her licking, nibbling, delicious mouth. My pleasure washed through me. My nipples ached beneath my pinching fingers. I humped into Sophia's mouth. She purred her delight, drinking my juices while I shuddered.

“You need to eat me, too,” Sophia moaned between licks.

Before I knew what was happening—my body still racked by pleasure—her robes had flown off, and she had turned around, straddling my face. Her shaved pussy hovered above me. I gasped at the sight of another woman's sex up close. Her slit was so tight. Her clit just peeking out of her folds as she lowered her pussy to my lips. I smelled her tart musk.

“Yes,” Chaun groaned as her pussy settled on my face. “Eat her. Make her cum. You're so beautiful right now.”

Still writhing from my orgasm, I copied what Sophia did to my pussy. I licked where she licked and touched where she touched. My fingers parted her plump vulva, revealing her inner depths. There were so many pink folds all covered in her tart juices. I licked through them. Her hips undulated, grinding hot flesh on my lips.

I made love to someone who wasn't my husband.

I heard Chaun's breathing and the slap of his fist stroking his dick while he watched. My hips humped into Sophia's licking face as I devoured her pussy. She moaned into my snatch. I pleased her. I made her feel good.

Sophia's lips sucked my clit into her mouth. I found her nub and nuzzled against it. I sucked hard on it. She bucked into me. I nibbled and sucked on her clit, my tongue danced about it. She moaned about my bud, her voice humming.

Such wonderful pleasure.

We both gasped and sang. Our fingers penetrated each other's twats. She was so hot and silky. No wonder Chaun loved fucking me. It felt amazing inside her pussy. And her fingers were so skilled. She touched delicious places inside of me. I groaned and writhed. The bliss swelled through me, another orgasm gathering to sweep me away.

“Oh, yes, Xandra,” groaned Chaun. “Devour her pussy. Finger her snatch. Make her cum.”

I groaned and slipped a third finger into Sophia. She squealed about my clit. Her hot flesh spasmed on my fingers as she bucked. Juices flooded out into my mouth as her fingers jabbed so deep into my pussy.

I made her cum. She wasn't my mate, and yet I pleasured her.

Guilt crashed through me along with my orgasm. I couldn't help the shame of surrendering to the bliss. I bucked and writhed beneath her, the pair of us cumming and gasping, drinking each other's cum while the pleasure boiled through my mind.

Stars danced before my eyes. I loved it. I shouldn't, but I did.

My toes curled. My body heaved. The pleasure peaked before dying into a delicious buzz that pumped through my veins. I gasped and heaved as Sophia rolled off of me. Chaun, now naked, fell to his knees between my thighs.

“You were so beautiful,” he groaned. “I love you, Xandra.”

“I love you,” I gasped out, the guilt swelling.

Did I just break my marriage vows?

Chaun kissed me, tasting my adultery on my lips, the tart flavor of Sophia's pussy. And then his cock was in me. I groaned, embracing the only pleasure I should experience. I never should have let Sophia seduce me.

But Chaun loved it. It made him so hard. It pleased him to see me with her.

“Oh, you're spoiling all my fun, Chaun,” sighed Sophia. “Xandra, I really enjoyed that. I hope we can make love again. Maybe you can join me and Angela in bed. You can spank my ass and fuck me with my dildo strapped to your cute body.”

My pussy clenched on Chaun's dick. A part of me wanted that. Instead of answering, I kissed my husband harder and writhed beneath him. Why was it so appealing? Why was I so weak?

~  *  ~

Thrak

The ladder groaned as I stepped off of it and faced the Collserola Jungle. Its sweltering heat washed over us. I missed the cooler air of the aerie. Faoril stepped off after me. The climb down was faster than the climb up had been. The sun hadn't risen far. We left the aerie at dawn while the avians recovered from the farewell feast.

I stared down the road, wondering what the future held. What other bounty hunters were out there? There would be more and some would be dangerous. Fredagest had came close to defeating us with her alchemy.

Faoril came up beside me, standing tall. She had embraced her magic again and found her worth. I envied her control over her magic. She didn't have to fear her abilities like I did. She didn't have a beast lurking inside of her eager to rampage and kill.

Chaun, Xandra, and Xera stepped off the ladder, the last of the party. Minx bounced on her heels, recovered from the damiana—she had spent most of yesterday “gripped by its lust” and begging Xera to keep making love to her. She had a huge grin on her bronze face, eager to get going. Xera took the lead, Minx at her side.

I hefted my ax. The future was uncertain, but we would face it together. We were stronger united than apart. The bounty hunters would fail to stop us.


Chapter Four: The Shaman's Struggle

Xandra – Baraconia, The Island of Birds

I blushed the moment I stepped into my room at the Pirate's Noose, the inn in which we were staying the night in the city of Baraconia. It was the final shock of a day of shocks. Faoril was on her knees before the hulking, naked Thrak, his cock thrusting swarthy and hard before him thicker than my husband's. Faoril's pale, human hands looked so tiny wrapped about the monster as she opened her mouth and licked the tip.

Which was pierced by a bone ring like the one in Thrak's fearsome face.

“Oh, my,” I gasped, my heart fluttering rapidly in my chest, color blossoming in my cheeks.

It was only yesterday morning we left my home at Black Glass Aerie and spent two days crossing the Collserola Jungle. My feet were sore from walking, though Chaun's singing helped with the exhaustion. It was so hot and sticky, the humidity trying to smother me. The aerie was above the jungle's swelter, the constant breeze keeping the heat at bay. My skirt and sleeveless shirt clung to my body, the fabric molding to my small breasts.

I felt so exposed. Especially with Sophia giving me hungry looks, reminding me of our guilty tryst.

We had to camp in the jungle overnight. Watches were kept, though I heard lovemaking in the dark for those couples who weren't on guard against couatls. I caught glimpses of naked bodies in the moonlight breaking through the high canopy. I feared every camp would be like this.

The next day we entered Baraconia itself. The city sprawled and sprawled before us. The halfling city had always been a blur on the horizon, a smudge standing out from the green of the jungle canopy and the blue of the Nimborgoth. It was immense and as suffocating as the jungle. Halflings and humans crowded the street. Couples sometimes rutted openly in windows or in alleys.

It was obscene.

We reached the Pirate's Noose an hour before sunset, the group deciding to stay the night here and press on to the village of Llanes in the morning. I was famished, eager for dinner, but there were more obscene sights inside. Loose women, human and halflings, with their breasts hanging out, propositioning sailors crowding the common room.

“They're prostitutes,” Chaun had laughed when he saw my shocked expression. He sat relaxed, leaned back in his chair, a roguish smile on his black lips, his violet eyes dancing with amusement. “Common in places like this”.

And now I had my last shock. I knew we were sharing rooms with Thrak and Faoril, but I did not expect them to be so open about their sex. There was no screen to give them privacy like there would be in the aerie. I had grown up with the sounds of sex, but not the sight.

“That's it, little mage,” growled Thrak. “Work that mouth up and down my cock. Mmm, yes. You're hungry for my cum, slut.”

Slut.

The words shivered through me. Chaun liked to call me such wicked, wanton words. And I enjoyed the feelings they sent through me. But to hear another woman be called that name while she sucked on a fat cock was too much. I shouldn't be here.

Chaun pressed behind me. His codpiece rubbing on my ass while his arms encircled me. He nuzzled into my ear, brushing aside my sky-blue hair. I trembled, licking my lips as he nibbled on my lobe.

“Do you like his cock?”

“What?” I gasped at my husband's words.

“You're staring so hard.”

I shook my head, breaking my gaze away. “I only like your cock, my mate.”

It should be true. He was my mate. He was the only man for me. What I did with Sophia the day before yesterday was shameful, even if it pleased Chaun. I shouldn't have done it. Yes, she was a woman, but it was so close to breaking my marriage vows.

And those were sacred, sworn to the God Luben during my dance.

“Are you eager for my cock?” he asked, his hand sliding down my belly to my skirt. His fingers toyed with the waistband. He dipped one in, brushing my pubic hair.

“Now?” I glanced at Thrak and Faoril. The mage had her mouth opened wide, swallowing his shaft as she stroked him. How could she do that? He was so thick she could barely fit him in her mouth. Despite that, she moaned as she sucked. “They'll see us.”

“So?”

His hand pressed deeper, his fingers sliding through my curly pubic hair, crossing my pudenda, and reaching the top of my pussy. He brushed my hard clit. I gasped and trembled in his embrace. There was no hiding my arousal from the sight of Thrak's cock.

I was a terrible wife.

“Doesn't that excite you, Xandra? Doesn't it make you wet they'll get to see you and you'll get to see them?” He nibbled on my ear again, his finger stroking my clit. Such wicked, naughty delight shuddered through me.

“Chaun,” I protested, but his finger felt amazing on my clit. The flutters rippled through me. I bit my lip, fighting my moan as he rubbed harder. I tried not to look, but I couldn't stop myself. Faoril's silver nose piercing flashed in the room's flickering candlelight as she blew the orc.

Then my gaze followed the sweep of her pale, naked shoulders. I caught the profile of a round breast topped by a hard, pink nipple. I licked my lips, remembering sucking on Sophia's nipple. And then we had licked each other's pussies.

What would Faoril taste like...?

No.

“Chaun,” I groaned, squirming in his arms. I looked over my shoulder at my husband, breaking my gaze from Thrak and Faoril. “I...I...”

He kissed me. His wonderful lips were on me. I trembled in his arms. I loved him so much. My race was like that. Avians mated for life. We were not like other species. We didn't fall in love and then pursue our desires. We fell in love with the mate who took our virginity. A sacred bond that should never be trespassed.

So why was I full of wicked lusts for the other members of my group? Why couldn't all my desires be for Chaun alone?

Our tongues brushed. His mouth tasted so wonderful. I felt his wiry muscles. He was lean and tall, like an avian, but with that delicious, midnight-black skin and silvery hair. So exotic. So striking. He was a wonderful mate and lover.

My hips undulated, pressing back into his codpiece. I could feel his hard cock through the stiff cloth. He ached for me. He wanted me. And I wanted him. Not Thrak's big, swarthy cock. I didn't need it.

Just Chaun's.

A shudder ran through me. I moaned into the kiss, trying to ignore the slurping sounds of Faoril's blowjob and Thrak's grunts. I focused on the finger. That wonderful finger stroking my clit, making me tremble in Chaun's loving arms.

The orgasm was small, a quick ripple that left me aching and gasping. I trembled, my pussy clenching, aching for his cock. Juices trickled down my thighs. The heat of my passion for my husband rippled through me. I kissed him harder, thrusting my tongue into his mouth while I squirmed.

Chaun broke the kiss. “You love it.”

“I love you,” I answered, my breasts heaving. “You.”

He pulled his finger from my clit. It glistened in the candlelight. He pressed it to my lips. I sucked it greedily, savoring my sweet musk. My eyes fluttered. I wished it were his cock I was sucking, not his finger.

I twisted in his arms and fell to my knees before him, my hands unlacing his codpiece so I could get at his dick beneath. He smiled at me. “Feeling competitive? Do you need to prove that you can suck cock as good as Faoril?”

My cheeks warmed. “No.”

Was I though?

Faoril's wet, sucking slurps and moans echoed through the room. She was so enthusiastic. Thrak grunted, calling her cum-slut and cock-whore. “You're just a slut for cum. You need it. Want it.” And she moaned. She enjoyed those words.

I pulled out my husband's cock. It was big enough. It throbbed in my hand. My pale fingers could hardly wrap around the black shaft. Precum glistened at the tip, a beading drop begging to be licked. I gathered it with my tongue, savoring the salty flavor as Chaun groaned.

“That's it. My little, slutty songbird. Suck my cock.”

“Songbird?” I asked.

“My songbird. You sing so sweetly, especially when you're cumming.”

I blushed, but I liked it. I licked his dick again, bringing another moan from my husband, and then my mouth engulfed his cock. I stroked his base as I sucked, remembering all the things he taught me about sucking cock, keeping my teeth back, swirling with my tongue, loving him. It was all about enthusiasm.

“Make me believe you love my cock more than anything,” he whispered the long night of our first mating when we had made love over and over.

I stared up into his violet eyes as I sucked his cock. I loved him so much. He was mine. He chose me despite my deformity. I couldn't become a bird, and he did not care. He accepted my dance. I inflamed his lusts.

His hand stroked through my sky-blue hair. I shuddered, loving it as I bobbed my mouth, taking more and more of his dick. My pussy itched between my thighs. I ignored it, pressing my thighs tight together, and kept sucking his dick. It was all that mattered right now. I had to make him cum. I had to make him explode into my mouth.

My left hand fondled his balls. So full of his salty cum. Behind me, Thrak grunted, and Faoril noisily swallowed. My pussy itched more. I wanted to look away from Chaun, to see what they did next, but I wouldn't.

I would prove to him, to myself, that it was his cock I needed. Nothing more.

“That's it, my songbird whore. Suck my dick. You're eager for my cream. Need to soothe that throat with thick, salty jizz.”

I moaned my answer about his dick. I fondled his balls and stroked his shaft. I bobbed my mouth, his dick brushing the back of my throat. I sucked so hard as I slid back up its length until only the crown remained. I swirled my tongue about it, bringing a wonderful groan from his lips, and then bobbed down again.

“Oh, you are still so hard,” Faoril moaned. “Ram that big, thick dick into me. My pussy is so hot. So juicy. Sucking your cock made me so wet. Fuck me. I need it. Stretch out my cunt with that big, thick dick.”

My pussy clenched. I squeezed my eyes shut, trying not to imagine Thrak's dick filling my pussy. I sucked harder on my husband's wonderful shaft. My tongue caressed him as I stroked his dick. My fingers massaged his balls, eager for his cum.

I wanted it. I loved it. My nipples ached as I squirmed. I opened my eyes again, staring up at him. Such wonderment and love in Chaun's eyes. He groaned, growing closer and closer. I sucked as hard as I could, moaning with excitement.

“Oh, you are so eager for my jizz, you naughty songbird,” he groaned as Faoril's bed creaked. Flesh slapped against flesh. The orc grunted and the mage groaned. “Drink it all.”

As Faoril hissed out her pleasure, Chaun's creamy jizz flooded my mouth. I swallowed it, savoring how it poured down my throat, coating me, soothing my throat and warming my belly. More and more of his jizz erupted. I squeezed his cock and stroked it hard, milking out every drop of his jizz.

“My slutty songbird,” he groaned, his face contorting. “Love you.”

My heart beat faster. I swallowed his last load and popped my mouth off his shaft. “I love you, too.”

He smiled down at me before he took my hands and helped me stand. My legs were wobbly. I needed him in me. I raised my arms up so he could remove my shirt, freeing my small breasts. I was too excited to care if Thrak or Faoril saw my nudity.

They were fucking hard on the bed anyways, Thrak's swarthy ass rising and falling at the edge of my vision. He was all muscle and scars. My hands went to Chaun's doublet, working the painted, bone buttons. He shrugged out of the doublet then the silk undershirt, exposing his chest.

I leaned over and nibbled on his small, dark nipple, swirling my tongue around it while his hands squeezed my small breasts. My nipples ached every time his fingers brushed them. I trembled, loving his touch as I sucked and nibbled. My hands stroked down his body to his hose. It clung to his hips. I pushed them down and reached around, squeezing his muscular ass.

Chaun groaned and then pushed me back towards our bed. I smiled as I fell back on it. The bed was so different from the nest in the aerie. It wasn't a layer of soft furs, but something else. It was softer. I smiled, stretching back, my breasts jiggling, my thighs rubbing together beneath my skirt.

Behind Chaun, Thrak's ass rose and fell, his heavy balls swinging as he pounded Faoril. I bit my lip, staring at the sight as Chaun shed his hose entirely. Then he moved forward, blocking my view. I blinked and then remembered who I should be looking at.

“Take me,” I moaned, pulling up my colorful skirt, exposing my creamy thighs. “I'm so wet. I need you in me.”

“I bet you do, songbird.”

“I'll sing for you,” I moaned, my skirt bunching around my waist, revealing my pussy. I spread my legs apart and ran a finger through my sex. “Just make love to me, Chaun. I'll sing so loud. So beautifully.”

“I know you will.”

He fell onto the bed on his knees, his dick bouncing before him. He worked closer. His hand slid up my thigh. I trembled at his touch. He moved higher and higher while Faoril moaned louder and louder. His hand brushed my sex.

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck me with that huge cock, Thrak,” hissed Faoril. “I'm going to cum so hard.”

Chaun's hand found my pussy. He shoved two fingers in me. I groaned, clenching down on them, savoring their feel. But it wasn't what I wanted in me. I needed his cock. He shoved his fingers deep as he leaned over and sucked on my nipple.

I sang.

My voice trilled as his fingers pumped in and out of my cunt, and his mouth sucked and loved my nipple. My nub ached in his mouth. I squirmed, my hand reaching out for his cock. My song was wordless, rising from the passion of my soul. I seized his dick and brought his cock closer and closer to my pussy, my song growing, begging.

Chaun wrenched his fingers out of me and released my nipple. He slid up my body, kissing around my mouth, letting me sing as I guided his dick to my aching pussy. The tip brushed my petals. I slid it lower to my hole.

He thrust and I sang louder.

He was in me. So thick and wonderful. My flesh clenched on him as his hand, fingers wet with my juices, reached beneath me. He shoved those fingers into my sphincter while drilling his cock in and out of me. I gasped as I sang, his fingers stroking my sphincter.

His fingers penetrated my asshole. The pitch of my song groaned, delighting in the feel of his fingers reaming in and out of my bowels in rhythm to his pumping cock. I shuddered, my pussy clenching on his dick, my bowels on his fingers.

“That's it, little songbird,” he grunted as he thrust. “Your song is so beautiful.”

I loved his cock in me. My hips bucked as he fucked me. Pleasure rippled through my body. His dick reached so deep into me. My flesh clenched and relaxed on him. I moaned again, my nipples hard, rubbing on his chest while his lips nibbled.

“I need a special treat tonight, songbird. Something I've been saving.”

“What?” I gasped as he ripped his cock out of my pussy.

“Keep singing,” he commanded as he turned me onto my side, facing Thrak and Faoril. I stared at the orc's heaving balls slapping over and over into Faoril's flesh. “Keep singing.”

My husband moved behind me. His fingers ripped out of my ass, and then his cock pressed between my butt-cheeks. I groaned. He had promised we would do this. His cock rubbed up and down my crack, nudging my sphincter.

And then he was in me.

“Chaun,” I gasped as his slick dick shoved into my asshole. “I...I...”

“Relax and keep singing,” he whispered as his dick penetrated deeper.

The sensation was so different. I groaned and shuddered as he stretched me apart. Burning bliss rippled through my body. His groin pressed into my ass. He was in me all the way, feeling my depths in a new way.

I sang my enjoyment.

His hands roamed my stomach and breasts, teasing me as he drew back and fucked me. My pussy ached. I clenched down on his thrusting dick, the burning friction warming my pussy, building the pleasure. I trembled, watching Thrak and Faoril.

It was so hot watching them. So wrong. My song trembled as I shuddered. Chaun's fingers pinched my right nipple while his other hand played with the curls of my pubic hair. His thrusts grew harder, his balls smacking into my ass while his dick reamed me.

So deep. So thick.

“That's it, songbird,” he groaned. “My slutty songbird loves it up the ass.”

I did.

“Faoril,” Thrak grunted.

“Yes, yes, yes, cum in me,” she begged. “Flood my pussy. Oh, I love it. Yes, yes, yes.”

The orc's back rippled as he rose. He growled as he erupted. His hips jerked, slamming his dick into Faoril's cunt. My bowels clenched hard on Chaun's cock, the excitement swelling in my depths as I watched.

And then Thrak rolled off of Faoril, his massive cock popping out of her. Her cunt gaped open. White jizz ran out. Hunger entered my song. I couldn't look away from her cunt. And the cum. I wanted to run over there and...

No.

I squeezed my eyes shut, my orgasm swelling in my depths. I trembled in Chaun's arms. He nuzzled at my ear again, his fingers sliding down to my clit. He rubbed the nub and pinched my right nipple.

“Do you want to swap?” he asked. “Do you want to enjoy Thrak's cock while I enjoy Faoril's pussy?”

My eyes snapped open and found Thrak's huge dick. It was still half-hard, shiny with Faoril's juices. My orgasm exploded through me. My bowels writhed on Chaun's cock. My clit ached beneath his rubbing finger. Juices squirted out of my pussy.

My song became passionate moans. I thrashed in Chaun's arms, savoring the thrusts of his dick, the feel of his muscular chest on my back. I trembled, my convulsing asshole massaging his cock. My vision blurred. Thrak's cock split into two shafts for a moment.

“My wicked songbird,” Chaun grunted and slammed into my asshole. He came.

I closed my eyes, savoring the heat of his cum filling my asshole. I brimmed with his cum. I loved it. I groaned and licked my lips. I didn't need anything but his dick. Not Thrak's. Just my husband's and his wonderful cum.

“Well?” Chaun whispered. “Do you want to swap?”

I rolled over, his cock sliding out of my asshole with a wet plop. “No. You are my husband. You're all I need.”

I kissed him, closed my eyes, and tried so hard to believe my words.


Chapter Five: Elf Blossoming

Minx

My eyes snapped open. It was still dark in the room, but morning approached. I should sleep longer, get all the rest I could, but it was so hard. I had a bad habit of once I was awake being unable to fall back to sleep.

Xera's arms held me. Her green hair brushed my cheek while her large breasts pressed into my lower back. She was amazing. I almost felt bad for betraying her. Almost. I closed my eyes, imagining the end of the quest. We had two more pieces of the sword to collect along with the heart of the minotaur. First to Hargone for the third piece, then Grahata to slay the minotaur, and lastly to Thaville to head south to the Haunted Forest and the final piece in Drakin Castle, the crumbling lair of the dread Biomancer Vebrin. Once we had all of it, we would head north to the Princedom of Zeutch and the Altar of Souls.

There I would steal the reforged sword from the group. It was all Adel's plan. The redheaded elf hired me. Thanks to her plan, I had earned the group's trust. It made me wonder if Adel knew about the prophecy.

But how could she?

Either way, the sword would be mine. I would betray Adel, and that was assuming she could escape the caldera. Unless she was a shaman, she would be entertaining the imps right now. It was sneaky of her to slip in with the Gnome bounty hunter, but folly to let herself get trapped.

Xera would hunt me though. And she was good. It would be such a challenge to escape her. I snuggled into her arms, loving the feel of her body. Her breasts were so large and wonderful to play with. It would be fun to be caught.

Not for real, but I could fantasize. She would have her cock when she found me. She would be in heat for real and not thanks to the alchemical concoction I owned. Her dick would be so hard, so throbbing, and she would pin me down.

Got you, you little thief.

And I would grin at her as she ravished my small body. I trembled, my legs shifting, bumping the hard shaft thrusting from the sleeping Xera's...

She had a cock.

I bolted up and threw off the covers, exposing all of Xera's tall, sleek body. She lay on her side, her legs long, her skin pale with a greenish hue. And there, thrusting from her crotch, was her dick. “You're in heat!”

Xera's eyes opened as I seized her big dick. “You're in heat,” I repeated as I stroked her. She throbbed in my hand. So wonderful. “Oh, yes, you're in heat.”

“Huh?” a sleepy Angela grunted.

I threw a look over my shoulder to the other bed. Angela sat up, her fiery hair falling in a mussed tousle about her shoulders. The blanket slipped off of her as she sat up, exposing her large breasts. And the bound Sophia, her body wrapped in ropes.

I don't know how the kinky priestess slept like that, her arms trussed over her head, ropes crisscrossing her body, but she did.

“What's going on?” Angela groaned, reaching for her sword hanging from the bed's post by its belt.

“Xera's in heat,” I grinned, my bronze hand stroking her dick faster. “Her cock's grown.”

And then I bent over and swallowed the tip of Xera's cock. I sucked so hard, my cheeks hollowing. It was amazing. So wonderful to play with her cock. My hand that was stroking her dick slid down to the wet folds of her pussy, caressing her flesh, bringing more groans from Xera. She squirmed, those lovely, lush tits jiggling.

“Oh, no,” Sophia groaned. “She's in heat again.”

“Uh-huh,” moaned Angela.

Their bed creaked. The knight padded over naked while Xera rolled onto her back. My elvish lover's pointed ears twitched. She moaned, her hands seizing her large, pillowy tits. My fingers shoved into her pussy as I bobbed my mouth on her dick.

“Oh, Minx, yes,” gasped Xera. “Oh, that's nice. Mmm, I need this. I need to cum so badly.”

“Yes, she does,” Angela purred, slipping into bed.

“My Queen,” Sophia moaned. “I'm still tied up. Can you untie me first?”

“No,” Angela purred. “I want you to watch. And no making yourself cum.”

“Yes, my Queen.”

I rolled my eyes. Sophia was so weird.

But I really didn't care. I had Xera's cock in my mouth. I loved hermaphrodites and their big dicks. It was so hot the way she had tits and a hot, juicy pussy along with a raging cock. I swirled my tongue about her shaft as I worked my small fist into her hot, juicy pussy.

Angela leaned over, nuzzling into Xera's tits, sucking and kissing. Xera purred, her pussy clenching about my thrusting fist. I sucked harder on her dick, her salty precum filling my mouth and giving me such a tasty treat.

“Oh, yes,” groaned Xera. “Mmm, work that fist in and out of my pussy. Oh, yes. I'm going to... Matar, yes!”

Xera came. Her hot, creamy jizz spurted into my mouth. Powerful blasts of jizz filled my mouth. I groaned, swirling them around. The spunk coated my mouth. So much jizz. It threatened to overflow my mouth. I swallowed.

Her pussy spasmed about my thrusting fist. I savored drinking down every drop of her cum. Such wonderful, creamy, delicious treats. I was so lucky to get to enjoy it. The final cum spurted into my mouth.

I held her load in my mouth as I slid my lips off.

“Oh, you naughty Minx,” panted Xera. “Mmm, that was good. But I need more.”

Angela reached for Xera's cock. I slapped her away and swallowed the load in my mouth. “My dick! I get to go first.”

The knight stared at me, her blue eyes shining with lust. I moved my nimble body quickly, popping my fist out of Xera's pussy and straddling her waist. Her dick prodded my cunt. I gave the knight a mischievous grin.

And impaled myself.

“Matar's dick,” groaned Xera, her ears twitching hard as my pussy slammed down her dick.

I groaned, my small body twitching, my pussy stretching about her girth. Though us halflings were half-the height of long-legs, we could still take their dicks. My ass clenched as my back arched, my breasts jiggling before me.

“Oh, you wicked slut,” Angela groaned and then she leaned down and nuzzled at where Xera's dick entered my pussy. The knight licked and nuzzled, teasing my clit and pussy lips when I bottomed out on Xera's cock.

I loved it. My hips worked, my ass clenching as I swiveled and undulated. I stirred that amazing girl-dick through my body. I smeared the pussy juices covering my hand across my metallic-bronze breasts. They gleamed in the first ray of dawn peeking through the window. The marigold scent of Xera's pussy filled my nose.

Elves were so different from halfling or human cunt.

“Oh, yes, work that pussy, Minx. Ride me. Matar's cock, yes. I'm going to cum so hard in your pussy. You're going to be dripping cum all day today.”

“Gods, yes.”

I bounced faster, sucking my breath in. The pleasure roared out of my pussy. Such hot, wonderful, wicked delight. I groaned, bobbing faster and faster on her dick. My pussy clenched about her girl-cock, savoring every bit of pleasure it could.

Rapture burned in my cunt's depths. My flesh, stretched about her girth, ached so wonderfully. I bounced harder and faster while Angela licked and nuzzled. Her tongue flailed against my clit, sending small sparks of bliss through me.

“Oh, yes. I want you to cum so hard in me I shoot off your cock,” I hissed. “I want to feel that elf-jizz fill me.”

Xera groaned. Her hips bucked up, bouncing me on her cock. I loved it. My eyes rolled back in my head. I pinched and pulled at my pussy-slicked nipples. Such hot delight shot down to my depths, filling me, teasing me, making me twitch and dance on her wonderful cock.

The pressure built inside of me. The room spun about me as I fucked her harder and harder. Xera's moans were so sweet. Her breasts jiggled and her ears twitched. And her dick stretched my cunt, caressing every wonderful inch of my depths.

I slammed down her cock. Angela's lips nibbled on my hard clit. Lightning jolted through me. I came. I shuddered. I screamed out my passion as my pussy spasmed and writhed about the amazing cock. My hips went wild, bucking, squirming, as the pleasure flooded my mind.

“Cernere's nimble fingers,” I groaned, “and Slata's hairy cunt. Yes, yes, yes. I love elf-dick.”

“Mater's cock.” Xera's hips bucked up, slamming her cock deep into my spasming depths.

She came. My back arched as her wonderful jizz filled my pussy. Thick, hot spurts of creamy delight. I trembled. My eyes squeezed closed. I groaned through my teeth, pinching my nipples as ecstasy crashed over me.

~  *  ~

Knight-Errant Angela

“My turn,” I moaned, flopping onto my back, my legs spread. “I know you need to cum more, Xera. Ram that dick into me.”

Ropes creaked. I glanced over and smiled as Sophia strained against her restraints, her small breasts jiggling. The hemp rope bound her pale body. It was so sexy. I bit my lip as Minx pulled her pussy off of Xera's cock with a huge, wet plop.

“Watch me,” I moaned to Sophia.

“Yes, my Queen,” she groaned, turning her head. Her brown hair fell about her cheeks while her green eyes stared at me. “You're so cruel.”

“I know,” I grinned.

It was so hot teasing her. She was bound, helpless, forced to watch as Xera moved between my thighs, her dick bobbing before her, soaked in Minx's cum. Xera stroked my thighs as she lifted my ass and thrust a pillow beneath it.

Her dick neared my pussy. I shuddered and moaned, “She's going to fuck me so hard, Sophia. So hard. With her girl-dick. Mmm, I'm going to explode on it.”

“You are, my Queen,” she moaned, her body straining at the ropes. The bed creaked and the ropes rasped.

“Is your pussy getting wet?” I asked as Xera's dick rubbed at my snatch. She nudged my clit then slid down to my hole. “Because my cunt is soaked for her cock.”

“I'm so wet, my Queen.”

Her voice was so sweet. I loved it. I loved her. I groaned as Xera's thick dick slammed into me. My thighs locked about her hips as she leaned over me. Her tits bounced in the periphery of my vision as the elf fucked me hard.

“So tight,” groaned Xera, her ears twitching. “Matar, thank you for the gift of my cock. Thank you for letting me fuck with it.”

“Yes,” I moaned. “Pater's dick, yes. I love it, Sophia. I love her cock in me. I love being fucked by her. Watch me.”

“Yes, my Queen.”

Minx landed on her knees beside my head. She leaned over me, her small breasts heaving. She had the height of a child, but her body was developed like a woman in miniature. Curving hips, round breasts, her nipples flashing copper, her skin metallic bronze. She straddled my head and moaned, “Lick me clean. If I have to share her cock, then I should share her cum, too.”

“Yes,” I moaned, my pussy clenching on Xera's dick.

I licked at her pussy, gathering lavender-scented cream and Xera's salty jizz. I groaned, my tongue sliding through the messy cunt, eating the creampie. I humped harder into Xera's thrusts as cum and pussy juices poured into my mouth.

“Yes, yes, yes,” hissed Minx, humping her small pussy against my mouth. “That's it. Ooh, drink it all, Angela.”

“Yes, yes, eat my cum from her cunt.” Xera fucked me harder, her tits slapping together. Ropes creaked as Sophia squirmed. I loved it.

My tits bounced from the force of Xera's thrusts. I kept licking as I squirmed and writhed my hips, my pussy aching from the force of the elf's thrusts. She fucked so hard, eager for another cum. She had to relieve her lusts. They were always strongest right after her cock sprouted.

My tongue probed Minx's depths as she squirmed. I reached behind her and seized her asscheeks as they clenched and writhed in my hand. She was so enthusiastic. She humped harder and harder against me. My tongue slid through her folds, gathering every drop of Xera's cum and the halfling's pussy juices.

“That's it. Oh, your Queen is eating my cunt so well, Sophia. She's eager to get all of Xera's cum. She's such a slut for it.”

Sophia let out a frustrated hiss and her bed creaked louder. She thrashed and squirmed, pulling at the ropes. “Shut up, Minx.”

“Ooh, she is such a pussy licker. You taught her well, Sophia. Mmm, she's digging through all my folds, searching for all of Xera's cum. Oh, yes. She's going to make me explode.”

My fingers clenched into Minx's ass as she squirmed on me. It was so exciting. My pussy clenched and relaxed on Xera's thrusting cock. My clit throbbed each time Xera's pubic bone slammed into my groin. Aching it. Building my orgasm.

“Ooh, Minx, you annoying brat,” moaned Sophia.

Minx laughed, grinding on me. “Oh, yes. She's making me cum. Oh, yes. Yes. Drink it all. Oh, the cum's pouring out of my cunt into her hungry mouth.”

It was. I sealed my lips about her small pussy, sucking as she came. Her lavender juices and Xera's salty cum flooded my mouth. A wonderful mix of creamy delight. I shuddered as I swallowed, the fluids warming my stomach, reaching for my pussy.

Sophia's hiss made me shudder. My orgasm swelled through me. I bucked harder into Xera's thrusts, grinding my clit into her pubic bone. Sparks flew. I was so close. My fingers dug into Minx's tight ass.

I moaned into the halfling's cunt as I came.

My pussy spasmed hard about Xera's thrusting cock. She gasped and slammed herself into my cunt. She shuddered, her thrusts so hard, so powerful. Her breasts heaved as she hissed her pleasure.

“Yes, yes, yes. Matar's cock, thank you for this tight cunt.”

“Flood her,” moaned Minx. “Do it. Flood her with so much jizz.”

“Yes,” I moaned as the pleasure filled my body.

Xera's thrusts were so hard. My clit ached and throbbed. A second orgasm spasmed through my body. The bed creaked as I thrashed beneath them. Minx rolled off my mouth, panting beside me as my head arched. I licked my cream-covered lips, my head rolling.

I stared at Sophia watching, her face flushed, her body twitching.

“She's going to flood my cunt with so much cum,” I moaned as I stared at her. “So much.”

Xera gasped and buried into me. My eyes widened as her cum poured into my depths. My orgasm peaked as such wicked, wonderful pleasure flooded me. I thrashed and heaved. My back arched a final time.

And then I collapsed.

“Pater's cock,” I moaned as Xera rolled off of me. Her cum poured out of my cunt. Minx attacked Xera, eager for another go on her cock as I stared at the ceiling. The sun rose. We couldn't spend all day fucking. Bounty hunters pursued us. We needed to get to the village of Llanes where the Golden Hunger, the pirate ship we had contracted, waited.

I forced myself to sit up. I twisted and stood, cum running down my thighs. I groaned as I walked across the room to my trembling lover. Sophia's tart musk filled my nose. The rope wrapped between her thighs soaked her juices up like a lantern wick.

“You look so frustrated,” I purred.

Sophia nodded her head.

I sat down on the bed, my right hand sliding down her stomach as I leaned over to kiss her. Before our lips met, I whispered, “Then cum.”

She groaned into my mouth as I kissed her hard. My hand shoved the rope aside and found her clit. I rubbed it. Only three circles of her throbbing nub was enough to trigger her orgasm. The ropes creaked as she thrashed, her body fighting their restraint. Her kiss was so sweet as she came.

“Love you,” I whispered when I broke the kiss.

Her green eyes shone. Her lips twisted into a beautiful smile. “I love you, my Queen.”

I kissed her again as I reached for the knots.


Chapter Six: Departure

Chaun

Xandra's eyes almost fell out of her eye sockets when Xera walked into the common room, her cock thrusting hard before her. My wife looked so cute as she stared at the dick. She desired it, like she had Thrak's last night.

Maybe it would be easier to convince her to fuck Xera than Thrak. A way to ease her into it. I so wanted to watch my wife writhe beneath the hermaphrodite. To join them, use them. To hear her gasp and cry, show her the wonders of sex in all its forms.

“You didn't know she would grow a cock?” I whispered.

She blushed and clamped her mouth shut. “I just didn't think...it would be so...”

“Big?”

Her cheeks were scarlet. Her pupils dilated wide in the center of her bright-sapphire irises. She nodded her head. I pulled her lithe body to me and gave my songbird a sweet kiss. Her aura shone so white about her. It was so sexy that I was the man in her thoughts. No changeling had ever known the joys of marriage.

She trembled as I led her to the table to break our fast. She sat close to me, squirming, her pussy hot. I smiled. We had a light breakfast and paid our bill with the proprietor. I smiled at Estyr, the innkeeper's daughter, remembering how I claimed her virginity while wearing the form of her step-father the last time we stayed here. A smile danced on her lips, and color spotted her bluish skin. She was Valyan, like many of the humans who lived in Baraconia.

I walked beside my wife as we left the crowded, bustling metropolis. No one said anything. While the bounty hunters had already found out about the reward, it seemed word of it hadn't reached the city quite yet. Merchantmen did not sail as fast as pirate ships. We left the city behind and followed the coastal trail to the village of Llanes.

The village was friend to pirates and smugglers, no doubt increasing their coffers beyond what they brought from selling their day's catch in the market squares of Baraconia. It was an hour walk, the breeze from the Nimborgoth keeping at bay the swelter of the jungle.

Xandra kept glancing at Xera as she walked ahead of us, her dick bouncing hard before her. I smiled, loving the way my wife blushed. Sophia was the start of Xandra's awakening. I had to ease her past her people's prudish morality.

And while sailing on the Golden Hunger, I was sure I could arrange for my wife and the elf to get together in the hold or a cabin. I just had to distract Minx. The halfling kept reaching out and stroking Xera's cock. Minx loved the dick. She skipped and giggled, acting like a child with a new toy.

The jungle gave way to the village of Llanes. The houses were all small huts, built to halfling size. The docks were empty save for the lean Golden Hunger. The pirate ship dwarfed the pier she was tied up to.

“Thank the gods,” Angela muttered.

“Feared she had left?” Thrak asked with his deep rumble.

“Yes. Captain Thyrna is a pirate.”

“Pirate?” gasped Xandra.

“Didn't we mention that?” I asked her. “Only a pirate can be trusted to carry fugitives like us.”

She gave me a look. “You make this sound like it's a story.”

“It is. Once I write it. An epic that will be sung for a thousand-thousand years.”

Xandra's eyes widened. “Wow.”

Sophia snorted. “Right, Chaun. A thousand-thousand years. You're not that good.”

I gave the priestess a winsome smile and inclined my head. I was that good. I would pen an epic. Angela was reforging the High King's sword. An event that would ripple through the annals of history, and only I would have seen it all first-hand. My song would be remembered. I would regain my honor. The college of Az would welcome me back with open arms and Princess Adelaide would...

I trailed off, my stomach twisting at the thought of my golden-haired lover. I glanced at Xandra and her smile. She trilled out a song of such beauty as she walked beside me, bursting with her excitement about my song.

Did I want Princess Adelaide in my arms again? It had been years since we had been together.

~  *  ~

Warlock Faoril – The Golden Hunger, The Nimborgoth

The moment the Golden Hunger had sailed from Llanes's lagoon and put out into the blue of the Nimborgoth, the pirate captain turned her sultry gaze to Thrak. Captain Thyrna was a tall woman, her skin dark-brown, a hue I had never seen on another human. She was exotic, with wavy-brown hair falling about her hungry face. She wore tight leather pants and a loose, white vest.

Her eyes had a possessive gleam. “Thrak, in my quarters. Now. I need you to attend to me and my needs.”

I gaped at the captain giving my lover such a blatant command. I didn't begrudge Thrak any woman he wanted to fuck, but the way the woman spoke offended me. It was like she thought she owned him. No one owned my Thrak. Not even me. I only had the gift of his love.

“That bitch,” I muttered beneath my breath.

I glanced at Thrak as he watched her vanish through the door in the stern deck that led to the cabins. His brows furrowed. Something had happened between the pair on the voyage south. While I was drowning in guilt over what I did to Relaria, and servicing the entire crew to run from it, the captain had tried something with him.

“Let me talk to her,” I said, my back straight.

Thrak lifted a pierced eyebrow. “She's not...gentle.”

I pulled out a vial of Thrak's preserved cum, downed it. Magic filled me. It was wonderful to use it again. The Magery Council could strip me from their ranks and declare me a warlock for what I did, but they couldn't stop me from using my gift.

“I can be rough, too.”

He appraised me then nodded. “If I hear you scream, I'm coming in.”

“I'll be fine,” I said, but smiled. I loved his concern.

I marched across the rolling deck of the ship, my red robes swishing about my legs. I had the power of the five elements coursing through me. This woman would be schooled if she thought she could leash my orc.

She had to understand I was the woman he loved.

I threw open the door that led to the cabins beneath the stern deck. It was a short hallway, two doors on either side for guest cabins, and a door at the end. I could feel her in there waiting for my Thrak to come to her like a lapdog.

My hand clenched as I marched down the hallway. I reached her door. I didn't bother to knock. I threw it open and marched into the dim interior. Light flooded through several small portholes, splashing beams across her bed. They moved as the ship rocked.

She lounged on the bed already naked, her body lush and beautiful. She saw me and stretched with a feline grace. Anger smoldered in her dark eyes as I stalked to the foot of her bed where I stopped, glaring at her.

“Do you—”

“I did not give you permission to enter,” she purred as she gained her knees and crouched on her bed facing me, her eyes intent.

“I don't care—”

“My commands will be obeyed, or you will be punished.”

I arched an eyebrow. “Punished.”

Then I noticed the wall covered in whips, paddles, and flails. The crew—made up of all muscular, brawny men—moved with alacrity at her commands. She had trained them. Dominated them. Turned them into her lapdogs.

“Thrak is not—”

“You will leave here and fetch the orc,” she hissed. “Or I will make you howl.”

“Make me howl?” my eyes narrowed, but there was something in her eyes. Something strong. Intimidating “Thrak is not your lapdog. He is—”

“Mine,” hissed the captain. Her hand shot out and seized my hair, wrenching me close to her lush lips. Before I could send out my magic, she added, “And if he's not mine, well, there is a bounty I can collect.”

I froze.

“You pretty thing. You think you know what power is because you have magic.” She snorted. “Power is all about will. And yours is so weak.”

I gasped as she stood on her bed, her legs sleek, rising to her shaved pussy. She yanked on my hair, pulling my mouth to her pussy. Her hot flesh rubbed on my lips. She let out a purring moan, humping her hips.

“This is power. You will make me cum and then fetch your man to worship me. He is mine!”


Chapter Seven: The Pirate's Claws

Warlock Faoril – The Golden Hunger, The Nimborgoth

Shock paralyzed my actions as the pirate captain, Thyrna, pressed my face into the shaved, spicy folds of her pussy, smearing it on my flesh as she held a fistful of my short, light-brown hair. Pain flared across my scalp as she humped against me. She lay on her bed's edge. I knelt on the deck of her cabin while her ship rocked and creaked about us. It was dim, sunlight streaming through small portholes, the beams of light moving as the ship sailed south to Hargone.

“This is power,” she moaned. “Commanding obedience. You are on my ship, slut, and you will obey me. Please me.”

I had marched in here to set her straight about Thrak. No one owned him, not even me. I was his lover. We had given each other our hearts. Not taken. She couldn't have him. But it all went so wrong. She had seized me despite the fact I could summon magic, Thrak's cum warming my stomach. I could wrap her up in air, gather water from the atmosphere and bind her, animate her sheets to tie her, or even send my magic into her mind and dominate her, turning her into a puppet like I had with Relaria.

No. Not that.

I could do a dozen different things to stop her dominating me, but she was so confident. Her dark-brown body heaved, her breasts bouncing, the right nipple pierced by a gold ring. Her face twisted with a cruel, hungry smile as she ground her wet snatch on my lips.

“Lick, little mage,” she moaned. “Devour. Please. Make me cum, and then I'll let you fetch your orc. You can kneel in the corner as I make him mine. He'll make a superb member of my crew.” She laughed, cruel and seductive, her fingers tightening in my hair.

From where did this fear come? Why was I afraid of her? I was powerful. I had faced dangers: erinyes, the orcs, even the dangerous Warlock Fireeyes. I have dueled two master mages. I have ventured into the cursed mines of the dwarves to face an ancient evil.

So why did this human woman intimidate me?

My tongue licked through the folds of her pussy, teasing her, gathering her spicy juices. The woman let out a purring moan, her body shuddering. An orgasmic-like gasp escaped her lips as she squirmed her hips. Her pussy was hot. My tongue gathered her cream with every lick.

“Just like that, slut,” she groaned. “Fucking whore. I hate little dykes. I hate soft tongues and smooth cheeks. I love men, but you'll do. You need to learn that I am the queen of this ship. You worship and obey me.”

Why was I afraid? I had the power of the elements.

But what if she could negate them? My fingers clenched on her ass as I nuzzled and licked. My tongue flailed into her pussy as memories of the gnome bounty hunter and her alchemical vials flitted across my mind. She negated my magic with a chemical. Did Thyrna know about it?

Or what if she had powers? Some people were born with innate powers, like the soulborn witches of the Tuathan or the seventh daughter of the seventh daughter. And there were other schools of magic that did not rely on the teachings of the Magery Tower. The foul Warlocks of Chevsa, the shadowmancers of the Shizhuth Empire, the strange arts rumored to be performed in lands across the Vilianth Ocean. Where was she from? Where did humans have such a deep-brown skin? It wasn't the darker hue of the Halanian nomads, but darker than any Thosian, Valyan, or Thlinian.

“You can do better than that, little mage,” Thyrna laughed. “Eat my pussy, or I will have to punish you.”

My eyes flicked to the wall covered in lashes, whips, paddles, and canes. I tongued her faster. I pressed my mouth into her pussy, licking and nibbling. I moved my hand up from her ass to probe her pussy. I sank into her hot depths while she humped against me. I pumped in and out of her silky flesh.

A strange itch formed in my pussy. Hot and itching. I squirmed, my hips quaking. I bit my lip, struggling not to get caught up in the excitement of this. My tongue flicked up to her clit, hard and throbbing, begging to be teased.

So I did.

I teased her. I tongued her. I needed her to explode. My tongue flailed against her flesh. She moaned and hissed. Her back arched, thrusting her breasts high as her fingers dug into my hair. The gold ring piercing her right nipple flashed as a beam of sunlight danced across her. I was pleasing her. Driving her to her orgasm.

I nibbled on her clit and thrust a third finger into her pussy. I pumped in and out of her wet depths, her juices coating my hand. I breathed in her musk as her bed creaked. The woman's thighs tightened about my face.

“Yes, yes, yes, little mage,” hissed the pirate captain. “Oh, pump those fucking fingers in me. Make me cum. Worship me. You're doing so well.”

Her praise sent a pleased flush through me. My pussy grew even juicier. I squirmed beneath my robes, my excitement swelling. I flailed my tongue against her clit as I worked my fingers faster and faster in and out of her cunt. Her gasps and moans spurred me on. I had to please her. That made her happy.

And I wanted to. The fear had transformed into weak desire, catalyzed by her praise, by the excitement of having no control. She could do anything to me because she had real power. What did I have?

The power to get an innocent lamia killed?

“You fucking slut, yes,” she hissed. “Devour me. Make me explode on your mouth.”

She humped harder, the bed creaking. My fingers pumped through her juicy pussy. Her sheath tightened on my digits. She jerked hard on my hair, pulling me into the depths of her pussy. Her flesh pressed against my lips, her folds caressing my cheeks.

“Whore!” she hissed. “Weak, pathetic slut. A mage with no power.”

The humiliating words shot through me. I squirmed more as her pussy spasmed about my fingers. Juices flooded from her cunt. I made her cum. Her moans became yowls of pleasure. She thrashed on the bed, trying to rip my hair from my head.

“Drink it all, slut. Drink it! You gods-damned whore. You thought you were strong. But you weren't.” Her breasts heaved a final time, and then she let go of my hair. “Now strip, you whore.”

“S-Strip?”

“D-Did I st-stutter like you,” she hissed, mocking me. Her hand let me go as she rose, her breasts heaving. She toyed with her piercing as she stood up, stretching her dark nipple. “Now!”

I flinched and reached for my red robe's ties. I untied the belt it and slipped it off my shoulders as she walked to her wall of whips and lashes, her finger running across them. I trembled as I stood naked, my pale body exposed.

“Which one to use on you,” she asked, caressing them.

“U-Use? N-No.”

She glanced at me with those hungry eyes. “Oh, are you trying to find a spine again?”

“I-I-I.” I took a deep breath. Pain did not appeal to me. Maybe being forced to lick pussy turned me on, or surrendering to another's strength, like Thrak's. But pain... I wasn't Sophia. “No. You're not going to hurt me.”

Her smile grew. “So you're not as spineless as you seem. Not as broken as I thought. You found something on the island.” She pulled off a rattan cane, thin, made of pale wood. She smiled. “Well, it's far more fun when you're strong. It makes breaking you even more satisfying.”

“You're not breaking me. Thrak isn't yours. And I'm not your pleasure slave.”

“Then why are my pussy juices smeared on your lips, slut?”

I flushed as she advanced on me. The ship rolled beneath my feet. I adjusted, swallowing as she smacked the cane into her palm. It made a stinging slap. My ass clenched. I did not want to feel that on my backside. My father had canned me once as a child when I left the barn open and several cows escaped.

It hurt.

“If you want to spank someone, try Sophia. She gets off on the pain.”

“It's no fun if you enjoy it.” Cruel light shone in her eyes. “Bend over the bed, slut, or I will beat you to the floor.”

“No,” I said, tensing, my heart thudding. I didn't have to be afraid of her. I had power. I could wrap her in magic. She couldn't stop it. She was bluffing. It had to be a bluff. Just confidence. Arrogance.

But there was no fear as she raised the cane. She did not respect my magic. She knew I had it and didn't care. Was it the confidence that she could stop my magic, or a bluff to keep me fearful? The rattan slashed down.

I reacted.

Wind swirled, seizing the cane and ripping it from her grip. She hissed, stumbling forward. I threw the cane to the side and sent the air to seize her. Unseen currents rushed at her, touched her, wrapped about her and—

She stepped through the wind.

Her finger played with the nipple piercing as she took another step. I swallowed, my eyes widening. She did have a way to negate my magic. My eyes fell on the nipple piercing, the only thing she wore.

“What is that?”

“In the Queendom, we know how to negate energies. How to redirect and channel them into more useful avenues.”

“The Queendom of Naith?” I swallowed, shuddering at the words. Across the Shilter Strait from the Halani desert lay the Queendom of Naith, ruled by the cruel Rakshasas. One of Las's bastard races, the rakshasas were all female shapechangers. They often ruled over tribal populations. Unlike most rakshasas, the ones of the Queendom work together instead of competing. “You're a...?”

She licked her lips. “Yes. And you are a scrumptious morsel. I should eat you all up.”

Her head blurred. Orange fur sprouted. Her dark eyes became slitted feline's as a muzzle grew. The fur was striped with black. More black stripes appeared across her body, staining brown skin, as her head finished transforming into a tiger's. She snarled, sharp fangs dripping with saliva. Claws grew from her fingertips.

Other than the head and claws, she appeared fully human.

I backed up and bumped into the hull of the ship as she advanced. Rakshasas ate meat. Preferably human. And my magic didn't work on her. I bit my lip as she strode forward, her breath washing over me. A rough tongue licked my cheek.

“You can bend over the bed and let me spank your ass, or I can enjoy you in other ways.” She ran her claws over my belly, not scratching me, just letting me feel how sharp they are. “What will it be, little mage?”

“I'll bend over,” I said, whimpering.

She licked my face again with her wet tongue. Her muzzle pressed against my lips, kissing me. She blurred, the fur retracting, human lips forming, her tongue shrinking, the claws vanishing. Tears beaded my eyes as she kissed me.

“Now go fetch the cane and bend over.” She grinned. “And feel free to scream. I want Thrak to know I dominated his little cunt.”

“He'll kill you,” I swallowed, staring at the cane.

She laughed and then pushed me towards the cane. I stumbled and fell on my knees. The pitching deck threw off my balance as I tried to stand again. She kept laughing, savoring it as I crawled to get her cane.

“I am going to enjoy making you howl,” she laughed. “This is what you've earned by marching in here little—”

The door burst open and Thrak entered.

~  *  ~

Thrak

Thyrna turned, her cat-like eyes smoking as she looked at me. “Finally obeying me? Good. You can stand in the corner and watch as I cane your little—”

My hand lashed out and seized her throat. The rage growled in me. The captain's words choked off as I squeezed. Her hands seized my wrist, fingernails scratching as her eyes bulged. “I. Heard. You. Threaten. Her.”

I spoke each word clearly.

“Thrak,” Faoril sobbed, staring at me as she knelt. “S-she's a rakshasa.”

“I don't care.” I threw Thyrna back onto the bed. She coughed and gasped as she struggled to sit up, her throat red.

“I have thirty sailors,” she snarled. “I will have you and your companions' throats slit and thrown overboard if you don't stand in the corner and watch as I cane your little mage.”

“Faoril, fetch the cane,” I growled. “It's time to give Thyrna what she wants.”

“Wants?” Faoril blinked.

“I want you on your knees, orc,” she hissed. “You are mine. You will be my first mate, the strongest of my crew. You will love me and worship me and serve me.”

I laughed. “You tried to tame me once, cunt. You do not have the strength. But that's okay. I'm here to give you what you've been thinking about since we left the ship.” I undid the belt holding my kilt up. It dropped, revealing my hard, swarthy cock, tip pierced by a bone ring. Her eyes locked on it. “You want to be dominated again. You want to surrender control.”

“What?” Faoril gasped in shock as she stood, holding the rattan cane.

“Never,” hissed Thyrna. “I. Do. Not. Sub. Mit.”

She threw herself at me, hissing like a cat. I let her crash into my body. Her fingernails tore at my chest as her mouth bit at my neck. Hard. I didn't wince at the pain. Her wet cunt rubbed on my stomach as she thrashed.

I seized her by the back of the neck and wrenched her off of me. I spun her around and bent her over the bed, pinning her down. I placed a hand between her shoulder blades, the tip of my dick rubbing at her ass.

“Faoril, spank the slut's ass,” I growled as I crawled onto the bed, moving around her while keeping her pinned. My dick bobbed before me. “She wants it. She craves it. And she deserves it.”

“Las's horny cock,” snarled Thyrna. “If you think you can get away with this, you are wrong. My sailors love me. They will kill you and—”

I thrust my cock into her mouth. She didn't bite.

Instead, the slut sucked. I groaned, holding her dark hair in my broad hands, sliding her mouth up and down my cock as Faoril moved behind her, a vicious grin on her pussy-stained lips. Thyrna had tried to take my lover's power away.

And now it was time for Faoril to take it back.

The cane hissed through the air then cracked on Thyrna's ass. The pirate captain howled about my dick, her voice vibrating around the sensitive tip. Her butt-cheeks rippled. The cane left a bright, red stripe behind, her flesh rising in a puckered welt.

“That's it, slut,” I growled. “Take your punishment. This is what you want. When I'm on your ship, you're my pussycat.”

Crack!

Thyrna bucked and moaned again as I fucked her mouth up and down my cock. She could bite. She could transform into a rakshasa. But she didn't. Her hands gripped my thighs, holding on tight as my dick slid deeper and deeper into her mouth. She sucked. Her tongue caressed my dick. Pleasure rippled out of her.

Crack!

Faoril's breasts jiggled as she drew back the cane, a wild lust in her eyes. Juices stained her thighs, her pussy hot and wet. I fucked my hips forward, slamming my cock down the pirate captain's throat as Faoril cracked the rattan cane down again, painting another red stripe.

“Fuck the slut,” hissed Faoril. “Fuck her mouth. Dump your cum down her throat. You should see her cunt, Thrak. The whore is dripping. She loves this.”

Crack!

“Oh, yes, I can see your lust, whore!” Faoril's nipples were so hard. They would be so beautiful if they were pierced. “You want me to keep spanking you? Slut!”

Crack!

Every time Faoril canned the rakshasa, Thyrna sucked harder. Her throat constricted about my dick as it rammed down her esophagus. She took it, saliva dribbling out of her mouth, her eyes wild with lust. Her hips shook more and more, her fingers digging into my legs.

And she purred.

I groaned as her purrs massaged my cock, vibrating her larynx and throat. It was wonderful. I slammed my dick all the way down her throat, groaning, savoring the humming sensation. The tip of my dick ached. My balls boiled.

“Fucking slut!” hissed Faoril.

Crack!

“Threaten to hurt my friends!”

Crack!

“And all along, you just wanted Thrak to dominate you!”

Crack!

The rakshasa's ass leaped. She purred louder. Faoril's eyes widened. Juices splashed on the floor. Thyrna came just from being spanked. She worked her throat, massaging my cock. I groaned, my balls boiling.

And erupted down her throat.

“Gewin's mighty cock,” I grunted as I poured load after load of jizz down her throat.

“Drink it all, slut!”

Crack!

I grunted as the final blast of my cum shot into her mouth. The pleasure bled through my body. I sucked in deep breaths as I let go of the pirate captain. Her mouth slid off my dick with a wet plop. She licked her lips, sucking in deep breaths.

I stared at her. “You belong to me, right? Your ship is at the disposal of our party.”

She let out a purring moan and rubbed her cheek into my naked thigh. “Yes, Thrak. Yes.” She bit my thigh. “Yours. Just fuck me with that mighty cock.”

“While you lick Faoril's cunt.”

“Of course,” she moaned. “Anything. Just use me.”

Faoril stared at me in astonishment.

I petted Thyrna's head and grinned at Faoril. “Have you never had a pet pussycat? I thought you mages loved them.”

“They make me sneeze.” She blinked and then shuddered. “But I would love to have my pussy licked.”


Chapter Eight: Enjoying the Orc's Cock

Chaun

The salty scent of the sea filled my nose as the Golden Hunger knifed through the blue waters of the Nimborgoth. My wife leaned over the railing, her ass pressing against the skirt she wore. Her musical laughs drifted as her light-blue hair waved in the breeze.

I walked to her and peered down at the water for what had caught her attention. Blue-gray dolphins, their bodies sleek and wet, swam alongside the ship, breaking the surface and singing their own strange, nickering song before diving beneath the waves. There were a dozen of them.

“They like to swim in ship's wakes,” I told her. “Playing.”

“I can see that,” she said. “They're cute.”

I leaned against the railing and stared at the rest of the ship. Nearby, Angela gripped the railing, bent over it like Xandra did, but she wasn't watching the dolphins. Sophia stood beside the knight, rubbing Angela's lower back and holding back her fiery hair as she emptied her stomach's contents into the sea.

Everyone else was inside, Thrak and Faoril dealing with the captain's bold commands while Minx had led off Xera, monopolizing the elf's cock. She was on her first day of being in heat, having her cock. She would only have two more.

And I wanted to watch the elf fuck my wife with her dick. Xera was the perfect way to ease Xandra out of her rigid morality. She clung to the antiquated notion that marriage meant fidelity. Yes, Luben the God of Love preached it, and there were those men and women who took it seriously.

But where was the fun in that?

If I could convince Xandra to broaden her sexuality, it would be easier for me to seduce other women. And I had to do that. I was a changeling. Any married woman was attractive to me. I ached to seduce them.

And Xandra was married. To me. As I stared at her, the white aura that surrounded her made her so appealing. My heart thudded. I loved taking her as myself, revealing in the thrill of a woman who loved me. Who was my wife.

But I still wanted other women.

So how could I get Minx away from Xera? As I listened to my wife’s chortles of delight at the dolphins, my mind worked over the problem. I needed someone to distract Minx. To seduce her. Thrak was out of the picture. The orc was tied up, maybe literally, in the captain's cabin. And I couldn't distract the halfling. I wanted the threesome with Xera. To have us share my wife's body.

It made me so hard.

I needed someone else. And there really only was Sophia. She hadn't seduced Minx yet. She hadn't had a chance. And I don't think Sophia had tried that hard. Not like she had tried to seduce my Xandra. Maybe Minx was too sexually free, or maybe it was the fact Minx enjoyed Xera too much. That Sophia hadn't bothered.

That had to change.

I gave my wife a kiss on the cheek and a pat on the ass before I sauntered down the deck to Angela and Sophia. The sailors, all big men, eyed my wife with hungry eyes. Seeing Xandra gangbanged, dripping with cum and wearing a smile on her lips shot through my mind.

Maybe one day. Baby steps. Seduction had to be slow. My dick throbbed. Seducing my own wife was intoxicating.

I leaned against the railing as Angela groaned.

“Is it as bad as the trip from Raratha?” I asked.

Angela shook her head. “No, no. Maybe I'm getting used to the rocking... Ugh, why does it have to rock so badly?”

“The ship's slim, and it doesn't have a wide berm,” I explained, “so it is more affected by the waves. It causes the ship to rock more. And we are going fast, knifing through the seas.”

“How do you know that?” Sophia asked, her green eyes blinking.

I shrugged. “I travel a lot. I've sailed up and down the Nimborgoth on many ships. The wider, slower ones don't rock as much as the faster, leaner ships.”

“Great,” Angela complained. “We had to go and pick a swift pirate ship.”

“Lying down helps,” I added. “And drink lots of water.”

Sophia gave me a look. “Do you want to talk to me, Chaun?”

I shrugged. “Just passing the time. Trying to be helpful.”

She narrowed her eyes as Angela pushed from the railing. The knight muttered something about lying down as she stalked off. Sophia turned, folding her arms before her. She always was a little suspicious of me.

“Did you enjoy my wife?”

“You know I did,” Sophia smirked. She glanced at my wife. “Why, looking to watch me go down on her right on deck? Because I won't. Too many sailors around. You get to watch, not them.”

I laughed. “You have a perverted mind.”

“I do.” She grinned. “Like you. So what are you thinking about? What naughty idea do you have for your wife next?”

“I've noticed you haven't been with Minx.”

“She's attached to Xera even when the elf doesn't have a cock.” Sophia smirked. “Now, I think it's literal. She's probably in the cabin with her tiny cunt impaled on the elf's cock.”

“Probably. Poor Xera.”

“Why poor Xera? I thought all you men, and hermaphroditic elves, loved being in pussy. I don't blame you, I love fingering and tonguing cunt. It's the best thing in the world.”

“Must be exhausting. That Minx is insatiable.”

“And if I took Minx off of Xera's cock, she would be free to fuck your wife?”

“Yes,” I nodded.

Xandra gave a giggle. Out of the corner of my eye, she straightened and turned around. She smiled at me then rushed over, her colorful, sleeveless blouse rippling in the breeze. She stopped before us and threw her arms around my neck, giving me a hungry kiss.

“Dolphins done playing?” I asked.

Xandra nodded. “But they were so cute. You would have loved them, Sophia.”

“I would have,” Sophia said, reaching out to stroke Xandra's hair. “Mmm, and so are you. Want to go into the cabin and relax?”

Xandra blushed and squirmed.

I gave Sophia a look. What was she doing? The acolyte gave me an innocent smile as she stroked my wife's blushing cheek. Sophia turned Xandra's chin then leaned over, planting a hot kiss on my wife's lips.

Xandra squirmed more while my dick ached in my pants, rising to press at my codpiece. Sophia's tongue probed my wife's lips. Xandra moaned, her cheeks growing even redder as her sapphire eyes closed.

Then Sophia broke the kiss, leaving my wife gasping. “Are you sure you don't want to relax with me, Xandra?”

“I-I'm sure.” She looked up at me. “I would rather relax with my husband.”

“Your loss” shrugged Sophia. She glanced at me. “And I'm not touching Minx right now. She is dripping with elf-cum. Eww.”

“What was that about?” Xandra asked as Sophia walked across the deck.

“Just talking about Xera and her big dick and how Minx is monopolizing it.” I glanced down at her.

“It's...strange seeing her with a cock.”

“I know. She's so soft, so feminine, and then there is a huge cock. I bet it makes your pussy so hot.”

“Chaun,” she moaned in embarrassment, pressing her face right into my chest. “Don't say things like that.”

“It's okay,” I told her, stroking her hair. “I don't mind if you think about Xera's dick. Or Thrak's.”

“I never would,” she said. “I won't break our marriage vows.”

An idea popped into my head. We couldn't play with Xera—yet. But there was another way to mold my wife. “I bet your hot pussy needs satisfaction.”

She lifted her head. A smile grew on her lips. “It does. It would be so husbandly of you to help me out with it.”

“Gladly.” I stroked her face. She was such an innocent creature. Corrupting her would be so much fun. “I love you.”

Her smile grew even more beautiful as she rose on her tiptoes to kiss me on the mouth. I did love her. I knew that now. It was intoxicating. I could see the man she was married to, the man she loved dancing through her thoughts.

Me.

How could I not fall in love with her? I lost my heart to her.

~  *  ~

Xandra

I stripped naked and bent over the hammock, the netting pressing on my stomach. It swung me back and forth, my small breasts jiggling as I wiggled my ass at Chaun. I watched him strip. His clothing was so complicated. All these buttons holding everything together. It didn't come off easily.

But he was finally naked. His skin so ebony. His cock thrust hard before him. I licked my lips and shook my ass, eager to feel him in me. My pussy itched. Juices dripped down my thighs. Sophia's kiss had aroused me.

I yearned to enjoy her again.

Which was so wicked of me. Just like when my thoughts turned to Thrak's cock and Xera's dick. Why? I had a husband. I loved him. I didn't love the others. They didn't make my heart race for joy. I didn't miss them when we were apart. I didn't want to whisper my deepest thoughts and desires to them. My fears.

I didn't want them to comfort me when I was sad.

But I wanted to fuck them. It was disgusting. I was an avian woman now. Yes, I could not transform into a bird, but that didn't change what I was. We mated for life. We did not act on our bodies' weak desires.

We stayed faithful. Like Luben would want us.

“You've been thinking about Thrak's cock,” Chaun said. “I can see hints of him in your thoughts.”

I blushed. “Y-you know that?”

“Of course. I look at a woman and see whom she loves, and whom she desires.”

I trembled, biting my lip. “Who do I love?”

“Me. And you desire me greatly, but Thrak is on the edges. You want to experience his big cock and strong body. You want to be fucked hard by him.”

My cheeks warmed. I squirmed, my pussy growing juicier as I imagined his swarthy body and thick cock. He was huge, far taller than Chaun or anyone else in the party. Even Xera. And so broad. He was a living rock. Muscular and scarred and so tough.

“I'm sorry. I can't help it. I know it's wrong.”

“It's not.” Chaun touched my ass. “I don't mind. I find it sexy. I would love to watch Thrak take you. Or for the pair of us to make love to you together. We've shared Faoril before. It was hot having the woman please us both.”

“Chaun,” I groaned, so embarrassed. “We're married.”

“Well, there is a way for you to experience Thrak's cock without breaking your vows,” he said, his voice growing deeper as he spoke.

My eyes widened as he changed. Transformed. His midnight-black skin became the swarthy red-brown of Thrak. He swelled bigger, his chest expanding, shoulders broadening. His face became fierce, his white hair thick and woolly. And his cock swelled to Thrak's girth.

My eyes widened, staring at the tip of the huge dick, remembering how it stretched Faoril's cunt last night. My pussy clenched as Thrak—no, he was my husband—lumbered forward. Rough, large hands seized my hips.

“This is what you want,” he said in the orc's deep rumble, rubbing that thick cock against my pussy. “Isn't it, slut?”

“Yes,” I moaned. I didn't have to hide my feelings from Chaun. I loved him. I could tell him anything, and he would still love me. “Yes, I do. I want to feel it, Thrak.”

Even saying the name, pretending it was the real Thrak and not my husband, sent a shudder through me. This wasn't cheating, but I could still satisfy my curiosity for the orc's big cock. I squirmed, the hammock swaying beneath me.

“Fuck me, Thrak. Do it! I need to feel that cock. It looks so big. Faoril loved it.” The words poured out of me, my desires revealed. It was safe to speak them, to unleash them. I wasn't breaking my marriage vows.

Only pretending to.

Thrak rubbed his cock up and down my pussy. I groaned, savoring the tip pushing apart my lips, teasing me. My toes curled as they dangled off the hammock. My nipples ached so much. I pinched them as he teased me.

“Please, please, I'm so wet. I don't need any foreplay. Just your cock, Thrak. In me.”

“Eager to break your marriage vows. To fuck my cock. What would your husband think?”

“That he has a hot, sexy wife. A slut.” I pinched harder at my nipples. They were connected to my pussy. The sensations shot right down from them. I squirmed, moaning louder. My nipples were so hard. They ached.

“You think he would approve?” The tip of the dick entered my pussy. The hammock swung, his cock moving me forward. And then the hammock swung backward, and my pussy slid down Thrak's big, thick cock.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I shouted, not caring about the question as my pussy was stretched. Thrak's cock was huge. It widened me. I shuddered, my ass clenching and relaxing. I liked the size of the dick. My hot cunt gripped it, pleasure shooting through me. “So big.”

“Would your husband approve?” growled Thrak, his rough hands rubbing up and down my back and sides.

“He would,” I moaned. “He wants to watch me with others. To know that I'm his hot, slutty wife. I don't know why. He shouldn't want anyone to touch me. He should want me all to himself.”

“But you're just so beautiful.” Thrak's rumbling voice made me shiver. The hammock creaked, swinging slightly, moving my pussy an inch up his cock. Pleasure rippled through me. His dick teased my pussy. “He wants to see your passion explode, to watch you writhe and feel pleasure. He wants to share it with you.”

“He wants to fuck other women,” I moaned, squirming. A surge of anger shot through me. “I'm his wife. He shouldn't want anyone but me.”

“And you want to fuck other men. Me.”

The rumbling words made me shudder again, my body rocking, the hammock swinging, sliding my pussy an inch or two up and down his cock. I gasped, loving the sensation. Thrak was right. I wanted to be with other men.

But I didn't want to break my vows. That wasn't Thrak fucking me but Chaun. I wasn't cheating. “It would be so wrong.”

“And that adds its own spice. It's what makes your cunt so wet. How wrong this is. You're breaking your vows, Xandra. And it makes your pussy so hot. Your snatch's clenching on my dick. Your pussy is boiling. Your juices dripping. You love this.”

“I do. I'm such a wicked wife.” The words increased my excitement. My hips undulated. I swung the hammock by moving my arms, sliding my cunt up and down his cock. It was so wicked. My hair dangled and my nipples throbbed.

“You are a wicked wife,” Thrak groaned and seized my hips.

He didn't fuck me. He slid my pussy up and down his cock. The hammock creaked and groaned as I swung back and forth, his cock sawing in and out of my depths. I loved it. My toes curled as they brushed the wood decking. His dick went so deep in me when he swung me close then slid out to the tip, leaving me aching to be filled.

I gasped and moaned, loving every second of it. I was such a wicked wife for enjoying Thrak's cock. He was so big. My pussy squirmed and clenched. I bit my lip as the pleasure swelled in my depths.

Thrak swung me faster. I bottomed out on his cock, slapping into his groin. My clit throbbed at the impact. Pleasure shot through me. My pussy clenched on his dick. I groaned and gasped. I wiggled my hips, loving his dick so deep in me. I groaned as he pushed me away. My flesh clung to him. He was so big it almost hurt.

I ached as his hips thrust.

The smack of our flesh grew louder. His balls thwacked against my clit. They were heavy, filled with his cum. His thrusts slapped me forward, the hammock swinging as my juices kept me lubed. I moaned and bit my lip, swiveling my hips as the pleasure swelled.

“Let me hear you moan. How much do you love my cock?”

“It's so good,” I groaned. “Oh, Thrak, it almost hurts. I ache, but I love it. I want to cum. I'm going to cum.”

“Good. Cum, slut. Let me feel that married cunt spasm on my dick. Be the whore. Let it explode out of you.”

“Yes, Thrak.”

My body twisted as the pleasure built. His dick sent naughty flutters through me with each thrust. I gasped and groaned. Every thrust ignited the fires inside of me. They swelled, burning hotter and hotter, threatening to consume me.

I wanted them to consume me.

“Yes, yes, yes, Thrak. So good. I love your cock fucking me. Oh, yes. I'm such a wicked wife. So wicked... Oh, Luben, forgive me!”

I came.

My pussy spasmed on his dick. I thrashed on the hammock, the diamond-patterned twine digging into my stomach as my hair flew about my head. The pleasure burned out of my pussy, consuming my flesh. An inferno of rapture burned through my mind. I milked his cock with my hot cunt, bucking and thrashing.

“Yes, Thrak. So good.”

“You're cumming hard,” he grunted, hand squeezing me. “Your married cunt's eager for my cum.”

“So eager.” My toes curled. “Cum in me.” It was so wrong to beg another man to cum in my pussy. “Yes, yes, fill me with your jizz. I'm such a wicked wife.”

Thrak grunted and thrust his dick into my spasming pussy. Another orgasm roared out of my cunt, burning me with wicked delight. I groaned, squeezing my eyes shut as the bliss consumed me. Thrak buried his cock into me.

His hot jizz flooded me. I was such a naughty wife. My mind burned, consumed by the rapture. The fires raged through me while I gasped and moaned, my naughty cunt milking every drop of his cum into my pussy.

Another man's cum. I loved it.

“Oh, Thrak,” I moaned as the pleasure receded.

“Xandra,” he panted, his voice thick with pleasure. He pulled out of me. I didn't fight as he rolled me over onto my back, my legs hanging off the side, his jizz dripping out of me. He loomed over me and leaned down to kiss me.

I closed my eyes then froze, for a single moment forgetting that it was my husband in Thrak's form. He came closer. I felt his breath on me. I licked my lips, eager to kiss my lover and...

“No, no. Not as Thrak. As you.” I ripped my eyes open. I wanted Thrak to kiss me. “Please, Chaun.”

The smile on Thrak's lips changed, becoming the cocky grin of my husband as he shrank, black skin replacing swarthy, silvery hair sprouting from woolly. My husband's face appeared. I seized his neck and pulled him down for a hard kiss. My legs locked about his waist, pulling him in. His hard cock nudged my pussy lips.

“I need my true husband,” I moaned, breaking the kiss. “Not Thrak. He was too big. I'm sore. It was good, but it hurt. You don't.”

He smiled at me and kissed me again as he thrust into my cum-filled pussy. I closed my eyes, savoring the feeling of a dick that wasn't too huge. But just right. I didn't need Thrak or other men.

Well, maybe occasionally. It was fun. And maybe...if Chaun was with me...

No. No, no, no. Just Chaun.


Chapter Nine: Bounty Hunter's Plan

Knight-Errant Angela

“Do you think we'll find the Mirage Gardens easily?” Sophia asked as she cuddled next to me in my hammock. It was tight and her every movement made it squirm.

Which did not help my stomach.

“Of course,” I said.

“Easily?”

“Probably not.” I grinned at my lover. “But when does anything ever go easy for us?”

She smiled, stroking my hair. Her brown hair fell about her face. Her small breasts were naked, nipples hard. They were in easy reach, beading with her milk. Whenever a new bout of nausea came on me, I just had to suckle and feel better.

It was so wonderful of her to be here, nursing me, loving me.

I watched an errant bead of milk trickle down from her nipple, crossing her small mound before reaching my flesh. It was warm and creamy. My nose flared, catching the scent. I squirmed and licked my lips.

“Feeling nauseous?” Sophia asked.

“Just hungry,” I purred and leaned over, latching onto her nipple.

The hammock swayed as I drank. Sophia purred as her milk flowed into my mouth. It was thick and creamy. I swallowed it. The milk poured down my mouth and warmed my belly. It was so delicious. I closed my eyes, nursing hard.

Sophia's hand crept down my body. She pressed between my naked thighs and found me wet. I sighed about her nipple as her fingers lightly played with my clit, stimulating me, teasing me, but not making me cum.

“It's out there in the Halanian Desert,” Sophia purred. “They say you have to make an offering to the efreet who rules it to enter. A gift in the middle of the desert. A nubile, naked woman.”

I suckled harder.

“He has a harem,” she continued. “Dusky-skinned jinn, demigoddess of unimaginable beauty. Dark eyes, long lashes, and all trained to please.”

Her fingers rubbed harder at my clit as her excitement grew. I nursed as Sophia drifted into her fantasy. Her red lips moved. I stared at them as my pussy clenched. Pleasure tingled through me, my clit aching.

“Doesn't that sound perfect? All those sexy jinn lounging in a beautiful garden. Pools of water, green plants. Making love with each other amid perfumed censors. It sounds like paradise. It would be perfect if there wasn't an efreet.

“Mmm, but with him gone. It would be amazing. Making love to those beautiful jinn, licking their pussies, suckling on their breasts. I bet they taste like honey. Oh, my Queen, can you imagine it?”

I pictured Sophia's pale body amid their dusky flesh, hands touching, roaming, women sighing. My hips undulated as her milk squirted into my mouth. Every swallow warmed my belly more, drifting down to my pussy and my swelling orgasm.

It did sound like the perfect place for Sophia. I wanted to see her frolicking in the gardens, moving from jinn to jinn, licking and fucking, fingering and fisting. She would make them all cum. They would gasp and moan. She would writhe and be so beautiful.

My toes curled as the pleasure built. I gasped as my pussy clenched. The hammock swung. Her finger circled my clit, teasing it, rubbing it, massaging it. I suckled hard, milk squirting into my mouth as the pleasure crested in me.

And spilled bliss through my body.

“Yes, yes, Angela, you see it,” moaned Sophia, still stroking me. “You see them. That's it. Cum while picturing us in the Mirage Gardens.”

The pleasure roared through me. My mouth fell from her nipple so I could gasp, “Yes, yes, you would be so beautiful among them. Oh, Sophia. So good.”

“I live to please you, my Queen,” purred Sophia.

She rubbed my clit through my orgasm. I shuddered, my pillowy tits heaved and then the pleasure retreated. I smiled at her, my hand reaching up, stroking her cheeks. She grinned and lifted her fingers, sticky with my juices, to her lips.

“We'll find the Mirage Gardens,” I told her. “We'll need a guide or something. A way to navigate the desert. We have to be deep in it to find the gardens. Traveling to one of the oasis the Halanians live at.”

“A caravan,” Sophia grinned. “Maybe there'll be another Halanian belly dancer. I need to learn how to dance better. Then I'll make your pussy explode.”

“I can't wait,” I grinned.

~  *  ~

Yowlia – The Free City of Hargone

I followed behind my master, Farson, led by my chain connected to my collar, the only thing I wore. I smiled as the bare-chested, Halanian men watched me, thick scimitars hanging from the colorful sashes holding up their beige pantaloons. They were all guards for the merchant who lay beyond the screen of pink silk.

My master, wearing the black armor of a Shizhuthian warleader, pushed aside the silk and stepped into the merchant's office. The man looked up and nodded. He, too, was Halanian, with ebony skin and an oiled, white beard drawn to a point. He wore a thick turban decorated in gold chains and had rings on each finger studded with precious gems.

“Welcome, welcome,” Aswunt said. “When my overseer said a Shizhuthian wanted to guard my caravan, well, I had to see that with my own eyes. Very impressive. You even have a lamia slave.”

Farson grunted. “You travel the deep deserts?”

“Yes, yes,” nodded Aswunt. “Dangerous. Many bandits, but also much wealth to be had. The spices grown around the oasis, each one different, each one worth so much to the lands across the Nimborgoth. You'll make a silver a day.”

“A gold.”

I blinked at that. My master wanted to join the caravan because the knight would need to hire one. Farson believed she would arrive today or tomorrow. He wanted to kill her in the deep desert during a raid of desertmen or a sandstorm. To kill her in the confusion.

Her allies were powerful.

So we needed to be hired. I didn't understand why he haggled so sharply. And asked so much? What if the merchant rejected him?

“A gold,” laughed the merchant. “Preposterous. You think you're worth a dozen armed men? Two silver. Nothing more.”

“A gold,” repeated my master. Farson folded his arms, still holding to my leash.

My tail swung behind me. My ears twitched. What was he doing?

“Two silver, no more. Take it or leave. I have preparations to make. I don't have time to— Seljan's contract!”

The shadows in the room moved and writhed. One tickled my pussy as I knelt, a soft caress as my master worked the powers he learned in Shizhuth. The merchant clutched at his chest as shadows reached for him.

“Shadowmancer,” Aswunt gasped, sweat pouring down his ebony brow, bejeweled fingers pulling at pointed beard. “One gold. Yes, yes. One gold. You are worth it.”

The shadows leaped back to normal. “Good. And you leave on the morning after tomorrow, yes?”

“At dawn.”

Farson's armor creaked as he bowed. “We shall be there.”

Waiting for Angela. My claws flexed as I purred in happy delight. Master would kill her, and we would earn such a bounty.


Chapter Ten: The Orc's Darkness

Thrak – The Golden Hunger, The Nimborgoth

“You don't need her,” Thyrna purred into my ear, her naked body draped against mine. Round breasts and hard nipples, the right pierced by a magic-nullifying ring which perplexed Faoril. Hot cunt ground on my muscular thigh. We lay on her bed in her dim cabin aboard the Golden Hunger. “She's so weak.”

The “she” was Faoril, my lover, sleeping on my other side, her flushed body cradled in my arm. She looked so beautiful sleeping, an errant curl of brown hair spilled across her cheek. “She's not weak.”

Thyrna snorted. “I dominated her easily.”

“It looked like she was fighting when I entered.” I glanced at the rakshasa's dark-brown face, a hungry glint in her eyes and curling her lips. She was dangerous, a tigress shapeshifter who feasted on sentient flesh. Tamed, for now.

It was an act, the next ploy in her bid to own me. Her hand stroked down my stomach to my groin, fingernails stroking slightly, just enough pressure to remind me she had claws. She could transform and try to rip my guts open.

Maybe she would succeed.

“Does she know how to worship this cock?” She seized it, stroking, teasing, trying to drive me wild. “Can this little human truly take your passion?”

“Yes.” The word came out in a growling rumble.

Thyrna laughed, cold. Her fingernail circled the throbbing tip of my dick. I groaned at the sensation coursing down my shaft. Her nail was sharp, rasping, scratching. It almost hurt. Almost.

Her tongue licked my earlobe. She bit. Chewed, teased. It was wild. I groaned at this stimulation. Her thumb rubbed across my cock's crown, pressing harder before she stroked up and down my shaft.

“Has she really seen your passion unleashed? Your orc fury, berserker?”

“I have ravished her. I have taken her when my blood boiled.”

“Impaled her on this magnificent cock?” Disbelief sneered her words. “And you didn't rip her in twain? I can take it. You don't have to hold back your darkness with me. You don't have to be afraid of breaking me. You're like me.”

“What does that mean?”

“We are predators. We embrace our darkness. Revel in it. She has muzzled you. Turned you into her lapdog.”

“And I turned you into my pussycat.”

She hissed, her pupils narrowing into feline slits. She changed—orange fur, striped black, sprang from her skin, her face transforming feline. A tiger's face. Claws sprouted from her fingers gripping my cock. Razor sharp. She could rip my cock off.

I didn't flinch as she leaned in, her whiskers brushing my lips. I couldn't afford to show a moment's fear, or she would devour me and kill Faoril. Feline lips nuzzled at mine, a rough tongue licked. Her naked breasts, still smooth skin, rubbed against my chest. She purred, stroking my cock faster.

“This is my true form. Show me yours. I can see it hiding in your eyes. Slip from her leash and rage. Take me while your blood burns red hot.”

“You cannot survive me. I would rip your head off and then tear your entire crew into bloody pieces. The ship would run red.”

“Yes,” she purred, rubbing her hot cunt against me. “Yes, yes, yes. Do it. Free your beast and fuck me!”

She did not understand what she asked. My rages were beyond darkness. No mercy. No remorse. Only the most base emotions of fury and lust. I would kill anyone, even Faoril. I would rip, tear, cleave, devastate. Only death, exhaustion, or the satiating of my lust for sex would end the mad, berserker rage. And she wanted me to unleash it?

The bitch had no concept what she asked.

It lurked in the back of my mind, always there, ready to take over. The anger and lust stirred by her clawed hand stroking my dick. It swelled, howling to take over. It would destroy everything.

“Yes, let it out,” she purred between licks of my face. “Free it. Let me see the real you.”

Her tongue licked up my cheek, so hot and rough. Whiskers brushed my face. My dick throbbed in her hand. This damned rakshasa thought she could control me. Thought I wanted to be hers. To unleash my rage.

A snarl escaped my lips.

“Yes,” she hissed. “Free it.”

My arm, wrapped about the slumbering Faoril, lunged, jostling my lover. She groaned as I seized Thyrna's furred neck. Her pussy humped wet against my thigh. Her eyes blazed. She had wanted this. I squeezed her throat and heaved the rakshasa onto her back. Breasts jiggled. Her hand squeezed my dick.

“Fuck me,” she moaned as Faoril grunted, “Thrak?”

I mounted the pirate captain, her greedy hands guiding my cock to her sopping cunt. She swabbed the pierced tip up and down, the bone ring twisting, adding more pleasure. I snarled and rammed my dick into her.

“Fuck her,” Faoril moaned. “Ram your dick into her whore-cunt.”

I thrust into Thyrna's snatch. Hot, silky flesh engulfed me. Ecstasy shot up my body as my balls smacked into her taint. Her thighs locked around me, her hips bucking to match my thrusts. Hungry purrs rumbled from her throat, spurring me to fuck her hard. To pound the whore's cunt.

The bed creaked, groaned, protesting the force of my strokes. I slammed my dick hard and deep into her hot, wet flesh. She purred and howled, loving the violence of my thrusts. Her mouth opened, snarling with feminine passion. Her claws raked my back.

The burning pain scratching down my back only fanned my passion. I thrust harder and harder, grunting as I hammered her into the bed. My balls thwacked over and over into her. The pressure built in their depths, ready to explode.

“Yes, yes, show me the true you. Fuck me with your darkness. So good. Gods, yes.”

Only animalistic growls escaped my lips. Our flesh slapped together. Her breasts jiggled, hard nipples brushing my chest. She heaved and howled, the tight grip of her cunt massaged my cock, bliss bleeding through my body.

“Fuck the whore,” Faoril moaned, her fingers plunging into her pussy, frigging her cunt hard. Her back arched. “Take the pussycat's cunt!”

I stared down at the rakshasa's tiger face, mouth open, fangs flashing, as she howled and snarled her bliss. Whiskers twitched. The possessive lust in her slitted eyes swelled my anger. I hate fucked her, friction burning bliss down my cock.

“Cum,” I growled.

“Yes,” she mewled.

Her fingernails dug deep into my back. Hot blood flowed across my back. Her cunt spasmed around my cock, milking me. I rammed my dick into her spasming depths and unloaded.

Cum boiled out of my balls. It spurted out of my cock, shooting rapture through me. Every muscle in my body convulsed. Ecstasy fuzzed my vision and stabbed into the depths of my mind. I embraced it, the satiated lust throwing back my rage, keeping it at bay.

Then I collapsed on her.

Thyrna nuzzled at my neck, fur tickling, tongue licking. She changed back to human, her fur retreating, soft lips kissing. She moved to my ear and whispered, “See, you don't have to be afraid of the darkness. I can take it.”

Faoril, gasping in orgasmic delight beside us, was too caught in her pleasure to hear as I answered, “That wasn't my darkness.”

Before she could answer, a sailor pounded on her door and grunted, “We're approaching Hargone.”


Chapter Eleven: The Acolyte's Naughty Spell

Knight-Errant Angela – The Free City of Hargone

A day-and-a-half was enough time spent on a boat. Even with Sophia and her creamy, healing breast milk, I felt the ship's rocking shifting the contents of my stomach. Twisting, heaving, spinning in ways not intended.

So I was glad when the sailors spotted Hargone. Glad to get off this ship. No more rocking. No more rolling. I was done with the Golden Hunger.

Until we recovered the next piece of the sword from the Mirage Garden and had to sail to Grahata. But we still had to find the Garden. To gain entrance, a sacrifice had to be made—an offering of nubile, female flesh to be added to the efreet's demeaning harem.

I would be the offering. He could take me, allowing the rest of my party entrance, and then we would overpower him and liberate his women. I could not ask the sacrifice of anyone else. Sophia and I worked it out between bouts of seasickness.

She was eager to comfort those women kept as sex slaves for centuries.

The Golden Hunger slowed as it turned to dock on the west side of the wide Elpa River. Hargone spanned both sides: the rich to the east, with magnificent estates. Gardens with lush trees and exotic plants painted green between white limestone buildings. The poorer half lived on the west bank, in mud-brick buildings built tight, creating a warren of streets.

“We stick together,” I said. “Bounty hunters may have already reached Hargone ahead of us.”

Xandra swallowed, her fingers playing with her skirt. Fear twinkled in her sapphire eyes. Chaun gave her a comforting smile. Behind them, Thrak grunted. His back was a bloody mess, oozing scratches left by the pirate captain.

My eyes fell on Minx. “That includes you.”

She gave me a huge grin. A suspicious grin. “Of course, Angela.”

“Xera, keep an eye on her.”

The elf nodded. The gold flecks in the four-leaf clover, tucked behind her ear, glinted as her ears twitched. “She won't leave my sight.”

“I love being in your sight,” grinned Minx, her slim hips shaking, metallic-red eyebrows arching.

Captain Thyrna sauntered over, eyes hungry. “I expect more treasure, Madam Knight, to keep ferrying on your quest,” the woman purred. “Or there are other ways for me to reap my reward.”

My eyes narrowed as Thrak growled a low warning. I arched an eyebrow, not intimidated by the woman, and said, “I think staying in our employ would serve you and your ship better.”

“Perhaps.” Her smile was all hungry teeth. “Safe travel in the desert.” Then she turned and ran her hand across Thrak's belly as she passed him.

Faoril bristled. Her muttered words did not reach my ears.

I studied the pirate captain. Could she be trusted? No. But who else could be? The bounty on our heads staggered me. So much gold. After we slew Dominari, what was in store for our futures? A life as fugitives? There would be no glory or full knighthood for me, no returning to the cloistered life of her temple for Sophia. Faoril had lost her chance to wear the black robes of a master mage. Thrak and Xera could return to their homelands, and Minx could vanish into any city's populace. Chaun and Xandra would forever be moving, never stopping to build a life for themselves.

All because an Oracle's prophecy entwined their fates with mine. How could I ever repay them?

I dwelled on those thoughts as the Golden Hunger maneuvered to the piers jutting into the river. Sailors cursed as they grunted while Captain Thyrna snarled her orders. Thick cables, made of several ropes braided together, were thrown to the dock where ebony-skinned, bare-chested dockworkers caught them and tied them to the pier's piling.

The gangplank ran out. I felt Thyrna's greedy eyes on me as I crossed the deck, my pack slung over my shoulders. I tightened the grip on my shield. Thyrna would have to be dealt with. But she was a problem for another day. Today, we had to find a caravan to guide us through the desert sands to where we could enter the Mirage Gardens.

I took the lead as we descended the gangplank, stepping onto the pier. Nice, solid, unmoving ground. The sun's heat beat down on me as we headed forward into the cacophony of the docks. Strange spices perfumed the air. The farther from the river, the hotter it grew. Minx asked questions, seizing workers and barking at them, getting confusing answers back.

But she understood and led us into Hargone. We navigated the streets. The buildings all looked the same, beige mud bricks. There were no doors, at least none made of wood. Heavy blankets, each woven with colorful patterns, hung in the doorframes or were thrown back, held by hooks, to keep them open.

The caravan owner's estate was surrounded by a wall made of the same mud brick as the other buildings, but had a gate made of wood with a door inset in it. I knocked hard. Twice. Finally, a servant opened it, a doe-eyed Halanian girl, wearing transparent silks, her dark flesh bleeding through the lavender fabric, that brought an appreciative murmur from Thrak and Chaun. And Sophia.

She informed us her master was already in the desert.

And so was the second and third caravan owner we tried. The merchants wanted to make money, and they did not do that by staying in town no matter how much it inconvenienced us. The day wore on, growing hotter and hotter.

“This is going to take all day,” Sophia groaned, her face flushed. She waved a hand before her face. “Slata's cunt, it stinks.”

“It does,” Xandra nodded, her face wilted by the heat.

“Esh-Esh,” Xera said, the elf standing straight. The elements never affected her. “You cast that spell to find Faoril.”

“Right,” groaned Sophia. “I forgot.”

“Divination is the purview of the divine,” Faoril commented.

“You sound envious,” Sophia said as she loosened her robes.

Faoril shrugged.

“Look away, boys.” Sophia fixed Chaun a hard stare.

“I've seen it all before.”

“Chaun, don't be rude,” Xandra said, giving her husband a pointed look.

“But you can look,” winked Sophia at Xandra as her naked, pale body came into view, breasts small and firm, nipples hard, begging to be played with.

I wanted to suck them.

Sophia slid the fingers of both her hands down her fleshy stomach to her shaved pubic mound. She let out a purring moan while Thrak and Chaun, prodded by his wife, turned away. Xera's cock hardened as she watched Sophia spread her thighs apart, exposing a plump, wet vulva, clit peeking out.

Her fingers found the pink nub, circling it. A soft, husky moan escaped her lips. Her eyes rolled back into her head. Her breasts rose and fell. She moaned again, circling her clit faster. Her tart juices perfumed the air, mixing with the spicy aroma.

“Saphique, yes,” she moaned, “thank you for this gift.”

Minx, letting out a hungry moan, fell to her knees, opened her mouth, and engulfed the tip of Xera's cock. She sucked hard, cheeks hollowing as her small hands stroked the big dick. Xera's large breasts heaved, and her ears twitched.

“Las's cock, that's a sight,” groaned Chaun.

“Don't look,” Xandra moaned, her voice thick with passion, eyes locked onto Minx's sucking mouth.

I understood. A juicy warmth suffused my pussy. Cream trickled down my thighs. I watched Sophia masturbate, my eyes flicking between her fingers stroking her clit and her hard, pink nipples.

“Oh, yes,” she groaned, thrusting a pair of fingers deep into her cunt. Her back arched. Those nipples waved.

I leaned down and latched on. My chainmail plainclothes clicked as I sucked on her nub. She gasped louder as my tongue circled her areola between sucks. My free hand stroked up her side and cupped her other breast, squeezing the firm mound.

“My Queen,” she sighed as I nibbled on her lush nub. “Mmm, there's a nipple free for you, Xandra.”

“No, thank you,” squeaked the younger avian.

“Your loss.” Sophia said it with such a promising sigh that made me suck harder on her nub.

I pinched and pulled on her other nipple, my fingers rolling it. So hard between my digits. She gasped, her fingers making such obscene, juicy noises as she frigged herself harder. Behind me, Xera gasped while Minx purred as she sucked on the elf's cock.

A crowd grew, men making obscene comments. They watched my slave, desiring her. “Look at the priestess. So lush.”

“I would love to hear her gasping on my cock.”

“Yours is too small. She would scream in ecstasy on my monster.”

My pussy clenched at the words they said about my woman. I pinched and rolled her nipple as my tongue licked up her breast to her neck. Sophia sighed, arching her neck, giving me access to her profile. I flicked my tongue up to her ear, nibbled on it as she groaned again.

“Do you hear their lusts, slut?” I hissed.

“Yes, my Queen,” she moaned, frigging herself even faster. The wet sounds of her fingers working in and out of her cunt excited me.

“I own you.” I squeezed her breast hard, my fingers digging into her flesh. “Don't I, slut?”

“Yes! I'm your concubine.” Sophia shuddered and trembled. I could smell her tart juices flooding out of her cunt as she fingered herself.

“And if I told you to go and pleasure those men—if I sold your body to them—you would obey me.”

“I-I...” She trembled, her fingers pumping faster and faster. My pussy was on fire. This was so hot. I rubbed my chainmail loincloth into her thigh, grinding my clit and pussy lips against the metal links. “Oh, my Queen, I would. I would. I love my Goddess, but you own me.”

Sophia gasped. Her back arched as she sucked in a sharp breath. Her pleasure bubbled through her. An orgasm exploded in her depths even as her face twisted. The shame of her desire, to submit to me so thoroughly that she would allow her body to be used, humiliated, by men sent her plunging over the edge into bliss.

It was so hot. She was mine. I loved her so much. I never would make her break her vows to Saphique, but I knew I could. It was such a heady rush. My clit throbbed. My pussy clenched. And then the pleasure exploded inside of me.

I gasped as my juices flooded out of my cunt, staining my chainmail loincloth trapped between my thighs. I shuddered, the bliss shooting to my mind. I moaned into her ear, trembling against the woman I loved. I squeezed her breast as the ecstasy bathed my mind.

“Saphique, I pray that you find what I seek,” gasped Sophia, her body tingling with the divine power of her goddess. She ripped two fingers from her pussy. They were stained with her juices. She rubbed them on the nipple I had pinched, staining the pink nub. “Guide me with your loving wisdom.”

Breast milk beaded her nipple as she rubbed it. Sophia convulsed a second time, another orgasm bursting through her as she smeared the creamy droplets onto her pussy-stained fingers. She gasped and moaned, her hand suddenly leaping away, fingers pointing.

Guiding.

“That way,” she moaned as we both trembled in ecstasy.

Behind me, Xera moaned, “Matar's cock, yes,” as she flooded Minx's mouth with her elf cum.


Chapter Twelve: The Shaman's Threesome

Chaun

It was a relief to be inside the inn's common room. The inn's namesake, the splashing fountain in the center of the room, provided a modicum of cool air to fight the desert heat trying to pour in. The walls were open, allowing the breeze from the river to flow in as we knelt on pillows at the low tables.

Sophia's spell had pointed true. She led us past four other merchant warehouses that we would have wasted our time on. At the fifth, belonging to Aswunt, we found a caravan departing in the morning. The merchant agreed to take us into the desert in exchange for providing his caravan with protection from desert tribesmen who found banditry cheaper than commerce.

A willowy, black-skinned girl walked to our table wearing transparent, purple silks, her breasts bouncing. A lush, promising smile on her lips. I favored her with a bold grin, the form of the man she had a crush on dancing through her thoughts. I could slip into his appearance and enjoy the girl.

Xandra nudged my ribs. “Do not look at the shamefully dressed girl, my husband.”

“But she wants me to look,” I said, turning my grin to my wife. “That's why she's dressed like that. You can look, too.”

Xandra blushed and looked down at the table we sat around. The rest of the party, save for Minx, ringed the table. I blinked, looking around the room for the halfling. More serving girls, dressed just as lovely as the first, moved through the room. Other patrons, mostly ebony-skinned Halanians, sat at similar tables, reclining on tasseled pillows, many smoking from hookahs, water pipes filled with tobacco, traded from the 'Zakon Jungle across the Halani Desert.

“Where's the halfling?” I asked.

Angela scowled as she looked around. “Xera?”

“She is speaking with the local thieves to find out if any bounty hunters are in town,” the elf answered, reclined back on her pillows, the tip of her hard dick pointing over the table.

Minx was gone. I smiled. She wasn't around to monopolize Xera's cock. It was the last night the elf would have it. Tomorrow, it would be gone until next month. I glanced at my wife as she knelt on a purple pillow, picturing her lithe form writhing against the busty elf.

It was far hotter than bedding the Halanian serving girl.

I was patient, sipping my chilled wine—a dark, fruity vintage—and eating the dates, stuffed figs, and goat cheese that made up our supper. Xandra giggled at the cheese as she nibbled on it, delight in her eyes.

When Xera stood up to use the necessities, I followed and caught up with her in the side corridor.

“Yes, Chaun?” she said, pausing outside the washroom. Hargone had invented plumbing centuries ago. “What do you want?”

“For you to come to my room tonight,” I grinned, leaning against the wall. “My wife is most keen to enjoy your cock. I would love to share her with you.”

“Xandra?” Xera arched her eyebrows. “And aren't avians committed to the sanctity of marriage? I know I would never violate my people's marital customs.”

“You sleep with every woman you can stick your dick in.”

“But they are not hermaphrodites. I cannot impregnate them, so it is not cheating.” Xera smiled. “The dual-sexed races have such...quaint marriage customs. Like the avians.”

“You're not a man. You only have a cock. She's already been with Sophia.” I grinned. “She enjoyed it. And she cannot stop looking at your dick. Haven't you noticed?”

Xera's ears twitched, her four-leaf clover glittering. “I have. Everyone looks though.”

“Show up, and we shall have a passionate night.”

“And she's okay with it?”

“Absolutely.” My grin was perfect. No hint of my lie. Xandra would be burning with lust when the elf arrived.

“I'll be there,” the elf promised, stroking her hard cock. It was such a hot sight, seeing that dick thrust from the folds of her pussy. My gaze drew up to her busty breasts.

A beautiful creature.

~  *  ~

Xandra

I giggled as Chaun carried me up the stairs of the inn, my feet kicking as my legs draped over his right arm. I had my own arms around his neck so I could kiss him in between my giggles. He was such a wonderful husband to sweep me off my feet and carry me to bed.

“Mmm, I'm going to devour you,” Chaun said. “I'm going to make that juicy pussy explode on my mouth.”

“Oh, yes,” I moaned. “Mmm, you always know just what to say to make me so excited.”

He kissed me again, pausing at the top of the landing. My fingers tightened in his silvery hair. My body squirmed in his arms. Beneath my skirt, my pussy grew hotter and hotter. Our tongues met, caressing, loving while his hand squeezed my ass.

I ran my fingers through his hair as my heart beat faster and faster beneath my breasts. My nipples ached against my top. I brushed his pointed ears, so like the elf's. For a moment, I pictured Xera kissing me, her green-tinted skin, her dark-verdant hair. But she had such big breasts that would press against me as we kissed, not Chaun's flat chest.

I broke the kiss, breathless. “Please, please, lick my pussy. I'm so horny.”

“I bet. Someone was staring at Xera's cock all through dinner.”

My cheeks burned. “Well, you were ogling those hussy serving girls and their scandalous clothing.”

“I bet you would look so scandalous in those silks.”

“Chaun,” I groaned, a pleased flutter shooting through me as his violet eyes stared at me. “You are disgusting. I'm a married woman. I can't wear that. In public.”

“But alone? For me?”

I licked my lips. “Yes.”

He kissed me again as he carried me to our room. The door had a round top instead of square like the ones in Baraconia. He pressed it open into a room, the beds lower, the mattress almost lying directly on the floor. The colorful tiles made mosaic pictures of half-naked, black-skinned women lounging in a pleasure garden kissing or sharing fruits with each other.

It was so perverse, but I hardly cared as Chaun set me down on the bed. The window was open, a cool breeze blowing in, rustling the silk curtains. The scent of the river washed over us. I breathed it in as Chaun stood over me stripping naked.

“Mmm, yes,” I purred, feeling bold.

“You like seeing your husband naked?” he asked as he pulled off his shirt, exposing his midnight-black skin, muscles rippling beneath.

I nodded my head in approval, my pussy growing juicier. He peeled off his soft, leather shoes then his codpiece and hose. His cock popped out so hard, thrusting at me. It was the size of Xera's, maybe a little thicker. I licked my lips as it bobbed, my hands kneading my breasts through my top, my small nipples aching.

Chaun knelt on the bed between my spread legs. His hands stroked me, pushing my skirt up my thighs. His touch sent ripples shooting up my pussy. I moaned and squirmed. My heart thudded in my chest. My nipples ached so badly. He leaned in, capturing my lips with his. I kissed him hard, arching my back, pressing into his chest. My nipples were so hard. I wanted to take off my top so I could feel his skin directly upon them.

My husband read my mind and moved his hands from my thighs to the hem of my top. He pulled it up and broke the kiss. I smiled, lifting my arms up so he could take off the cloth and throw it to the floor. My small breasts were exposed to his hungry gaze. Dark hands cupped them, thumbs brushing my nipples.

“Chaun,” I moaned as he leaned over and suckled on one.

He pushed me down onto my back as he sucked and nibbled. I squirmed in delight, the pleasure coursing through my body. He sucked my entire areola into his mouth, everything tingling wonderfully, making me spasm on the silk sheets. My arms reached over my head, brushing the wall as I squirmed.

He kissed over to my other breast, his black hands stroking my pale flesh. He caressed my sides and stomach as he nuzzled up my tit to my red nipple. He sucked hard on it and stretched my tit. My nipple popped out of his mouth with a wet plop. Over and over he sucked on it as his fingers ran around my body, making me tremble in delight, my pussy growing wetter and wetter.

He was so sexy.

My hands caressed his shoulders, my fingers tightening. I loved him playing with my nipples, but my cunt was on fire. I pressed on him. His violet eyes flashed up to mine as he nibbled on my nipple. He grinned around the nub and popped his mouth off.

“You want me to go lower?”

I nodded my head.

“Say it.”

My cheeks warmed. “Chaun...lick my pussy. I need it so badly. You're so sexy and you make me so wet.”

“Me and Xera's cock?”

“Chaun,” I groaned, the elf's dick flashing through my mind. She was so sexy. With those big breasts. She was so feminine and yet had that cock. The impossible contradiction was so hot.

“Say it,” he said, then circled my nipple with his tongue.

“Yes, her cock made me wet,” I moaned, frustration mounting. “Now lick my pussy. I need my husband to make me cum. You.”

“My lady love is a wanton slut,” Chaun grinned. “Her pussy's wet and flush, her body's hot and lush.”

He kissed down my belly, calling out ribald verses about how wanton I was. “Her pussy tastes so sweet, what a succulent treat.” I groaned and squirmed, my snatch growing hotter with every kiss across my stomach. He teased me, making me moan, my thighs rubbing together beneath my skirt. “Her pussy so fair, adorned with silky hair.”

He pulled off my skirt. I lifted my ass as he did, exposing the soft-blue pubic hair covering my pussy. He leaned down, nuzzling at my pubic mound, kissing and rubbing his lips into my silky bush before moving lower and lower.

“There's her sweet snatch,” he whispered before licking his tongue through my folds.

I gasped and squirmed, my eyes rolling back into my head as he soothed the ache in my pussy with his tongue. He caressed my folds, gathering my sweet musk. I squirmed and groaned, humping into his wonderful mouth. He licked and nuzzled, pressing his tongue deep into my sheath, swirling it around, giving me a preview of the bliss his cock would churn.

He moaned, his violet eyes flashing up at me. I reached down, stroking his pointed ears rising out of his silvery hair. I humped into him, loving his tongue and lips as he pleasured me. My small tits bounced and jiggled.

“Chaun, his tongue so sleek, burying into my pussy deep,” I sang. It was hard to think of rhymes as he reamed me. “Yes, yes, so deep.”

He fucked his tongue in and out of my cunt, my words turning into a wordless song. He flicked his tongue up to my clit, swirling around it, making me gasp and quiver. Pleasure raced through my body, tingling preview of my building orgasm.

“My sweet songbird,” he groaned between licks of my clit. “She sings sweet song, eager for hard dong.”

“Chaun,” I groaned, humping. “Yes, yes. Your dong. Make me cum and fuck me. Your dick's so fine, your prick so hard.”

He nibbled on my clit, driving me wild. My head tossed on the pillows. My fingers stroked his ears faster. He groaned about my clit as he sucked it into his mouth. The sensations made me wild. My body quivered.

The door opened as my orgasm exploded through me. I gasped and sang my joy as Xera entered, naked and hard. My eyes locked onto that huge cock bouncing before the sexy elf as she sauntered to the bed. I moaned, my climax overwhelming my shock.

“Xera,” I gasped, struggling to speak over the rapture churned by Chaun's sucking mouth. “What...I...”

Xera smiled at me, her ears twitching. She stroked that dick. Her breasts bounced over me as she knelt beside my head and offered me her dick. I gasped, my eyes widening as the tip, beading with precum, drew nearer and nearer to my mouth.

I shouldn't want to suck it. I shouldn't. But it was so hard to resist. The shame of being such a whorish wife only inflamed my lusts. Another orgasm boiled through me as I leaned my head over, my mouth opening.

“Yes,” Xera moaned as I swallowed the tip of her cock and violated my marriage vows.

It was so wrong but felt so right. Chaun's tongue caressed my aching clit as I sucked hard on Xera's cock. My tongue swirled around the tip, gathering the salty precum as my body trembled. Rapture flooded my body. I sucked again and again, humping into my husband's mouth.

I felt his eyes on me. His hands squeezed my ass. He wanted this. He had arranged this. It excited him to see me with Xera. And she was an elf. A woman that just happened to have a cock. That made it all right. I wasn't breaking my vows to Luben.

But the guilt twisted deep inside of me.

Why did that make this hotter? Why did the guilt make me suck harder? I humped against my husband's mouth. His tongue went exploring, diving back into my pussy, fucking me as I moaned about Xera's wonderful cock.

“That's it, Xandra,” the elf moaned, her tits heaving over my head. She stroked my sky-blue hair. “That's it. Suck my big elf-cock. I know you've wanted it. You've been staring at it since Baraconia. Don't worry. You'll get to feel it inside of you. Stretching you out. Doesn't that sound amazing?”

My toes curled. I moaned a yes about her cock. I wanted to feel her in me. I remembered the thrill of Chaun becoming Thrak and letting me experience his dick vicariously. Now I could enjoy Xera's for real. To share this with my husband.

I shouldn't feel any guilt at all.

But I did.

I ignored it, bobbing my head. Xera's fingers tightened in my hair. She fucked her hips forward, sliding her dick in and out of my mouth. I trembled, my eyes fluttering as I sucked. My tongue caressed her shaft as her tip brushed the back of my throat.

“That's it, songbird,” Chaun groaned. “Worship the elf's cock. That's so hot. Mmm, yes. Suck it. Play with her pussy and worship her cock.”

Her pussy... She had both. My hand stroked up the elf's thigh and found her hot, shaved sex. I stroked her pussy, exploring her lips. She had more folds than I did. I gasped about her dick as I played with them. Her juices, smelling like flowers, filled my nose. I shuddered against my husband's licking tongue and shoved two fingers into Xera's cunt.

“Yes,” groaned the elf, quivering, her pussy clenching on my fingers. “Oh, you are a hot one. Mmm, yes. Suck on it, little bird. Oh, yes. I...I...”

“Cum in her mouth,” Chaun moaned. “Flood her mouth with cum. Let her taste it.”

I wanted that. I fingered the elf faster and sucked so hard. I quivered, a third orgasm building inside of me. Chaun's tongue plunged into my pussy, fucking in and out of me while his fingers kneaded my ass. I squirmed and groaned.

Xera's back arched. Her lovely tits bounced. She thrust her cock deep into my mouth, brushing the back of my throat. Her body trembled. Her pussy spasmed on my fingers. She cried out in musical Elvish as her cum flooded my mouth.

Another person's jizz, not my husband's, filled my mouth. Thick and salty. It tasted different. No avian female should experience another person's cum than her husband's. And yet I had. My body bucked. My pussy convulsed as my orgasm exploded in my depths.

I gulped down Xera's cum as my pussy juices flooded my husband's mouth. My thighs tightened about his head as I thrashed on the bed. The creamy treat flowed down my throat. I squeezed my eyes shut and thrust my fingers deep into Xera's cunt, spasming as the ecstasy flooded through me.

It peaked. I shuddered. Xera's dick fired its last blast of cum into my mouth. I held it, savoring it, swirling it around my mouth as her cock popped free of my lips. The elf leaned down, lips hungry, and kissed me hard.

Her arms wrapped about me as we swapped her salty jizz back and forth as we kissed. She lay on her back and pulled me atop her. My small tits pressed into her pillowy mounds. I moaned and squirmed on the elf, her hard cock pressing into my pussy.

“Las's cock, that is a beautiful sight,” my husband said.

I broke the kiss and looked over my shoulder. He knelt behind us, body gleaming with his sweat, outlining his muscles. He was so sexy as he stroked his hard cock. I squirmed on Xera, grinding on her dick, lust shooting through me.

“You're both going to fuck me,” I gasped in realization, my asshole clenching.

“Double penetration,” he grinned.

“You'll love it,” Xera moaned, her hands sliding between us and grasping her cock. She guided it to my pussy. “Just slide your cunt down my cock and enjoy.”

“Yes,” I moaned, not caring how wrong this was. I violated my vows to Luben as I shoved my pussy down her cock. My eyes widened as the elf's girl-cock entered my cunt. She stretched my walls apart, the friction sending pleasure rippling through me. “Chaun, her dick's in me.”

“I know,” he groaned as he stroked himself. “Las's cock, that's hot. Your pussy is stretched around her dick.”

“And you love that?”

“So much.” He moved to me, draping his cock over my ass. Precum dripped out of his dick. So much. It splattered on my sphincter as he spread my asscheeks apart. “We're going to love you so hard, songbird.”

I shuddered at his pet name for me, my pussy clenching on Xera's cock. I squirmed as he moved his dick to my asshole, my nipples brushing Xera's. I turned and kissed the elf again, her hand stroking me as Chaun slammed his cock into the depths of my asshole.

Two cocks were in me. Two separate dicks. I moaned into the kiss, my body quivering as Chaun bottomed out in my bowels. I was stuffed so full. My back arched, and my bowels and pussy clamped down on both their shafts.

It was amazing.

And then they fucked me.

Xera thrust up into my cunt as Chaun thrust down into my asshole. Our flesh slapped together. His groin smacked my ass. The weight of him pressed me into Xera's embrace. I loved the feel of her breasts almost as much as her cock in my cunt. Our tongues dueled as my hips moved, finding a rhythm with my lover and my husband.

“Oh, yes,” Chaun groaned. “Do you love it, songbird? Do you love two cocks in you at the same time?”

I broke the kiss. “Luben's sacred vows, yes. I'm such a wicked wife for loving this, husband. So wicked. It's so good. Oh, gods, yes.”

The friction was intense. The bliss of being fucked doubled. Two dicks stimulated me. The fiery pleasure radiated from my asshole and joined the bliss churned in my pussy. My head tossed back. I gasped and groaned as the pleasure built and built inside of me.

I rubbed my clit into Xera's pubic bone. The pleasure sparked hot through me. It made me quiver in delight. I gasped, my eyes rolling in my head as I ground my sensitive nub over and over. My body trembled, the pleasure building.

“So good,” I moaned.

“Sing for us,” Chaun groaned as he fucked faster and faster into my asshole.

“Yes, yes, yes,” the elf groaned, her ears twitching. “Let me hear that beautiful song as you cum on our cocks.”

It was so easy to sing. My voice trilled out my passion. My song rang with my pleasure. My body undulated. My nipples ached as they rubbed over and over into Xera's hard nubs. Their skin pressed against me, Xera's body soft while Chaun's was hard. I loved the opposite feel of my lovers.

Chaun's hands stroked my sides as he grunted. His strokes were so hard. His balls slapped into my taint. His passion swelled. I knew my husband. I undulated and clenched my holes down on their cocks as my orgasm built in me.

“Oh, yes,” I gasped, my eyes rolling back in my head. “Oh, yes. Thank you, Las, for making changelings and giving me such a wonderful husband. Oh, yes. Gods!”

I came.

My pussy and asshole writhed about their dicks. I thrashed between them, gasping and singing. My nipples pressed hard into Xera's soft tits. Chaun's groin smacked into my ass as he fucked me harder. Their dicks reamed in and out of me. The friction sent gusting winds howling through my body, carrying my pleasure straight to my mind.

Stars danced in my vision. I gasped and moaned. My eyes rolled back into my head. It was so good. I thrashed between them, my holes milking their shafts. I wanted their cum to flood me. Especially Xera's.

It would be so wrong.

“Cum in me,” I moaned, staring into the elf's violet eyes. “Flood me with your jizz.”

“Yes,” Chaun grunted. He thought I meant him. “Let's flood my slutty songbird's holes.”

Xera groaned, thrusting her hips up hard, slamming her cock into my depths. Her ears twitched and fluttered. And then her cum exploded into my depths. My eyes widened at the hot jizz splashing into my cunt.

Cum that wasn't my husband's.

“Luben's vows,” I moaned, mocking the god of marriage as my orgasm exploded through me. “Yes, yes, yes, flood my pussy. Oh, yes. So good.”

“Las's cock,” my husband grunted and slammed into my spasming ass.

Hot jizz filled my ass. I groaned, spasming, the pleasure inundating my mind as I lay between my two lovers. I had broken my marriage vows partially. Xera was a female, but she had a cock and she came in me.

Guilt tinged the edges of my pleasure as I thrashed between the two.

“My songbird,” Chaun groaned. He hugged me and rolled the pair of us onto our sides, my arms about Xera. I rested my head on her tits, the world spinning.

I just fucked another cock. What was wrong with me? Why did I cum so hard? Why would I mock gentle Luben?

I was becoming a whore for my husband, and I didn't know if that was a good thing.

“You are wonderful,” he whispered into my ear. “My songbird. Love you.”

“Love you,” I whispered, my body drained, cum dribbling out of both my holes.

Sleep pulled me down into troubled dreams. In them, I fucked every man I could. I let them use my body and violate my marriage vows over and over. I was their whore. Their slutty songbird. Their cum dripped out of me, making me filthy.

Disgusting. Something to be used and discarded. All while Chaun watched, reveling in my defilement.


Chapter Thirteen: The Halani Desert

Xerathalasia

My cock was gone. Minx was disappointed when she saw me coming downstairs from Chaun and Xandra's room in the morning. The halfling raced to me and planted a hungry kiss right on my clit, sucking on it. She was short enough she didn't have to bend over to do it.

“Sorry,” I told her, groaning and undulating my hips. “It's gone for the month.”

Minx lifted her face, bronze chin smeared with my pussy juices. “It's okay, I still have plenty of the alchemical cream.”

I smiled, remembering how intense the cream was. It made me have a cock that would cum over and over. It was far more intense than my natural cock. “Good,” I said. “I'm looking forward to fucking you.”

The way she smiled made my heart beat a little faster. It was a radiant smile, so hungry and full of life. I stroked her metallic red hair, wishing she had pointed ears. I always loved stroking my wife's hair and brushing her ears.

I blinked. I hadn't thought of Atharilesia in a while. She would have given birth to our daughter by now. It had been three months since I left Khalesithan with Sophia and Angela, caught up in their quest. It would be months more before I saw my wife and child.

My heart ached as I sat down. Then Minx hopped into my lap, bouncing. “Guess what I found out, Xera.”

“What?” I asked, smiling at her childish zeal.

“There are no bounty hunters in Hargone. Word of the bounty only reached here last night. And none of the thieves even think we're in town yet. Great, huh?”

I smiled at her and gave her a quick kiss on the lips. They tasted sweet.

We broke our fast on dates and figs. The food in Hargone was the best, no meat served at all, though they didn't have to cook the figs. They would be better raw. But it was an improvement since most human communities served meat with their meals.

Our breakfast over, and the bill settled, we headed to Aswunt's warehouse to join the caravan. Xandra walked beside her husband, quiet after last night. She stared down at her hands. I hoped she wasn't having regrets.

I thoroughly enjoyed myself last night. It was hot sharing a woman with a man. I had shared Faoril with Thrak before and hoped to enjoy Xandra again in a month.

“Ah, there is the Lady Knight,” Aswunt said when we arrived. His white beard was oiled into a point. Gems and gold glittered on the rings covering each of his fingers. “And your companions. Yes, yes, the tribesmen would be foolish to attack such a well-guarded caravan.”

“They would,” a man said, his voice deep. He stood by the long line of camels, each loaded with packs piled about their double humps. The man wore black-lacquered armor, his skin swarthy and his hair gathered into a topknot. Kneeling beside him was a naked lamia, a collar about her neck, a chain leading to the man's hand.

“Shizhuthian warleader?” frowned Faoril. “You're far from home.”

“A disagreement with the naga,” the man said, his hand reaching down to pet the lamia's tawny hair. Her cat-like ears twitched and she let out a pleased purr. “They tried to take what was mine.”

The catgirl rubbed her cheek against his armored leg.

“The name is Farson, Lady Knight.” He gave a small bow. “It seems we shall be traveling together.”

“Yes, yes,” Aswunt said, clapping his hands together. “The good knight is on a quest for the Mirage Gardens. Maybe she'll find it and the treasure. Either way, it shall be an interesting trip.”

Farson nodded to Angela. “I expect it will be.”

“The camels await,” Aswunt said. “Mount up. We must depart. The day is already growing so warm.”

My ears twitched as I stared at Farson. He had a cruel twist to his smile, and his eyes were cold. I shivered despite the heat.

~  *  ~

Knight-Errant Angela – Halani Desert

Camels moved differently than horses. Their gait rolled, rocking me back and forth as I clutched to the saddle behind its hump. No smooth canter. No proud walk, but a plod across the shifting sands of the Halani Desert.

Hargone fell behind us. The sands started an hour from the city, at the edge of the farmland. It was a distinct boundary when we rose out of the floodplain and into the desert proper. The moisture vanished from the air. The temperature soared. The horizon melted into ripples like an ocean hovered in the sky before us. It all looked the same. Rolling dunes, the sky stark blue. No clouds drifting overhead. No landmarks with which to navigate.

Wind blew from the north. Sand swept before it, blowing off the top of dunes. I covered my face with the end of the turban. It was black cloth, draped over my head, shielding me from the sun's rays. Thrak and Xera both walked, not caring about the sun. Chaun and Xandra rode side by side, he strumming his lyre while she hummed a song, making beauty together. Faoril had the hood of her robe thrown up to shield her face as she rode bent over, reading from one of her books, not paying attention to where her camel walked.

It was content to walk with the rest.

Aswunt's servants walked beside the pack camels. They were a different breed from the ones we rode, having two humps piled with goods to trade at the oases with the various desert tribesman. The ebony-skinned desertmen of the Halani were famed for the prowess of their cocks and the beauty of their women.

Minx yawned. She was so small, she stretched back on her camel, her eyes closed, covered by the turban. “Going to sleep the entire journey?” Sophie asked as she perched on her camel in her white robes.

“Beats sweltering,” the halfling muttered. “I'll just sleep through the heat.”

“Yes,” Sophia said, fanning her sweaty face.

“Watch out for that Farson,” Minx added. “I don't like the look of him.”

“But his slave...” Sophia let out a purr. “A lamia's tongue is so rough. Feels amazing licking through your pussy.”

Minx snorted. “Is eating cunt all you think about?”

“It is,” I answered quickly, a smile on my face. “That's all my concubine thinks about.”

Sophia gave a wicked giggle.

My gaze looked ahead to Farson in his black armor as he rode at the head of the column. He was one of the guards hired to protect the caravan. His sex slave, the lamia, curled in front of him on the camel like a cat, her tail swishing back and forth. She was naked, but her pale body didn't seem affected by the sun.

There was an umbral nimbus about her, a faint darkening.

“Xera, do you see anything unusual about the lamia?” I furrowed my eyes. The more I studied it, the more I noticed it around her like the rind around a bruise.

“Yes,” Xera said, ears twitching. “Something protecting her.”

“He's a shadowmancer,” Faoril said, not looking up from her book, her words distant. “It is an arcane art practiced in the Shizhuth Empire. He's a warleader.”

“What's he doing here?” I frowned. The Shizhuth Empire was a closed place. Rumors of the cruelty of its rulers, the nagas, had percolated out of the nation. A land of darkness and pain. Lamia were kept as slaves there, given to human males who pleased their naga rulers.

“No idea. Ask him.”

“Exiled,” Minx answered. “He did something bad and was smart enough to flee.”

“How do you know?”

Minx squirmed. “It just makes sense. Why else would he be here?”

“A shadowmancer,” Sophia said, worrying her lower lip. “I don't like the sound of that.”

“It's not a well known branch of the esoteric. It's something the naga gift to humans. It's not like magecraft or the shamanistic arts. It cannot be studied but known. An inherent power, like the soulborn witches of the Tuathan. He does not need external totems or power sources to manipulate shadows.”

“Dangerous?”

“Of course, Angela. All power is dangerous.”

Faoril hunched her shoulders, looking down at the book but her eyes closed, thinking. On what? What was she studying? I glanced back at Farson. If he was an exile, then he made his living as a mercenary. I was glad word of our bounty had only just reached Hargone last night. Farson probably hadn't heard of it. Yet.

He could be a problem when we returned.

“Minx.”

“Yes, Angela,” groaned the halfling. “Trying to sleep. I was up all night, remember?”

“Did you hear anything about Farson among the thieves' chatter.”

“Nope. It's a big city. He doesn't have much of a reputation. Or not one the thieves care about.” Minx sat up, frowning. “Why?”

“Just nervous.” I lowered my voice so only her and Sophia, and Xera with her keen ears, could hear. “If he learns about the bounty, he sounds like he would be dangerous.”

Minx sank back down. “Won't hear about it out here. We have bigger problems. Like getting into the Mirage Gardens.”

“I have a plan for that. I'll be the sacrifice. Sophia and I figured it out.”

“Between bouts of your seasickness,” Sophia grinned. “Oh, the efreet'll have a hard time taming you, my Queen.”

“And where do we make the offering?” Minx closed her eyes. “Do you know?”

“I don't. Faoril?”

The mage shook her head, still absorbed in her research.

I pondered that as we rode south. It would be a week or more before we reached the deep desert where stories claimed the Mirage Garden lurked. As the day wore on, the sun climbed and the temperature soared. Even Chaun and Xandra fell silent before the oppression of the heat. Only the plod of the camel's wide feet on the sand and the curses of the handlers could be heard until I found myself riding beside Aswunt.

The merchant stroked his oiled beard when I lifted myself up from my lethargic doze. “You are the ninth group I've ever led out in search of the Mirage Gardens.”

“Oh,” I said, my heart beating in excitement. “How did they fare?”

“Poorly. Only two ever brought the appropriate offerings.” His eyes glanced over his shoulder. “Not a problem for you. Very beautiful women you brought. Exotic.”

“Exotic?” I snorted.

He touched his face, his skin a dark umber. “Pale skin is exotic for us. And for the efreet.”

“So two of them made it in.”

“I didn't say that.” He stroked his beard again, his gold rings flashing in the sunlight. “The efreet left behind a brass lamp, trading one of his lovely jinn for their proffered woman. But they never mastered the jinn, so she never opened the way into the Mirage Garden for them to enter and see its delights, to be guests of Riad.”

“Mastered?”

“Jinn yearn to serve. They need to be seized and forced. They resist all who try to claim them. You have to venture into their lamps. But they are seductive. If you submit to her, well, you do not escape, and the lamp will return to Riad.”

“And the offerings?”

“Kept.” He laughed. “Efreet do not bargain fair. I doubt the price is even worth entry into the Mirage Gardens. None have ever seen it. We just have the stories of Riad and his wealth. Ridiculous.”

“I don't see it being a problem.” I glanced at Thrak, the orc walking, back straight, ignoring the sun. Or maybe he just disdained.

Aswunt followed my gaze. “You think he'll dominate the jinn?”

“Yes.”

The man laughed, rich and mocking. “The jinn are seductive. Only the efreet can ever dominate them. They are compliments to each other. Jinn need efreet, though they hate being controlled, and efreet need jinn though they burn for more pliant vessels.”

“So that's why he gives away his jinn in exchange for women?”

Aswunt nodded. Then he frowned, staring off at the horizon. It was my turn to follow his gaze. A brown smear covered it, a haze that extended across it. I arched an eyebrow, wondering what could generate such a large dust cloud.

“Not the desert tribes?” I asked. “They could not raise such dust across such a distance. It must extend for miles.”

“No, no, a dust storm. They happen. It'll probably hit us as we near evening. It will be a noisy night.”

“Dangerous?”

“Not usually.” He tugged on his beard. “Though the tribesmen like to use them as cover to raid caravans.”

“The same caravans they trade with at the oases?”

He snorted. “Yes, the very same. But oases are holy to them. Places of sanctuary. Water is such a valued commodity out here that even the bitterest of enemies will not spill blood within a half-day's ride of one. It is a game to them. If they can steal the goods before it reaches an oasis, they win.”

“And you win if you reach an oasis.”

He laughed again. “Only if I trade well.”


Chapter Fourteen: Desert's Passion

Acolyte Sophia

“Where do you think you're going?” I asked, snagging Minx's arm.

The halfling thief turned, “With Xera. She's getting it on with Chaun and Xandra. Sounds like fun.”

The wind howled around us. The strange tents set up, round domes covered in camel hide, rocked as the edges of the dust storm blew around us. The wall of brown was closer. It looked so dense, so smothering. We had to get inside and probably could not leave until the winds died down.

“Nope, you're coming with me.”

“But...” Minx's face fell.

“Nope. I want to devour that tiny cunt.” I licked my lips. “Trust me, I'll make you squeal.”

“She will,” Faoril said, peeking out the tent I was sharing with her tonight. Thrak and Angela were spending the night—my Queen always had those uncontrollable urges for huge cock she had to satiate periodically.

Well, it meant she was missing out on a hot night of lesbian passion. Faoril, at least, had her priorities straight for once.

Minx bit her lip, glancing at Xera disappearing into Chaun and Xandra's tent. Then a mischievous grin crossed Minx's lips. “You really think you can make me squeal better than Xera?”

My tongue, pierced with a silver stud, flicked out. “Trust me. I was trained by the priestesses of Saphique. For thousands of years, we have perfected the art of sapphic love, passing it down in an unbroken chain of gasping, panting, lesbian sex.

“You will not be disappointed.”

“Bold.” Minx arched her metallic-red eyebrows. “Let's see if you can deliver then.”

Minx pulled me into the tent. The floor was covered in dyed red felt. Faoril jerked the heavy cover closed and tied it. The sides rippled as the wind hit it. It howled outside, cutting us off from the rest of the world. Isolating us.

Just three hot women—two humans and a halfling—passing the time in the sweetest way possible.

Minx broke away from me, skipping to the spread out bedrolls, her hips shaking, undulating. My pussy grew hotter as I watched her. She was so small, the size of a child, but with all the curves of a woman. I licked my lips, loving the way her hips rolled back and forth. She wiggled out of her tight britches, bending over, shaking that metallic-bronze ass at me as she pushed it down her thighs. Peeking between those thighs was her tight slit, beads of moisture glinting in the balls of light conjured by Faoril's magic and floating throughout the tent.

“Well, well, well,” I moaned, licking my lips. “What a cute, little pussy you have.”

“So cute,” Minx purred. Still bent over, she shoved a hand between her legs and parted the lips of her pussy, revealing pink depths. My pussy clenched, the heat rippling through me.

I salivated.

“What a tight snatch,” Faoril moaned, sidling up to me, already naked, her breasts jiggling before her, nipples hard. “She's getting juicy. I think she wants to feel that tongue of yours reaming her pussy.”

“Oh, I do. That tongue stud looks amazing!” Minx giggled, hips wiggling, her butt-cheeks clenching. She shoved a pair of fingers into her pussy, her lips sucking tight around them. “You have me all juicy and horny. Cernere's nimble fingers, I need to cum. It was soooo boring riding on the camels.”

“And we have days more,” the mage said. “Weeks.”

I groaned at Faoril. “Let's not think about that.” I undid the belt of my robe and let it drop off my body. My hands stroked my flat belly, brushing the charm dangling from my pierced bellybutton. “Let's focus on pleasing each other.”

“Yes,” Minx groaned, fingering herself faster. They pumped in and out of her cunt. More and more juices glinted on her flesh. The scent of lavender brushed my nose.

Interesting.

I licked my lips, tongue stud pressing against them. I shuddered, moving my fingers lower, brushing across my shaved pudenda and grazing my clit. A shiver went through me. My pussy grew juicier.

“I'm going to make you howl, Minx,” I moaned. “Ooh, you were so bad for avoiding me for so long.”

“Just obsessed with Xera,” laughed Faoril. “I guess she does offer everything—cock, cunt, and tits.”

I wrinkled my nose in disgust but didn't comment as I fell down behind Minx. I seized her ass, my hands looking so large on her small butt-cheeks. I licked at her pussy around her plunging fingers, savoring the lavender musk of her pussy. My tongue stud dragged across her flesh as I licked higher, parting her butt-cheeks and tonguing her sphincter.

She gasped as my tongue stud pressed against her back door. I swirled it around, savoring her sour flavor. Oh, it was so naughty. I worked my tongue into the halfling's bowels, swirling it around. She gasped and shuddered.

“Cernere's black cunt!” Minx's bowels clenched about my tongue. “Gods, Sophia, that is amazing.”

“You've been missing out,” laughed Faoril.

“I have,” moaned Minx, humping her hips back into me.

Faoril knelt behind me. Her breasts pressed into my back, nipples hard. Her hips undulated, grinding her pussy against my ass. I shuddered, savoring her hot juices smeared across my butt while her hands wrapped around me, stroking my stomach.

I moaned into Minx's asshole as Faoril's hands climbed higher. Her fingers caressed me as her face buried into my hair, breathing in. She ground harder when she brushed the bottom slopes of my small breasts. Her fingers walked up my mounds.

Found my nipples.

“Faoril,” I moaned into Minx's sour asshole. The naughty mage's fingers pinched and rolled my nipples. The pleasure shot down my body. I gasped, undulated, and shoved my tongue as deep into Minx's bowels as I could.

“Oh, yes, Sophia, that's nice. Oh, wow. Oh, Gods. Cernere's sneaking steps! Yes, yes, yes, tongue my dirty ass. Oh, yes. You're such a slut, Sophia.”

“She is,” Faoril agreed, fingers rolling harder. Her lips found my neck, kissing my flesh through strands of my hair.

I gasped, her fingers pinching harder. My tongue caressed Minx's bowels. The sour taste excited me. So filthy. So dirty. I licked and nuzzled deeper. Her fingers kept pumping in and out of her cunt, making wicked, wet sounds.

I loved them.

Faoril moved down my body. Her tits sliding down my back, her lips kissing across my shoulders before she found my spine. I loved it. The mage's tongue licked, sucked, as she moved lower. She traced my spine, her hands sliding down my sides, fingernails lightly scratching. Such wonderful flutters shot down to my pussy. Juices ran down my thighs. I moaned and gasped into Minx's ass, my body trembling.

Faoril was such a tease.

Her hands moved around my hips and grasped my asscheeks. Her lips reached the small of my back, nuzzling at the divot right before the swell of my butt. Her fingers pulled my cheeks apart as she kissed lower and lower.

“Eager for your own taste of ass?” I moaned between licks.

“Yes,” Faoril purred. Her tongue licked lower. She reached my sphincter and swirled.

“Good,” I moaned, savoring the wet thrill of her tongue caressing my back door.

I buried my tongue back into Minx's asshole. The halfling shuddered, butt-cheeks clenching. Her fingers squelched with every rapid plunge into her cunt. Her moans grew louder and louder. I sensed her pleasure building. I was trained to read women.

I fucked my tongue in and out of her bowels, the stud caressing her flesh and driving her wild. Faoril's fingers dug into my butt. She moaned as she savored my sour flavor. Then she forced her tongue into my bowels. The burning sensations rippled through me, a wonderful delight that made my pussy clench.

Pleasure swelled in me. My excitement grew as I tongue-fucked Minx's ass. Her moans were wonderful. Her hips humped back into my face. I stroked her thighs, feeling her muscles writhe beneath her skin as she undulated.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Minx moaned. “Oh, Cernere's nimble fingers, that's good. Fuck my ass with your tongue, slut. Oh, Gods, I love it. Yes, yes, yes.”

“Cum on her face,” Faoril moaned between licks of my asshole.

“Yes!”

Minx shuddered as her orgasm built in her. I tongued her faster, her fingers pumping harder. Her head arched, short hair flying, the metallic locks glinting in Faoril's light. Her legs tensed beneath my fingers.

“Gods, yes!”

Minx came. The smell of her lavender musk filled my nose, mixing with her sour ass. Her bowels clenched on my probing tongue while her tiny body contorted and convulsed. She pitched forward, falling on her hands, body spasming. She rolled onto her back, hands rubbing at her stomach beneath her leather vest. A line of metallic fire ran down her pubic mound to her pussy, hairs so soft.

I leaned over, pressing my ass into Faoril's delicious, licking tongue. She fucked my bowels as I seized Minx's thighs. Still shuddering in orgasm, I yanked the halfling towards me. She was so light and small, my hands almost wrapping about her thin legs.

“Oh, you are good,” moaned Minx as I pulled her beneath me, my brown hair caressing up her stomach. “Going to give me more pleasure?”

“I haven't made you howl. Yet.” I grinned at her. “But I will.”

She shuddered, licking her lips, and nodded her head in eager enthusiasm for my assault.

I stroked up her legs and stomach to the band of cloth tied around her breasts. My fingers pulled at the knot between her small breasts, her nipples hard dimples into the fabric. The cloth fell away. Her tits were a lighter bronze than the rest of her skin, hidden from the sun by her simple top. Her nipples were cute. So tiny. Just little sprouts. Her nipples dark, glinting.

I leaned down and sucked.

“Oh, yes,” she gasped as my tongue stud pressed against her small nubs. Her hands, fingers so tiny, slid through my brown hair as I sucked and nibbled. I could take so much of her breasts into my mouth. “You wicked dyke. Mmm, yes. I love your tongue stud. I need to make Xera get one.”

I smiled around her nipple, my hips humping back into Faoril's wonderful tongue.

The mage's right hand slid around my hip, reaching down my crotch to my pubic mound. I tensed, my pussy clenching as her fingers neared my clit. Faoril moaned as she grew closer and closer. I sucked harder on Minx's nipple, anticipating Faoril's caress.

She brushed my clit.

I moaned, bucked, my eyes squeezing shut. She grazed me again, the momentary contact shooting wonderful delight through me. My mouth popped off Minx's nipple, leaving it glistening with my saliva, so I could pleasure her other one. I sucked it into my mouth while Faoril's teasing finger brushed my clit a third time.

The wonderful sensation stirred through my pussy. I wiggled my hips more, savoring the wonderful build-up. The pleasure trembled through me. It made me gasp and moan. My eyes rolled back into my head as I humped against her wonderful licking, tonguing, amazing mouth. Her finger made permanent contact, swirling small circles about my clit, driving me wild.

I moaned so loud about Minx's nipple as I sucked. My hands stroked her sides, savoring the silk of her skin. She shuddered, fingers tightening in my hair. I flashed my eyes up at her, watching her face contort as more pleasure built up in her.

“You're going to make me cum just by playing with my tits,” Minx gasped in awe.

I flicked my tongue piercing over and over into her small nipple. My other hand slid up, brushing her other nub. I let my fingernail graze it, flick it. She shuddered, eyes widening, head tossing back. She squirmed against me, rubbing her hot cunt into my ribs below my breasts.

Giving her pleasure swelled mine. Faoril rubbed harder and harder. My growing need for release propelled me to love Minx hard. My tongue flicked back and forth, a furious blur batting her nipple over and over. I pinched and rolled the other, stretching it, giving her a tiny bit of pain to enhance the bliss.

“Cernere's nimble fingers,” gasped Minx. “Yes, yes. I'm going to... Oh, gods, again. You are wonderful, Sophia!”

She came. Juices squirted hot out of her cunt, bathing my stomach. I savored the feel as she squirmed beneath me. I sucked her nipple into my mouth as staccato gasps escaped her lips. Her face contorted as the bliss crashed through her.

I pushed her body up with my hands, kissing at her trembling stomach. The lavender scent of her pussy juices filled my nose. She still heaved, still buzzing with her orgasm, when I pressed my face between her thighs and tongued her pussy.

Minx's body jerked. “Sophia!”

I smiled and dragged my tongue through her folds, letting the stud caress her. Give her pleasure. My pussy clenched and my bowels contracted on Faoril's wonderful tongue. Her finger rubbed at my clit, the pleasure growing and growing.

“Saphique's delicious cunt,” I moaned as my orgasm crashed through me.

I shoved my tongue deep into Minx's small cunt, swirling it around as pleasure bathed my body. Faoril moaned in delight as she nuzzled at my asshole. Her finger rubbed faster and faster at my clit, keeping the pleasure crashing through me as I bucked and moaned.

“Yes, yes, cum,” Minx gasped as she humped against me. “Oh, I love you. You're moaning into my cunt. Oh, yes. Gods, this is so hot. Make me cum again and again, Sophia. I want to keep exploding.”

My orgasm intensified. I loved bringing pleasure to a woman. Angela most of all, but I found almost as much joy with others. And now it was my chance to really show Minx what I could do. I channeled the bliss bathing my mind into devouring her pussy, sharing my rapture with her.

Minx's small thighs tightened about my head. She humped so hard against me. Gasping, moaning, groaning. Such sweet noises escaped her lips. She heaved and bucked, desperate for more pleasure to shoot through her.

Faoril abandoned my asshole as my orgasm died. My body buzzed and my pussy tingled from my bliss. Her wonderful tongue licked down my taint to my cunt. Her breath washed across my shaved folds. And then she licked.

“Mmm, tasty,” she groaned. “Pater's cock, but you have such a delicious cunt.”

“I know,” I panted between licks.

I slid my tongue up to Minx's little clit. I flailed against it like I had her nipple while shoving two fingers into her tight depths. Her pussy contracted on my fingers as her tiny body exploded in bliss. She bucked and shuddered as a mini-orgasm shot through her body.

“Cernere's nimble fingers and tongue! Gods, Sophia. Oh, gods, yes. Keep licking me. I really want to explode. I want to burst with bliss.”

I tongued her clit harder as Faoril nuzzled at my pussy. Her licks were gentle, nothing like the furious flailing of my tongue on Minx's clit. My fingers pumped hard and fast. My left arm wrapped about her waist, holding her down as she bucked in bliss. Her orgasms crashed through her. One after the other. She spasmed in delight.

I kept pleasuring her. Tonguing her. I wouldn't relent. Her moans grew louder and louder. They resounded through the tent. She screamed at the top of her lungs, small tits heaving as cum after cum erupted in her depths.

“Sophia... you... oh, yes... I can't... Gods... Cernere's... Just...” Her words were incoherent, scattered by the bliss shooting through her.

I smiled in delight, pleased at what I had wrought.

~  *  ~

Warlock Faoril

“Oh, you wonderful slut,” gasped Minx, lying exhausted on the bedrolls, the lavender scent of her musk so strong I could smell it even as I nuzzled at Sophia's tart cunt.

My pussy burned. I needed sex now. They had ignored my pussy. No longer. Magic swirled in me. I had sucked Thrak off while we waited on dinner. He had dumped his yummy cum down my throat. I seized the power contained in his sexual fluids, fashioned it into magic.

I formed a flexible, whirling vortex twice as long as Thrak's cock. I rose, guiding one end to my pussy. I gasped, my excited cunt caressed by the howling winds. Then I forced it into my sheath. The swirling tornado spread my cunt open, teasing the walls of my pussy with its vortex. My body shuddered, finally receiving pleasure after suffering through Minx's noisy orgasm.

“What are you up to?” Sophia asked, throwing a look over her shoulder.

She saw the mass of swirling winds, gray-white from the moisture sucked out of the air—mostly from Minx's pussy juices. She wiggled her hips as I bent the air before me like my own cock. A storm-dildo ready to fuck Sophia's cunt.

“Ooh, are you going to pound me?” Sophia moaned.

“Yes,” I grinned, my clit throbbing as the edge of the swirling air caressed it.

Sophia, still kneeling, wiggled her ass. I licked my lips, the sour taste lingering, mixed with her tart juices. I brought my vortex to her pussy and slammed it in. She gasped, back arching as the howling dildo entered her cunt.

“Slata's hairy cunt,” groaned Sophia. “Oh, yes, I love your magic, Faoril.”

“So do I.” I smiled, drawing back my hips and thrusting forward. I groaned, my end of the tornado-dildo reaming deeper into my cunt as I fucked it into hers. It was so wonderful not to be afraid of my magic. To use it. To embrace it.

My magic was me. I controlled what it did. It wasn't evil unless I made it evil.

And it could do so much good.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Sophia moaned as I fucked her cunt from behind. “Pound me. Oh, yes. Pound me with your air-dildo. Oh, Angela is missing out. She and Xandra need to feel this.”

Our flesh slapped together. Her butt-cheeks rippled. I stroked them as she humped back into me. My tits bounced and jiggled, my nipples waving in my vision as I stared down at her. My clit throbbed, teased by the vortex, and my pussy kept squeezing down on the howling wind, trying to squeeze shut, but resisted.

The feel of the wind was so different from a cock. It was almost indescribable. The winds swirled inside of me, teasing and caressing me as I pounded Sophia's cunt. My body shuddered as the pleasure rippled through me, an orgasm quickly building in my depths.

“Yes, yes, yes,” gasped Sophia, rocking back harder, making her ass writhe when it slapped into my crotch. “You naughty mage! I love it. Saphique's sweet snatch, yes. You're going to make me explode.”

“Do it,” giggled Minx as she lay on the pillows, her voice thick with sated exhaustion.

“You love squirming on my magical cock,” I moaned. “You love the feel of my howling dick reaming your cunt.”

“Dildo!” moaned Sophia in correction. “And I love it. Gods, you're so amazing, Faoril. Oh, wow. I...I... Yes!”

Sophia came first. I groaned, fucking her harder, eager for my release. She bucked back into my thrusts. I could feel her pussy walls clenching against the vortex I controlled. She spasmed over and over as she moaned and gasped her pleasure.

My clit ached. My pussy clenched on the dildo. I licked a pair of my fingers as I stared at her ass. Then I shoved them into her convulsing bowels. Sophia's head threw back, brown hair flying, and screamed even louder.

“You wonderful slut, Faoril! Finger my ass! Oh, gods, yes!”

My pussy spasmed about the vortex. The spinning, whirling, howling mass of air plunged into my orgasming depths. I slammed forward, driving it deep into both our cunts. I made the wind swirl faster. My pussy drank in all the sensations, transforming the caresses into waves of pleasure that washed through my body.

“Pater's cock!” I howled as the rapture reached my mind.

I trembled, my body drinking in all the sensations as my pussy spasmed over and over. The spinning wind made me multi-orgasmic. One shuddering climax after another rippled through my body. So much bliss. I clutched Sophia's ass, vaguely aware that she gasped and howled and screamed as much as I did.

So good. It was wonderful. I drank in the pleasure. My tits heaved before me. My pussy clenched and spasmed. I grew more and more sensitive the more and more I came. The pleasure swelled and swelled as the bliss shot through me until it almost hurt. Agony and rapture.

Delicious bliss.

“Faoril!” gasped Sophia. She wrenched herself from my hands. “Too much. Oh, gods, too much pleasure.”

Minx laughed as I let my spell die.

I slumped back, gasping for breath. “Never too much pleasure.”

“No,” giggled Minx.

My head swam. The tent rocked around me. My body was so tired. Wonderful, blissful sleep crashed down on me.

~  *  ~

Minx

I nursed from Sophia's breast, suckling her milk as the pleasure of my orgasm faded from me. Her humming dildo stopped vibrating in my cunt with a word. After Faoril passed out, Sophia pulled out her strap-on, and I rode the marble dildo, enchanted to vibrate, until I came and fell across her stomach.

She held me, stroking my hair as I lazily suckled on her milk, savoring her creamy pleasure. I could fall asleep like this. So many orgasms... Sophia did not lie. She was skilled. No woman had ever wrung such bliss from me.

And yet I wished I was lying on Xera's stomach, my head pillowed on her breasts.

Not to say I didn't savor Sophia's milk. I did. I shuddered, my pussy clenching down on the thick shaft. I didn't understand it. The elf wasn't in heat. Her cock hadn't sprouted. So I had no need to be obsessed with her right now.

“I'm glad I finally pried you away from Xera,” Sophia said.

I lifted my lips. “Well, if you grew a cock that spurted delicious cum, I would be equally attached to you.”

“No you wouldn't.” Sophia laughed. “It's sweet that you love her.”

I blinked, my heart racing. “What?”

“You love her.” She smiled. “It's so beautiful the way you are with her. I can see it in your eyes.”

“I don't love her,” I scowled. I was suddenly so awake. Xera appeared in my mind, tall, lush, cock thrusting hard before her. She moved with such grace. She was so observant. Skilled. The only person who could track me.

“Right.” Amusement tinged Sophia's tone. “You don't love her at all.”

“Nope.”

“Okay.” It was clear Sophia didn't believe me. “Well, it's for the best. She's married. Even has a daughter.”

“What?”

“Well, the daughter should have been born by now. Her wife was pregnant when we left.”

My stomach twisted. I didn't like that at all. I furrowed my eyebrows. Why did I even care? I didn't love Xera. That was foolish. I couldn't grow attached to the party. I was here on a mission to steal the High King's sword from them. It would make me so rich. It was all Adel's plan, but that redheaded elf expected me to do all the work.

Then I would keep all the reward.

So I couldn't love Xera. She would hunt me down when I stole the sword. And if I loved her, I would want her to catch me.

Press me down. Kiss me. Fuck me with her cock.

“I'm glad she has a wife and daughter,” I said. My heart clenched as it beat so fast. It hurt. “I don't care. I just like her cock.”

Sophia gave me a sympathetic smile.

I groaned and rolled off of her. The dildo popped out of my cunt. What did Sophia know? She had the weirdest relationship with Angela. Always eager to be bound and spanked and whipped and hurt, devoting herself to Angela. The way Sophia said “My Queen” was so submissive. Sophia obeyed Angela.

It was weird. Who wanted that?

And then there was Xandra. The way she loved Chaun, so clingy. It was rare not seeing her at his side. I had seen the changeling working on her, trying to broaden her sexual horizons. He had gotten her to bed Xera last night while I was slinking through the city.

But she only did it to please him. Another girl devoted to the person she loved.

I didn't want to be Xera's simpering, begging, submissive lover. I just wanted to be her friend. To walk with her, learn from her, and teach her new things. To enjoy that wonderful cock and lay my head on her pillowy tits.

We were just...friends. Friends who fucked. Nothing wrong with that.

I turned my head towards Chaun's tent. Was she fucking them right now? Was Chaun's cock in her as she devoured Xandra's pussy? Was Xandra licking his cum out of Xera's pussy? I should be in there. I should be with her.

Not because I loved her, but because I loved fucking her. Sophia was so wrong.


Chapter Fifteen: Shadows Deepen

Thrak

The days dragged on as we headed deeper southeast into the desert. Summer drew to an end, the autumn equinox drawing closer and closer. On our fourth day of traveling, we reached the first oasis—Ulai. It was a large island of green surrounded by yellow-white ocean. The driest ocean in the world. At the heart of the greenery—a mix of bushes and date trees—was a crystal-blue lake. Not a big lake, but still significant.

Trade happened. The black-robed tribesmen exchanged the spices they harvested out of the deep sand for goods not easily obtained. It lasted all day. The women bathed in the oasis, and Xandra's song-like moans were heard as Sophia went down on her.

The next morning, we were back on the sand, heading deeper. My eyes scanned the horizon, searching for any bandits as I walked in the heat. Water kept us going. There were camels devoted just to carrying the precious resource. You would drink and drink all day and hardly urinate. Sweat coated my body, evaporating as fast as my body produced it.

Two days later, we reached the next oasis, Uchmehn. It was much the same as the first, with the same dark-robed desertmen and women waiting for us. Well, they were probably different tribes but wrapped up in their black robes and turbans, it was hard to tell. Most humans looked alike anyways.

I often found Farson staring at me, studying me. It was a warrior's scrutiny, sizing me up, working out plans to fight me. There were men like that who always thought about how they would fight any one they met, whether to prove their prowess or to be ready if the worst happened.

My eyes narrowed when I noticed him. He never looked away immediately. Eventually, his lamia slave would say something, drawing his attention away. He stroked her hair like a pet as he rode. Sometimes she walked beside his camel, scampering on all four with far too much energy given the heat. I ignored her.

Farson was dangerous.

Did he know about the bounty? He worried Angela. I noticed she always made sure our group stayed together. No one going out to do anything alone. Her eyes watched Farson far more than she watched the horizons.

In bed with Faoril as we camped at Uchmehn, she told me about shadowmancers when I asked. “They have the ability to seize the substance of shadows.”

“I thought shadows were just caused by occulting a source of light,” I told her, stroking her hair as she lay pressed against my body, our pavilion smelling of sex.

I loved the scent.

“Light has substance, too,” she said. “It can be bent by a prism, reflected by a mirror. Shadow is the opposite of light. It is far harder to act upon. But the naga know how and taught it to him. He can use it to dim light's effect, which is how he's shielding his slave from the sun's rays.”

“It would be a shame to burn that body.” A rumble rose from my throat as I laughed. The lamia was delicious, sleek and pale, with a great ass and dangling tits. “I know Sophia yearns for her.”

“I hope she's not stupid enough to try. Shizhuthian warleaders are possessive about their slaves.”

“What else can he do with shadows?”

“He can blind you. He can disorient. He can make illusions, to trick you in battle. Your eyes will be deceived if you fight him.”

“Can the shadows harm directly?”

Faoril shook her head. “It doesn't have enough substance for that.”

“But even a little distraction in a fight can be lethal.”

“Thinking about fighting him?”

“Yes.”

Her hand paused in stroking my chest. “Is he a threat?”

“Maybe. Angela doesn't trust him. I don't either. He's...sizing me up.”

“Well, shadowmancing isn't a match for magic.”

“What is?” I laughed.

She bristled. “Captain Thyrna and that damned nipple ring of hers.”

“Is that what you've been researching?”

“No. Something else.” She bit her lip. “I'm trying to find a way to let you rage without you losing control.”

I blinked in shock at her. She had mentioned it before, but I thought it was an empty boast. Hope rose in my chest. I hated the rage. The way it took hold, drove me to kill and kill and kill. I could hurt my friends if I ever lost control.

The rage did not care who I killed.

“Is there really a way?”

“Maybe.”

Wouldn't that be wonderful if there were? I wouldn't have to fear my true nature. I could embrace it the way Thyrna wanted me to. I pulled Faoril close and kissed her hard. I loved this woman so much. She dwelled in my heart along with Serisia.

I hoped my first wife watched us from the Astral Realm. I hoped she was happy. She was right about Faoril.

~  *  ~

Xandra

I was glad when we stopped for the night. We were a day from the oasis Uchmehn, back to camping in the deep desert. Twilight fell. The stars were so brilliant. I slipped off my camel, my turban jostling on my head. I landed barefoot on the warm sand.

Chaun slipped off his, a grin on his face. My cheeks blushed. He wanted to have a threesome with Thrak. He had been nudging me in that direction for days, always pointing out the hunky orc and reminding me how hard I came when Chaun took on his appearance.

I kept putting him off, begging him just to take on Thrak's appearance. I was too scared. Xera was still mostly female. I could twist myself into believing I wasn't breaking my marriage vows to Luben. Yes, Chaun did when he slipped his dick in the elf and came in her depths, but that was between him and the God of Love.

And I did enjoy the thrill of licking his cum out of her pussy. It was such a new experience. Maybe I could just limit Chaun to having threesomes with women. We could invite Faoril or Minx into our bed tonight.

The servants set up the camp while the more martial members of the caravan—Thrak, Xera, and Angela included—surveyed the perimeter, looking for any signs we might be attacked. I just waited for supper to be readied, bored.

“Hey, Xandra, I need your help,” Sophia said, running up to me.

“Oh?” I asked.

“Yes, your totems.” Her grin grew. “I used a divining spell to find some water, but it's beneath the sand. I need you to bring it up. Then we could have a sponge bath.”

“We bathed last night at the oasis,” I said, glancing at the dark. “We're not supposed to wander off.”

“Oh, you have your totem magic and they're making the perimeter safe.” Sophia took my hand. “Come on, don't you want to feel nice and clean?”

“I guess.”

I glanced at my husband, but his attention was on the lamia. Farson left her behind as he patrolled the camp. She licked herself, her body contorting so she could give herself a tongue bath. According to Sophia, cats did that. She was so nimble, bending around. I bet she could lick her own pussy.

Sophia led me into the dunes, past the edge of the camp and out of sight. She settled down on the sand, the stars shining brighter, the moon rising silvery full. She gave me a smile as she undid the belt of her robe and slipped out of it.

Moonlight painted her body. I licked my lips. A wave of heat flashed through me. I remembered the one time we made love back at the aerie. She had the same hungry—

Sophia was on me. She seized me and pressed me down into the sand, her hands pulling up my top before I had a chance to stop her. She threw it aside as we landed on the soft sand. She was atop me, hands squeezing my breasts.

“Sophia,” I gasped as she kissed at my face. I squirmed beneath her, my pussy growing hotter. “Wait.”

“Shh, it's okay,” she purred, fingers rolling my nipples. “Let's just have a little bit of fun while they set up camp.”

“But Chaun...”

“Won't care.” She rolled my nipple. “And I'm not a man, so this isn't breaking your marriage vows.”

I shuddered, the sensations rippling down to my pussy. I wanted to object, but she was so right. I had made love to her and Xera. Chaun certainly enjoyed watching last time Sophia and I made love. He approved of it.

And her touch was so wonderful. My pussy so hot.

“Okay,” I whispered, surrendering.

She grinned at me, her hands sliding down my body. I lifted my ass, letting her slide the skirt off my hips. I settled back down, the sand warm beneath my butt. Her hands caressed my body. She leaned down, sucking hard on a nipple.

“Sophia,” I moaned, my pussy growing hotter. “I...I...”

She sucked harder, nipping and nibbling. Her hand reached between my thighs and found me wet. She toyed with my curls before stroking my pussy. I groaned, my clit throbbing. My heart pounded. My head arched as I sang out my pleasure.

I hoped Chaun heard and would come find us. I wanted him to watch me with those hungry, loving eyes.

Sophia's tongue stud brushed my nipple as she circled it. Such wonderful pleasure crashed through me. In the distance, ululating cries exploded. They rose around us. I shuddered in shock. I heard the slap of camel feet on sand.

“Sophia!”

She sat up, looking around. “What is that?”

Cries of alarm erupted from the camp. “The tribesmen,” I gasped. “We have to get back.”

Sophia nodded. She stood up and hauled me to my feet. I clung to her, trembling in fear, our naked bodies pressed tight. We took two steps when fire erupted before us. It howled and crackled, lighting up the night.

A man formed out of the fire, skin dark-crimson. A gold turban mounted his head, dotted with rubies. He stroked an orange beard, oiled to a point like Aswunt's. He was fit, strong, as big as Thrak, wearing pantaloons of bright orange and tasseled slippers. Wrapped about his right arm was a coiled arm ring made of bronze and cast in the shape of a serpent.

“W-who are you?” Sophia asked, thrusting me behind her.

I needed my totems. But they were in the pockets of my discarded skirt.

“I accept this delicious offering,” spoke the creature.

The efreet. Riad. Master of the Mirage Gardens.

“Offering?” I gasped.

Fire surrounded us but did not burn us. I felt it press in and...

Took us.


Chapter Sixteen: Desert Raid

Knight-Errant Angela – The Halani Desert

“Oh, I am going to spank that slut,” Angela fumed as she pulled the final piece of hide over the frame of their tent. “Where did Sophia get to?”

“Snuck off with my wife,” Chaun answered, lounging on a pile of supplies. He strummed his lyre.

Angela frowned as she straightened up, fixing him a hard stare. “I see you managed to avoid work.”

“It is a skill of...”

His words trailed off as he straightened, cocking his head. Rising over the buzz and bustle of the caravan setting up camp was an ululating cry. The surrounding servants let out gasps of fear while the caravan guards, wearing a motley collection of mail and boiled leathers, drew swords. The cry came from around the camp.

“Las's cock,” Angela groaned, dashing to where she left her kite shield. “Thrak!”

“Here, Angela,” the orc said, his massive ax in hand, swarthy body painted by the setting sun. He gazed to the horizon, pointing to the dunes.

Black-swathed desertmen on camels poured over the dune, racing down sandy slopes, raising flashing scimitars, their cries rising in volume. I set my shield and drew my sword, wishing Midnight was here. I hadn't thought of my stallion, abandoned when we fled the Saltspray Palace, in days.

He would be invaluable right now.

“Chaun, stay in the camp. If you see Sophia or your wife, keep them there. Minx, you stay, too.”

“And miss out on the fun?” the halfling grinned as she skipped up to us.

“Yes,” Angela nodded. “Thrak, take Faoril. Xera, with me.”

The mage produced a vial of Thrak's cum and downed it, a smile crossing her lips as a shudder went through her body. She was such a slut for cum. She pocketed the vial and gave me a nod before heading off with Thrak to join the other guards racing forward to meet the charge.

Farson was to the south of me, marching forward in his black armor, his sword in hand. He moved with a relaxed confidence. His lamia slave wasn't with him. That was the first time I had seen him without the slave scampering at his side. He glanced at me and gave me a nod.

I did not like it.

“Let's go, Xera,” I said, casting one last look at camp. Where was Sophia at? I thought she would appear with the alarm being raised. It wasn't like her.

But the charging desertmen were too immediate of a threat. She had matured, growing competent since when we first set out from Shesax over four months ago. She would be fine. I didn't have to worry about her.

I would so spank her when I found her.

Xera padded behind me as I joined the other guards, waiting for the

desertmen's charge. I shifted my stance on the sand. It was like the training ground where I practiced with... I hit one of the empty holes in my mind occupied by my relationship with Kevin and excised by the Lesbius Oracle. I shook my head and raised my shield; readied as the desertmen charged closer and closer.

Sand kicked up from the feet of the camels. The desertmen whirled their scimitars over their heads, leaning over their mounts. Their ululation grew louder and louder. My heart beat faster and faster. I leaned forward, setting my shield and bracing my body.

They hurtled closer faster and faster, racing at us. The caravan guards all stood ready, their blades heavy. None carried shields. It almost distracted me, causing me to ponder why they would face mounted attackers without shields, but the pounding of camel feet on sand brought my attention back to the attackers.

So swift. They moved at the speed of a charging warhorse.

Then the camels were on us. A scimitar scythed down at me and struck my shield. The impact jarred my arm. My feet slid back in the sand, digging furrows. On either side of me, the caravan guards swung their heavy, curved blades, cutting the camels' flesh. If they dodged.

Camels spilled to the ground, screaming in pain, throwing their riders to the sand. The unfortunate guards fell in bloody spurts, their life soaking into the sand as the final rays of the sun winked out and night settled in.

I set my shield as the second wave charged in.

~  *  ~

Thrak

“Save me some,” I grinned at Faoril as she lifted her arms, wiggling them, her robes sliding down to her elbows.

“And risk you getting your head cut off?” Faoril asked.

I snorted. “By them.”

The raiders charged down the dune, ululating. My hand tightened on my ax. The rage growled inside of me, begging to be unleashed, promising to kill them all. I didn't need it. Not against these raiders.

“Fine,” Faoril said. “To keep your fragile, male ego intact, I'll leave you some.”

“It is delicate as fine porcelain,” I laughed. “I thank you.”

A smile grew on her lips and then sand exploded. It burst around ten of the tribesmen in the first rank. Tendrils of flowing dust wrapped about their camels, yanking them down to the sand, spilling their riders. They tumbled in yellow clouds that then coalesced and pinned the riders to the ground. Her magic surged through the sands, tripping up more of the attackers. Then she hardened the sand, fusing it into stone, trapping the soldiers and turning her attention to others.

I stepped before her as the survivors of her attack rushed at us. Scimitars raised high. Camels brayed. My ax swung, bit into flesh. I cleaved through the camel's chest and the rider's leg. The beast crashed into the ground, tumbling past us, rider screaming.

I reversed my swing and slammed it into the next rider as he slashed his scimitar at my head. The force of my blow threw him from the saddle of the camel. He hit the ground, flopping like a clubbed reindeer. Blood flicked from the end of my ax as I swung again, cleaving the legs out of a third camel.

Sand erupted before me, engulfing a fourth rider. His camel emerged from the cloud, veering to the right without its rider's guidance. The dust contracted around a man, his hands and feet sticking out of a ball of rock, screaming in fright.

Faoril did not kill any of them.

Another rider bore down at me. I had no time to ponder Faoril's state of mind. She hadn't fully overcome the trauma of killing Relaria. I ducked the scimitar swing and slammed my ax into the camel's flank, drawing a bloody line. The rider pitched from his dying mount. I leaped over the kicking camel and landed on the groaning rider before he rose.

My ax fell on his head.

“Thrak, there's another tribe to the south,” Xera shouted.

I looked up. The second wave of this attack slowed, staring at their fallen brethren. Down the line, more had reached the defenders. Angela fought with her shield and sword, hacking and slashing, while Xera's bow twanged, felling riders. I glanced south. Where had they come from? They marched across open sand with no dunes to give them cover.

Faoril pulled out a vial of cum and downed it. “Thrak, you can handle them, right?” She pointed at the regrouping riders.

“Easily,” I grinned, marching across the sand, my heart beating with exhilaration. “Go wrap up those from the south with your magic. No need to prop up my fragile ego any longer.”

Faoril laughed and turned. Wind swept around her and lifted her into the air. She soared to the south of the camp as I broke into a run. I bellowed at the top of my lungs, gripping the ax in both hands. The riders fought to control their camels and regroup to fight me.

~  *  ~

Chaun

The servants huddled with the camels, the sounds of battle raging beyond the tents. Dust drifted through the air, scented with blood. My fingers strummed on the lyre, my voice singing a calming song, keeping panic out of the air.

I wish my music worked on myself.

Where was Xandra? Was she out there in the fight, using her totems? She was such a frail thing. She had only fought once, against the imps. She was not cut out for such danger. I wasn't cut out for such danger. But we were dragged into this by prophecy.

I sang by rote, my fingers dancing across my lyre. My neck craned, peering past pack camels and the servants keeping them from bolting, looking around tents, searching for a glimpse of my wife's sky-blue hair, her slender frame.

Where was she?

Screams drifted over my music. Sand exploded. Dusty plumes burst up into the air as Faoril unveiled her magic. My eyebrows furrowed. Or maybe that was Xandra using her totems, summoning elementals. I hoped she was safe, Angela watching her back.

I glanced to my right and blinked. Minx was gone. The halfling rogue had been sitting on the pile of goods playing with her dagger. Small footprints darted to the north. If I knew she would run off, I would have asked her to find Xandra for me.

Maybe I should go look for my wife.

Another scream.

My fingers played faster, my voice rising. Xandra was fine. She had her magic. Sophia was with her and the priestess could use her magical dagger. She was fine. Safe. Thrak, Angela, Xera, and Faoril would send the desertmen packing, assisting the caravan's guards. Then we could get back to the business of finding the Mirage Garden and leave the roasting desert behind.

~  *  ~

Minx

I could not believe that Angela didn't think I could fight. Didn't she see me battle the gnome alchemist? Okay, yes, I was taken out of the fight by her lust bomb. But I was winning until then. It irked me that she told me to say back with Chaun.

I mean, he was a handsome stud and the way his fingers danced on his lyre did give indication on how well he could finger a wet cunt—and I had heard his wife singing his praises enough—but he wasn't a fighter. Like Sophia and Xandra. They were the support.

I was the offense.

I had my knives. I had my alchemical bombs. I could do so much. I pulled out a sticky bomb as I darted across the sands, weaving between the camels legs, and popped out on the northern edge of the battle away from Angela and the others. I raced past Farson and shuddered, his gaze following me.

I did not like that one bit.

I reached the edge, standing with the other warriors as the camel-riding desertmen were almost upon them. I threw the sticky bomb at the nearest rider. The bomb struck the desertman in the chest, bursting, spurting white-yellow foam about him and his camel. The beast cried out, stumbling, the foam reaching its legs, forcing it to stop running. It bleat in annoyance.

I laughed, glancing at the caravan guard standing beside me, a bare-chested Halanian, his ebony skin glistening in sweat. He glanced at me for a moment, and I arched my eyebrows, grinning. He spat and turned back to the charging warriors.

He had no appreciation of style.

I shoved my hand into the pouch and felt the X carved into the clay ball—a sleeping bomb. I whipped it at the rider almost upon us. It hit the camel in the head. Purple gas puffed around the mount and rider. The camel took two steps and then fell forward asleep, the rider tumbling over its head and landing with a grunt.

I chortled, readying my dagger for the charge as the rest of the attackers bore down on us. The desertmen howled at us, ululating, swinging their scimitars at the caravan guards on their charge past us and...

They ignored me. The camels thundered past me and not a single one charged me or swung a scimitar at me. The Halanian guard who lacked a sense of humor, fell dead, his head missing. I spun and glared at the tribesman.

“Hey, I'm fighting, too! Don't ignore me.”

I darted after the offending warrior. He flicked the blood from his scimitar and charged at the back of another caravan guard. The desertman was ignoring me again. I wanted to howl my frustration. My feet threw up sand as I dashed at a diagonal line to intercept his attack, my dagger clutched between my teeth. He waved his scimitar over his head as he charged past, camel's feet throwing up sand.

I jumped, reaching.

I snagged a leather strap holding his saddle. I grunted, my body smacking into the camel's rear leg. The rider didn't notice me as I scrambled up, grabbing the thick, curly fur of the camel and then the rear of his saddle. I made it to the back of the camel, standing behind him.

And stabbed him in the back.

I hit a critical spot. He stiffened, the scimitar falling from his hand. I ripped out the dagger, blood soaking into his black robes. He slumped to the right, teetering for a moment, and then fell off of the camel and tumbled across the ground. I jumped off the back of the camel, landing light on the ground.

“That's what you get for ignoring a halfling,” I laughed and kicked sand at the corpse. “Next time, don't ignore us.”

I looked around for more to fight. I peered south through the camp. Faoril stood alone, facing a charging horde. She had no backup. I grinned and dashed through camp. If there were only the two of us, the attackers couldn't ignore me. I would make them respect halflings as a threat.


Chapter Seventeen: Woven Shadows

Xerathalasia

Angela's thrust caught the rider in the stomach. He slumped over his camel as it charged past. I stepped to the side, avoiding trampling feet, and fired an arrow. It hissed over Angela's head and took another tribesmen in the throat.

“There are a lot of them,” I said, my ears twitching. “Is this natural?”

“No idea,” Angela shouted, setting her shield for the next charge. “But if they are this aggressive, I don't see how caravans can travel the desert without being annihilated.”

The ululation of the second wave crashed over us. I drew, knocked, and fired, taking the rider in the chest. He slumped over and his camel veered to the right then slowed to a lazy walk as the others sped past.

“Support any weak spots in the line,” Angela shouted and raised her shield. A dull thunk echoed as a scimitar slammed into the hard wood, banded in metal. Her sword flashed, cutting into the poor camel. Pain burst in its cry.

The poor thing just wanted to obey her master, carrying him into battle. Humans could be so cruel.

I knocked an arrow, scanning down the line for any gaps. Several guards were down, others fought riders, blocking and parrying. I drew and fired. My arrow slammed into a rider's back. I drew again and—

Farson wasn't fighting. He watched Angela.

My ears twitched as I studied him. His face was dark marble. His sword gripped in hand. Blood stained the tip. A dead tribesman lay at his feet, but he wasn't helping the nearby fight. Just watching Angela.

I wanted to put an arrow through his throat.

~  *  ~

Warlock Faoril

The wind I summoned set me down on the southern side of the camp. I was the only defender here. The rest were to the west, holding back the first tribe. But there was a second tribe racing across the desert, scimitars waving as they charged, kicking up a cloud of dust.

They didn't ululate like the ones to the west. They were sneaking in, flanking the caravan and hitting it where it was defenseless. It was a good tactic, I supposed. Thrak would know better. I had studied history, and the battles, but not in depth to judge tactics.

I pulled out a third vial of Thrak's cum and downed it.

It was still warm and creamy, as fresh as when I collected it. I hadn't messed up the preservation spell since my test and the lemures' cum. A flush of embarrassment shot through me just at the thought, and I shook my head.

I had an army of bandits to defeat.

I surged earth magic into the sand. It was loose, able to be compressed. I formed a large trench, ten feet wide and spreading across their entire advance. A thin layer of sand still covered it, compressed to a solid plane but as thin as glass. It would never hold Minx's weight.

The camels surged closer and closer to my trench. I pulled my magic out of the sands and readied winds to hit those in the back who didn't fall into the trench. I swirled whirlwinds on the perimeter, starting out as dust devils and growing into tornadoes to plunge through the attackers.

The first camels reached the trench and...

Charged over the thin layer of sand. I goggled. My tornadoes fell apart. There was no way the camels could have ridden across without breaking through. They were huge beasts, with warriors riding on them. I know I made that sand thin enough that it couldn't support Minx's weight.

Fear shot through me. They were so close. And still no sound. No thud of the camels' feet on sand. No rustle of fabric. It scared me. My stomach tightened. But I was trained for this. Not to panic. Not to seize up. But to act.

I detonated sand before the front ranks. Shock waves propagated through the ground, shaking the grains about my feet while sand burst into the attackers. Instead of camels and riders falling to the ground—screaming in pain, their flesh scoured by sand particles, leaving them bleeding and shredded—they burst into motes of shadows.

Shadowmancing. Farson.

A cat hissed behind me. I turned, saw nothing. But something slammed into my head. Light flared across my vision. My body went numb. I hit the ground. The cat purred in satisfaction. My eyes rolled in my head. Fuzzy pain spread across my thoughts.

A second crack slammed into my head and plunged me into darkness.

~  *  ~

Thrak

The riders were around me, letting out their cries, circling me, swirling their scimitars over their head. They tried to intimidate me. They had superb control over their mounts, riding so close one camel could bite the next's tail. Their eyes were dark, all that was visible of their faces.

“You boys too scared to fight me?” I laughed, throwing my arms wide, blood dripping from the crescent blades of my ax. “Eight of you, one of me, and you ride in a circle, holding your cocks like scared boys at their first gangbang. Come at me. Fight me. I am Thrak of the Red Eyes. Stop pissing yourselves and fight.”

I turned slowly, watching them, waiting for my chance to spring. Beyond them, the fighting raged. Angela blocked with shield and swiped with sword while Xera's bow sang, felling riders. Chaos raged along the line, half the caravan guards down. Farson walked across the sands towards Angela, ignoring the attackers.

Bastard. But Angela could handle him. She had Xera backing her up. My real concern was Faoril.

I glanced to the south. Tornadoes gathered as the new wave charged in. My stomach twisted. I couldn't see Faoril from here, my vision blocked by tents. She had so many to face alone. Would her magic be enough to stop the second force?

The change in the riders' shouting gave me a heartbeat's warning. I ducked as a scimitar flashed over my head. They had turned and charged in while I stood distracted. It was an impressive feat, timed so each rider raced at me, paths crisscrossing without hitting me. I dodged another scimitar attack and swung.

My blade cut through a camel. It screamed and threw its rider. The dying beast stumbled, ruining the coordination, and slammed into the next charging tribesman. The collision sent both beasts crashing to the ground.

I laughed, swung, and swept a tribesman from his saddle.

A blade hissed. I dodged right. Fire burned along my arm. The tip of the scimitar cut into my flesh. I roared and hacked, hewing attackers as they tried to kill me. Crimson spurted through the air. Rage roared in my chest, demanding to take control as I dodged and weaved, swung and swiped.

I killed.

The tornadoes spun out of existence. Explosions detonated to the south. And then there was silence. The southern tribes charged towards Faoril, and she wasn't responding any longer. Fear shot through me. Why wasn't she fighting?

I charged forward and cut through a tribesman. I had to reach my mage.

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

“Stop!” I shouted as Farson advanced on Angela as she fought a trio of mounted desertmen. She cut one down, her back to the Shizhuthian warleader. “Stop now, Farson!”

I drew my bow, arrow knocked and aimed.

The warleader stopped, glancing at me. A smile crossed his lips. A mocking smile. Did he think I couldn't take him in the unprotected throat or eye from this distance? I could hit him four times before he closed the distance.

Footsteps padded behind me, a soft patter of bare feet and hands. Not a beast, but the steps of Farson's lamia. She was close, almost upon me. My ears twitched, and I whirled around, arrow still drawn. Even though night had fallen, I could see like it was daylight.

And there was no one behind me.

But I heard the patter. It was closer. She should be only feet away My gaze swept around, struggling to understand what was happening. And then I spotted footprints and handprints in the soft sand. A trail leading right—

The lamia, invisible, crashed into me. She hissed and snarled, yowling as her claws tore into my naked body. My arrow twanged, slamming into the ground as I struggled to throw her off. Her weight off-balanced me. I fell onto the sand, screaming in pain. Hot scratches appeared down my breasts. Blood glinted on invisible claws.

“Angela,” I screamed as I wrestled with the invisible lamia. “Watch out! Farson!”


Chapter Eighteen: What Shadow Hides

Knight-Errant Angela

My blade hacked, felling another rider from the third wave to charge at me. I sucked in deep breaths. My shield arm ached from blocking. Several deep gouges marred the wood and the metal banding the edge had peeled up at the corner, rearing into the sky.

Xera screamed behind me.

I whirled. She lay on her back struggling against nothing. I heard a single word in her scream. Farson.

Adrenaline spiked through me. I turned to see Farson advancing at me, a smile on his face, a sword in his hand. I managed a step towards him when a fresh group of tribesmen rushed me on foot. I cursed and raised my shield, parrying a blow and swinging.

My blade passed through nothing. The figure melted into shadows. I blinked in shock then spun, catching a real scimitar on my shield. I thrust and my blade bit into flesh. The tribesman screamed as I disemboweled him.

Attacks came at me from every direction. Some were real, others weren't. My blade and shield melted the shadows when I touched them. It was chaos. I danced, my heart racing. Only my Gewin-enhanced reflexes kept me upright. Whenever I hit a shadow, my blade met no expected resistance, throwing me off-balance.

A sword slashed the back of my leg.

“Las's puss-filled cock,” I screamed, whirling, hacking, taking off a tribesman's head.

A second stepped up, swinging hard. I raised my shield, blocking, and it melted away into shadows. My leg throbbed as I turned. Blood poured hot down my flesh to my boots. My blade flashed again and again, melting away attackers.

They came as fast as I killed them. Fear hammered in my heart. Every swing tired me more and more. I couldn't afford to ignore any of them. Occasionally, one was real. The damned shadowmancer. I knew he couldn't be trusted.

And then there was nothing, no enemies attacking, no illusions distracting. I stood alone over bleeding bodies. I whirled, looking for Farson. Xera still struggled on the ground, fighting something invisible that clawed and scratched her. Blood glistened with reflected silver on her flesh like oily shadows.

Where was Farson?

Invisible?

A blade hissed.

I dodged to the right on instinct. It saved my life. The blade clipped my side instead of burying deep in my flesh. A deep wound burned into the muscles. I grunted, whirling to see a streak of my blood fly away and nothing else. No Farson. But I could hear his armor clink and his breathing, smell the iron and oil.

I roared and swung my blade as blood pumped out of my wound.

~  *  ~

Minx

I lost sight of Faoril on my scamper through the camp. By the time I reached the southern end, she was lying on the ground, bleeding from the head. A mallet lay beside her smeared with bits of brown hair and blood.

“Faoril,” I gasped, falling to my knees beside her. I touched her neck, fearing she was dead.

A thready pulse beat.

I looked up. All the attackers to the south were gone. No corpses. No footprints left by camels. Nothing. It was like they never existed. Around Faoril, the only tracks were narrow, a mix of hand and footprints.

“That bitch,” I hissed in recognition. Yowlia, Farson's lamia slave.

“Faoril!” a horse voice screamed.

Thrak, splattered in blood, rushed around a tent. His long strides carried him to the mage. He fell to his knees beside her, scooping her into his arms. She lay limp, one arm dangling down, fingers trailing in the sand.

“She's still alive,” I said, anger flaring. “Farson's lamia snuck up on her. Cernere's black cunt! I bet he's heard about the bounty.”

“Where's Sophia?” Thrak demanded.

“I don't know. She's got to be around somewhere.”

He stood, cradling the mage, and tore off to find the priestess. My hand tightened on my dagger. Farson thought he was a better sneak then I was just because he had his shadows. I grit my teeth. We would see.

I hopped to my feet and dashed to where Angela was. That was where Farson would be.

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

Pain raked my chest and sides. The invisible lamia hissed and yowled, enjoying herself. I shot a hand down, grasping the handle of my dagger. I ripped it out of my sheath dangling from my belt, the only thing I wore.

I stabbed it at the air, aiming where I thought she would be.

Something furry wrapped about my arm, like a rope. No, her tail. It jerked my hand short. And then pain flared in my wrist. Sharp teeth sank into my flesh. My fingers relaxed, dropping the dagger as I screamed.

“Matar's cock!”

The lamia yowled, and then she clawed at my stomach. I screamed and grabbed for her invisible wrists. Blood oozed out of the wounds. I grasped one wrist but missed her other. She scratched at the back of my hand.

“Your blood tastes good, elf,” she purred. And then she licked my wound with her rough tongue.

I growled in disgust and bucked, trying to throw her off of me. A clawed hand grasped my throat, claws pricking my flesh by the vital arteries of my neck. I froze, my heart hammering. The purring grew louder and louder. She licked me again, right across my lips.

“Yes, your blood tastes so sweet,” the lamia purred. Shadows rippled off of her, revealing her smiling lips, her ears twitching above tawny hair.

Images of my wife flashed before my eyes, an infant in her arms, a beautiful smile on her lips. The daughter I would never see. Minx's smile rose from my memory. Her laugh. The scent of forest. Birds chirping in skies.

~  *  ~

Knight-Errant Angela

My side burned. Even with the blessing of Gewin, bestowed on me before I left Shesax on the quest, I was fading. My toes and fingers were ice. My vision blurred. My strikes at Farson slowed. I could hear him, his armor was so loud, but I couldn't see where his blade was. I swung again.

Sparks flashed as he parried.

“Stop toying with me, bastard,” I snarled.

“You're good,” Farson said, a thick accent harshening his words. “Very good. Better than I expected. But you're dying. I just have to wait for blood loss to weaken you, then cut off that pretty head and deliver it back to the Doge.”

I spat on him. “Then come take it.”

“I never thought I would meet a Knight Deute who was also a thief. What a stain of dishonor you must bring to your exalted order.”

Shame swirled through me. “I did what I had to. I am trying to kill the Dragon Dominari.”

“Oh, the Empire would love that,” he laughed. “A dishonored knight slaying that dangerous beast. The Empress might welcome you in her court. You could live with the naga. You'd fit right in. A black knight.”

I roared and lunged forward, anger boiling through me. “I would never serve those monstrous naga.”

My leg buckled, collapsed. I spilled to the sand at his feet, my sword falling from my grip. He kicked it away. It skittered across the sand, then he slammed his boot into my breastplate, pinning me to the ground. He appeared, standing in his black armor, a huge grin on his face as he raised his sword for the killing stroke.

“No, I guess you never will serve the naga, fallen knight.”

~  *  ~

Minx

I froze when I burst around the huddling servants with the camels and saw the fight. Angela lay on her back, pinned by Farson, the man raising his blade to end her life, and Xera lying beneath the lamia slave, the catgirl's claws in my elf's throat.

I drew a throwing dagger. I could only save one of them. Angela or Xera.

Pain flared in my heart, a sudden fear yawning in the pit of my belly. Everything slowed. My arm snapped back. I threw my knife, trusting my instinct as Farson's blade reached its peak over his head. And swung down for Angela's neck. My knife tumbled over and over so slow like it flew through sweet, sticky molasses instead of air.

I didn't throw it at Farson. I couldn't let Xera die. My heart wouldn't let me. She was too beautiful. Too wonderful. Only she could hear me sneak. Only she could track me through a busy city. Only she could teach me new levels of stealth.

A hunter was the thief of the forest. We were kindred souls.

The blade took Yowlia in the throat with a meaty thunk. She yowled in pain as her blood spurted.


Chapter Nineteen: Spilled Blood

Knight-Errant Angela

The lamia's pain-filled yowl screamed through the night.

Farson's blade swung at my neck. But he flinched, looking over his shoulder. The arc of his swing altered. He let out a roar of pain. His blade crashed into the sand above my head instead of slamming into my neck.

I had to do something. Act. I needed a weapon. I had a weapon, it just wasn't whole.

My hand shoved into the pouch hanging off my waist. My fingers brushed the jagged, middle section of the High King's sword. The adamantium was still sharp after all the centuries of disuse. The metal was strong, special. It never lost its edge.

I gripped it and ripped it out. Farson turned; an anguished cry burst from his lips. Beyond him, the lamia slave fell off of Xera, blood gushing from her throat. She flopped on the ground, mewling in pain.

I swung the broken length of blade. It flashed silver. I aimed my attack at the inner thigh of his right leg, the closest part of him to me. I put all my strength into the swing. My vision fuzzed. The sharp edges of the blade cut into my palm as I gripped it.

The blade hit the plate covering his leg. A steel sword never would have cut through those steel plates. But this blade was forged out of adamantium by the God Krab himself. The God of Craftsmen and Industry knew his art.

The plate parted like it was made of silk. And then my blade bit into his flesh. Farson screamed. I wrenched the blade out. Arterial spray gushed from the wound. I had cut the femoral artery running down his inner thigh. He crashed over onto the ground, his life bleeding out of him.

I groaned, collapsed, the world spinning around me.

~  *  ~

Yowlia

Master crashed to the ground, his hand reaching for me. The world grew darker. Blood pumped out of my throat. But I crawled to him. My master. He rescued me from Shizhuth. He carried me to safety. He protected me at the cost of his exalted position.

He loved me.

My fingers clawed at the sand. I pulled myself to him, my life spilling out around me. His fingers wiggled. His eyes stared at me, summoning me one final time. I put the last of my strength, one final burst of effort, to reach him. I yowled as agony knifed through my body.

And I gripped his hand.

I relaxed, joy beating in my slowing heart. I stared into his eyes as the world grew darker and colder. The desert vanished until there was only his face swimming before me. Then there was only his eyes.

And then I saw nothing. I felt his hand in mine.

He squeezed. Relaxed.

I died.

And then I awoke. My hand in his. He stood over me, strong and proud in a new universe, a realm of shimmering lights and pulsing darkness. Death. We were beyond life, to where souls went, to where the gods dwelled.

The Astral Realm.

A collar sprang about my neck, the chain in my free hand. I held it up to my Master. He smiled, took it. I purred in delight and rubbed my cheek against his leg, my fingers digging into the bubble of rainbow light on which we floated.

“Where did that halfling come from?” Master asked.

“No idea,” I purred. I didn't care. That was the old life. “Does it matter, Master?”

He laughed. “I guess it doesn't. Not any longer. The Empress's shriveled teats, but we would have lived like royalty on that bounty.”

~  *  ~

Chaun

The sounds of fighting dwindled. Thrak barreled through camp holding Faoril, bellowing for Sophia. The fighting over, I stowed my lyre and moved with the other servants and Aswunt, the caravan's owner, out of the center of camp, staring at the dead.

“Put pressure right there, Minx,” Xera said, the pair over Angela. The knight lay on her back, blood soaking the sand black around her. Nearby, Farson and his lamia slave lay dead, one of Minx's throwing knives embedded in Yowlia's throat.

“Las's cock, what happened, Xera?” I asked, stumbling forward.

“Farson,” Minx hissed. “His slave brained Faoril, then she jumped Xera.”

I blinked, noticing the blood dripping off of Xera. Her beautiful body ravaged by the lamia's claws. My back burned, remembering Relaria clawing me while I made love to her on the balcony of the Saltspray Palace. Those had been playful scratches, and they still hurt.

She must be in pain.

“We need Sophia now, Chaun,” Xera said, her voice urgent. “Where is she? Angela's bleeding to death. She needs healing. Soon.”

“I don't know. I haven't seen her since she and Xandra slipped off.” My heart clenched. “They never showed up during the battle?”

“Matar's cock,” snarled Xera. I had never heard her sound angry. She stood up, face contorting in pain. “Where did you see them go?”

“This way,” I said, beckoning, my heart hammering in fear. What happened to Sophia and my wife? Did the tribesmen get them? Or had Farson taken them out before the fighting even raged?

Flashes of my wife's smiling face shot through my mind. Her gentle smile, her innocent eyes, the way she moved with such grace, a delicate creature. She had to be protected. What if she were dead? What if I would never hear her singing again?

I loved her. I truly did. I thought I loved Princess Adelaide. And maybe I had, but it dwarfed in the face of what I felt for the little avian girl. She loved me. It was a pure thing, and I kept trying to soil it by urging her to sleep with other people. It wasn't the nature of her kind. They loved only the person who took their virginity. They embraced that love. They were blessed by Luben in a way no other race was.

I couldn't lose her. She loved me. I saw it in her every time my eyes fell upon her, the shining aura, the image of her lover. Of me.

I never saw that in any other woman. Not even Adelaide. I only ever saw her husband in my princess's thoughts, not anyone else. Did she not love me? Had our tryst only been physical? I thought she was my heart for so long.

And now I didn't care about her.

“Find her, Xera.”

“We'll find Sophia,” She said, trudging behind me.

“No, Xandra.”

Her voice softened, pain diminishing. “We'll find them both, Chaun. Okay?”

We reached the heart of camp. Everything was chaos. “It was right here. I saw them head in that direction, I think.”

“You're not sure?”

“That was before the attack. It's been hours since then.”

“It was only a quarter of an hour at most. Fear can make time seem to take far longer.”

I blinked. “Well, they disappeared, I think, not long before the attack. Sophia had a naughty look in her eye.” I laughed. “I bet they're making love and don't even realize we've been attacked.”

“Maybe.” Xera's tone wasn't as convinced as I was.

But I had to believe it. I latched onto it. They were making love. Sophia was eager for another tryst with my wife. I bet Xandra lay on her back, hidden by a sand dune, humping her pussy into Sophia's hungry mouth, her moans singing out across the desert.

We would hear them as we neared. My beautiful songbird. They were fine. Safe.

They had to be. Please, Las, let her be safe. I had never prayed to the progenitor of my race—Las wasn't a caring good—but I would do anything to see her. She had to be all right. Not after I lost my heart to her. Tears burned in my eyes.

“Well, do you see their tracks?” I snapped.

“Yes,” Xera said. “She is fine, Chaun. They are making love.”

The elf moved, her eyes locked on the ground. I didn't know what she saw. It was all confusing to me, and in the dark, it was hard to tell what was a track and what was a divot. We moved across the sands farther from camp.

I kept my ears pricked for the unmistakable sounds of my wife moaning in passion. I breathed in, hoping to scent feminine lust perfuming the air. Instead, I smelled something burned. I wrinkled my nose and frowned.

“Do you smell that, Xera?”

“Burned sand,” she answered.

“What caused that?”

Xera shook her head.

We rounded a dune and came across a patch of sand melted into smooth glass. A brass lamp lay in the center of the rippling, blackened glass. Intense heat had exploded here. My stomach tightened.

“No,” I groaned.

Beyond the patch of melted sand lay Xandra and Sophia's discarded clothes, white robes spread wide, my wife's skirt lying half on top. Xera walked around the burned glass, staring at the disturbed sand.

“They fell to the ground here to make love. The scent of their pussies linger.” The elf bent down, studying.

“And they ran, right? From whatever did this?” My heart pounded so fast. “Xera? They ran. Where?”

“They didn't. Their tracks end here. They...” Xera shook her head and glanced at the lamp lying in the center of the glass. “The efreet has them. They've been spirited off to the Mirage Garden, the offering for our entrance.”

I stared at the lamp and trembled. “No, not my Xandra. No one comes back from the Mirage Gardens.”

~  *  ~

Acolyte Sophia – The Mirage Gardens

The fire fell away from Xandra. I clutched the naked, trembling avian, her small breasts pressed against my tits. All the excitement of our lovemaking had been forgotten when the efreet appeared before us, his flesh crimson.

“This is a mistake,” I shouted as I stumbled. Water sloshed about my ankles.

Warm water.

Xandra and I appeared in a pool, the water lapping at our calves. Steam rose from the water, obscuring our sight for more than a few feet. Women laughed around us. Shadows moved through the fog.

“A mistake,” purred a woman, her voice exotic and sultry. She appeared out of the darkness, her flesh dusky and bountiful. Breasts heaved before her, nipples pierced by gold. Her flowing, brown hair fell about a gorgeous face, as beautiful as my goddess, lips lush and red. “What mistake?”

“We're not offerings,” sobbed Xandra.

“Were you naked and lying on the desert sands?” the woman asked, her sapphire eyes flashing with mirth.

“Yes,” I answered, staring at her lush beauty. “But we're not offerings. We were just making love. That's all.”

“In our Lord and Master's domain.” The woman tossed back her head and laughed. “You are now a part of the harem of Riad, Potentate of the Mirage Gardens.”

And then she kissed me hard on the lips. I stiffened in fear. Harem? To a man?

“No, no, no,” Xandra wailed beside me. “I already have a husband.”

“Not any longer,” a new voice purred. A black-skinned, Halanian maid stepped out of the mist, moisture beading around her dark nipples. She seized Xandra. “You are Riad's now. You were offered to him. He is your new husband, Lord, and Master.”

The Halanian kissed Xandra while I trembled. Angela would rescue us. This was the plan. Only we were the offerings instead of her. Somehow, she would rescue us. My Queen was a brave knight. Nothing would stop her from rescuing me.

Nothing.


Chapter Twenty: Jinn's Naughty Kiss

Sophia – The Mirage Garden

Fear stiffened my spine despite the fact a beautiful, dusky-sinned Jinn kissed me hard, her tongue probing my lips. I had never been so scared while a woman kissed me, her naked, lush body pressed against mine. She was so warm and sensual. Her hands stroked me as the steam from the water around my feet rose about us. Strange, heady scents filled the air. Her kiss grew hotter, her hands reaching around to grasp my ass, pulling me tight against her.

Saphique, she was heavenly. So soft and delicious. I wanted to let go of my fear. To surrender to her, but I couldn't. This was a mistake. I shouldn't be here in the Mirage Garden. Angela was supposed to be the offering.

Not me and Xandra.

I couldn't be part of the efreet's harem. Not a man's harem. I had sworn myself to Saphique. No male, regardless of race, could ever touch me in a sexual way or I would break my vow and lose my powers. I could not be one of his women. This was impossible. I had to get out of here.

Despite how much I wanted to stay.

Her sapphire eyes floated before me. They begged for my surrender. To give in. Beside me, an ebony-skinned, Halanian beauty kissed pale-skinned Xandra. The avian also struggled. She was married to Chaun, an oath she took seriously. She had sworn it to her God, Luben, like I had sworn to my Goddess.

I shivered. Did I owe Xandra an apology for seducing her back at Black Glass Aerie? She had resisted at first, but then surrendered. I thought she enjoyed herself, but did she feel guilty about it afterward? Avians were supposedly monogamous to a fault. I just thought that was ridiculous, that vows to Luben weren't important. I was just so...selfish, eager to make love to the beautiful, delicate creature. I had lied to her, telling her it wouldn't really break her marriage vow to Luben. I just didn't care if that was the truth.

I was so horny. Like right now, lips locked to the dusky jinn.

I broke the kiss. My lips tingled. A heady rush went through me. I just wanted to fuck the sexy creature kissing me, my guilt vanishing before the tide of lusts. I found myself gasping, panting. It was so warm in the room. My eyes fluttered as I struggled to gather my thoughts. Her touch was fire as her fingers slid up my spine, her nipples so hard against mine. I had to be strong. For my Goddess. For my Queen.

Angela would rescue me. Us.

“What?” purred the jinn.

“This isn't right,” I gasped.

“What isn't? We're celebrating. You and the other are the newest members of Riad's harem. You are here to serve our Lord and Husband. And when he doesn't need to be served, why, we serve each other... What is your name?”

“Sophia, and I'm—”

“Fawziya,” the jinn said. “It is a pleasure to meet you.”

“Yes, it is a pleasure,” a second jinn said, her eyes emerald. So deep, like twin pools beneath a verdant canopy. She came up behind me. “Greetings, Sophia. I am Nida.”

Her round breasts pressed into my back, nipples hard. So hard. She rubbed a wet, hot cunt against my ass. Another set of hands stroked fire across my skin. Two beauties sandwiched me with silky flesh, their bodies undulating. Nida's sweet lips nibbled at my shoulder.

I had to fight. I had to be strong. I couldn't surrender to this. I couldn't give in.

“This is wrong. Let me go. I don't belong here.”

“You were offered,” Nida moaned. “Riad traded for you. One of his women for you and your lover's beauty.”

“You were naked in the sands. You spilled your juices. An offering...” Fawziya purred. “Unless your friends can enter the Mirage Garden and win you back.”

“My Queen will,” I moaned, struggling to think.

“But Riad left Saniyya,” laughed Nida. “None can dominate her. Riad barely controls her. Your friends will never enter. You are his. Forever.”

I shuddered as their lips kissed me, their hands stroked me. I had to fight this. I couldn't be Riad's. I struggled, weakly, to escape their embrace. But their bodies were too sensual, their touch too stirring, their lips too intoxicating.

“Mmm, you are delicious, Sophia,” Fawziya purred. “Riad will love you. He wants to hear you gasp and moan.”

I shook my head—it grew harder to do. I wanted to surrender. “No, no. I belong to Saphique. To my Queen.”

“There are no queens or gods here,” Fawziya laughed. “This is the Mirage Garden. Nothing here is real. Maybe not even you. How do you even know if I'm real? All of this...” Her hands waved around her. “...is a wish. Ephemeral. If you think too hard, it will burst.”

“Good,” I moaned, shuddering as her hands slid up and her thumbs brushed the sides of my breasts. My nipples ached. “I want to wake up from it.”

“But you haven't sampled all the sweet delights of Riad's harem,” Nida pouted from behind, her hands reaching between Fawziya and myself, sliding down my stomach to my pudenda. “And I am soooo sweet.”

She nuzzled at my neck, her tongue licking. I shivered. My skin tingled at the touch of her lips. A woozy wave passed over me. My eyes fluttered. This couldn't be happening. I had to control myself.

But that ache between my thighs...

That sweet ache. It had to be satiated. I squirmed. Fawziya's lips nuzzled on the other side of my neck as Nida's hand slid lower. Her fingers reached the top of my pussy lips, pushing into my folds and brushing my clit.

I groaned. Pleasure rippled through my pussy as Nida's finger rubbed my clit. Fire burned in my nethers. Her touched stoked it, a billow pumping, fanning my ardor. My head leaned back, their lips sucking, nibbling, kissing my neck. So sweet. The fires demanded my surrender.

“Just a dream,” Fawziya moaned between kisses. “Illusion. Relax. Enjoy.”

“Dream,” I murmured.

The hands guided me to the ground. The water I stood in melted away into soft pillows. Incense burned around us, the air foggy with a purple haze. The pillows were soft as the two jinn pressed their bodies against me. Hot flesh and cool silk.

My head turned, meeting Nida's in a hot kiss. Our tongues danced as their hands stroked my belly. Fingers slid up and brushed the bottoms of my breasts or darted down to rub at the hot flesh around my slit. My hands reached out, brushing their silky skin. They smelled of jasmine and sandalwood. I moaned into Nida's mouth.

Fawziya's lips nibbled at my ear. Her tongue danced across the lobe as one of the jinn's hands, maybe Fawziya's, cupped my small breast. A thumb slid across my flesh, brushing my hard nipple. She stroked it, stimulated it. Such absolute delight. The other jinn's hand brushed across my pussy and grazed my clit.

I moaned into Nida's kiss, squirming. She tasted so sweet.

“That's it, little slut,” Fawziya purred into my ear. “Relax. Enjoy. Savor the dream.”

I whimpered as the finger rubbed circles across my clit and the thumb massaged my nipple. Fawziya nipped my ear, tugging, drawing my attention. I turned my head to her smiling face, her sapphire eyes glistening.

“You are a wild vixen,” I purred and kissed her hard.

The finger rubbing my clit circled faster, harder. I spasmed, my pussy clenching. Nida rolled onto her side, grinding hot cunt on my hip as her pillowy tits pressed against my side. Her nipples so hard. My hand slid down and pushed between her thighs. I rubbed her pussy. She moaned as my fingers slid across her dripping pussy.

Her whimpers were the sweetest thing in the world. She moaned into my ear as my fingers danced across her clit. My tongue fenced with Fawziya's as the jinn rubbing my nipple seized it between thumb and forefinger, rolling hard.

“Mmm, your nipples are so hard. I bet they are succulent to suck on, slut,” moaned Nida. She licked my ear. “I want to find out.”

I moaned into Fawziya's kiss and rubbed harder on Nida's clit, giving her all the encouragement she needed. She bent over, dark-brown hair caressing my cheek and shoulder before her hot, wet lips engulfed my nipple.

She sucked hard.

I broke the kiss with Fawziya to moan my enjoyment. Nida's lips popped and smacked as she suckled, her tongue batting my nipple. I breathed in deeply, savoring the heady incense drifting through the room.

And a naughty idea popped into my head.

I concentrated for a moment and lactated.

Nida sucked. My nipple ached as the milk squirted into her mouth. The jinn let out a purring moan, her emerald eyes widening then flicked up to me. I gave her a naughty wink as she suckled again, cheeks hollowing. I groaned, the fluttering delight shooting down to my aching clit rubbed by Fawziya's fingers.

Nida gave a third suckle, moaning her enjoyment. She writhed her hips, my fingers dancing across her clit and pussy lips, soaked by her juices. She popped her mouth off my nipple, lips pursed tight, and leaned across me. Fawziya, seeing the invitation, cocked her head and accepted the kiss.

The jinn kissed over my body. Fawziya let out a purring moan, her body shuddering as Nida pressed a milk-laden tongue into the other's mouth. The two jinn snowballed my milk back and forth, moaning, gasping, savoring my creamy treat.

“That's right,” I moaned. “That's my creamy delight. Mmm, you two love it. And there is more where that came from.”

The jinn broke their kiss, Fawziya smacking her lips. “Sophia, you are just full of surprises.” Her fingers slid down my pussy lips. Two thrust inside of my hot depths. “Riad is going to love you. You'll be his favorite concubine.”

Through the fog of lust and heady incense, I knew there was something wrong with that statement. I just didn't know what. Riad... I shouldn't want to be his. I was...was...

Thoughts evaporated as two sexy jinn latched onto my nipples and suckled. I groaned, my pussy clenching on Fawziya's thrusting fingers. Both jinn nursed with a hungry passion. My fingers rubbed harder at Nida's pussy, my other hand sliding across Fawziya's dusky stomach, reaching between shaved thighs.

Finding hot cunt.

Both jinn moaned about my nipples as they nursed. Their passion buzzed through my body. I gasped and moaned, shuddering, my toes fluttering. I tossed my head from side to side. Every time they suckled, delight rippled down my body to my pussy, building the pleasure swelling in my core. Their cheeks hollowed. Both jinn feasted on my milk as we writhed on the bed.

My head tossed back and forth, my eyes fluttering. Every time I blinked, I saw a different ceiling. One moment blue sky and fluffy, white clouds then the next gauzy silk draped about us, a cocoon. A ceiling of gold leaf. A vaulted ceiling covered in a fresco of naked, writhing women loving each other while a crimson-skinned man watched with possessive delight.

I was in the fresco, two jinn on  alongside of me, writhing, undulating. Nearby to me in the fresco, a pale-skinned Xandra tribbed the ebony-skinned Halanian beauty, grinding their pussies together, legs scissored. It was so real. I could almost see movement across it.

Nida's fingers found my clit while Fawziya plunged a third finger into my dripping snatch. I gasped, pleasure fluttering through me. The two jinn drank and drank my milk. It flowed out of my nipples.

“Sweet Saphique's snatch,” I moaned, back arching on the soft pillows. “Yes, yes, yes. I...I...”

Their fingers rubbed and plunged harder. They stirred my pussy up and sparked fire off my clit. My pussy clenched. The pleasure built and built. My fingers rubbed at both their wet cunts, stroking them, savoring the sensual thrill of gliding my fingers across silky snatches. I bucked, moaned, while they nursed their fill. They drove me to higher and higher heights. My eyes squeezed shut and then shot open.

A sky burning with the sun's setting spun above me. Blink. Starry night, the moon a sickle. Blink. A canopy of trees providing cool shade, birds chirping.

I came.

My body convulsed as the pleasure exploded out of my depths. I gasped and moaned. They suckled hard, greedy for my milk as I spasmed between them. My pussy convulsed about Fawziya's fingers. Nida's rubbed harder and harder on my clit. Adding more and more pleasure to the explosions, triggering new ones. My body burst with bliss.

The world became a kaleidoscope of colors and scenery. Everything whirled about me as I heaved and screamed wordless passion. The pleasure inundated my mind. I gasped, moaned. I never wanted to leave. I wanted to stay.

A part of the harem.

“That's it,” Fawziya purred before giving me a kiss sweetened by my creamy milk.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Nida moaned. “Enjoy the pleasures of the dream. When nothing is real, everything is permitted. Every act allowed. Here, nothing is taboo or forbidden. Only giving pleasure to our Lord and Husband matters. To Riad.”

I broke the kiss, “Riad,” I moaned. “Yes, yes.”

“He's watching,” Fawziya moaned. She held up her hand and a curious object appeared, made of a flexible, metallic material I had never seen. It was long, like a snake, but both ends were shaped like a cock.

“What is that?” I moaned. “A dildo? So long.”

“It's a fun toy,” Fawziya moaned. “Something only possible in an illusion.”

“Would you like to play with it?” Nida moaned.

“Yes,” I gasped, my body shuddering, their fingers still teasing me. “I would love to.”

“Good,” smiled Fawziya. She rolled onto her back, holding the toy in both hands, sliding it between her thighs. Her arms pressed into the sides of her large breasts, lifting them into a pair of inviting pillows.

I leaned over and sucked a dark-brown nipple into my mouth. My tongue stud pressed against the hard nub. Fawziya moaned in delight as she rubbed the flexible toy between her thighs. The long end flopped about. My pussy clenched, eager to feel that in me.

Nida's hands grasped my ass. The jinn moved behind me. She parted my butt-cheeks and licked at my asshole. I groaned as her tongue swirled about my sphincter. I sucked harder on Fawziya's nipple, my hands squeezing both of the jinn's pillowy mounds.

“Oh, yes,” Fawziya moaned as she pressed the tip of the dildo into her pussy. I couldn't see her sex, but I could see more and more of the dildo disappear into her. She arched her hips, shuddering as I worshiped her nipple. “Now trib me, Sophia. Trib me and we'll fuck each other with both ends.”

A hot shudder went through me, partly Nida tonguing my ass and partly the hot thrill of Fawziya's idea. I popped my mouth off her nipple and groaned, “Yes.”

Nida swirled her tongue a final time across my asshole then rolled back. Mist swirled pink in her hand and a black marble dildo, swirled with veins of white, appeared. It was polished so smooth, it looked so slick, like it would find no resistance plunging into a hole. The end was roughened, a handle to grip. She licked it as I moved to Fawziya.

“Going to fuck yourself?” I asked Nida as I slid on my side and scissored my legs with Fawziya. I watched Nida over my shoulder, my ass facing her, my sphincter still tingling from her tonguing.

She shook her head, her pink tongue swirling about the black tip, her emerald eyes burning with wicked intent. My asshole clenched as I grasped the end of the double-headed dildo. The metal was warm to the touch but flexible. It was no material I had ever handled.

I brought it to the entrance to my pussy and sank down it. I groaned as I worked my sex farther down the shaft. Fawziya's face contorted. She moaned, her eyes rolling back in her head as I pushed it deeper into her cunt.

And then I bottomed out. Our pussies were almost touching, only an inch of the toy not in either of our sexes. I gripped her right leg, holding it between my small breasts. My tongue licked at her cute toes, my stud flicking across them, bringing a shuddering moan from her.

And then we fucked each other.

“Oh, gods, yes,” I gasped as our hips undulated. The dildo slid in and out of both our cunts. The pleasure rippled through us. “Saphique's sweet kisses, yes.”

“Oh, Sophia,” moaned Fawziya, “work that cute ass. Fuck me. Ram that dildo into me. Oh, yes, yes. Watch us, my Lord.”

“Watch us and your new whore,” moaned Nida as she moved behind me, rubbing the marble dildo into my flexing ass.

I groaned, fucking Fawziya harder and faster. It was amazing. The dildo moved between us. Sometimes her pussy clenched on it, holding it in place, and it worked in and out of me. And other times I fucked it in and out of her. It was wild. I licked and sucked at her toes as the pleasure increased in my burning pussy.

And naughty Nida's dildo slid between the cheeks of my ass.

She rammed it into my bowels. It was so slick, it had no problem pushing past my sphincter and burying into the depths of my asshole. I gasped, my bowels and pussy clenching on both toys as I spasmed, driving the other end of the metallic dildo in and out of Fawziya's pussy.

Nida kissed and nibbled at my neck as she slowly fucked the dildo in and out of my asshole. Every time she moved it made my hips twitch and undulate. I gasped and grunted, both my holes bursting with rapture. Friction sent pleasure rippling through me.

I breathed in the heady incense. The world spun around me. Gauzy curtains fell around us, pink and lavender, a world of private, intimate delight. My hips pumped, working both toys in and out of my holes.

“Yes, yes, yes, yes,” I hissed. “Fuck me. Oh, you naughty jinn. Make me cum again and again. I love it.”

“And we love you,” moaned Nida.

“Riad loves you,” gasped Fawziya as she humped, her toes curling before my lips.

Inviting.

I sucked on her toe as she shuddered, her hips driving the dildo deeper into my cunt. I gasped, twitching, inundated with rapture beyond belief. My asshole clenched down on the plunging dildo. It reamed me. So deep. It slammed into me and made me twitch. Explode. I couldn't believe how wonderful it was.

Ecstasy spilled through me.

Absolute delight. I trembled and moaned. My holes writhed about both dildos as I sucked so hard on Fawziya's toes. She gasped, bucking into me, cumming, too. Nida sucked harder on my neck, ramming the dildo in and out of my asshole.

Orgasm after orgasm exploded through me. Ethereal delights beyond the pleasures of the waking world. Illusions danced before us. At one moment we were surrounded by dusky jinn and dark-skinned women writhing in sapphic embrace, the next a crimson-skinned man watched us, a woman kneeling before him, sucking his cock as he stroked her dark, silky hair. Then I heard Xandra gasping and moaning in orgasmic delight.

Riad's harem was pleasure. The Mirage Garden was ecstasy. Every time I breathed, I inhaled rapture. My pussy and asshole spasmed and convulsed about thrusting toys. My senses were overwhelmed.

Ecstasy.

Beautiful, pure ecstasy.

And the efreet watched. I came again.


Chapter Twenty-One: Mirage's Lie

Chaun – The Halani Desert

“No, no, no,” I groaned, fear beating in my heart. I fell to my knees, picking up my wife's skirt and top from the desert sands. Then I pulled the pouch that held her shamanistic totems to my chest. “She can't be taken.”

“She was,” Xera said. The elf picked up the brass lamp from the center of the melted patch of sand. A jinn was in there. We would have to enter the lamp and dominate her in order to gain entry into the Mirage Gardens to save Xandra.

“Give me the lamp,” I said, fear swirling through me. My wife couldn't be gone. I had to rescue her.

“After we've taken care of our friends.” Xera snagged Sophia's discarded white robe, pouches hanging from the belt. She opened the pouch and breathed out relief. “She has healing potions in here. I wasn't sure if she made more.”

“Potions?” I demanded. Those didn't matter right now. “The lamp. Give me the lamp.”

The elf's green eyes hardened. “Angela is dying. Your wife will be fine. We will rescue her, but we must attend to our friends who need us first.”

I almost objected. I almost reached out and snagged the lamp from her, but she gave me a fierce look. Her body, covered in scratches and cuts, the blood drying as it streaked her naked flesh, transformed her into an indomitable presence. Something elemental, primal.

Something not to be trifled with.

“Yes, you're right,” I said. “Forgive me.”

Xera nodded. Then she pulled out one of the milky potions, popped the cork, and downed it, gulping hungrily. The magic in the potion went to work on her skin. The myriad scratches from Farson's lamia sex slave vanished, leaving behind unblemished, pale-greenish skin. Only the streaks of blood gave proof to her injuries.

“Matar's cock, that is a relief,” Xera said and rose. “Come, we must be as fleet as the wind.”

And then the elf took off in a run, clutching Sophia's robes and the lamp. I cursed and forced myself to my feet, hugging my wife's possessions as I raced after the elf. But she was fast. She ran across the sand. Her bare feet didn't sink into the soft sand like my shoes did, slowing me down. It was like she was too light to even disturb the surface. She disappeared through the camp.

Fear kept me running after. My wife taken. My precious songbird. I pictured her in my mind, petite and short, almost frail and delicate, with sky-blue hair and sapphire eyes. And her voice... Such a work of perfection. Only Rithi, Goddess of Art, could sing with more beauty.

I couldn't lose Xandra. She had roosted in my heart in such a short time. And now she was taken to be part of an efreet's harem. My stomach twisted in horror. She would not submit to him. She would stay true to her marriage vows. She would find no pleasure, only suffering.

I had to protect her.

I reached the others, Xera already kneeling and administering the potion to the pale Angela, the sand soaked black beneath the moon. The color returned to Angela's face. The grievous wounds on her body melded closed. Her blue eyes opened, and she sat up.

“Sophia...”

Xera shook her head, then produced the third healing potion and handed it to Thrak cradling the unconscious Faoril in his arms. The orc took it, tore the cork out with his teeth, and pressed it to her lips. The mage spasmed in his arms and groaned.

“Where is Sophia?” Angela asked, siting up and staring at the pile of white robes.

I wanted to speak, to say the truth, but fear glued my tongue to the roof of my mouth. I trembled as Xera said, “Taken. Her and Xandra.”

“The desert tribes?” Angela asked, her face hardening.

Xera produced the brass lamp, a handle at one end, a spout at the other where the flame would burn. There was a lid for adding the oil. Angela frowned, taking the lamp from Xera, staring at it before looking at the elf.

“The Mirage Gardens? You're sure?”

Xera nodded. “A large patch of sand melted into glass by a great heat. An efreet's heat. The lamp was at the center. Their clothes lay discarded. They had made love out on the sands.”

“And spilled their juices,” groaned Angela. “I didn't think we were close enough.”

“The Mirage Gardens are everywhere in the sands,” I said without even realizing it. “Give me the lamp.”

Angela blinked. “What?”

“There is a jinn that has to be seduced into letting us into the Mirage Gardens.” I drew myself up, putting a confident smile on my lips. “And no woman can resist me.”

“No, she has to be dominated, not seduced,” Angela said, rising, her armor clinking. “There is a difference.”

“Semantics. She must be convinced to let us in. One way is much the same as the other.”

Angela shook her head. “Domination is more than seduction. It is bending her will to yours, making her serve your whims.”

“So is seduction.” Anger boiled through me. “Hand over the lamp, Angela.”

“Seduction is getting her to do what she secretly wants.”

“And so is domination.” My hand clenched about Xandra's clothing. “The submissive wants to be dominated. She wants to be taken in hand by a stronger person. It is the same thing.”

“But you cannot dominate a woman. If you go into the lamp, you won't seize her by the neck, you will be a chameleon. You will change into what she desires.”

“And she desires submission.”

“Does she?” Angela shook her head. “If it were that easy, then people wouldn't fail at dominating her. You've heard Aswunt's stories. Three times he has seen the lamp and only once had the person who entered dominated the jinn inside. You would become something easy, to win her over, to fuck her, but that's not enough. You cannot dominate women, Chaun. You only act with them. You only pretend, adapt. What is needed is reality. Strength.”

“So, Thrak?” I demanded. The orc was originally supposed to do it while Angela would have been the offering. “The orc knows no subtlety.”

“He is plenty subtle,” Faoril objected.

“It's Angela,” Minx laughed. “She'll do it. She knows how to dominate. She has Sophia wrapped about her fingers.”

“Sophia wants to be dominated,” I countered. “If this jinn is resistant, can you actually do it?”

“Yes.” Her eyes leveled on me. “I will dominate the little bitch. She will be my slave, and I will make her open the way.” Her blue eyes were hard. “All you'll do is fuck her and make her cum. That's not enough, Chaun.”

I stared at her eyes. Such certainty blazed in them. Confidence. No bravado. She gripped the lamp in her hand like she owned it. She did own it. I stood before a woman with the will of a queen. I understood Sophia's worship.

I understood why Lady Delilah wanted her to succeed. The sword was only the beginning. I was promised a court to play my music in, to be a part of. To once again be a bard, my exile from the rich and powerful over. No more taverns. No more ribald songs performed before inebriated farmers and miners.

I never asked which court. It would be Angela's court. When she claimed her ancestor's throne. The High King's heir stood before me.

And she would dominate the jinn.

I bowed my head. “Dominate the slut. Get our women back.”

“I will,” she said and rubbed at the lamp, stroking the brass. Her body became ephemeral, billowing into smoke, and then she sucked down the spout of the lamp. It hung in the air for a moment, like Angela still held it, then dropped to the sand.

“She'll do it,” Minx said, still lounging on the sand. “And then we get to plunder the Mirage Gardens. Imagine what we'll steal!”

~  *  ~

Xandra – The Mirage Garden

“You want to look beautiful for our Husband,” Yasmine said to me. The beautiful, ebony-skinned woman smiled as she held up the transparent, silk pantaloons, her skin bleeding through the fabric.

“That's so scandalous,” I giggled, my head swimming.

“Isn't it?” grinned Yasmine. “But you want to be scandalous for our Husband.”

I nodded my head. Chaun would love to see me dressed in those, on display. I climbed out of my bath. One of the rose petals floating on the surface clung to my naked breast. I plucked it off and brought it to my lips, kissing it, savoring the flavor as water dripped off my body.

The bath vanished by the time I stepped out of it, melting into pink smoke along with the water beading my body. The rose petal vanished from my fingers. Mist wreathed my body as I knelt beside Yasmine and Zaina, a ruby-eyed jinn with a lush smile.

And a spicy pussy.

She held a delicate bottle filled with an amber liquid. She pressed her thumb over the top of the bottle and flipped it over for a moment. When she pulled her thumb away, it glistened with the liquid. A sweet smell filled my nose.

I gasped as she applied the perfume to the lips of my pussy, rubbing it up and down my shaved flesh. They had shaved away the stubble, telling me my Husband would want me smooth. Of course he would, Chaun loved my shaved twat.

“Yes, anoint me,” I moaned, my eyes fluttering as she rubbed the tingling perfume into my lips. Heat blossomed. An ache filled me. I needed my husband in me. “I can't wait for him.”

“For our Husband?”

“Yes,” I nodded as Zaina anointed my nipples with the same perfume, then dabbed it onto my wrists and beneath my arms.

The scent wreathed me as Yasmine painted my face with strange makeups, purring how beautiful she made me. Zaina combed my sky-blue hair at the same time, taking time to work out any snarls. Then Yasmine held up a mirror.

I was transformed. Dark black lined my eyes and my lashes were so long now. Purple shadowed my eyes and rouge brightened my cheeks. I pursed my lips, admiring the bright-red painted upon them. I looked so womanly. So mature.

Chaun would love me.

I dressed in the silk pantaloons. They were scandalous. My skin bled through wherever they touched the fabric, which was pulled tight against my pussy. My shaved slit on display, darkened by my excitement. A belt of gold cinched my waist, and a cut sapphire gem was pushed into my bellybutton, held in place by a dab of wax. I gasped as they clamped gold charms to my nipples, the pain intense, making my head swim as the world shifted around me.

Nothing ever stayed the same long here.

A net of silver draped my hair with small garnets that stood out like tears of fire across my blue hair. Rings and bracelets adorned my fingers and wrists. A tight, serpentine torc squeezed about my right arm. I was bedecked with jewels.

For Chaun.

“You are just so beautiful, Xandra,” Yasmine said. “Riad will love you.”

I laughed. Didn't she know our husband's name was Chaun? My head leaned back as my laugh spilled from my lips. The world swirled around me. A dizzy wave passed through me and I blinked, struggling to remember why I laughed.

“Come, it is time to see our Husband,” Zaina purred.

“He's waiting for the both of you,” Yasmine added.

“Wonderful,” Sophia said.

I blinked and saw my friend bedecked in the same finery as me, though her jewels were different. Her face was gorgeous, transformed by the makeup, her nipples also pinched by gold charms, her pussy shaved and bleeding through her pink pantaloons.

“Xandra,” Sophia said, moving closer. “I wanted to apologize.”

“For what?”

She giggled. “I can't remember.”

I shrugged then asked, “Shall we?”

She reached out and took my hand. “Yes. Isn't this a lovely dream?”

I nodded my head as we walked through a hall which rippled into a steamy garden. Green bushes adorned with bright flowers spread out before us. The babble of a fountain feeding a small brook, dotted with lily pads. A grape arbor over our head, shielding us from the sun, the fat grapes budding, begging to be taken. The world rippled again, and we walked through golden halls. Then a marbled palace. The desert sands. A beautiful oasis. Walls of silk, of muslin, of fine mosaics, and beautiful tapestries.

I giggled with excitement as we came closer and closer to Chaun.


Chapter Twenty-Two: Surrender's Sweet Delights

Knight-Errant Angela – The Lamp

For an eternity, I was bodiless, fluid, flowing. I should be afraid, but I wasn't. There was no emotion. Only the movement of vapors, my existence ephemeral, fragile. A single breeze would scatter me into nonexistence.

And then I coalesced, reborn into a bedroom, standing on an intricate carpet of red and gold. The walls were covered in mosaics of beautiful women lounging in a garden. Tasseled pillows lay scattered across the floor for lounging upon. A bed stood at the center of the room, covered in a canopy of pink silk. A shadowy figure moved inside them.

I took a step forward and realized I was naked. I glanced down at my large breasts thrusting before me. The figure on the bed moved. Sheets rustled, and she rose like a sleeper newly wakened, stretching to meet the morning. The curtains parted. A woman's face appeared, dusky, beautiful. Her eyes were bright citrine, her hair dark, flowing waves falling about her face, hiding the swell of her breasts.

“Good morning,” she purred. “I am Saniyya. Welcome to my home. Would you care for a repast?”

I blinked as mist formed then faded, leaving a small table with a bowl of candied dates and glass decanter of wine accompanied by two crystal glasses. The woman let out a purr as she crawled off her bed and stretched, her body lush, her nipples peeking out of her dark hair, her shaved pussy gleaming. She walked with an undulating grace to the table.

“Wine?”

“I am not here for wine,” I growled, marching towards her.

“You're not?” She gave me a beautiful smile. She poured the ruby drink into a crystal goblet and held it to me. “Are you sure? It is delicious.”

“Sure,” I said, crossing my arms, glaring at her.

“Is this the courtesy of your lands, Angela?” she asked, hurt in her citrine eyes. “To refuse a host's offer of refreshment?”

I frowned at her. She held the goblet, eyes liquid. I sighed and took the wine glass from her. I sipped it. The wine burst with fruity flavor on my lips, hints of more than just grapes in there. I let out a purring moan.

“Yes, I added blackberry currant to it,” Saniyya smiled. “I do hope you like it.”

“It is good,” I admitted. Then I took another sip.

She reached down and held up the silver bowl of candied dates. They each glistened, covered in a glaze. She proffered the bowl to me. “And please, take one. They are my own recipe. An improvement over the locals.” She leaned in, her voice lowering, becoming conspiratorial. “They don't have access to honey in the desert. But it makes them melt in your mouth.”

I almost told her no, but I didn't want to see hurt in her eyes again. So I reached out and grasped a candied date. It was sticky. I popped my fingers into my mouth and let out a sigh of delight. It melted in my mouth. I groaned, shuddering, my hips shaking from side-to-side.

“Delicious,” she purred and popped one between her lips. They were ruby around the brown date. She held it there, lips puckered as I swallowed. Then she leaned in and kissed me. She pressed the date into my mouth with her tongue, the sweet flavor making her lips sticky against mine.

I shuddered, her naked body brushing mine, our nipples meeting. The caress sent a wild shudder through me. Her tongue retreated, leaving the date in my mouth as she broke the kiss. I chewed, savoring the delicacy.

“See, just delicious,” she purred, plucking another from the bowl. “I absolutely love them. Especially anointed in a different sauce.”

“Oh?” I asked, struggling to find my balance. This was not going the way it should. I had to take—

I moaned as she shoved the date into my pussy. Her fingers pressed it into my juicy hole. Her smile grew naughty. I gasped, clenching down on her fingers and the date, anointing it with my cream. Then she pulled it out, the date covered in my sauce, and popped it in her mouth.

Her moan was orgasmic. A shudder ran through her body. She chewed slowly, savoring it. I licked my lips, wanting to experience that same delight. I snagged a date from the bowl as she swallowed and moved my hand lower. Her thighs parted.

“You will love it,” she purred as I pressed the date into her pussy. She groaned, hips shaking. “Eat my date covered in my juices.”

“Yes,” I groaned, plucking it out of her warm hole, my fingers and the treat covered in her sauce. I brought it to my lips, popped it in. The tart pussy juices melted on my tongue, meeting the sweet honey and delicious date. I chewed it, moaning as she took three dates from the bowl.

And pushed them inside her pussy. “More?”

“Yes,” I purred.

“Then enjoy,” she smiled.

A hunger shuddered through me. A few more dates before I made this woman submit. I would have her on her knees, begging to be my slut, to eat dates out of my cunt. Oh, that would be wicked. I knelt before her, my hands sliding down her body as I pictured her submission.

Her pussy lips were clenched tight, holding the dates inside of her. Juices adorned her plump, flushed vulva. She glistened. I breathed in her heady musk then leaned in and took a long, slow lick across her slit, gathering her tart juices.

“Oh, yes,” she moaned, “devour my dates. Enjoy all the treats I have to offer.”

I licked again, my tongue parting through her folds, grazing a date buried in her depths before flicking up and across her clit. She shuddered, another moan escaping her delicious lips. I stirred such pleasure in her. And that excited me. My pussy clenched as my tongue probed in deeper.

I found the first date. I wrapped my tongue about it and drew it out into my mouth. My teeth bit into it, savoring the treat. All the wonderful flavors burst inside of me. I moaned in delight, nuzzling my nose against her clit.

“Oh, you are just delightful,” she purred. “Such a wonderful thing. Enjoy my delicacies. There are two more for you to find.”

“Yes,” I purred, my fingers sliding up her thighs, her skin smooth silk beneath.

I reached her pussy and parted her folds. Pink glistened. I nuzzled my lips into her as she shuddered. My tongue slid deeper, brushing another date. I groaned, catching it with my tongue and reeling it in. I savored my treat as my fingers stroked her pussy lips. She gasped and shuddered, grinding harder. Her voice sweet music.

I quested my tongue in for the third. Her sticky juices coated my lips and cheeks. It dribbled down my chin as I reached and strained. I brushed the date. It was in deeper, teasing me, begging to be seized and devoured.

I moaned, nuzzling, brushing her clit with my finger as I struggled to reached the third date. I sealed my mouth over her pussy, sucking hard. She gasped and bucked against me. Her fingers seized my red hair.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she moaned. “Oh, that's how you enjoy my delicacies. Ooh, you are a wicked slut. You are so hungry for what I offer. Mmm, yes. That's it. Devour me. Enjoy every ounce of the pleasure I offer.”

I would. I wanted it so badly. I sucked harder. Her pussy juices filled my mouth. My left arm reached up her body and squeezed her breast as I struggled to get the final date. I had to have it. She shuddered on my face. My finger rubbed harder at her clit.

She shivered. I swept my tongue through her pussy, brushing the date again, driving it deeper into her pussy on accident. I groaned and sucked again. She gasped, humping her hips. Her breast jiggled in my hand.

“Oh, yes, Angela. Worship my pussy. Oh, what a slut you are. So eager for all my treats. Yes, yes, yes. You're going to make me explode. Oh, yes. Keep worshiping me.”

I redoubled my efforts. I sucked so hard. I gulped down her pussy juices. Her cunt contracted as she shuddered. Her voice sang through the lamp, echoing off the mosaics. Her juices coated my face, making a sticky mess. I could taste the honey of the date in her tart juices. I just had to try a little harder and I would get it.

She bucked. Gasped. Her hands tightened in my hair.

Juices flooded out of her pussy as she orgasmed. I made her cum. A pleased delight fluttered through me. Her contracting pussy walls and gushing cream forced the date out of her depths and into my hungry mouth. I groaned in triumph.

I made her cum and got the date.

She staggered back, heaving, still holding the silver bowl. “Oh, you wicked woman. You were so hungry for my treat.”

I chewed on the date, savoring the flavor bursting in my mouth. “Yes,” I moaned between chews. It was sticky, clinging to my teeth. I worked on it as she backed up to the bed. The flavor burst in my mouth. I wanted more.

She stretched out on the bed, the bowl beside her. “If you want more, Angela, come and feast.” She picked up a date and planted it right on her nipple. It stuck to the nub. She sucked her fingers clean, moaning in invitation.

I scrambled to my feet, moving to the bed. I crawled onto its softness, the silk rustling beneath my hands and knees. I leaned over, my breasts dragging across her stomach, and sucked the sweet date off her nipple. She moaned, bucking.

“Yes, yes, yes, you're just a hungry slut,” she moaned.

She grabbed a date and shoved it into my pussy as I suckled on her breast. Then another and another. She stuffed my cunt full of delicious treats. Then she smeared one through her pussy lips, coating it before dragging it up her body. I watched it as I nursed at her nipple. She brought it to her lips, placing it there, her eyes asking, “Well?”

I released her nipple and kissed her, my body lying atop hers. Our tongues met. We swapped the honey-sweet date between our sticky lips. I groaned, undulating, my pussy clenching on the dates marinating in my depths. Her sticky fingers traced down my back to my ass.

She gripped me and rolled me onto my back. She undulated as I chewed on the date. Her citrine eyes stared down at me. She reached out, grasping another date and popping it between her lips. She smiled around it, holding it above me. Teasing me.

“Kiss me,” I moaned, licking my lips, my hips undulating.

She shook her head and arched her eyebrows.

I groaned and lifted my head, tongue reaching for the date. But she pulled back, a teasing laugh escaping her lips. I groaned, squirming beneath her. Our breasts pressed together, her nipples so hard as they rubbed against me.

I tried again, straining to rise. Her hands had seized mine, pinning them to the bed beside me, making it hard to lift my shoulders. Her body writhed and undulated, grinding her clit against mine, sparking delight through me.

I moaned in frustration, wanting the next date. My tongue reached, flicking before me, my neck burning with the strain. I groaned, my head falling back towards the pillow. She smiled, leaning her head down.

I lifted my head to kiss her.

She backed off.

“Please,” I moaned. “I want it. It's so delicious. Stop teasing me.”

Her hands slid over mine, grasping them. As she lowered her head, she lifted my hands above my body. I groaned as our lips met. She pressed the sweet date into my mouth. Our tongues met, caressed, as I submitted to her desires.

I submitted to her desires...

Her hands lifted mine higher as our lips worked together. I struggled to think. My pussy burned. The dates were so sticky inside my pussy. They felt so wonderful in there. My flesh constricted about them, moving them around inside of me, loving how they felt while I savored the honey taste of the date in my mouth.

My hands brushed the headboard. I would do this with Sophia. Lift her hands and bind them so I could play with her submissive body. I loved how she was so helpless before me. At my whim. Begging for her pleasure and...

Begging.

I begged for the date.

She told me to come to the bed.

I obeyed.

She told me to eat dates from her pussy.

I obeyed.

I stiffened. I pulled at her hands, resisting them. She broke the kiss, eyes filling with puzzlement. “What's wrong? Do you want another date?”

“No,” I growled. I had to dominate her. I couldn't let her dominate me. If I did, she wouldn't open the way to the Mirage Garden and Sophia would forever remain Riad's concubine.

“Mmm, you want me to eat the dates out of your cunt,” she laughed. “I will. When I am ready. Just relax. You will enjoy this.”

I lifted my head, looking above me. Manacles that weren't there before hung from the bed posts, my wrists inches from them. Fear clutched through me. If I failed to dominate her, I would be her slut. Her slave. I glanced at the frescoes on the wall.

I hadn't noticed them before.

Men and women lay bound by golden manacles, some to the very bed I lay on, others to the walls, to the floor. They all yearned to worship. I could see it in their faces. Their eyes were so lifelike. So real.

They were real.

They were all the men and women who had entered this lamp and failed to dominate the jinn. All the men and women she seduced with her gifts and delicacies. With her servile manner and coy smiles. Her hands pulled at mine as she kissed me again, thrusting a new date into my mouth.

I bit into it, the flavor heady. There was more than honey on the dates. A liqueur, the flavor masked. A strong one. My blood burned. My head swam. I had to fight her. I couldn't let her dominate me. I had to save Sophia.

But her kiss was so sweet and sticky. Her body so warm and lithe atop mine. Our clits brushed again. My pussy clenched, the pleasure increasing. She promised so much pleasure. So much delight that I yearned for.

Surrender promised such sweet delights.

A voice echoed through my mind, a memory of wonderful delight... My Queen...

I kissed Saniyya harder, our tongues passing the date back and forth.


Chapter Twenty-Three: Jinn's Sweet Honey

Knight-Errant Angela – The Lamp

My tongue passed the honey-covered date back and forth to Saniyya, the dusky-skinned and citrine-eyed jinn. The flavor of the date sent a heady rush through me, fogging my brain, making me relax as she lifted my arms to her bed's posts where golden manacles lay.

I was in her lamp. I entered it to...to...

The date tasted so sweet. Her lush body writhed atop mine, her breasts soft, her nipples hard and caressing mine. She undulated, tribbing our clits together, sparking such delight through my body. I moaned, surrendering to the hedonistic pleasure.

...my queen...

Memory of Sophia bound on a bed, writhing, her small breasts jiggling, brown hair framing her innocent face appeared for a moment through the haze of my thoughts. Restrained, squirming, submissive. To me. My slave. I...I...

Saniyya pressed the date into my mouth. Just the touch of it on my tongue sent numbing bliss shooting through me. I moaned, our lips moving together, kissing her as she inched my hand closer and closer to the manacles.

That was bad. Right?

The lamp's interior was a small room, walls covered in frescoes of mostly men bound by gold manacles to walls, to beds, all with worshipful expressions on their faces. Submissive. They had submitted to...to...

The date tasted amazing.

Cold gold brushed my wrist.

...My Queen is so strong...

...so dominant...

Dominant... I was here to...to...

Saniyya's tongue moved the date around inside my mouth. Everywhere it touched—my gums, my inner cheeks, my tongue, the roof of my mouth—numbed with bliss. It was potent, euphoric. My pussy still itched from the dates shoved inside of it. My blood boiled. Her kiss was so sweet. So much promise. She wanted me to...to...

Surrender.

Like Sophia.

Who was trapped.

The thought knifed through lust's mist covering my thoughts. The fog billowed, gusting before the remembrance of why I was here. Sophia and Xandra were taken by the efreet Riad. They were in the Mirage Gardens. I had to dominate Saniyya. And I couldn't do that if she manacled me to the bed.

Cold touched my wrists. Saniyya purred in delight, her citrine eyes flashing.

I jerked my arms away. She wasn't expecting it. Her grasp was light. She used her innocence and hospitality to lure me into the lusts churned by her dates, to distract me from the purpose of why I was here.

To dominate her.

Saniyya broke our kiss, breaking away. “What is wrong, Angela? Why do you resist the delights I offer?”

I licked my lips and put my hands on her. I pushed her off of me. She didn't resist, rolling onto her side, her body stretching out on the bed. I stood up, stretching, my pussy burning with desire. But I had to be in control here. Not her.

“Is something the matter?” Saniyya asked. Her legs spread. Her pussy, stuffed with honey dates, beckoned. A few of the brown delights peeked out her labia. “Would you like more dates? I have seasoned them with my honey.” She laughed. “They are such a delight.”

“I'm just bored,” I sighed, walking away, staring at the walls. “All you have to offer are dates and wine. It seems so poor.”

“Poor?” she gasped. “Name what delights you want? I will conjure them for you. You can feast on oranges, on coconut milk. I will give you amazing delights. Let me feed you. Let me please you. Return to the bed, and you will have all the pleasures you could want.”

“Your bed is uncomfortable,” I told her. “Why don't you change it? Instead of silk sheets, how about linen? More like home.”

“Done,” she said, blinking her eyes. Mist rippled out from her, engulfed the bed, and it changed, the silk sheets vanishing replaced by plain linen. “See. Just like home. Return to the bed. Enjoy my delights.”

The commands were lace. Soft, almost requests, but never inflected as an order. It was so seductive, so easy to fall into her trap.

“I changed my mind.” I leaned against her mosaic. “Come here and feed me delights.”

“What sort of delights?” she asked as she rose from the bed, her breasts jiggling. She stretched her back as she strolled to me, her body moving with such grace.

Heat boiled out of my pussy. I took a deep breath, fighting it off. I was in control here now. Not her. She stopped before me, dark hair falling about her face. She cocked her head to the side, a smile playing on her lips.

I reached out, shoving my hand between her thighs and plunged my fingers into her pussy. She shuddered as I plucked a date and pulled it out. I held it up, covered in her juices, glistening in the soft light permeating the lamp.

“A good choice,” she purred. “Eat.”

There was that command. She had to learn I gave the orders. I brought the date down to my pussy. I rubbed it on my lips, shuddering, clamping my thighs about my hand as I let out a wanton moan. And pretended to shove it into my cunt.

Instead, I palmed it as I moved my hand away. I held my arms over my head as I rubbed my ass against the mosaic tiles. Saniyya licked her lips, staring at my pussy. Excitement gleamed in her citrine eyes.

She knew the effect the dates had. They were covered in an aphrodisiac. Something subtle. Enough to make it hard to think. To remember my purpose. Make me compliant. Easy to manipulate. To let her have her victory.

“I want you to fall to your knees, lick the date out of my cunt, and then bring it to my lips,” I purred. “I shoved it in there deep. So you'll have to work your tongue to fetch it.”

“That's the treat you want?” Saniyya asked.

“Oh, yes,” I moaned. “A date coated in both our honey and fed from your sweet mouth. Why, that would be ecstatic, wouldn't it?”

“Yes, it would.”

“So kneel and eat,” I purred, using the soft command.

Saniyya knelt. I kept my hands over my head, resisting the urge to seize her hair and yank her into my pussy. I needed them over my head. I had an idea. I shuddered as her hands stroked down my belly to my thighs. Her fingernails scratched as she pushed my legs apart. Her citrine eyes locked on my shaved pussy.

“Yes, yes, that's it. Eat me. Lick my pussy and find the date.” Slut. I held back on that word. Not yet.

She purred as she leaned in. She inhaled my musk, letting out a soft sigh as her fingernails scratched again. And then her tongue licked up my inner thigh, reaching towards my pussy and gathering my juices which dribbled out of my excited depths. Her tongue rose higher. I let out a moan as she brushed the edges of my vulva. Her tongue licked around my slit, teasing me, pleasing me.

I moaned, undulating my hips, savoring the texture of the mosaics sliding against my ass as her tongue found my slit. I gasped, her tongue sliding through my plump vulva and caressing my folds before brushing my clit. I bucked at the surge of pleasure. She giggled and licked again.

“Is this what you want?” she asked.

“Oh, yes. Eat me. Devour me and find that date.”

“Yes,” she answered.

“Yes, what?” I asked.

“Yes, sexy.” She giggled again and then probed her tongue into my pussy hole.

I groaned as her tongue swirled through my sheath, questing for the date. Her fingers parted my labia, letting her dig in deeper while her nose rubbed on my clit. My fingers clenched and my arms shifted over my head.

And brushed golden manacles dangling from the ceiling.

I moaned again, undulating my hips as she explored and nuzzled. Her tongue probed deeper and deeper, reaching to its limits, aching to find the date. Her thumbs stroked up and down my labia as she kept them pulled apart, her eyes locked on my large breasts heaving before me.

“That's it. Find the date, you slut,” I moaned. “Mmm, yes, you're just so eager to please me. To give me what I want.”

The jinn purred. Saniyya's tongue flicked and swirled through me. She moaned, her head moving from side to side as she nuzzled me. Her nose brushed my clit. Pleasure trembled through me. My nipples ached, begging for attention as I rubbed my ass and back against the tiled wall.

I loved the feel of the individuals mosaic tiles on my ass and back. The sensations rubbing across my skin sent wonderful delight through me. My neck arched, my eyes lifting up, staring at the golden manacles. They were open, waiting for a pair of wrists to be locked in them.

I brushed them again as my arms moved. Her eyes flashed up at me, eager anticipation in them as she probed and searched for the date. I groaned again. Her tongue was amazing. My pussy, heated by the earlier dates, clenched and relaxed. The pressure built in me.

“So good, whore. Mmm, yes, make me cum. I want you to drink down every last drop of my pleasure.”

She pulled her lips away. “I can't find the date, though.”

“Then you need to keep looking, slut.” I shuddered as her thumbs stroked my labia up to my clit. “You wanted to give me delights. Find the date. Now.”

“Is it even in there?”

“Are you calling me a liar, whore?” My left hand, not holding the date, shot down and seized her dark hair. I yanked her face into my cunt. “Now lick. Find it. Eat me. Make me cum, whore.”

She moaned as I ground my pussy against her face. She tried to pull her head away, but I held her in place. My clit brushed her nose and lips. Her tongue licked out, caressing my folds. Submission. She was bending to my will, wanting to please me. To give me what I wanted so she could dominate me. Her submission wasn't real.

Yet.

Her tongue thrust into my cunt, searching in vain for the date. Her tongue fucked my cunt, sending flutters through me. I tightened my hand in her hair. She didn't fight any longer. She busied herself in questing for the date.

In eating my pussy.

“Oh, yes, you naughty whore,” I moaned. “Oh, that's it. That's how you eat cunt, slut. Oh, ram that tongue in me. Yes, yes, yes. You sexy, submissive jinn.”

Her eyes flashed up to me, but she didn't stop probing. She knew I was dominating her. I groaned, her tongue caressing the inner walls of my pussy. The pleasure trembled through me. My eyes rolled back in my head.

I came on the jinn's hungry mouth.

My pussy convulsed. Juices flooded her mouth. She swallowed them, drinking my passion like a good slut. I moaned, my tits heaving as the pleasure reached my mind. The wonderful joy of a slut's submission. I ground on her as my body twitched and spasmed.

“Yes,” I growled. “Oh, yes, that's how you please your mistress.”

Her head jerked violently away from my cunt. “Mistress?” she hissed, her face smeared with juices. “You're not my—”

I acted. My hand jerked her up by the hair as I twisted my body away from the wall. I shoved her against it, pressing against her. My hands shot out, seizing her wrists as she gasped in shock. I yanked them up to the gold manacles. I didn't move slow like she had. I wasn't patiently drawing her into the trap. I moved fast. Hard. I slammed both her wrists into the gold manacles and closed them about her.

They sealed with magic.

“I am your mistress, slut,” I purred into her ear as I rubbed my body into her back. Her ass was so shapely and round, rubbing against my crotch. “I own you now.”

“You don't own me,” she sneered. “I am Riad's. No mortal has ever tamed me.”

“I bet no mortal has ever manacled you.” I licked her ear. “You were so good. You lured me in with your submissive act. It was perfect. You had me off-balance, and before I even knew what was happening, you drugged me.

“Wonderful. But unlike those other mortals who tried to tame you, I have dominated a woman. I have my own sex slave, and your master took her from me. So you are going to submit. You are going to open the way to the Mirage Garden for me and my friends.”

“So you can get the piece of the High King's sword?” asked Saniyya.

“Las's foul cum, how do you know that?”

“I know everything about you, Angela,” purred Saniyya. “From your pathetic crush on Lady Delilah, to Kevin, the knight you love.”

“I don't love him.”

“You forgot about him; there's a difference.” Saniyya undulated her hips. “But you still love him. That will never change.”

“If I loved him, I never would have given up my memories of him,” I hissed. I stepped back and cracked my hand on her ass. The smack echoed through the room, the handprint red and bright.

She laughed. “Oh, you are a fool. You gave up your soulmate for the prophecy. How pathetic is that? You could have been happy with him.”

“Liar!”

Crack!

“Spanking my ass won't change the truth.” She wiggled her hips. “You can spank me until I bleed, but it won't change reality.”

I drew back my hand and...

Stopped.

She wanted me to spank her. She wanted me to lose control. A dominant controlled her submissive. She was not controlled by the submissive. I took a deep breath. I had lost control. Again. I frowned at the jinn. She had a smile on her lips.

“And, I suppose, you can restore the great love of my life.”

“Well, you get a wish. It doesn't have to be to go to the Mirage Garden. I can restore Kevin to you.”

“But I don't want him back. I want Sophia.”

“Your lesbian acolyte? Sworn to Saphique? Well, she won't be for much longer. If my Lord and Husband hasn't already rammed his cock into her, he will. She'll be his whore. She'll forget all about you and Saphique. She'll live and die in the Mirage Garden, her every thought bent on pleasuring him.”

“Like your every thought.”

Saniyya shuddered. “Yes. He bent me to his will.”

“Shame you'll never see him again,” I said, heading to the bed. I sat down on it.

“I will.”

“How? You're manacled to the wall. Like all those people in your mosaics. How long before you're one of them? Before you're trapped in here forever?”

“You're trapped in here, too,” Saniyya said. “I just have to wait you out.”

“I thought you knew everything about me,” I laughed. I reached out to the silver bowl containing the dates on her bed. I grabbed one and popped it into my mouth. I shuddered at the sensual delight rushing through me. “I already have my exit worked out with my companions.”

“No, you don't.” Her eyes narrowed.

“You know my companions. You know what they are capable of. Faoril is almost a master mage. Are you saying she doesn't know the magics to break in here and set me free?”

Saniyya frowned. “I...I don't know. She isn't in here. I can't...” Her face frowned. “You believe she can.”

“I know she can,” I said, popping another date into my mouth. “So I just have to wait for her to rescue me. And then you'll be stuck in here forever.”

“You won't get Sophia back if you do this.”

“I won't get her back if I let you dominate me and trap me in here.” I took another date. I shuddered as I bit into it. “Mmm, these are delicious. Thank you for making them.”

She yanked on the manacles, her dark hair flying, her shapely ass shaking back and forth. This was how you dominated. You had to be in control. A dominant wasn't someone that overpowered a person physically. It wasn't someone who raged and shouted and inflicted pain. No, a dominant projected power. Calm, authoritative power.

And the submissive responds to dominance with surrender.

“You can't leave me like this,” she said. “You have to free me.”

“Why should I free you?” I paused, rolling a sticky date between my fingers. “Unless you call me Mistress.”

She shook her head. “Riad is my Lord and Husband.”

“Pity. I guess he's losing out on one of his jinn. His harem's a little smaller.” I popped the date into my mouth and let out an orgasmic shudder. I fell back on the bed, arms outstretched over my head as I stared at the top of the lamp. “I wonder how long Faoril will wait before acting?”

“You really believe she can break in here?”

“I have no doubts. She is skilled. Intelligent. Smartest woman I have ever met.” I licked the honey off my fingers. “I just have to lie here, relax, and wait for her to rescue me.”

Saniyya swallowed. She pressed her cheeks against the wall, eyes closed, thinking. I breathed in and out, slow, relaxed. I studied her, the way she trembled. The way the chains rattled. Her ass shook back and forth as she warred within herself.

I had already won. I just had to wait for her to realize it.

I could almost see the ideas flash through her mind. The various scenarios she imagined and then discarded. With each one, her hope died and her anxiety rose. How long would Faoril wait to rescue me? I believed she would. She was considering how right now.

And with her skill, she would save me.

Every heartbeat brought Saniyya closer to surrender. She glanced at me, and I gave her a mocking smile. I arched an eyebrow, letting her know how unconcerned I was. She chewed on her lower lip. Then her hands yanked hard on the manacles.

“How did you know they would hold me?”

“Educated guess,” I shrugged. “Isn't there always a weakness for magical beings in the stories? Some way to overpower them, usually using their own magics against them. I assumed the manacles only open for the dominant who chained the submissive.”

“You're not my dominant,” she hissed, defiance in her eyes.

“No, I guess not.” I shrugged. “Well, it shouldn't be long now. It was nice meeting you, Saniyya. And thanks for the dates.” I grabbed one more and popped it into my mouth. “They are orgasmic.”

She let out a frustrated groan. She smacked her forehead into the wall, eyes closed. Then, in a whispered voice, she said, “Release me, Mistress.”

“Hmm?” I asked sitting up.

“Release me...Mistress,” she said, her voice strained.

“And what do I get by releasing you?”

“I will take you to the Mirage Gardens to get what you desire,” she answered.

“And my friends.”

“Yes, I will take you all,” she agreed. “Mistress. Please, release me, Mistress, and let me serve you.”

I felt it as she said those words. The lamp hummed with the power of her submission. She had surrendered to me. She had given up on being freed any other way. I smiled, standing up and walking to her.

“See, doesn't that feel nice to submit to me?” I purred, cupping her chin.

“Yes, Mistress.”

I kissed her on the lips as I reached up and freed her from the manacles.


Chapter Twenty-Four: Passion's Illusion

Xandra – The Mirage Garden

The silk felt wonderful beneath my back and rear as I undulated on the bed beside Sophia. My feet slid across it as I stretched out my legs then retracted them, shuddering at the glide of silk against my soles. I moaned, my eyes fluttering as I drifted on such wonderful, lusty desires.

My entire body trembled with need. The wonderful Yasmine and Zaina had prepared my body, anointed me with scented unguents and adorned me with sensual perfumes. They painted my face, transforming my innocence into wanton beauty. My pussy burned, aching to be filled. My fingers ran up and down my thighs, fingernails scratching, the wonderful sensations rippling through my flesh.

A man appeared. His flesh crimson. I gasped, blinking my lush eyelashes in shock, fearing another man seeing my naked body. I was a married woman. Only my husband should see me. Only Chaun and—

The man was Chaun. I somehow didn't notice. But between blinks of my eye, he became clear. His pure-black skin, far darker than Yasmine's ebony flesh, glistened with perfumed oils. His cock stood erect from his forest of silvery pubic hair. His smile, so roguish and wicked, graced his lips as his violet eyes stared at us.

“My husband,” I cooed.

“Lord and husband,” he corrected, his smile growing.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I answered. “My Lord and Husband. Look at him, Sophia.”

“Uh-huh,” she moaned, pierced tongue licking her ruby lips. She was beautiful, too, anointed and glistening. I reached out, touching her side as she masturbated herself. “Oh, yes. This feels so wrong, but...”

“You want to please me,” Chaun said.

“Yes.” Sophia shuddered again.

“Then please me.”

Sophia's head snapped to her right to look at me. Her green eyes were lidded with passion. Then she lunged over and kissed me. I moaned, her tongue piercing rubbing on the roof of my mouth as our bodies turned, small breasts pressing together. She hugged me, hands seizing my ass, pulling me close into her embrace.

Our bodies rubbed and undulated together. I felt our Lord and Husband's approval as he watched us. It made me so happy to please Chaun. I shuddered, undulating my hips, my nipples brushing Sophia's.

“Such beautiful wives,” Chaun said.

Wives... That wasn't right. Luben allowed only one husband. One wife.

But Sophia tasted so wonderful. The cosmetics painted on her lips tasted so sweet. Blood rushed through my veins. I didn't fight it as she rolled me onto my back, settling atop me. My hands stroked her sides, sliding down to her ass. I squeezed it, pulling her against me. Her belly piercing rubbed on my stomach as she ground her clit into mine.

Such wonderful pleasure sparked through me. That was all that mattered. Pleasing Chaun and enjoying my body. I didn't need to think about Luben and his vows. Only pleasure. Sensual, beautiful, wicked pleasure.

My tongue dueled with Sophia's, her piercing exciting. Her hands slid up my sides, cupping my breasts as she lay atop me. Her ass clenched and relaxed beneath my hands as she ground her clit against mine.

She broke the kiss, resting her forehead on mine, nuzzling our noses together. “Oh, I love tribbing a sexy woman. Mmm, feel our clits kiss? Isn't it the best?”

“Yes,” I moaned. “Especially with our Lord and Husband watching.”

“Lord...” Sophia blinked her eyes. “Husband...? That can't....be...”

“Just writhe,” I moaned. “Don't think. Grind our clits together.”

Her smile grew. “Oh, you are a wicked one, Xandra.”

We kissed again, hot and passionate. My fingers dug into the cheeks of her ass as the pleasure built inside of me. We humped and undulated faster and harder. The pleasure built between us as we pressed our flesh together. Hot and sensual. Our clits ached and throbbed.

The unguents rubbed into my skin warmed my flesh. My blood pumped hot, bringing the fire to my pussy. It burned. I trembled, bucking up into her clit, moaning into our kiss. My cunt clenched as the pleasure smoldered and crackled.

Sophia shuddered atop me. Her hips ground hard, rubbing her clit against mine. Pleasure surged through my body as her juices flooded across my pussy. She trembled above me, kissing me so hard, her eyes squeezed shut.

She broke the kiss, moaned, “Oh, yes. Saphique's sweet snatch. Yes, yes, yes. You are so wonderful, Xandra.”

“So are you,” I sang, my voice trilling. Sophia's trembling body ground her clit in slow circles on mine. My toes curled. “Oh, Luben's sacred vows. I...I...”

I came.

I caught a glimpse of Chaun's violet eyes. He was closer to the bed, watching us writhe in sapphic pleasure for him. My pussy spasmed as the heat exploded through my body. Warm ripples that made me tremble. My nipples ached and throbbed as they kissed Sophia's. She spasmed atop me then slumped, her eyes fluttering.

“So good,” I moaned, biting my lip. I stared at Chaun as he moved to the bed. He stroked his dick. “Are you ready for me, my Lord and Husband?”

“I am,” he said.

Sophia rolled off of me, a huge smile on her face. “Fuck her, Riad,” she moaned.

“He's Chaun,” I giggled as my husband touched my knee.

His hand felt larger and rougher than I remembered. I stared at it, blinking. No, it was Chaun's hand. Midnight-black, nails neatly trimmed. He slid his hand up my leg, sliding onto my inner thigh as he moved over me, his cock so hard for me.

“Take me, my Lord and Husband,” I moaned.

~  *  ~

Minx – The Halani Desert

“What is taking so long?” Chaun asked, pacing, his lyre clutched in his hand. He held it with a desperate grip, his face twisted by worry for his wife. He didn't look like the type to lose his heart for a woman; they lost their hearts to him.

And yet lovesick fear covered his face.

I opened my mouth to say something when smoke poured out of the brass lamp lying on the sand. A moment later, Angela appeared, dressed in her armor, a dusky, naked woman kneeling beside her, hair dark-brown, eyes the color of citrines. So yellow.

“You did it,” Faoril breathed, standing up and brushing sand off her red robes.

“I did,” Angela nodded, a smile on her lips. “And it was all thanks to you, Faoril.”

The mage blinked. “I...I don't follow.”

“Well, I knew you would try to free me and it convinced Saniyya to be my slave.” Angela's hand petted the kneeling woman's hair. “Right, slut?”

“Yes, Mistress,” the woman answered, her voice breathy. It reminded me of Sophia moaning, “My Queen.”

“How was I supposed to save you?” Faoril asked, her brows furrowing.

“With your magic,” the knight answered, blue eyes flashing.

Thrak's laugh boomed through the night. “She had no way to save you.”

“Yes, I have no theoretical framework to enter an extra-dimensional space. I can only conjure from one.”

Angela blinked. “Oh, well, I assumed you could. And that worked.”

“She can take us into the Mirage Garden?” Xera asked, her ears twitching. I smiled at the excitement in my elvish companion's face, the specs of gold dotting the four-leaf clover tucked behind her ear reflecting starlight.

I wondered where Siona was? I hoped the fairy made it home.

I hopped to my feet, dusting sand off my knees. “Well, let's go get the High King's sword piece.”

“And rescue Xandra,” Chaun said.

Angela glanced down at the jinn. “You know my will, slave. Fulfill it.”

“Yes, Mistress.” The jinn closed her citrine eyes. Smoke poured off of her like she sweated mist. It roiled along the sand then rose in the air before us. It turned into a curtain which parted to reveal a lush garden, green plants growing beside small ponds, paths meandering. Songbirds sang sweet melodies, their colorful bodies flashing as they flew from perch to perch in the canopies of delicate trees. Flowers bloomed, a riot of colors.

“Beautiful,” Xera whispered.

I whistled, blinking. “Shall we?”

Angela nodded her head. She yanked the jinn to her feet and led the way. Thrak and Faoril fell in, with Chaun rushing past them, his eagerness obvious. I smiled at Xera and arched an eyebrow at her. She smiled back.

A flutter rippled through me. We walked across the sands, leaving the cool, desert night air behind and stepping into...

...a room full of treasure. Not the beautiful, lush garden I had witnessed, but a strongroom filled with riches to beggar the mind. I gaped, whirling around. It held more wealth the Great Vault of Raratha. Statues of gold, cast in the shapes of comely women and handsome youths stood among huge gems carved into prancing unicorns or soaring griffins. Stacks upon stacks of gold coins and bullion. Silver goblets. Crystal plates. Alabaster mirrors.

I reached out, scooping up a handful of gold coins. There was a multitude of them, from nations all across the world. Some were ancient, no longer in circulation, with images of strange men or monsters upon them, words written in script I couldn't read.

I shoved the coins into my pockets. I wished I had something to carry more in. The wealth of entire nations was in here, and I could only take a fraction of it with me.

~  *  ~

Thrak – The Mirage Gardens

I stepped through the ethereal curtain and froze. It was still night, but I stood in the waist-high grass of the tundra. I ran my hands through the stalks, frowning as I looked around. I was alone upon a hill. The chill of fear ran across my—

“No, no, please,” screamed a woman.

The voice was heartbreakingly familiar.

I whirled and froze. A group of orcs, tall and swarthy, wearing the pelts of wolves, ripped off the clothing of a pale-skinned human. Her pierced face twisted in fear. Their swarthy hands squeezed her round breasts.

“No, no. Please, you don't want to do this. My husband will—”

“Do nothing, human-whore,” growled one. “The Red Eye are weak. But we are strong. They hide from the Ghost Wolves like reindeer, racing in fear before us.”

My wife, Serisia, screamed again as she was thrown to the grass. This was how she died. She never told me about it. Her spirit had always held back, but I knew the Ghost Wolves had stolen her, despoiled her, and mutilated her body. I found her broken body in their lands.

I killed so many of them that night.

And now they were despoiling her again.

The orcs laughed as they ripped off their kilts, their dicks thrusting long and hard before them, weapons to violate my wife. She screamed again as the first leaned down to mount her. My greataxe was in my hand. The rage surged through me.

I bellowed and let the berserker fury take over.

My vision dimmed red as I hurtled my greataxe. It was not a weapon designed to be thrown, but the rage fueled my strength. It hissed as it flew through the air. The crescent blade struck the orc mounting my wife in the head, throwing him to the ground.

“I am Thrak of the Red Eye,” my rage bellowed as I rushed the still living orcs weaponless.

No, my hands were my weapons.

They turned to face me. Weapons appeared in their hands. Not the graceful, Valyan steel my ax was forged of, but swords and axes made of cheap metal, blades pitted and rusted by age and use. They spread out, laughing, mocking me, their cocks still hard.

The first one lunged at me. I seized his wrist and gave a contemptuous twist, breaking bone. He bellowed in rage as my hand reached down, seized his cock, and ripped it from his body. His howls cut off as I shoved his severed dick into his mouth, choking him with it.

A sword hissed, slicing at me. I pivoted, throwing the castrated orc into the weapon's path. The sword cut deep and caught in his spine. I threw the dying, choking orc to the ground, disarming the sword from the second's hand with a brutal blow to his forearm.

His eyes widened in fear. His woolly hair, gathered in snake-like braids, shook as my hands seized his neck. My thumbs tore into his throat, ripping open his esophagus. Blood spurted, hot and wonderful.

“I am Thrak of the Red Eye,” I bellowed again. “You think I cower before you.”

I heaved the dying orc into the third as I pivoted and charged a Ghost Wolf holding an ax. He trembled, his cock going flaccid. He faced a true orc. Behind me, a woman shouted as I slammed my hands against the side of the scared orc's face.

His skull cracked beneath my rage's fury. He fell thrashing to the ground. I turned, bellowed, and killed. I ripped, I maimed. My rage swelled through me. I threw the last dead orc to the ground, my head snapping around searching for something else to kill.

My eyes fell on the woman, pale and wriggling on the ground. She said something, but I couldn't hear her. A part of me shouted warning, pleading, struggling to take back control, but the rage wouldn't let it. It had to be fed, glutted.

I advanced on the woman. How she would scream as I...

Her legs parted. Her hands rubbed at a wet, pierced cunt before sliding up her belly, leaving a trail of juices that glistened in the moonlight. She pinched her pierced nipples, pulling on the bone shoved through the pink nubs.

Her moans were wanton.

My cock hardened. Lust and rage warred for control.

Lust always won.

I was on her, thrusting my dick into her pussy. She was so wet, so hot. She squealed beneath me, fingernails clawing at my chest as I rammed my cock all the way into her. She took my dick with ease. Her thighs locked about my hips.

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck me,” moaned Serisia. “Ram your huge cock into my cunt. Oh, yes, you are an orc. My husband is the orc. Yes, yes, yes, fuck me.”

Every thrust of my cock sent waves of bliss through me. The rage died more and more as my balls smacked into her taint. The woman, my wife, writhed beneath me. I came back to myself as I loomed over her. Her tits bounced beneath the force of my thrusts. Her pussy clenched and relaxed.

So hot. So silky. So wet.

Lust burned in her brown eyes. She looked so delicate and small beneath me. But she wasn't. She may be human, but she was as tough as any orc woman. And she was alive. I had her back. They didn't kill her. I saved her.

“Serisia,” I moaned, the pressure in my balls building as my cock slid over and over through her hot flesh. “My Serisia.”

“My mighty orc,” she moaned. “Oh, damn, yes. Oh, fuck. Ram that cock in me. Spill your seed in me. I knew you would save me.”

“Always,” I growled.

My eyes squeezed shut. Such bliss to be in her again. She wasn't gone. I leaned down, her arms wrapping about me. She undulated beneath me, pierced nipples rubbing on my chest, her lips kissing at my collarbone.

Her pussy convulsed. She shuddered and moaned beneath me. I savored the writhe of her orgasming cunt on my dick. Her depths massaged my cock. Such sweet bliss rippled down my shaft. Consuming me. My back arched. I grunted. My hands tore at the grass.

“Serisia,” I howled.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she moaned. “Cum in me, Thrak. My husband. Please.”

My balls tightened. My dick slammed into her depths. I growled through clenched teeth as the first explosion of bliss erupted from my cock. Hard, powerful spurts. I spasmed. I sucked in mighty breaths. Such sweet rapture.

It gushed out of me. I shuddered on my wife. Her pussy massaged my dick, squeezing out every drop. I hugged her trembling body then rolled onto my back, carrying her with me. I held her light form as she rested on my chest, stroking her hair.

My wife. I had her back. She didn't die.


Chapter Twenty-Five: Past's Reflections

Warlock Faoril

I blinked, staring at the ten-pointed, magical circle blazing before me, holding back the writhing mass of the eldritch horror. Its tentacles battered at the circle, struggling to break free. I blinked, shaking my head.

This wasn't the Mirage Garden. It was the Island.

I cast my gaze about, spotting the black-robed Master Mages critiquing me on the test to join their ranks. How was I here? I glanced back at the abomination I had summoned. It hit at the circle, but didn't break through. This wasn't how it happened. I lost control of it when my magic ran out, the lemure's cum improperly preserved. It had fucked me hard before the master mages rescued me.

And failed me.

It was like I had another chance. But...

….yummy flesh...

...fuck...

...enjoy...

I shook my head. This wasn't real. Something had conjured an illusion. “A mirage,” I whispered, stepping back. This was the moment of my great mistake. Where everything had gone wrong. If I had prepared my preservation spells right, then the lemure's cum wouldn't have gone bad. It would have been strong enough to contain the beast. I would have attained the black robes and...

Never met Angela. Thrak.

“This won't work,” I said as I looked around. “I know this is fake.”

“Why do you just stand there?” Master Mage Evolia asked, concern on her motherly face.

I rolled my eyes. “I am not an idiot. I know I am in the Mirage Gardens.”

A derisive laugh echoed from the beautiful, haughty face of Master Mage Laorlia. “Always so confident, Faoril. Always think you are in control.”

I rolled my eyes. “The magic circle isn't even draining my powers. Because it's not real. If it was, I would have to fight to keep the eldritch horror contained. And I don't have to. Because, again, it's not real.”

I reached into my vest and pulled out a vial of Thrak's cum. “I have to swallow this to even have magic.” I downed it. The power reserves flooded through me. “See.”

“You have to keep it at bay,” shouted Lord-Mage Alorian, his gray hair peeking out of his hood. “Journeyman Mage Faoril, concentrate. If you want to be a master—”

His words cut off as I engulfed the illusion in fire. He wavered for a moment and then vanished. The other master mages recoiled in horror, shouting accusations. I rolled my eyes. How stupid did Riad think I was? Who could be fooled by such obvious lies?

My magic flowed out of me. I struck at all the master mages, throwing back some with wind, swallowing another with earth, wrapping a third in water. Fire crackled through air. I sent it at the eldritch horror, watching it and my magic circle billow away. The illusions melted before my power, revealing swaths of the garden we had witnessed through the veil.

I shook my head, my magic rippling out of me and—

Thrak bellowed in pain. He fell smoking out of the fire burning the edge of the Island. He crashed onto the smoldering plants of the garden, shuddering, swaths of his red-brown flesh cooked and charred. His screams of pain knifed through my body.

My heart clenched. My eyes widened. The world spun about me as he fell to the ground and went still, smoke curling from his cooked body. “No, no, no, no, no.”

Memories of Thrak thrown back by my magic in Baraconia struck me. My knees buckled, I collapsed onto the garden path. I should have thought before sending out my power. My companions were still with me. Nearby, concealed by illusions.

And I let my magic burn wild. I killed him.

~  *  ~

Knight-Errant Angela

A plinth stood before me. It rose at the center of a plain room, the floor made of marble tiles, the walls gray, undressed stone. On the plinth rested a black, velvet pillow. Upon it lay the bottom third of the High King's sword. One end was the tang, the slender length of metal which would insert into the crossguard and handle. The other end was jagged and would mate to the middle portion of blade in my pouch.

“Why did you bring me here?” I blinked.

“This is what you desired to find in the Mirage Garden,” Saniyya purred. “Just like we agreed upon.”

“No, you said you would take me to Sophia.”

“No, I said what you desired.” She touched the pillow. “Here it is. The next piece of the High King's Sword you need. Only one more to go, and then you can reforge the sword and slay the dragon.”

My hand trembled as I reached out and touched the blade. It hummed with traces of power. I had felt the same in the other pieces. Even now, they vibrated in the pouch hanging off my sword belt, responding to the next piece. I stroked the adamantium metal.

It was real.

“Behind you is the way out of the Garden,” Saniyya said. “Your wish is completed, Angela. May you have happy days ahead.”

I turned around as I slipped the piece of the sword into my pouch. Besides Saniyya, I was alone. None of my companions were with me. I stared through the curtain to the desert sands. I could see their footprints with mine, walking up to the entrance and ending.

“What about my friends?” I asked, snapping my gaze back to Saniyya. “Where are they?”

“In the Mirage Gardens,” she answered. “Just like you wished. I brought them along.”

“And why are we separated? Where are they?”

“I told you.” She smiled. “Here. Forever.”

“What?”

“Only one invitation was sent, Angela. One lamp. One jinn. Only you can leave with what you desired. My Lord and Husband gives you the sword in exchange for Sophia and Xandra.”

“And my friends?”

“Are trespassers. They will be punished.”

Anger surged in me. “No. This isn't what we agreed.”

“This is exactly what we agreed,” Saniyya laughed, her citrine eyes mocking. “You didn't ask about the way out. You didn't ensure your friends could escape. Leave, Angela, or you can spend eternity trapped in here with them.”

I reached out to seize her as she stepped back. She wavered like heat dancing upon the dunes and was gone. I was alone in the room. The only way out shimmered behind me. My heart beat faster. I rushed to the stone walls, pressing on them.

Solid.

“No,” I shouted, banging my fists on them. “No, no, no. This isn't what we agreed upon!”

The only answer was my voice echoing through the room.

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

“Wow, your forest is beautiful,” Minx purred as she bent over to smell a flower adorning a blackberry bush.

I blinked in shock. We stood in the Deorc Forest. Tall trees grew around us, their canopy spreading across the sky. Beams of sunlight penetrated the woods, glowing in the twilight. The wind rustled the branches, mixing with the song of thrushes, orioles, sparrows, jays, finches, and more. My ears twitched as I breathed in the fresh scent of loam and life.

“Thank you for bringing me here,” Minx smiled, stretching. She was naked, her small body curved with a woman's beauty. Her breasts small but round, her legs sleek, her pussy wet. I could smell the scent of her lavender juices.

“This is impossible,” I said, cocking my head.

“That I would enjoy the forest?” Minx laughed. “Of course I would. Just because it's not the city doesn't change how wonderful it is. How happy it makes me that you're sharing it with me.” She moved to me, stroking her hands up my thighs until she grasped my cock.

My cock.

It throbbed in her tight grip. I frowned. I wasn't in heat. She licked the tip and flutters of pleasure rippled through me. But they weren't quite right, the pleasure...off in ways I couldn't quite describe. My toes curled into the soil. It felt cool, damp. Like loam should.

But not the loam of the Deorc forest. The songbirds' tweets were off by a fraction of a note. The smells weren't right. Not even Minx's tongue was quite real. None of it was. All an illusion. I closed my eyes, ignoring what I could see, and concentrated on my other senses.

Faoril's voice whispered on the wind. Not her true words, but the sound of her magic. I could hear it. She was casting spells. The ground trembled beneath my feet, a slight vibration, as she worked her magic. I turned, pulling my cock from Minx's mouth.

“Hey,” she gasped.

“Quiet,” I snarled. “you are not real.”

I focused on Faoril's voice and walked in her direction.

And smacked into a wall. A solid wall. Not a tree trunk. Not a rock, but an artificial wall. My head throbbed where my forehead hit it. I reached out, touching it, sliding my hands over it. The wall was real. The forest was not.

I walked, my hand sliding along it, and searched for my friends.

~  *  ~

Chaun

Three women, dusky-skinned like the jinn Angela had dominated, knelt before me in a room strewn with pillows. Their eyes were each a different shade of gemstone—ruby, sapphire, and emerald. They were naked and lush and so inviting. Each shone with the same white aura, the image of their husband and lover dancing in their thoughts:

An efreet, skin the color of crimson, as big and tall as Thrak.

The women reached out, unlacing my britches, pulling them down as I drink in the room. Heady scents filled the air. Bewitching aromas. My cock hardened in an instant. My concern for Xandra wavered against the touch of their hands stroking my cock. I set down my lyre on the floor and pulled off my shirt as they removed my trousers and shoes, their hands skilled.

“What a mighty cock for us to please,” the sapphire-eyed jinn groaned. “Oh, yes, such a gift for us to play with.”

“Yes, indeed, Fawziya,” groaned the ruby-eyed jinn.

“A pleasure,” the emerald-eyed jinn nodded, then leaned forward and licked the tip.

I closed my eyes, mastering my lusts. They thought to seduce a changeling? They were skilled. Their fingers' touch left fire across my skin. Her tongue swirled about the crown as the ruby-eyed nuzzled at my three balls.

I was even more skilled at seduction.

The appearance of Riad was clear in my mind. I let my body relax into it. I swelled, growing taller, my shoulders broadening. My thin, lanky body grew muscular and strong. The black rippled from my skin, replaced by crimson. I stood over them, knowledge flooding my mind.

“What are you doing, Nida?” I asked the jinn licking my cock.

She blinked. “My Lord?”

“My Lord... what are you doing here?” Fawziya asked, blinking her sapphire eyes.

“I thought you were...the interloper,” frowned Zaina. Her ruby eyes flicked up my body. I sensed confusion in them. This deception wouldn't work in any other place since I transformed before them. But this was the Mirage Garden.

A place of deception. I sensed that their master played tricks on them all the time. I fixed a typical Riad expression on my face, strong and stern. Zaina shivered, dropped her eyes, and bowed her head in submission.

“What game are we playing today, my Lord and Husband?” asked Fawziya. “Does it involve your new wives?”

New wives. My heart quickened. Xandra. “It does,” I proclaimed. “Stand and lead me to them.”

“Don't you know where they are?” frowned Nida. She licked the tip of my cock again, tasting the precum. Everything about me changed when I transformed, even the flavor of my seed.

“Of course. But we're playing a game.” I snagged my lyre. “Lead me by the cock, my wives. I am eager to play with Xandra and Sophia.”

“Yes, my Lord and Husband,” the three purred.

“We love to play games,” nodded Fawziya.

~  *  ~

Sophia

“Yes, yes, mount your wife,” I moaned, my fingers dancing through my thighs as Riad lowered his large body across Xandra's form. His cock was hard and red.

I should be disgusted by the sight, but I was eager to see him ram his dick into Xandra. The avian's pale body trembled, her soft-blue hair spilling about the pillows. Her breasts rose and fell as she stroked Riad's muscular body.

“Yes, yes, take me, my Lord and Husband,” sang Xandra as his cock nudged at the folds of her pussy.

I shoved two fingers into the depths of my wet cunt, eager for my turn. I moaned, lust pounding through my body. My clit throbbed beneath the heel of my hand. I licked my lips, watching the tip of Riad's red cock press at her folds.

He thrust, burying his cock into Xandra. The avian squealed, her eyes squeezing shut as she shuddered in delight. Her Lord and Husband claimed her cunt. I groaned, my pussy clenching on my fingers.

And came as I watched.


Chapter Twenty-Six: Deceptive Visions

Xandra – The Mirage Garden

My husband's cock slammed in and out of my pussy. I writhed beneath him on the silk sheets, his muscular chest rubbing on my small breasts. My cunt gripped his cock as it reamed into me. Chaun's dick felt bigger than usual. But he was a changeling. He could enlarge himself for me.

The pleasure rippled through my body as I gasped and moaned, slamming into the fog wreathing my mind. Everything was so...hazy since I had arrived in the Mirage Gardens earlier... Today? Yesterday? My thoughts were sluggish, languishing. It was hard to think.

Why was Chaun in the Mirage Gardens?

That question seemed important. But it wasn't. Not with his cock slamming deep into my wet depths, reaming me, giving me such wonderful pleasure. My hips bucked, and I ground my clit into his groin. I shuddered, savoring the feel of him in my pussy.

“Yes, yes, fuck me, my Husband,” I moaned, loving that word, loving Chaun so much. I was glad he was fucking me and not the master of this place.

“Yes, yes, fuck her, Riad,” Sophia moaned, her words slurred. She writhed beside us, naked and fair, her skin glistening with scented oils and unguents. She had both her hands shoved between her thighs, frigging herself.

“No, no, not Riad...” I managed to moan before Chaun kissed me.

“Fuck your wife, Riad,” Sophia moaned as I melted into the kiss. Questions vanished.

This wasn't a place for questions. It was a place for passion. I tightened my thighs about Chaun's waist. My nipples rasped against his chest. My pussy clenched on his dick, the pleasure building and growing in my depths.

Driving me to my release. My glorious, wonderful orgasm.

~  *  ~

Knight-Errant Angela

I hated the Mirage Gardens. Nothing was real. Nothing was the same. I had found the piece of the sword. I could have left, but it meant abandoning all my companions who had entered with me and abandoning Sophia and Xandra to Riad's harem.

It didn't take me long to escape the room Saniyya left me in. What appeared to be a room with no way out save her curtain-like portal to the real world, was all illusion. I struck the wall with my sword and it melted away into a rocky tunnel. Three steps down it, and I was in a pond of lilies, water sloshing about the ankles of my boots.

Every few steps, things changed. I saw corridors made of blue stone, corridors lined with pink silk. I walked beneath grape arbors and through steamy gardens. I found the austere beauty of the rocky wasteland where a single flower grew out of the crack between blood-red stones. Every few steps, things changed.

“Las-damn Saniyya,” I cursed as I took a step. The corridor I walked down became a flowery garden. Birds chirped in the sky.

Every few steps, everything changed, rippled. The place was ephemeral. Smoke. Nothing was real. I might be by Sophia and have no idea she was near me. I screamed her name as I stumbled forward. I took two steps, and the flowers became an oasis of palm trees around a pool of cool, blue water. Beyond lay the harsh, white sands of the desert.

I turned around, my sword gripped in my hand. I slashed at the nearest palm tree in anger. Before my blade connected, the world rippled, and I stood in a corridor paved with gold. My sword struck nothing. I swung hard, expecting impact. I stumbled, thrown off balance. As I recovered, I bumped into a wall covered in a mosaic of figures writhing on a bed...

Sophia writhing on a bed.

I stared at the image, seeing my naked lover, her brown hair fanned over red silk sheets, her fingers shoved between her thighs, her head turned to her right, staring at the couple beside her. Xandra's light-blue hair fanned out beneath the form of a red-skinned efreet. He fucked Xandra, her pale limbs wrapped about him.

Yes, yes, yes, my Husband, fuck me, I almost heard from the wall. Xandra's voice, slurred with passion.

Cum in her, Riad, Sophia answered. Ream her, my Husband.

“Husband?” I whispered, a tear trickling down my cheek. I touched the mosaic, stroking the small, round tiles that formed the larger picture. “What has he done to you?”

A great anger seized me. Sophia was dedicated to Saphique. Her Goddess demanded purity. Sophia could never let a man touch her sexually. When I had been possessed by the karabasan, a male spirit which manifested a spectral cock, I had fucked her. That had been enough to sever her connection with her Goddess. Since she was unwilling, she was able to be restored.

What would happen if Riad fucked her while she begged for it? Would it matter that she was tricked by the illusions of this place? Would it only matter that she asked, that she wanted it, ached for it?

What he was doing was terrible. I roared, all my frustration at walking through this ever-shifting garden mixing with my anger that Riad had taken my Sophia. It was supposed to be me offered up, with the others rushing in to save me. Not Sophia. She shouldn't be at risk of losing her powers. This was all my fault.

My sword swung. I screamed. The wall faded away. My sword slammed into the soft loam of the garden. Cicadas chirped. Wet heat rolled around me as the white petals of a lily, cut in half by my blade, fluttered to the ground.

My knees collapsed. How could I find Sophia? How could I rescue her? Tears fell down my cheeks as I pressed my face into the loam. Nothing was real. I didn't know where I was. The place was maddening.

“Help,” I cried out as my body shook, my armor clinking. “Please, please. Anyone! Chaun! Xera! Minx! Thrak! Faoril! Gods, I need help.”

My fingers dug into the loam as another sobbing shudder wracked my body. “Gods, please, I need your help. Your guidance. Saphique...” I blinked and then lifted my head up, staring at a vaulted ceiling, half obscured by bluish incense curling around it. “Saphique, please, guide me. You have to. She's your servant. She's so loyal to you. You can't let Riad trick her into losing her purity. You have to help me. Please, Defender of Maidens. Please, Goddess of Virgins and Purity. Help me defend her. Guide me through this maze!

“Help me save my love!”

~  *  ~

Warlock Faoril

“I'm so sorry, Thrak,” I sobbed, kneeling beside his burnt corpse.

I stared at his face, somehow unmarred by the magic which had killed him. Why did I have to be so indiscreet when destroying the illusions about me? Why didn't I think that my companions might be around me?

Again and again and again I abused my magic. I used it poorly. I hurt others. Killed others. Killed Thrak.

I stroked his face. Emptiness swallowed me. It devoured me from the inside, starting in my stomach and radiating through my body until I was only a husk, a shell of skin. Something foul and depraved. Something that should not exist.

I was a danger. I only hurt. I didn't help. I only caused pain. That was all I could do. My magic couldn't heal like Sophia's. All it could do was kill.

I killed him.

“Thrak,” I whispered again.

Power seethed in the emptiness. Reserves of energy that came from his life force, transmitted via his cum. I killed him with his own essence. Killed. Harmed. Hurt. I never should have been trained. The Collegiate Tower should have ripped up my application and sent me back to my family.

All I did was kill. Was hurt. “How much longer until it's Angela lying before me, killed by my magic?” I shouted at the walls. “Or Sophia? Xandra? Minx? Xera? Chaun? How much longer until all the people I care for are dead at my own hands?”

I had the power. I could do something about it.

“I'm so sorry, Thrak,” I moaned, rocking back and forth. A keening wail burst from my mouth. I shuddered, the emptiness growing more and more, forcing out my grief. “I'm so sorry. I'm terrible. I...I...

“Don't deserve to exist. Then I won't harm any more people.”

I had the power. I gathered it. One last spell to make up for Relaria's and Thrak's deaths.

~  *  ~

Thrak

“You saved me,” Saoria purred as we lay in the grass. “You saved me.”

“I did,” I said, coming down from the rage and the release of my orgasm. The night sky burned over us. How was I here? In the past? I entered the Mirage Garden and...

“What are you thinking about?” Saoria asked, her fingers stroking my cheeks, so soft and dainty. So warm.

“How am I here?”

“Didn't you track me down? After the Ghost Wolves kidnapped me?”

“I did.” Tears burned in my eyes. “Only I wasn't in time to save you. I found you dead, and then I found them. And I killed them all. I killed so many until my rage drove me to exhaustion. And it never brought you back.

“How are you here?”

“Because you saved me.” Her fingers slid up to my woolly hair and tightened. She pulled me down to her pale lips. She was human, but that didn't make her weak. Oh, no, not my Saoria. “Isn't that wonderful?”

Yes.

Her lips were silk and sweet and honey. I closed my eyes, savoring the feel of her beneath me. I kissed her. She writhed beneath me, wet and lithe. She felt so real. But she wasn't. She couldn't be. This was the Mirage Gardens.

Gewin's mighty cock, what a cruel place.

I broke the kiss and sat up.

“What's wrong?” She sat up, still so lovely, her pink nipples pierced by bone, more adorning her lips and nose, giving her a primal beauty that Faoril lacked. My mage's only piercing was a slim, silver ring in her nose.

But she was still beautiful.

“You're not real.”

Saoria pressed against me. “I feel real. My heart beats.” She turned, rubbing her breasts against my arm. I felt the beat of her heart. “See. How am I not real?”

“Because you're dead.” My voice grew hoarse. Tears burned in my eyes. She was dead. I had already said goodbye to her twice. Once when she died and the second when her phantom became twisted and ugly, forcing Sophia to exorcise her. “You're not here. You're beyond. In the Astral Realm.”

She laughed. It was so joyous. “Did you hit your head? I am very much alive.” She seized my hand, shoving it between her thighs. Her pussy wet and hot with our combined juices. “See. Didn't I feel alive when you took me? Ravished me. Mmm, you took me soooo hard.”

“How can you know what she sounded like?” I asked to the dark sky, tears running down my cheeks. “How can you create her so perfectly?”

“Because I am your wife.” She shook her head. “Sometimes, you think too much, Thrak.”

“My curse,” I said. I wanted to stay. It was such a sweet dream. To have Saoria back. But what about Faoril? Where was she? My heart ached, split in twain. Saoria was dead. Faoril was not.

I rose as she clutched at my hand, trying to pull me back down.

“Where are you going?” she asked. “Don't you want to lie with me? You just saved me. Let me thank you, Thrak.”

Her sultry purr hardened my dick. Her hand caressed it. My kilt was gone and nothing stopped her from stroking me. Her grip felt exactly how I remembered. I groaned as she leaned over and sucked on the tip.

Just how I remembered it.

But memory was subjective. It changed. There was plenty of evidence discovered by philosophers on the ephemeral nature of memories. I had learned at the University of Allenoth that memory might even be edited. By believing an event happened one way, we changed our minds to remember it that way. So it would make sense that her touch would be how I remembered it because she was spawned out of my mind.

“You are not real,” I said. I wanted her to be real.

“So you're going to leave me?” she asked.

“I'm not leaving my wife,” I answered. “Because you're not her.” She licked the tip of my cock again. I ached to stay with her. To just give in and enjoy her one last time. What could be the harm?

Surrendering again and again to this delusion.

My knees trembled. My hands clenched. Her tongue swirled. It was so sweet. Her brown hair fell about her beautiful face. She looked so beautiful. One last time, one last chance to enjoy my wife, to find solace in her embrace.

My hand reached out, stroking her hair. She smiled. Her lips slid over the tip of my cock. She sucked. “Saoria,” I groaned.

It was a dream. A sweet dream. I could enjoy this. For a bit.

“I'm so sorry, Thrak.”

The words drifted to me. Faoril. In pain. Choked with emotion, calling for me. She was still alive. My Faoril. I was lucky to find another woman after Saoria, a woman my wife approved of, because she wanted me to be happy.

Because she loved me.

And I loved her. And Faoril.

And she was here with me. In this place. The Mirage Garden. What illusions did this place assault her with? How did they try to break her down? She sounded shattered. Her voice cracked with emotion. And she was apologizing to...

Me?

Was she reliving the moment where she hit me with a burst of her magic and sent me flying? She had feared she killed me back in Baraconia. It had unbalanced her. She only recently regained her equilibrium, a top spinning upright, but it was fragile, only a little nudge could send her wobbling and crashing.

And this place nudged.

“Faoril!” I roared, ripping my cock from Saoria's mouth. I spun, looking in the direction of Faoril's voice.

Everything was a lie. So I closed my eyes and listened for her pain. I followed it, stumbling forward towards the woman I still had the chance of saving. Saoria was dead. I failed her. But I wouldn't fail Faoril.


Chapter Twenty-Seven: Illusive Dreams

Minx

Gold. Cold, shiny, hard, wonderful gold.

It covered my body. I stripped myself naked and flopped onto the pile of gold coins. They spilled over me, cool against my hard nipples. I shuddered, rubbing more coins into the lips of my juicy pussy, covering them with my cream.

Gold.

So much gold.

A fortune.

I was rich. Filthy, fabulously rich. I could buy all of Baraconia with this gold. I would have a harem of nixies and elves and male halflings all eager to pleasure me because I would be the new Doge of Baraconia. I could buy the election and still have a fortune left over.

So. Much. Gold.

The coins rubbed against the lips of my pussy and teased my clit. I shoved them into my cunt, savoring how they felt inside of me. I writhed on the wonderful riches. My gaze flicked around the treasure room to the stacks of bullion, the priceless works of art, the treasures that only the most powerful in the world could possess.

Me.

I didn't need to steal the High King's sword from Angela once it was reforged. Not when I had this room. I laughed. This was amazing. I chortled again as pleasure rippled out of my snatch. Ooh, gold felt so good in me.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned. “I will drape myself in gold. No clothing, just gold necklaces and belly chains and anklets. Gold netting over my hair. And jewels... All the jewels. Yes, yes, yes, yes, yes.”

“All the jewels?” a voice asked.

“Xera,” I moaned, staring at the elf. She stood over me, her ears twitching, her four-leaf clover glittering behind her right ear. She was naked and delicious. “Look at all the gold.”

“I see that,” Xera said. “It's not real.”

“Of course it's real,” I moaned, pushing the coins in and out of my cunt. “I can feel them. They fill my pussy!”

“So you're just going to lie here masturbating in gold.”

“Eventually, I'll leave with my treasure.”

“And you're carrying all of this...how?”

“I'll figure it out,” I moaned. “Join me. You can writhe in my gold, too. You can be one of my hermaphrodites in my harem. You can love me and fuck me and worship me. I'll drape your cock in gold, Xera.”

“I don't think my wife would appreciate that.”

“She can be one, too.” My heart quickened. “Please, Xera, please. Join me. I want you with me when I'm Doge of Baraconia.”

“Because you love my dick?”

“Yes,” I said, my heart beating so hard. Sophia was so wrong. I didn't love Xera. I just loved her cock. Her amazing, beautiful, stupendous cock. “So much. It's the best cock. It's why I need you over all the other hermaphrodites.”

Xera licked her lips. “I bet you want me to fuck you right now. Shame the illusion of my dick vanished.”

“On the gold...” My eyes widened. “You'll fuck me on the gold?”

Xera nodded her head, her ears twitching.

“Cernere's nimble fingers, yes! Ravish me on the gold. Summon your cock. The ointment's in my pouch.”

Xera bent down and rummaged through my discarded clothing and found my pouch. She opened it, clay knocking against clay as she searched. She pulled out the unguent, the alchemical mixture I purchased back in Baraconia, and rubbed it on her clit. Xera moaned, her back arching, her lovely breasts hardening. Green hair tumbled about her shoulders as she shivered.

And then her dick grew.

It sprouted from her clit, thrusting out of the pink folds of her pussy. It grew so long and thick, so hard and wonderful. Precum beaded from the tip. Xera shivered, her pillowy tits jiggling. She moaned, stroking herself.

“There's my cock,” she purred, standing up, holding my clothing and possessions.

“Fuck me,” I moaned, undulating. I pulled the gold out of my cunt so she could get her cock in me. “Pound me. I need you in me, Xera. I love it when you fuck me. I want you to be mine! My hermaphrodite.”

She took a step back, her dick bobbing before her. I gasped, staring at the retreating cock. “No, don't go.”

“If you want to fuck my cock, you have to come and get it.” She took another step back and leaned against a stack of bullion. I bet it was cold on her ass. She stroked her dick, squeezing out a big drop of precum which splashed on the floor. “It's right here, Minx. You just have to come get it.”

“But...the gold,” I whined, staring at her cock. It was so hard. And I loved it when she was in me.

It made my heart beat so fast. Such warm, wonderful flutters shot through me. I glanced at the gold coins spreading across my chest, my small, round breasts peeking out, nipples hard. My skin glittered like the gold in the flickering light of the vault.

“It's so hard and throbbing,” moaned Xera, her ears twitching more. They were so long and pointed. “It's just aching for your hot, tight cunt to slide down it. And I know you must be so wet.”

“But...” I had to leave the gold behind. She was over there. Why wouldn't she fuck me on the gold? I didn't want to leave it... But it was her cock. It was Xera.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned, springing to my feet. A shower of gold coins spilled off of me. More fell from my thighs, stuck by juices to my flesh, as I raced to her. They tinkled on the ground, dancing around my bare feet.

I leaped, throwing my small body at her.

She caught me easily. I was half her height, a child to her. And then her huge cock slammed into my cunt as she pulled me close. My arms wrapped about her torso. They weren't long enough for my hands to clasp behind her back, but I could hug her tight. I buried my face between her pillowy tits, rubbing them against my cheeks.

“Yes, yes, yes, Xera,” I moaned, using the tight grip of my thighs to hump myself up and down her thick shaft. “So good. I love your cock in me.”

“Good,” Xera groaned, her voice breathy. “Now we can find the others.”

I didn't care. Her dick was in me. I nuzzled at her pillowy tits and moaned my delight as she walked.

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

The place had tried to trap Minx the same way it tried to trap me. Only her illusion was gold while mine was showing Minx my forest. There was something important about that, but my dick throbbed and ached in Minx's tight pussy.

The halfling held me tight, moaning and gasping as she rammed her pussy up and down my dick. It burned. The ointment made me want to cum even worse than when I was in heat. It drove me wild. I shuddered, stumbling through the Mirage Garden, trying to listen for others as the pleasure burned and roiled in my pussy's depths.

“Yes, yes, yes, I love your cock, Xera,” Minx moaned between nibbles and kisses of my tits. “So huge.”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned, biting my lip. My ears twitched as juices trickled down my thighs. Her pussy was so tight. It felt so amazing on my dick. I wanted to press her against the nearby palm tree and fuck her.

But I had to find the others.

My hearing was keen. It was the only thing to be trusted in this world. While it appeared we were often outdoors, we were in a real palace. It had a layout of corridors and rooms. The illusions hid them, obfuscated them. And while they could create sounds, they couldn't mask real ones.

Voices echoed through the halls. I heard Faoril weeping, Thrak stomping, Xandra gasping, and...Angela praying.

“Gods, please, I need your help. Your guidance. Saphique...”

The words were louder than the others. She was closer. I tried to focus, but it was so hard. Minx's pussy was so hot and wet—silk sliding up and down my cock. She fucked me so hard. My tip was so sensitive from the ointment.

“Saphique, please, guide me.”

Was Angela to my right? The burning friction of Minx's pussy sliding up and down my dick swelled the bliss in my cunt's depths.

“You have to. She's your servant. She's so loyal to you.”

Yes, yes, the right. I had to— “Matar's cock!”

My cock erupted.

“You can't let Riad trick her into losing her purity,” prayed Angela as my orgasm exploded out of me. “You have to help me.”

I staggered, my hand finding one of the walls hidden by the illusions. I leaned against nothing as cum boiled out of my cock. I snapped back my head, gasping and heaving as I pumped blast after blast of jizz into Minx.

“Yes, yes, cum in me, Xera!”

“Matar's huge cock!”

“Help me save my love!” begged Angela.

All our words echoed through the corridors. I trembled, shuddering, heaving. My eyes fluttered. Ecstasy. So much ecstasy. It was rapture to flood Minx's cunt. I held her tight, clutching my bow in one hand, her belongings in the other.

My body heaved a final time. Minx's pussy spasmed about my dick, milking me.

And then the orgasm passed.

“Oh, keep fucking me,” gasped Minx as I stumbled down the corridor, following Angela's sobbing prayer. “Don't stop.”

“I won't,” I groaned, the ointment keeping my dick hard. I could smell my cum dripping out of her pussy. Drops landed on my feet as I walked.

The bliss was so amazing. I needed to cum again. I had to keep fucking Minx.

“Please, Saphique,” choked Angela.

She was so close. I couldn't stop. I followed the invisible wall, ignoring the way the scenery changed about me. I found Minx this way, listening to her masturbating in the gold. I would find Angela next.

My hand reached a portion of the wall and felt a slight stir of air move through it. I paused, stroking the surface. It looked solid, but my senses told me differently. There was an opening here. Angela's sobs drifted out of it.

But it felt solid.

The illusion real.

And yet the air and sound could move through it. Why?

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck me,” groaned Minx. “Just press me against the wall and fuck me, Xera!”

I furrowed my brows, thinking. My visual senses told me a wall was here, and yet my hearing told me differently. And touch was giving me conflicting information. The wall was an illusion. So why was it solid to me and not the air? Not the sound?

Minx came again, her pussy spasming on my cock. I groaned, my eyes squeezing shut as the pleasure raced down my cock and through my body. I stumbled forward, growing dizzy at the sudden rush of bliss created by her delicious pussy and—

Didn't hit the wall. What? My eyes were closed, and I...passed through the illusion.

“Oh, yes. Cernere's nimble fingers, I love this cock,” gasped Minx.

I opened my eyes. Before me, Angela knelt beneath a domed room, incense wreathing the ceiling in swirls of blue-gray smoke. “Please, Saphique. Don't let him soil her.”

“He won't,” I said.

Angela's head whipped around towards me. She gasped at the sight of me. I must look so strange, Minx fucking me, my legs trembling as another orgasm built in my depths. “Xera?”

“Yes,” I groaned, fighting to keep the pleasure at bay. But it was so sweet. “Nothing here is real.”

“I know. I'm trapped in here. How can I find Sophia?”

I held out my hand. “The same way I found you.”


Chapter Twenty-Eight: Discordant Fantasy

Warlock Faoril

The power gathered in me. I contemplated how to end my life. What was the best method? I burned Thrak. Maybe I should consume myself in fire. Make a blaze so powerful it would reduce me to ash in moments. I could remove all the air in my lungs and suffocate, or drown myself with water. I could open the floor and let it swallow me.

“Which way is the best way to die?” I asked Thrak's corpse. “The best way to make amends?”

“By living,” a gruff voice said.

Thrak's voice.

I blinked, staring at Thrak. Was my minds playing tricks on me?

“Faoril,” he growled. “I'm close. Where are you?”

My eyebrows furrowed. What was going on? Thrak was dead. Was this another illusion too...?

Illusion.

Was I really this stupid? Nothing here was real. So why would I assume this Thrak lying dead before me was?

“Keep talking, Faoril, I'm moving towards you.”

“I'm over here, Thrak,” I answered. “Where are you? I don't see you.”

“Why would you?” he answered, his heavy footsteps growing closer. “I have my eyes closed. They can't deceive you if you don't look.”

“Then how am I supposed to find you?” I asked, wiping at my tears. Anger swept through me. This place made me think I killed Thrak. It made me feel so low and loathsome, trying to trick me into believing that I had no control over my magic.

I did. I wasn't reckless before when I was melting away illusions. I had revealed the truth of this place. And it had tried to trick me into thinking I killed Thrak to stop me. I stood up, turning around, listening and trying to figure out where Thrak was.

“I'm here. Keep coming to me,” I said. “Walk to my voice.”

He grew closer, his footsteps stumbling. He was blind.

“You sound so close. You're almost to me.” I reached out my hands and wiggled my fingers.

I brushed nothing. I swept them before me and smacked into hard muscle.

“Thrak,” I grunted, wincing and shaking my hand.

And then his arms were around me. He was invisible, but I could feel the heat of his body, the pounding of his heart. He was alive. I didn't kill him. Shame and anger swirled together. I was such an idiot.

I sent the fire rippling out of us, controlled, careful. Just a touch. Thrak appeared, the illusion hiding him burned away, and then it radiated out from me, sweeping in a circle, dispelling the illusion and revealing the plain stone of the place. It looked so poor and decrepit, not the beautiful place I had seen. I looked around, searching for a doorway and...

A dusky woman appeared, illusions melting off of her.

She started, aquamarine eyes wide. I growled and seized the jinn with air before she could dart out of the room. “You! You're the one who conjured the illusion.”

She raised her head high, but her voice quavered. “Interlopers have to be punished. You had no right to trespass on my Lord and Husband's domain.”

“We were invited in by Saniyya,” Thrak growled while I tightened the air bonds around her.

The jinn gave a squawk of pain. “Please, please, only the Knight was invited. Only she bested Saniyya. The rest of you should have stayed away.”

Angela. She would be after the piece of the sword. So I smiled. “You are my prisoner. The only way out is to submit and tell us what we want to know.”

“What is that?” she quailed, her amethyst eyes flashing as she struggled.

“Where the piece of the High King's sword is.”

~  *  ~

Chaun

The three jinn, Fawziya, Nida, and Zaina led me through the Mirage Gardens, holding my crimson cock.

It was crimson because I had assumed the form of their husband, Riad. They were confused at first, but this was a place of illusions and tricks, so they quickly believed I was their husband. When I gave them the order to lead me to my wife Xandra, they just assumed this was another of Riad's games.

And he loved playing games.

“Here we are,” Fawziya moaned, her voice breathy as we stepped into an ornate bedchamber, Sophia writhing on the left side of the bed, masturbating while looking at—

I blinked. I lay on the bed fucking Xandra. My wife gasped and moaned beneath me, her pale limbs locked about my midnight-black skin. My wife gasped and moaned, bucking hard into my thrusts. Only I was standing here wearing Riad's appearance.

And he had taken mine to fuck my wife.

He cuckolded me with my own appearance.

The irony was not lost on me, but I hardly cared. Anger swept through me. An anger I had never felt, a mix of righteous outrage and betrayal. My wife thought she gasped and moaned beneath me. He was stealing her love and honor. He made her break her vows to Luben.

I snatched up my lyre. I had only one way to fight.

I strummed a cord. It wasn't a cord of beauty and majesty. It wasn't a harmonic tinkling of notes echoing through the room. It was something different. Something that offended me to make, but I didn't care. I was angry.

I played discord.

I played clashing notes. I plucked and worked the strings, letting loose a terrible cacophony. Like something a novice would make who had no concept of musical theory or even which strings on the lyre produced which notes. But I wasn't a novice. My discord was purposeful. It resonated with the power of an Azian bard.

And it banished illusions.

“What in Slata's hairy cunt is that?” Sophia gasped, ripping her fingers from her cunt and clapping hands over her ears.

The illusions fell away from me. The ornate carpet, woven of red and gold, melted away to reveal poor, undressed stone. The bed rippled, the posts of silver revealed as cheap wood and the satin sheets coarse, linen blankets.

And the Chaun fucking my wife became Riad.

“Yes, yes, fuck me, my Hus... No, no, no,” Xandra gasped as Riad reared. “Get off me. You're not my husband.

“Chaun!”

Hearing my wife scream my name as she struggled beneath Riad made my heart beat. She didn't know. She was tricked. She didn't want to cuckold me. She didn't betray me or the oaths to Luben which she held so sacred.

I let myself abandon Riad's form. The jinn, clutching their ears as they staggered around me, gaped in shock as the crimson skin melted into pure ebony. I shrunk in stature and girth, becoming my slim, elfin form. Xandra's sapphire eyes locked on mine.

“Chaun, Chaun. I'm so sorry. I thought he was you.”

Before I could answer, Riad rolled off my wife and fixed burning eyes on me. The efreet stood tall, his crimson skin stretched over powerful muscles, his orange beard oiled to a point. He wore gold cloth wrapped about his head forming a turban, and a bronze torc wrapped about his arm. Rage warped the air about him, moon's heat dancing above the sands.

“You intrude on my bridal suite,” he growled.

“I am afraid that woman is already taken by me,” I answered, still plucking at my lyre, keeping Riad from forming more illusions.

A sword appeared in Riad's hand, made of molten bronze, glowing with all the heat of the smith's forge. It was no illusion. The air rippled about it. I felt the heat even from ten paces away. Rage burned in his eyes.

“Then defend your claim on the woman,” roared Riad.

He raised the sword. I had no weapons. Only my lyre. Fear clutched at my heart. I could run. There was a corridor behind me. I could flee and leave Xandra to be his, give up my claim on her. I never intended to marry her. I had misunderstood what was happening that night she danced before me.

But she was my wife. She glowed with the white aura of a married woman. And in her thoughts, my form danced. My real form. Not another man's I had to assume to seduce her.

I grit my teeth, playing louder, spilling more ear-splitting discord through the room. Sophia and the three jinn screamed in pain, clasping their hands over their ears. Riad grimaced, but he advanced, ready to kill me.

It wasn't enough.

“No,” Xandra shouted and my slim, naked wife threw herself onto Riad's back, her arms going about his throat. “No, no, he's my husband. Mine. Not you. Never you! Don't hurt him.”

Though fear gripped me, urging me to flee, I felt such a powerful surge of love for my wife. She was amazing. She bit at Riad's neck and chirped like an angry bird defending her nest. The efreet roared, his shoulders writhing.

“Damn bitch,” he spat. “Remember who your lord and Husband is.”

“Chaun!” she screeched. “Always Chaun!”

“Xandra,” I said, my voice choked by emotion.

Riad roared. He reached behind his back and seized her. She was light, an avian, and he had no trouble gripping her by the neck and wrenching her over his shoulder. He flung her in the same motion. She tumbled through the air at me.

I gasped, twisting, protecting my lyre with my body while trying to catch her with my other arm. She struck me, screamed in pain, and we crashed to the ground. She trembled on top of me, whimpering and kicking. Tears fell out of her eyes, her arm twisted at a weird angle.

Hollow bones. So brittle.

“Chaun,” she sobbed as I struggled to right us. “Chaun, you came for me.”

“Always,” I told her. The words felt so right to say. “You're my wife.”

“Then have the cunt,” snarled Riad, advancing on us. The illusions rippled out from him. I couldn't play with Xandra atop me. The majesty of the room reappeared. Sophia rose on the bed, blinking, her eyes dazed.

Riad stood over us, blade hissing as he raised it over his head.

“Run,” I told Xandra. “Hurry! Get off of me and flee.”

“Chaun,” she gasped. “He'll kill you.”

“He'll kill us both. Run!”

The blade fell.

Xandra scrambled off of me, screaming in pain as she jostled her arm. I had to move, too, but it was too late. The hissing blade arced down at me. I was dead. I just wasn't a strong enough man to save my wife.

Metal sparked above me.

Angela stood over me, her blade arresting Riad's. Her chainmail loincloth swung between her thighs as she grunted, her toned body tense. She threw back Riad's attack, moving before me. The knight to the rescue.

“Angela,” Sophia gasped.

~  *  ~

Knight-Errant Angela

I threw back Riad's sword, anger burning in me, fueling my strength. Sophia was naked on the bed. Was I in time? Or had he ravished her in her deluded mind? I didn't notice any cum staining her thighs, but if he had penetrated her or even kissed her...

I roared, unable to speak. I had to shout out my fury as I hammered back his blade. Sparks flared hot every time my steel hit his hot brass. The large efreet staggered back, eyes wide in surprise at the sight of me.

“Those stupid cunts couldn't keep you distracted,” he growled as he recovered. “Useless. You are all useless.”

“Useless?” whimpered a jinn.

“Punishments. You will all have to be punished.” His eyes became coals, burning as they focused on me. “After you are dealt with, woman. I will show you your place.”

“On my knees, pleasing you?” I sneered. “I'll bite your cock off!”

He bellowed. The room rang like it was a giant bell which had just been struck. My eyes widened as pain crashed down my ear canals and battered my brain. I staggered and everything changed around me. I was in darkness. A void of nothing. I stood on nothing. I floated. I whirled around, struggling to hear, to listen.

But the bell rang from every direction. Not as loud, but overpowering, drowning out any sound, including my own screams. I shouted, whirling, struggling to know where the attack would come from. Where was Riad?

How could I fight him if I couldn't see? Couldn't hear?

So I moved. I danced, I circled, and I swung. It was so dangerous. What if I hit Sophia or Xandra or Xera and Minx? What if I hit Chaun?

My eyes were a lie. My ears were useless. What could I use?

My touch. Air moved about my skin. I stood on something. What? The stone of the room. The bedroom still had to be around me, real walls, real floors. I closed my eyes, the ringing still so loud, and focused on what I felt. The hairs on my arms all felt so alive, rustling from minute currents of air.

Something wafted from my right.

I dived to my left, rolling across the stone and hitting a wall. I grunted, my head throbbing where I struck it. I had found a real wall. Something I could put my back against. Keeping my eyes closed, I rose, holding my sword before me.

The ringing laughed.

I trembled. My stomach knotted. This was terrifying. How could I fight back? I wasn't even sure I had been attacked last time. It could have been anything causing the wind to billow across my flesh.

And then a new sound rose. Discordant notes clashed with the ringing bell. The brassy note fought the plucking, ear-splitting sound. The brass bell grew tinny, rising and rising in register until it was only a high-pitched whine.

And then it was gone.

I opened my eyes.

Riad charged at me across a plain room, a cheap bed in the middle. Sophia lay on it, shaking her head, dazed. Chaun knelt in the corner, Xandra huddled with him. The changeling bard plucked his lyre, discord breaking the illusion.

An arrow arched across the room, embedding in Riad's sword arm, slowing his strike, giving me a chance to recover and act. I lunged from the wall, my blade stabbing before me. A stop thrust. It buried into the efreet's thick neck. He gaped, eyes widened. Blood smoked on my blade as he slid down its length. His weapon fell from his grip, clattering on the floor. Then he slid off my sword and hit the ground with a loud thud.

The master of the Mirage Gardens died.

Chaun stopped playing his notes. The illusions did not return. Riad was the source, the epicenter of it. He had built this place to resonate with his desires. The three jinn shook their heads. Tears fell down their cheeks as they stared at the corpse.

“We're free,” the emerald-eyed jinn said. “He's dead. We're free.”

“Free,” sobbed another of the jinn. Her ruby eyes glistened with tears. “Sweet Seljan, we're free.”

The third, with eyes of sapphire, threw back her head and laughed for joy.

Other voices echoed through the room. Four different corridors, all made of the same plain stone, led into this room. And women stumbled out of them, a mix of jinn with a few human women. They were all crying.

“My queen!” Sophia shouted, throwing herself into me. She trembled, hugging me tight. “My queen, you came for me. I...I...”

“He tricked you,” I whispered. Please, let me have been in time, Saphique. “Did he...?”

Sophia shook her head. “He took Xandra first.”

The avian cried as Chaun cradled her on his lap. The girl's arm was bent, broken. “She needs your healing, Sophia.”

Sophia gasped and nodded, “Yes, my queen.”

She darted to help Xandra. I sighed in relief—she still had her magic. She cast the spell and pulled the avian's lips to a hard nipple. Sophia nursed Xandra back to health as I stared around the room. The efreet's women sobbed in relief at their freedom.

“Now we can find the sword,” Xera moaned, sinking to the floor. She had fired the arrow while Minx still fucked her cock.

“What,” Minx groaned, her head snapping up from between Xera's tits. “Does that mean all that gold was fake?”

“Yes,” Xera groaned. “Matar's cock, it was.” The elf's ears twisted violently as she threw back her head and came.

“But I found the High King's sword,” I groaned, reaching into my pouch to pull out the bottom third of the blade I found and...

Where was it?

“No,” I gasped, digging in my satchel. The other pieces were there: pommel, hilt, and middle blade. But not the piece I found in the... Illusions. “Saniyya, you tricked me.”

“I did,” Saniyya said. She was with the other women, tears falling down her cheeks. “He was my master. It was my duty.”

I groaned. “So he never dealt fairly. Just stole the women he wanted.”

“And enjoyed making you suffer,” Saniyya nodded. Her citrine eyes made her tears appear golden before they trickled down her dusky cheeks. “I am so sorry.”

“Well, it all worked out,” Faoril said.

Faoril and Thrak swept into the room, a jinn bound in invisible ropes suspended in the air behind them. Faoril held the piece of the blade I had thought I found, gripped with a piece of black silk. “I convinced Saliha to take me to the treasury.”

“Treasury?” Minx popped off Xera's cock. A flood of elf-cum poured down her thighs. “Was there more in there?”

“Enough to satisfy Captain Thyrna's hungers,” Thrak growled, setting down a sack that clinked.

“Was there more?” Minx rubbed her hands together.

I looked around at the women. The jinn were already leaving. They were demigoddesses, immortal and full of magic, but the human females had their lives stolen from them. “No, it doesn't belong to us.”

“We're just going to leave it?” Minx demanded, her eyes wide, betrayed.

I smiled with everyone else. “Let's find our way out of here. We have the fourth piece. One more to go.”

I slipped it into my pouch. Next stop, the Free City of Grahata. We needed the minotaur's heart to reforge the blade. Gewin's monstrous son would provide strength for the weapon. And then we had to venture into the Haunted Forest and find the final piece at Drakin Castle, the old lair of the Biomancer Vebrin.

We were so close to being done. Even Minx smiled. Everyone was happy.

Except Xandra. I noticed the avian woman looking downcast as she dressed. Poor thing. What did Riad do to her and Sophia? What did they experience? I hoped Chaun could help her.

~  *  ~

Knight Kevin – The Free City of Hargone

I stared at the city of Hargone sprawling about both sides of the Elpa River. The sun set to the west over the desert, painting the town with warm oranges. Was Angela here? Was there anyway I could save her from justice?

She had violated the honor of the Knights Deute. As much as I loved her, that had to be answered. Somehow. It was why I took this command. To save her. Every day, my dread grew as we closed in on her. After we missed her in Baraconia, there was only one place she could sail next. Hargone.

The Mirage Gardens.

When she returned from the desert, we would be waiting to deliver her to justice.

I licked my lips. How could I save her? Someone had to pay, but why her? She had companions... The blame might be shifted onto them. The priestesses of Slata who accompanied my expedition were more than happy to make Sophia suffer. They were eager to weaken Saphique's influence on the Kingdom of Secare.

If Angela surrendered, I could earn her pardon. She would be stripped of her knighthood, but she never should have accepted the quest. It was folly to attempt to slay the Dragon Dominari. No knight had ever succeeded. It was suicide. No honor was worth death.

If she had not been so stubborn, she would be my wife, living a life of ease attending to our home.

Her stubbornness always got her into trouble. She had robbed the Doge of Raratha and assaulted his person out of the drive to slay the dragon. She was even assembling the High King's sword. Madness. She would drive the world into war.

I had to convince her to see the truth. I had to save her life and convince her to surrender.

I would not let my lady love die. Because I had five other knights and six priestesses of Slata who would see justice delivered one way or the other. I could only protect her so far.


Part Eight

~~~

Labyrinth of Love
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Chapter Twenty-Nine: Womb's Bond

Knight Kevin – The Free City of Hargone

The splashing, gurgling fountain cooled the inn's common room. It was an aptly named establishment, though the innkeeper was not happy we had commandeered his entire main room despite the gold we paid him. The twelve of us sat around a circular table, reclining on tasseled pillows. My fellow knights and I had doffed our armor, wearing cool robes while the six priestesses of Slata wore their pink vestments, gold rings glinting on each of their noses.

“She has definitely passed through here,” Priestess Helena reported. She had a delicate face, her nose slender, and her nose piercing made of delicate wire. It signified she was a Sister of Slata, a priestess capable of performing the Mother of All's magic despite her youth. “We found traces of her presence and Sophia's.”

The other five priestesses nodded. “She went into the desert and has not returned,” reported Esmerelda. She had short, dark-brown hair, the ends of her locks curling in to brush her slender neck. “We have caught up to her, Sir Kevin.”

“Yes, as we figured,” Mary said. The knight sat to my right, her light-brown hair falling in waves to her black, silk robe filigreed with gold thread. It clung to her body, her nipples hard against the thin material. “They stayed in this inn nine days past. They left on a caravan owned by a merchant named Aswunt.”

“I am glad you knights weren't wasting your time as we cast our divinations,” Helena said, her voice cool. “We are in a fortuitous spot. We must merely wait for her to return and then arrest the miscreant. We should plan, Sir Kevin.”

I nodded, my stomach twisting. Emotions swirled through me. I loved Angela. I had been heartsick when she agreed to the foolishness of her quest instead of abandoning it and preserving her life. I would not have loved her less for resigning from the Knights Deute. I wanted to marry her. But she was stubborn. My redheaded warrior always was. She would never give up a fight if she thought there was a chance.

Even if that enemy was the dreaded dragon Dominari.

And she had found her slim chance in reforging the High King's sword. It was a bold move, something she would do. It made me love and admire her more. But to reforge what had been shattered in the wake of High King Peter's death, and the collapse of his empire, was rank folly. The sword was a threat to the sovereign rule of every king and prince, the Magery Council of Thosi, and even the Doge's rule, and the councils who ruled the free cities of the League of Seven. The High King had ruled the lands west of the Deorc Mountains out to the island kingdom of Althos, controlled the Halanian desert, and boardered against the foul Queendom of Naith.

To reforge the sword, Angela had robbed the Doge of Raratha, perhaps the richest man in the known world. She and her companions had assaulted his person and stolen the piece of the High King's sword in his possession. A death warrant hung over Angela's head. Worse, she had blighted the honor of the Knights Deute. I had volunteered to lead the party to arrest her in hopes I could save her life, to find a way to get her to surrender and return the Doge's property. Then, perhaps, we could shift the blame of the theft onto one of her companions.

Like the thief or the orc barbarian. Even the elf would suffice.

“Her companions are skilled,” Priestess Esmerelda said.

“So?” grunted Philip, a pretty-faced knight who all the maidens of Shesax prayed would find their bed, or so Philip himself boasted. “Are we not six Knights Deute with the support of six full priestess of Slata? What does Angela have? A single rogue mage. And an acolyte who won't even have use of her magic yet. We shall sweep them aside.”

I shook my head. I hoped it wouldn't come to fighting. I hoped Angela would be reasonable, but I would bring her to justice even if it meant tearing out my heart. “The orc will be a savage fighter. Angela would not travel with him if he was not skilled, and we all know how dangerous orcs can be.”

The other knights nodded. The orcs of the Ice Bear Clan often crossed the Rehyn Mountains to raid Northern Secare. Defending against their depredations was one of our order's duties. “As long as he's not a berserker, we can handle him,” Mary said. She leaned back on her hands, which only stretched the silken material tighter over her breasts, making her hard nipples thrust up before her. “And the bard is of no consequence.”

“Their songs have magic,” the quiet voice of Priestess Ruth added, speaking barely more than a whisper. “He graduated from Az. We should be prepared for that, too.”

“Don't forget the elf,” Danielle, a knight sitting across from me, said. “An elf hunter could feather us with arrows from a distance. They never miss.”

“And an avian joined them in Baraconia,” pink-cheeked Lisa said. She was the youngest knight and had only completed her Quest a fortnight before volunteering for the mission. “Perhaps she's a shaman. More magic the priestesses need to deal with.”

“Can you handle a shaman, a bard, and a mage?” I asked, glancing at Priestess Helena who led the priestesses.

“Our magics are for divination, healing, and protection. They are not offensive, as you well know, Sir Knight.” Helena wrinkled her button nose. “But there are ways we can make us more effective in working together. To unite us and share our essence and knowledge.”

“The Ritual of the Womb?” gasped Priestess Olivia, her green eyes shooting wide.

“Ritual of the Womb?” Philip asked, giving the priestess a smoky look. Philip had bedded all six of the priestesses on our voyage from Shesax. Not that it was much of an accomplishment. Priestesses of Slata were open and inviting. They worshiped their goddess by lying with her creations, whether male or female—though they preferred male, probably in defiance of their rival, the Church of Saphique.

“What does the ritual do?” I asked.

“It will unite us into almost one being. We will know each other so well we can move and react simultaneously. We will be a cohesive unit. In the metaphorical womb of our goddess, we would become, in a spiritual sense, fraternal siblings—three sets of quadruplets.”

“Three?” I asked.

“Only up to five individuals can be bonded,” answered Priestess Esmerelda, her impressive bosom swelling the front of her robes as she leaned back on her arms, mimicking Mary's pose. When the priestess did it, it seemed far more natural and at ease than a deliberate act to draw the eye to her lush mounds. “And since there are twelve, we should split evenly. One male knight, one female knight, two priestesses.”

“The ritual is very sexual,” purred Priestess Olivia, her green eyes flashing to Philip. “I think I shall choose to be in your group, Sir Knight.”

“Well,” Mary purred, her hand sliding over to touch my thigh through my robe, sending a flush of heat through me, her eyes smoldering. “I think it would be wonderful to unite with you, Sir Kevin.”

Heat rushed up my thigh to my cock. It throbbed hard. It had been months since I was with a woman. Since Angela left. The regret of my harsh words, driven by my fear of her death, had left a hollow guilt in me. I never should have let those words out. They might have been my last words to her.

Mary's hand slid higher, fanning the heat. “And this will give us an edge in confronting Angela and her companions?”

“Yes,” Priestess Helena smiled. She licked her lips, her doll-like face transforming into something hungry. “Yes, it will. I think I will be with you, Sir Kevin.”

“Oh, yes,” agreed Priestess Esmerelda, her short curls swaying as she put a languorous roll to her shoulders as she straightened. “I think we should retire to our rooms and perform the ritual immediately. Angela may be days longer in the desert. It will give us time to...acclimate to our new union.”

“As spiritual siblings,” added Priestess Helena. She stroked her braid of black hair.

“How wicked,” laughed Mary, her hand rising higher still, almost brushing the bulge my hard cock created.

My cheeks burned. My cock throbbed. Mary was a beautiful knight, and the two priestesses were ravishing. Lusts bottled up the last four months since Angela's departure almost made my dick erupt right on the spot as our group broke apart. Philip went off with Priestess Olivia, Priestess Ruth, and Danielle while Lisa, Priestess Belinda, and Priestess Caroline pulled Richard to his feet and swept around him.

“When you volunteered,” Mary whispered in my ear, her body pressed tight to my right as Helena and Esmerelda took my left, “did you think you would end up with your own harem of women?”

“Harem?” I frowned. “What?”

Mary laughed. “You really are hung up on that redhead. What will you do when you have to arrest her?”

“Appeal to her emotions and hope she surrenders.”

“How noble.” Mary's hand slid into my robe and grasped my hard cock. I groaned as she stroked me. “And if she doesn't?”

“Then I will do my duty,” I groaned, closing my eyes as the hand stroked up and down my length. My balls boiled as her hand reached the tip, her thumb caressing it.

“Now, now, don't make him pop yet,” purred Esmerelda. “We all want to enjoy him.”

“But I thought you Priestesses of Slata knew how to rejuvenate a man,” Mary grinned. “Your cunts possessed of a power that could raise an erection from even the oldest corpse.”

“Eww,” Helena grimaced.

“Oh, we could,” Esmerelda answered. “But why waste him in here?”

“Ladies,” I groaned as they pulled me along, Mary's hand still stroking my cock.

“Hush,” Mary whispered. “You've kept me waiting for this cock too long. I am going to enjoy it tonight.”

“What?” I blinked, glancing at her face.

She kissed me. Her tongue thrust into my mouth as I stumbled along, pulled by the two priestesses. I almost tripped on the stairs up to our rooms, my cock so hard. My mind whirled with sensations and emotions. Angela's blue eyes and lush body flashed through my mind. I remembered her kneeling on the training sands, sucking my cock because she lost our duel, her red hair spilling in a waterfall of fire about her face.

We burst into the room. The bed was a mattress on the floor covered in silk sheets. The women pushed me down. The pink robes of the priestesses came off in a flash, unveiling two different and delicious bodies. Esmerelda was busty, her breasts as large as Angela's, fat, dusky nipples beading with her mother's milk. Helena was petite with a girlish body, her breasts small, nipples a pale pink, little pebbles rising from her upswept tits. Her legs were long and sleek.

Both were shaved, their pussies wet.

Mary slipped off her robe next, her body toned, her breasts round. Like the priestesses, she was shaved, her juices trickling down her thighs. I swallowed, feeling so nervous like I was a virgin holding his cock in the whorehouse, not sure which harlot to choose and afraid he would erupt before he even performed the deed.

“Let us see your body, Sir Knight,” moaned Helena. “I love bedding warriors. All those muscles.”

“And the calloused hands,” sighed Esmerelda. “Not like those pudgy merchants that glut our temples with their donations.”

“Of coin or seed?” giggled Mary.

“Both,” laughed Esmerelda. “Merchants overflow with both.”

The three women sank down to the bed, their hands undoing my robe and pulling it off, exposing my muscular form. I was a Knight Deute. I had fought monsters. Helena traced a scar across my abdomen while Esmerelda grasped my sword hand and brought it to a pillowy breast, moaning as I groped her soft flesh.

“Yes, rough hands,” she moaned.

Mary nibbled on my nipple, her hand stroking down rippling abs to seize my hard cock again. I groaned, pressed down to the bed by the women. Helena's lips kissed at the scar, licking up my muscles while I squirmed, my balls churning.

“Gods, yes,” I groaned, my dick aching. And then I erupted. My cum spurted up my belly, splattering Helena's cheek. My balls, backed up for months, unloaded blast after blast of cum to spill across my belly.

“Pater's cock, what a flood,” Mary gasped.

“Yes,” Helena purred, her fingers scooping cum from her cheeks to her lips, savoring my jizz. An orgasmic shudder ran through the petite woman.

Mary's tongue licked at the pools of cum staining my stomach. I gripped Esmerelda's soft breast, groaning, my body buzzing from my release. It was wonderful to have an explosive orgasm again after so long.

“Now wasn't that nice?” smiled Esmerelda. “A nice cum to relax you.”

“It was,” I grinned, giving her breast a squeeze. A squirt of milk splashed on my cheek, warm and smelling intoxicating.

“And I bet you are eager for more.”

“So eager.” I was. I wanted to cum again. It was amazing. I had denied myself too much since my fight with Angela. Already, Mary licked my softening cock. The tip ached as she ran her tongue across it, gathering the cum beading my slit. A flutter went through me, my dick twitching, trying to revive. “Give me a few minutes, and I'll be ready to go again.”

“Well, we need you hard now,” Esmerelda purred. “We need you ready to fuck. Drink.”

She brought her right breast to my lips. I opened wide and sucked her nipple into my mouth. I suckled. She moaned, her body shuddering as her soft fingers stroked the stubble on my cheeks. My eyes closed, my mouth working. Her milk flowed. A creamy, sweet treat.

The milk warmed through my body. It spread like reaching tendrils from my stomach. Everywhere it touched made me tingle. Made me feel alive. I drank more, loving the buzzing feeling as it reached my cock.

I hardened in Mary's sucking mouth.

The knight moaned about my dick, her tongue swirling as my shaft attained full girth in a heartbeat. The milk sustained me. My balls boiled, a new load of cum brewing for the three women's enjoyment. Helena smiled down at me, her fingers rubbing her nipples.

“That's it, drink Her mother's milk,” smiled Helena. “Share her juices. We need to spread the sexual fluids around.”

Mary gasped about my dick as Helena's fingers penetrated the knight's wet cunt. Helena pumped them in and out before withdrawing her fingers. Juices coated them. She presented them to Esmerelda, who sucked, moaning her enjoyment. I sucked harder at her nipple, loving the sapphic display. Then Helena shoved her fingers between Esmerelda's thighs, working them in and out of the priestess's cunt, getting them coated with her juices.

She smeared them on Esmerelda's left nipple.

I greedily switched tits, sucking on the pussy-stained nub. The creamy taste of milk mixed with the sweet taste of Esmerelda's cunt. I groaned, loving it, my dick twitching in Mary's mouth. She sucked harder and harder, bobbing up and down on my shaft.

“Mmm, what a fervent worshiper of cock,” Helena smiled as she leaned down behind Mary. “You love his dick, Lady Knight.”

Mary moaned about my dick as she sucked and slurped. My balls ached and my shaft throbbed in her mouth.

“That's what I thought.” Helena licked her lips, then she dived her head down and tongued through Mary's snatch.

Mary moaned louder as her pussy was licked. The priestess ate her noisily, slurping up juices, moaning in delight. Her hands squeezed Mary's ass. I groaned, staring at Helena's butt wiggling by my head. I could smell her spicy juices.

I moved my hand and stroked her ass. I gave her a squeeze before sliding lower and pressing my fingers to the wet heat between her thighs. I rubbed up and down her pussy lips then pushed my fingers into her depths.

“Yes,” Helena moaned into Mary's pussy.

“Mmm, finger her twat and then let me taste her,” moaned Esmerelda. “Share her juices. We have to enjoy each other.”

I popped my mouth from her nipple and pulled my fingers from Helena's hot snatch. I rubbed the spicy juices on my lips. “What are you waiting for?”

Esmerelda laughed then leaned down, kissing me hard. Her breasts rubbed into my chest as her tongue dueled with mine. I savored our kiss. The heat shooting through me as we enjoyed the flavor of Helena's pussy juices. Milk leaked from Esmerelda's nipples, staining my sides.

“Oh, fuck, I'm wet,” gasped Mary, popping her lips off my dick. “Ooh, I need this cock in me. I can't wait.”

“Ride him,” Helena purred.

As Mary straddled me, Helena cuddled beside me. She turned my head, breaking my kiss with Esmerelda to plant hot lips on mine. I moaned into Helena's kiss, her lips lingering with the flavor of Mary's tart pussy. I groaned, my dick throbbing in Mary's hand as she guided my dick to her pussy. She swabbed her wet cunt against my dick's throbbing tip.

And slammed down my girth.

I broke the kiss with Helena and gasped, “Slata's hairy cunt!”

Mary's pussy was tight and boiling hot. She slid it up and down, reminding my cock of all I had deprived it of these last four months. I used to fuck any woman I wanted. With Angela's blessing. We never stopped each other from having lovers. So why had I stopped when I let Angela go on her quest?

Pleasure raced down my cock as the beautiful Mary rode me, her round breasts bouncing, her hips swiveling. Her cunt massaged my dick, leaving her cream coating my shaft. Esmerelda leaned down, licking at it and flicking her clit every time Mary bottomed out on me, making her pussy clench so tight about my dick.

I groaned, my hands caressing the three women's bodies. Helena moved, her black braid swaying as she straddled my face. Spicy, shaved cunt pressed into my hungry lips. I devoured her, enjoying her juices, sharing them as my dick ached in the depths of Mary's cunt.

“Mmm, I need to taste your juices, too,” Mary moaned as she rode me. “I bet your milk tastes so sweet.”

“It's divine,” Helena purred.

I couldn't see, but I could feel Mary leaning over, changing how my dick slid through her pussy. My cock's crown rubbed against her pussy walls, sending more pleasure shooting down to my balls. I licked Helena faster, drinking her spicy musk as the pleasure churned in my balls.

And then Mary suckled. Her cunt tightened as she nursed. Helena shuddered on my face, smearing her hot cunt around as Mary drank the priestess's breast milk. Esmerelda kept licking at my shaft, cleaning up Mary's juices.

We shared our fluids.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Helena moaned. “Oh, Slata, thank you for the gift of sexual pleasure. Saphique's useless snatch, that's good. Devour me, Sir Kevin. Oh, yes, lick my cunt.”

“He sounds skilled,” Esmerelda purred.

“I suspect his acolyte instructed him well on his quest.”

“She did,” I groaned as I tongued spicy cunt.

I licked and nuzzled, drinking the fluids as my balls throbbed and ached. The pressure built as Mary's silky cunt slid faster and faster on my cock. As the knight's excitement built, she fucked me faster, slamming down my cock and gulping Helena's breast milk.

I moaned into Helena's pussy, the pleasure swelling through me. My legs spasmed as the ache reached the tip of my cock. I sucked hard on the priestess's clit, growling as my release hurtled closer. Only a few more heartbeats.

“Yes, yes, he's going to cum,” moaned Helena. “Milk his cock, Lady Mary.”

“Yes,” I groaned, thrusting up as Mary slammed down.

My cock erupted.

Pleasure spiked through me. My balls boiled as they unleashed the flood of backed-up jizz. It pumped out of me in spurts and eruptions. I groaned, trembling and thrashing on the bed. My hips bucked, and I moaned about Helena's clit.

“Holy Mother,” chanted Esmerelda, “unite us in the womb of your love and join us by the bonds of fraternal fidelity. By the power of the seed and the dew, make us your children and birth us anew.”

Energy exploded out of my cock as the final spurt erupted. I felt, in my mind, the three women all orgasm simultaneously. They screamed out loudly as the pleasure rushed through their bodies. Mary's pussy spasmed about my cock. Helena's cunt flooded my mouth with her spicy juices.

I felt their pleasure. Their rapture flowed through me. My cock exploded again. A second orgasm burst out of me, matching the intensity of the three women. My moans joined theirs as the ritual united us, connecting us on a spiritual level.

“Sir Kevin,” the three women moaned together.

The pleasure peaked through all four of us. It left us heaving, gasping. Mary and Helena slumped over me with Esmerelda sprawled beside us. I gasped for breath, Helena's legs still about my face, her pussy pressed against my lips.

And then all four of us moved in unison. We all knew what each other needed. What we had to do to please each other. Helena licked at Mary's cunt, gathering my cum while I rolled Esmerelda onto her hands and knees, fucking her hard from behind. Her breast dangled over Mary's mouth, giving the knight what she needed. No words were exchanged.

We all just knew how to move now.

It was intoxicating. When we challenged Angela and her group, no communication would be necessary between the four of us. We would all just know what we had to do to support each other to overpower and arrest Angela.

When she returned from the desert, we would be ready.


Chapter Thirty: Stranded

Knight Angela – The Mirage Gardens

The barrier shimmered, a curtain of writhing, boiling air separating the extra-dimensional pocket, as Faoril described it, containing the Mirage Garden from the real world. I gave a last look at the mouldering stone and rotten furniture scattered throughout the room. Without Riad, the efreet who made this place his home, it had lost much of its appeal. He had used illusions to create a fantastic world, a heady place of sensual pleasure and exotic desires.

But he was dead, killed by my blade. He had possessed the bottom third of the High King's blade, my distant ancestor's sword and symbol of his authority. It was shattered after his death and the collapse of his empire. The pieces were then scattered across the known world. I had four pieces—pommel, hilt, and two-thirds of the blade. Only the point remained, located in Drakin Castle. But before we could recover it, we had to sail to Grahata and kill the Minotaur, the beastly demigod who dwelt in the grand labyrinth beneath the city.

His heart would power the spell to repair the god-forged blade. Then I could kill the dragon Dominari and end my quest.

I had no idea what would happen after that. We were fugitives, bounties placed on our heads by the Doge of Raratha for breaking into his Great Vault to recover the pommel and for assaulting his person. The bounty for our capture, dead or alive, was staggering. 5000 dupondius for my head, and 1000 apiece for my companions.

Faoril, Thrak, Xandra, Chaun, Minx, Xera, and most especially Sophia had supported me on my quest. They stuck with me after the bounty, or still decided to aide me despite it in Xandra's case. We had suffered and fought together. After the dragon was dead, we would find a way to survive together.

If we slew the dragon.

“What are we waiting on?” Minx asked, her small stature weighted down by the treasure looted from Riad's stronghold. His house may be rotten by age, covered over by illusions, but gold didn't tarnish. And he had a lot of gold. More than we could carry.

I hated looting, but our pirate captain would need more treasure to hold her silence. And no doubt I would be expelled from my order, attainted for my crimes in Raratha, so I would have no access to additional funds for my quest. Travel came with all manner of expenses, and my purse had grown lean.

“Yes, let us go,” Yasmine said, the ebony-skinned woman, dressed in transparent silks revealing her lush body. She was one of the three human “wives” of Riad, part of his harem. Most the women were jinn, who fled upon his death, but Yasmine, Nadiyya, and Asma were left behind. They deserved a cut of the treasure after being stolen by Riad and drugged into believing they were his wives.

Like Sophia and Xandra had been.

My wicked acolyte had been relieved to discover her magic intact. She was lucky Riad had chosen to take Xandra first, fucking the slender, Avian girl in the form of her own husband, Chaun. Sophia had sworn an oath to her goddess Saphique, and even in her drugged state, where she had lost her self-control, the very touch of a man's cock would break that connection. The young avian stood silent; her thin body seemed even smaller, pulled in as she stared at her feet. She had hardly said a word since Chaun and I defeated Riad, even to her changeling husband.

“Yes, enough dawdling,” Minx said, her bag shifting. The halfling thief's metallic-red hair glinted as she shook her head. “This is heavy.”

“You shouldn't have taken so much gold then,” Xera said, the elf standing tall beside Minx, naked as always, her dark-green hair falling about her slender shoulders. Only Thrak the orc stood taller than Xera.

“I wanted to take it all,” Minx said, lust in her voice.

“What is wrong, my Queen?” Sophia whispered. My acolyte, lover, and sex slave stood beside me, staring at me with her green eyes and innocent face framed by brown hair. She wore her white robes again. I carried them into the Mirage Gardens when we came to rescue her.

“Nothing,” I said, taking a deep breath. “Just reflecting on the road ahead.” We had to journey across the Halani Desert back to the city of Hargone at the mouth of the Elbe River, sail across the Nimborgoth to the island city of Grahata, slay the Minotaur, sail south to the Kemoh River and follow that into the Haunted Forest where Drakin Castle lurked. Then back north, across the Nimborgoth again, and into the Princedoms of Zeutch where we would find the Altar of Souls. Upon the altar, we would reforge the sword. It lay in the shadow of the Despeir Mountains and the Desolation of Dominari.

Then we would kill the dragon.

“Let's go. I am sure Aswunt will be happy to see our return after the fierce attack.” Aswunt was the caravan master we had agreed to guard on his journey south so he could guide us into the desert. Our plan to enter the Mirage Garden had gone awry—Riad was supposed to take me. But we had prevailed.

Sophia took my hand. I smiled, comforted by her. It was hard for me to believe she had once been such a stuck-up, bratty girl. The months had changed her. Together, we stepped through the curtain and into the Halani Desert. The sands were gray, the eastern horizon growing pink as dawn approached.

“I guess we were in there longer than I thought,” Chaun said when he stepped out, his arm around his wife. Her sky-blue hair fell about her downcast face. “But we're free.” He said it to Xandra.

She remained silent.

Concern flashed across his midnight-black face. It contrasted with his silvery hair. He was a slim man, and so handsome he verged on the beautiful. Even Xera found him attractive, and the hermaphroditic elf had disdained human, and orc, males.

“Where's the caravan?” Thrak rumbled as he stepped out, sweeping his gaze around the featureless dunes.

“There are our belongings.” Faoril pointed to a pile of saddlebags, half-covered in sand.

“Did they break camp before dawn and leave?” I frowned, scanning around, looking for tracks in the desert. There should be evidence of them. “Since when did Aswunt leave before dawn.”

Xera's head studied the skies, the stars fading, retreating, then she glanced at the horizon, her eyebrows furrowing and her long, pointed hears twitching. The flecks of gold speckling the four-leaf clover tucked behind her right ear glittered.

“It is the Autumn Equinox, Angela,” Xera said. “The sun is rising in the right spot, and the stars are aligned correctly.”

“That's not possible,” Chaun spluttered. “We weren't in there more than a few hours. I'm shocked it is even dawn.”

“Three days?” Sophia said. “How were we in there three days?”

“Time did not have to flow at the same rate in the pocket dimension as out here,” answered Faoril. A wind arose, flapping the sleeves of her red robes.

“So Aswunt continued on when we didn't return,” I groaned. “Did he leave us any food?”

A hurried search of our supplies revealed no food. He had looted the travel rations we had and our waterskins, but had left our personal items undisturbed. I was shocked he had done that much. Maybe it was the custom of the desert.

“It was a day's ride on camel from the last oasis,” Xera said.

“You can find it?” I asked her.

“Yes, but without water...” Her words trailed off, her eyes flicking to the rising sun.

It would get hot. Very hot. Seasons did not touch the Halani Desert—it was always summer.

“Water is not a problem,” Faoril said. “I have my magic. But we will have to walk. I can do nothing about the lack of food.”

“We don't have to walk,” Xandra said, her voice a whisper, strained. She still looked down, her hands folded. “I can summon elementals for us to ride.”

She moved to the pile of belongings and found her belt pouch. She opened it, wood clunking as she dug through it. She produced a piece of wood carved with straight lines running in parallel across its polished surface. She knelt, stroking it, her eyes closed.

The ground rumbled. Mounds of sand lifted around her. Stones ground and groaned. Yellow-gray sand spilled away as the bedrock beneath the desert thrust up and climbed out. Creatures vaguely the shape of horses or camels, made out of a red stone with striae of grays and browns, rose on thick, ponderous legs. Sweat broke out on Xandra's forehead as her mounts shook the sand from their bodies.

There were four of them.

“We will have to...ride three to an elemental,” she said, rising and wiping sweat from her brow. “They have agreed to carry us.”

“How did she do that?” one of the Halani women asked. “Is she a witch?”

“Shaman,” Chaun answered, pride in his voice.

He loved her. When I met Chaun, he was the epitome of the carefree seducer, the man who bedded woman after woman, never staying with one for more than a night, always off to his next conquest. A carouser. And then Xandra had danced for him and wedded him. He hadn't even realized it, but something about her gentle soul, her innocent nature, had beguiled the changeling.

Just like the Lesbius Oracle had proclaimed, he would lose his heart. And she had found it.

~  *  ~

Warlock Faoril – The Halani Desert

“You're not very loquacious today,” I said as I sat before Thrak on our shared mount. I only had to share the elemental mount with Thrak. The three Halanian women had one; Chaun, Xandra, and Minx another; Sophia and Angela the last. Only Xera walked, her dainty elf feet gliding across the sand, leaving no footprints. Thrak would have preferred walking, but he couldn't keep up with his heavy feet sinking into the loose sand.

Thrak answered me with a grunt.

“Riad played us all cruel, I think. Except Minx.”

“You especially,” Thrak said.

I leaned back into my lover's broad, swarthy chest. My orc barbarian could talk philosophy with the greatest of intellects. Normally, we had such stimulating conversations as we traveled, discussing a wide-range of subjects. But it was past noon, and he had said hardly a word.

“You saw mine,” I continued. I shuddered, remembering the horror and bitter grief I had felt when I thought I killed Thrak with my magic. Riad was a bastard. He saw into my mind, learned my greatest fear, and weaponized it. “How did he torment you?”

“He let me save my wife,” Thrak answered after a moment.

I bit my lip. He loved Serisia greatly. She was a Thosian human, like myself, who met Thrak when he studied at the College of Allenoth, the first orc to attend its hallowed halls. She had returned to the orc lands as his wife. But a rival tribe to Thrak's Red Eyes had taken her, fucked her, and killed her.

Thrak blamed himself. He believed he wasn't strong enough to protect her. He abdicated his position as chieftain, handing it to his brother, and wallowed in grief until Serisia's spirit prodded him into activity by showing him he could love another woman.

Me.

“I killed all the Ghost Wolves who brutalized her,” he said, voice a thick growl, arms tightening around me. “Just like I did after she died. I raged. I ripped them apart. I felt their blood splash across my body. I savored their screams.”

“Only this time she was still alive,” I said.

“I took her, used her to calm the rage.” Thrak's voice was thick, gravelly. I knew what that was like. He was a berserker. He could enter a dissociative fugue state, his rational mind locked up behind his primal emotions, primarily rage. But lust could also overcome him. In the rage, he would kill anything, even friends.

He hated it. Feared it.

“I had her back,” Thrak said. “She was alive, just how I remembered her. She drove away the rage with her body, held me, loved me.”

Tears beaded in my eyes. “And you had to choose. You heard me crying in grief and you abandoned her to come to me.”

“Yes.” He said the words with such bitter self-loathing. “I knew she wasn't real, and yet...”

“She was. Riad had skill with his illusions.” I bit my lip. “I am sorry, Thrak. I never would want you to choose between us. I know you love us both. How cruel of him.”

“I wish I had killed him,” Thrak snarled. “I wanted to rage, to rip apart the Mirage Gardens and murder him.”

“Only you might hurt one of your friends.”

“I might have hurt you.”

“You would never hurt me,” I answered. “I know how to calm your rages, too.”

“Only if you were ready. What if I caught you unaware? In that place...” His arms tightened.

“I'll find a way to root it out of your mind, to tame the rage,” I promised him. “There has to be a way to use magic. Life magic would be the best. I could...” My words trailed off, my eyebrows furrowing.

“You had an idea.”

“Maybe,” I said, trembling, my stomach churning. Could I really use that magic again? Could I find away to use it beneficially, and not...

I must be mad for even considering it.

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

It hurt to swallow. My lips were parched. Faoril could precipitate water out of the air, but it wasn't as much as we needed. It kept us alive, but everyone drooped as the sun sank on the horizon. Chaun half-slumped against his frail wife, who swayed in his embrace. Before them, Minx looked shrunken, her face flushed.

But I could smell it in the air. Water. Life. The oasis neared. It kept me walking forward. Despite it being the first day of autumn, it was still hotter than a summer day in the Deorc Forest. The sun hammered at us, even with Sophia's protective magics guarding our flesh.

I led the strange, elemental mounts up the dune, the wind rising. The desert had changed much since we had passed by here only four days back. But I knew how to navigate by the position of the sun, and I had led us straight. The scent of water and rich loam grew stronger, carried over the top of the dune by the wind. My steps quickened. I reached the top.

And sighed in relief.

The Uchmehn Oasis spread out before us, an island of life amid the dead sands. Green date trees and bushes spread out from the large pool of blue water shining in the center. It looked so lush compared to the desert, but in the Deorc forest it would be almost barren.

“Oh, thank the gods,” Sophia moaned when her mount crested the dunes.

Minx let out a chortle of delight. The others stirred. Xandra did something to the elementals, spurring them to move faster than their plod. The stones grated together as they raced down the dunes. I followed, my long legs stretching, my large breasts bouncing as I danced across the surface of the sand.

The sight of water had invigorated everyone. They all stirred. Faoril pushed back her red hood, delight in her eyes. Angela sat straight again, her shield arm no longer drooping but holding her kite shield up while Sophia bounced in the saddle.

Somehow, Minx was the first to reach the waters. She leaped from the head of her mount as it crashed through the shrubbery to reach the pool. Her small body flew through the air. She tucked her legs into her chest, forming a little ball, and crashed into the water with a laugh and a loud splash. She burst up from the surface a moment later, bronze skin glistening, metallic-red hair clinging to her skull.

“Oh, this is wonderful,” she smiled.

I smiled back as I reached the water's edge, stepping in, feeling the cool liquid lap at my feet. Minx splashed me, acting like the child she was often mistaken for. She laid back, her clothing clinging wet to the curves of her diminutive body.

The others clambered in, Thrak dunking his head in from shore, Sophia's white robes growing half-transparent, clinging to her slim body as she burst out of the water, a huge smile on her face. Even Xandra showed an emotion other than haunted loss as she stepped into the oasis. She let out a trilling, wordless song as beautiful as any bird, letting out her joy and relief.

We had made it to water. We would make it out of the desert.


Chapter Thirty-One: Refreshment

Acolyte Sophia – Uchmehn Oasis, Halani Desert

“See, isn't it great that we took the gold,” I told Angela as she walked in. I lay on my new pillow in our new tent, my stomach full of the food we had purchased from the trading post on the far side of the oasis. The locals had stared at us with amusement as we bathed and glutted on the water of the oasis.

But they understood what the desert could do to a person.

“Indeed,” Angela nodded.

She wasn't alone. She had led Nadiyya, the bustiest of the three Halanian women we had rescued, into the tent. The ebony-skinned woman had a round face and lush lips. My hips wiggled at the sight of her beauty.

“Ooh, are we having a lot of fun tonight, my Queen?”

“Yes, indeed,” Angela nodded. I loved her so much, especially when she dominated me. “And I found the most curious thing. The desert tribesmen use them on their women as a form of punishment.”

Nadiyya giggled. “Though many women secretly like them, and their men secretly like using them.”

“Naughty,” I purred, a tingle running through my pussy. “I do love being disciplined. But have I been naughty?”

“You let Riad kidnap you,” Angela said, her voice stern, but there was a playful glint in her blue eyes. “He almost claimed you and fucked you. And no man gets to fuck my concubine without my permission.”

I shuddered. I knew she would never command me to sleep with a man, but it still excited me that she could. It would be the ultimate test of my submission to bear the brutish lust of a man, to forever lose my connection to my goddess Saphique. A part of me, strangely, wanted it. To prove to her that she owned me.

I rubbed my thighs together. “You are right, Mistress. I was so bad. So wicked for letting the efreet take me and Xandra. I lured her off so I could enjoy her body. I was so naughty. I didn't ask for permission.”

“And we had to rescue you,” Angela continued. “We had to face all those dangers because you couldn't control your lusts.”

I shuddered, loving how stern she sounded. She wore a loose robe, her armor stripped off. It was made of white linen, her red hair glowing bright against it. The fabric was thin, her hard nipples, topping her large breasts, were pink shadows through it.

“Yes, yes, I am such a wanton slut,” I moaned. “I'm so wet right now, my Queen. I want to ravish you and Nadiyya. You both have such large breasts. I want to play with them.”

“See how wicked she is,” Angela said to Nadiyya.

“I do,” Nadiyya grinned. “How can you control such a wicked, lustful woman?”

“With great difficulty. She always finds new ways to be naughty.” Angela's hands unknotted the ties of her robe. It fell open, revealing her pillowy breasts, flat stomach, and shaved snatch. Dew glistened on her petals.

I licked my lips.

Nadiyya followed, her breasts almost as large, her fat nipples dark-brown, a lighter hue than her ebony skin. She was almost as dark as Chaun, and far more feminine. She let out a purr as her robe slipped off her shoulders and fell to the tent's canvas floor. She had a line of black hair marching to her shaved pussy, hints of pink flesh peeking out of dark folds.

“I am ready to be punished, my Queen.”

“Nadiyya, attach the devices.”

I squirmed, naked, my pussy growing wetter and wetter as Angela stood over me, tall and strong, a proud queen ordering her concubine slaves to serve and please her. I shuddered as Nadiyya was quick to obey, her hands clutched tight around something.

What? They couldn't be big if they fit in her hands.

The dark-skinned girl knelt beside me. Her left hand cupped my small, right breast, ebony fingers squeezing ivory flesh. She leaned over and flicked her tongue across my pink nipple, bringing a gasp from me. I groaned, my back arching, savoring the thrill of her tongue swirling and licking about my nub, teasing me, driving me wild.

She got me hard and erect then opened her clenched, right hand. She held two brass instruments that looked like small clamps, the mouths jagged with triangular teeth that fit together perfectly. She squeezed the ends, and the jaws opened. She brought it to my nipple.

Those looked sharp. “My queen,” I said, a catch in my voice as the jaws surrounded my nipple. I glanced at Angela, her blue eyes stern.

And I relaxed. I knew it would hurt, but it wouldn't harm me. She would never harm me. I trusted her. I gave her the slightest nod. “Clamp her.”

“Slata's hairy cunt!” I cursed as pain exploded in my poor nipple. The clamp bit into my nub, shooting pain as it pinched it hard. My entire body thrashed as the agony shot from my breast. My toes curled.

And my pussy clenched.

It was wonderful pain. It heightened my excitement even as I gasped and moaned, struggling to regain my composure. My nipple throbbed painfully with every beat of my heart. I squirmed, my tongue piercing clacking into the back of my teeth.

And then Nadiyya brought the second clamp to my left nipple. Her tongue licked it first, giving me a moment of pleasure. And then agony. I screamed even louder. My eyes squeezed shut, tears leaking down my cheeks.

Fire burned in my pussy.

“I'm so sorry, my Queen,” I gasped as I writhed. The pain was intense. They both throbbed so much. I wanted to rip off the clamps even as I savored the heightened excitement the pain brought. “I was such a bad slave. I deserve this.”

“You do,” Angela purred. She bent down, fishing in my pouch, and pulled out my dildo made of black marble streaked with white veins. It was polished to a glossy sheen. “Stick this in her cunt.”

Nadiyya took it, a smoky smile on her lips. Her large breasts swayed as she moved the dildo down between my thighs. She didn't check to see if I was wet—I was soaked—and thrust it into my depths. My back arched. Pleasure rippled through me. I almost came as the intense bliss rippled through my cunt. My nipples throbbed and ached, feeding to the wonderful delight churned in my pussy. My flesh clamped on it.

“The dildo does not come out,” Angela ordered. “And you do not cum.”

“Yes, Mistress,” I moaned.

“On your knees, slut.”

I shifted, clenching with my pussy to hold onto the dildo. That only made me more aware of its thick shaft. It shifted slightly, rubbing at my walls, shooting bliss through my body and making my nipples ache more. On my knees, the clamps' weight pulled downward, stretching my nipples, adding more pain to my building excitement.

It wouldn't take much for me to cum.

Angela and Nadiyya sank down before me, their bodies pressed together as they lay on their backs, heads turn, sharing kisses. It was wickedly delicious seeing their pale ivory and dark ebony bodies squirm together, thighs spread open, Angela's left leg entwined with Nadiyya's right. Their pussies both glistened, lips parting to show pink, wet flesh.

“Pleasure us with your fingers and tongue,” moaned Angela. “You have to go back and forth. Make us cum together.”

“Yes, my Queen,” I moaned, sliding my right hand up Nadiyya's dark thigh, my left up Angela's, reaching for their cunts.

“And, slave, activate your toy.”

My eyes widened. She was so cruel. But I would obey her. I took a deep breath and spoke the incantation: “Holy Saphique, give life to my toy so I may give pleasure to all who love you.”

The toy hummed to life, vibrating inside my pussy. I groaned, a wave of pleasure surging through me. I grit my teeth, fighting my orgasm that already threatened to consume my body. I exhaled through my nose, teeth grinding, my eyes locking on Angela, pleading.

She shook her head. “Make us cum, slave. You're being punished.”

“Yes, my Queen.” I groaned, fighting my urges. It was so hard. The vibrator stirred my cunt to a froth. I had to grip it, to make sure it stayed in me as it teased my snatch. Ripples of pleasure washed through me. My nipples ached so much.

All I wanted to do was to surrender.

Instead, I plunged my fingers into their cunts, two from each hand. I sank my digits into a pair of hot, tight pussies. Each felt slightly different. I loved the differences between women. No two pussies were alike, just like no two women were.

I leaned over, my tongue and tongue stud flicking at Angela's hard clit peeking out of its sheath. She groaned, trembled, her legs twitching as I circled her pink nub, gathering her tangy juices on my tongue. Then I switched over to Nadiyya, licking through her folds around my plunging fingers, gathering her sweet musk.

“Pater's cock,” gasped Nadiyya as the hard point of my tongue stud circled her clit. “Oh, that's nice.”

“She is wonderful,” Angela purred. “The best at licking pussy and pleasing a woman.”

“I can tell,” groaned Nadiyya. “I have heard of the skill of Saphique's priestesses. I just never imagined I would enjoy one.”

I beamed at her, thrusting my fingers faster. Hearing their praise made it easier ignoring the humming pleasure in my pussy. I had to focus on them and ignore my body. I couldn't dwell on the throbbing pain in my nipples and the churning rapture in my cunt. I had to control my body for my Queen.

I moved back to Angela's pussy, licking and nuzzling at her folds, savoring the wet sound of my fingers sluicing through her dripping cunt. Her tangy juices stained my lips. I moved to Nadiyya's pussy, licking hard. I savored their sweet and tangy juices mixing together. It was so hot and exciting to pleasure them both, to feel their pussies clench and relax on my fingers.

I flicked up to Nadiyya's clit, batted it then moved back to Angela's, flicking hard. Her large breasts heaved. She moaned, shuddering, her pussy clenching on my fingers as I stirred her up. Juices poured out of both women, soaking into the bedroll, perfuming the air.

“Do you like my fingers and tongue?” I purred. “Do you like your slave pleasing you?”

“So much,” moaned Angela. “And do you like the dildo churning in your cunt?”

I gasped, my body suddenly exploding with sensations as she focused my mind on the toy. I let out a whimpering moan and clamped my jaw shut. An orgasm swelled in me. My fingers curled in their pussies, assaulting their G-spots.

“I asked you a question, slave,” hissed Angela.

“Yes, yes, yes, my Queen. I love the dildo.” I stared into her eyes. “May I cum, my Queen?”

“No.”

I nodded, groaning, forcing down my orgasm. It was so hard. My body was built to cum, it was designed to experience wonderful paroxysm after wonderful paroxysm. To explode with delight. And she denied it. She wouldn't let me have my gasping relief.

I sucked in deep breaths, almost hyperventilating as I shoved a third finger into their cunts, reaming them in and out, concentrating on pleasing them, on making them cum. The sooner they erupted, the sooner I would have my own orgasm.

“Oh, yes,” gasped Nadiyya as my tongue swirled around her clit, pressing the round ball at the end of my tongue stud into her sensitive nub. “Oh, she's so good.”

“Uh-huh,” moaned Angela. “But we need more. We need our cunts stretched out.”

“Yes! That would be wonderful!”

I shoved my little finger into both their cunts, their flesh clenching around my four digits. They moaned. Angela leaned her head over, capturing Nadiyya's in a tongue-filled kiss. They both shuddered, moans muffled as I worked back and forth on their clits.

With four fingers in them, I curled them into a fist, tucking my thumb into my palm, and fucked them hard. They both bucked as I rammed my fists into their cunts, stretching them out. I trembled, the humming in my pussy growing harder and harder to ignore.

“Seljan's beard,” gasped Nadiyya, breaking the kiss. “Gods, she has her entire fist in me.”

“Uh-huh,” groaned Angela.

Both women's pillowy tits jiggled as their hips humped against me. I fisted them hard, jabbing deep into their cunts. Hot flesh wrapped about my wrists. I drew back and fucked them in again. The motion made my breasts jiggle, my nipple clamps swaying, pulling on my nipples, shooting throbbing agony through me.

It ended at my pussy.

I trembled, my entire face screwed up as I fought the humming bliss churning through my cunt. The vibrator hummed so fast, so loud. Juices poured down my thighs. My pussy clamped and relaxed on it. My body shuddered as I fisted the women faster and faster.

They had to cum.

I had to make them explode.

I assaulted both their clits with a mad fervor, flailing my tongue against them. It was a race. There was only so long I could hold out against the humming in my pussy. The vibrator would defeat me. So I had to make them explode. They were both close. I was trained to read the signs. I knew they were about to explode.

I rammed my fists in deep, churning them to a froth. They gasped and groaned, their cunts clenching and relaxing. Pussy cream frothed around my wrists. They bucked and heaved, building towards their explosive release.

“Sweet Pater's cock,” gasped Angela, her head tossing from side to side. “You naughty slave. Yes, yes, yes!”

“Seljan's great beard! Vedr's mighty queef! Pater's huge cock!” screamed Nadiyya. “Slata's juicy cunt! Yes, yes, yes!”

They came.

Their hot cunts spasmed about my fists and wrists. Their flesh convulsed and massaged my flesh. Both women gasped and moaned, spasming on the bedroll. Their hair tossed, ebony and ivory breasts heaving. I strained, holding on by a thread. I was so close to exploding.

“My queen,” I moaned. “May I cum?”

Angela's tits heaved. She let out a wordless moan, drowning in her pleasure.

“My Queen!” My voice was hoarse. The orgasm seethed in me. I couldn't hold it back any longer. “Please, my Queen!”

“You may cum!”

The words triggered the detonation of rapture.

My orgasm, denied for so long, consumed me. In an instant, ecstasy bathed my mind. Everything went black. Lights exploded across my vision as I spasmed and screamed. I drank it in, savoring the humming toy and my aching nipples. Rapture after rapture exploded through me, drowning me.

I loved it. Cumming after being denied was the best. Angela knew I needed it. She always gave me what I wanted—pain, domination, and rapture.

The humming pulled out of my pussy. A soft voice whispered in my ear. “Come back to me.”

“My Queen,” I croaked, eyes fluttering open. Angela was above me, her tits dangling, my head pillowed on her lap.

“Have you learned your lesson?”

I gave her a tired grin. “I won't let any more efreet capture me, my Queen.”

“Good.” She stroked my sweaty forehead. I felt so loved.


Chapter Thirty-Two: The Shaman's Desires

Chaun

I blinked in shock when Xandra entered our tent leading Yasmine after her. My wife's pale hand trembled as she held the Halanian girl's dark hand. My jaw dropped as my wife kissed Yasmine hard on the lips. They were both naked.

Xandra had stripped outside?

My wife's petite body pressed into the lush form of Yasmine. This was so unlike Xandra. I had to cajole her into having sex with Xera or Sophia, arouse her, whisper into her ear, seduce my wife into a threesome.

And now she was initiating one on her own?

I had to say something, but my cock throbbed so hard as I watched them kiss. All day, Xandra had been remote, withdrawn. Riad had fucked her, pretending to be me. She didn't know it wasn't me. My wife had cheated on me unknowingly.

I was cuckolded by myself.

I doubt any changeling in history could say that. We did the cuckolding. We assumed husbands' forms and seduced their wives. We didn't have wives. We didn't have women who loved us. And Xandra did. She shone with the white aura every married woman possessed, and I could see my form dancing in her thoughts.

She loved me.

But something was wrong.

“Xandra,” I said, my voice hoarse, not my smooth tenor.

But she didn't answer. Her hands only cupped Yasmine's round, ebony breasts. My wife leaned her head down and latched onto a brown nipple and sucked. It was easy for my wife, she was shorter. Her pale-blue hair spilled over Yasmine's ebony body.

“Oh, yes,” gasped Yasmine. “Oh, you are just as wicked as you were in the harem.”

“She...made love to you in the harem?”

Yasmine nodded. “When I helped ready her for Riad.”

I swallowed, anger tinging my lust. I hated seeing Riad fucking my wife, using her, tricking her. But it was swallowed by the throb of my aching cock. I stroked my shaft as I watched my wife's cheek hollow as she suckled. Then her pink tongue swirled around the nub, teasing it.

Yasmine gasped, my wife's hand pressing between ebony thighs. She fingered the other woman, so calm, so sure of herself. This wasn't my wife. She didn't act like such a wanton seductress. I had to say something.

And then Xandra pulled her fingers out of Yasmine's cunt. They glistened. She brought them to her lips, sucking on them as she stared at me. I groaned, watching her work her fingers in and out of her mouth like a cock while Yasmine fell to her knees, stroking my thighs.

“Oh, you are such a sexy man,” groaned Yasmine. “I've been staring at you all day. I'm so glad Xandra offered to share you.”

“This was her idea?” I groaned as her ebony fingers, lighter than my midnight-black skin, reached my silver pubic hair.

She nodded her head as she leaned down. Her pink tongue licked up my shaft to the crown. My back arched. I let out a low groan. Xandra watched us, still sucking on her fingers, her hips shifting. Her pussy was shaved, only a line of fine blue leading to her pussy which glistened with her excitement. Her eyes flicked to Yasmine's shaking ass.

“Xandra,” I groaned. “What is going on?”

She didn't answer. Instead, she fell to her knees, seized Yasmine's ass, and buried her face into the Halanian girl's pussy. Yasmine moaned as she licked the crown of my dick, rocking back into my wife's noisy licks.

Xandra let out purring moans. She enjoyed herself. She was getting into sex. Normally when we had threesomes, she was passive, letting us touch and caress her. The only time she was active was when we were alone together.

I wanted this from her. I had been leading her to opening up. I wanted to fuck her with Thrak, sharing her body. I wanted to fuck Faoril while she fucked the orc. I wanted to show my wife that monogamy was for fools, that our bodies were meant for so much more.

And now I had, and it felt wrong.

This wasn't her.

“Xandra,” I groaned as Yasmine sucked on the tip of my cock.

Pleasure exploded down the length of my dick. My head arched. I groaned, savoring the thrill of her blowjob. It drove all my concerns from my mind. I was a changeling, my race birthed from the God of Lust's indiscriminate masturbation. He spewed his seed across the world. All those descended from him, mortal and divine, were inflicted with lusts.

They controlled us in one form or another.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I groaned. “Suck my cock. Mmm, yes. I love it when you moan. Xandra must be licking your pussy so well.”

“I am,” Xandra moaned, her voice a light song. “She tastes so good. Enjoy her mouth while I enjoy her cunt.”

A part of me knew that wasn't how my wife should sound. But the rest of me didn't care. Yasmine bobbed her mouth up and down my cock. She sucked so hard. My balls ached. Her hand cupped them, massaging all three of my balls. I shuddered, my dick aching in her mouth.

Xandra licked louder, slurping down Yasmine's juices. Her head bobbed as she licked up and down. I watched her eyes flash over Yasmine's heart-shaped ass while my hand ran through the Halanian girl's black hair.

“That's it, suck my cock,” I growled. “I'm going to dump so much cum down your throat.”

“Then you get to fuck her cunt,” moaned Xandra. “I'm getting her all nice and juicy for you.”

“Thanks,” I gasped, my hips thrusting up, forcing my cock deep into Yasmine's mouth.

My head rolled back. The pleasure was exquisite. Yasmine knew how to worship a cock. Riad had trained her well. Her tongue swirled about the tip. My eyes squeezed shut as I groaned, the pressure building in my three balls.

Yasmine moaned loudly about my dick. She bucked and shuddered. Xandra let out a purring song, slurping down the juices. The Halanian girl had cum. My wife had licked her to an orgasm. The thought shot through my pleasure-wracked mind then raced down my body, a tingling arrow shooting into my balls.

I came.

“Las's cock,” I moaned as my cum boiled into Yasmine's hungry mouth.

Xandra suddenly moved, darting around Yasmine as my cum boiled out of my dick. I groaned, heaving, the pleasure peaking through me as my wife pressed her slim body against me. Juices dripped from her chin. She leaned over, planting a spicy kiss on my mouth, letting me taste Yasmine's musk, her tongue dueling my mouth.

Yasmine popped her mouth off my cock. “Mmm, so good,” she purred. “And you're still hard. Your wife boasted about your cock.”

I wanted to answer, but Xandra's kiss was hungry, intoxicating. I could only moan into my wife's lips as Yasmine straddled my waist. Her hands stroked my dick, making me ache. She brought my cock to the entrance of her cunt, rubbing it against her dripping folds, stirred to a froth by the tongue probing my mouth. I shuddered, eyes squeezing shut as Yasmine sank her pussy down on my dick.

“Oh, yes, this is an amazing cock. Mmm, so long and thick. You are a lucky woman.”

Xandra broke the kiss, her body moving again. “My husband is remarkable. He fucks me so hard. And he is also so skilled at licking my pussy.”

“Xandra,” I groaned as she straddled my face. Her pussy somehow looked even more innocent than ever. Flashes of Riad fucking her in my form, the black cock reaming her pussy, stretching her open, shot through me.

My dick throbbed. A shameful twist rippled through my stomach and ached my balls as Xandra settled her pussy on my lips. I licked through her sweet folds, driving my tongue into my wife's snatch. Xandra moaned, singsong and beautiful.

Just like she had when Riad fucked her.

I groaned, fighting against the images. She thought he was me. He looked like me. She thought it was my cock fucking her, my cock making her sing and gasp. I licked her pussy harder. I had to hear her moan and gasp. I had to make her cum.

I had to make her forget about Riad.

My tongue flicked and fluttered through her pussy. I assaulted her clit. I made her gasp and shudder. She undulated, grinding her hot flesh on my face as Yasmine rode my cock faster and faster. Both women moaned: Yasmine's throaty, Xandra's beautiful.

My wife sang as she ground on me, trilling out her pleasure as music. It spurred me to lick her harder, faster. I would give her such pleasure. Her thighs squeezed about the sides of my face as she rubbed her pussy harder and harder on my lips.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Yasmine gasped. “Oh, this is an amazing cock. And he must be devouring you. The sounds you make. You're like a bird.”

“I am a bird,” Xandra moaned. “An avian. Mmm, he's churning me up. My sweet Chaun. Yes, yes, yes, make me cum. I need to cum!”

Her song cut off as I heard her kiss Yasmine. I pictured their faces pressed together, tongues lashing, hands stroking each other's body. Did they grope each other's breasts and pinch each other's nipples? Did they stroke sides or squeeze each other's ass?

I couldn't see. All I could do was lick and nuzzle my wife's snatch. I slid my tongue through my wife's flesh as my dick ached in Yasmine's tight pussy. Every stroke of her cunt sliding up and down on my shaft made my three balls boil more and more. She was so skilled.

Pleasure rushed through my body as I grew drunk on my wife's sweet snatch. Yasmine drove me wild. She brought me closer and closer to my gasping orgasm. I shuddered on the bed. I heaved, thrusting up into her cunt.

Her hot, wet, tight cunt.

Xandra broke the kiss. “Chaun!” she sang. “Yes, yes, yes!”

Her pussy convulsed. Juices flooded into my hungry mouth. I drank them down. They gushed into my mouth. She squirmed, her voice singing even louder. Such wonderful pleasure sang from her. I clutched her thighs, so glad I gave her this bliss.

“Gods, what a cock,” hissed Yasmine, fucking me faster, grinding her clit into my groin as her hips undulated. My dick throbbed, my balls boiled. “Pater's cock, I love this dick! Yes, yes! I'm going to... Cum!”

Her pussy spasmed about my dick. I grunted. My back arched. My hands clenched my wife's thighs as she shuddered on me. Rapture built in my balls, eager to explode through my body and give me bliss.

“Cum in her,” my wife hissed, her fingernails scratching at my stomach as she shuddered on my lips. “Flood her cunt with your jizz!”

“Yes,” I moaned into her flesh, eager for the explosion.

Yasmine's milking pussy caressed my cock. The sensation raced down my dick. My balls unloaded. Cum fountained into her pussy. The woman swayed and gasped as rapture pulsed through my body. I moaned into my wife's pussy, shuddering and groaning, savoring every eruption shooting pleasure through my body.

“Oh, wow,” Yasmine purred, her pussy's convulsions slowing, stopping. “Mmm, that was hot.”

Xandra let out a keening moan and then both women were falling off of me, my cock popping out of Yasmine's cunt. I watched as my wife forced Yasmine down. Xandra buried her face into the woman's pussy, lapping up my cum, her ass shaking, inviting me.

What was wrong with her?

But that ass beckoned. I licked my lips drenched in her pussy juices. I had to fuck her. I had to satiate my lusts. I could figure out what was wrong with her later.

~  *  ~

Thrak

“Are you sure this is a good idea?” I asked for the third time.

She nodded her head, trembling, her naked breasts jiggling. Her nipples would look perfect with silver rings piercing them. “I don't think there is any other way. I've been pondering it all day. I think I can modify Fireeyes's mind control magic and use it to tame your rage, to let you control it.” She swallowed. “I have to try.”

I stared into her brown eyes and saw the fear. Ever since she accidentally got Relaria killed while mind-controlling the lamia, she had been afraid of losing control of her magic. She had lost the ability to even cast it for awhile, until I forced her to save my life in the bowels of Mount Peritito. She couldn't live in fear of her magic.

“Yes, you do have to do this.”

She gave me a smile, a drop of my cum glistening on her lips. She had sucked my cock before trying, needing jizz to power her magic. She took a deep breath and stared at me. There were never any signs of her magic that I could see. It was only noticeable by the effects it conjured. She worked with the five elements: fire, water, wind, earth, and life.

And it was life that she sank into me.

A chill rippled across my skin. Was she doing something to me? Or was I merely reacting to the possibility? My stomach churned and...

A surge of anger boiled through me. The rage, always lurking in the back of my mind, leaped to the forefront. Despite there not being a threat or danger I had to react to, I wanted to surrender to its control.

I furrowed my brow. “Faoril?”

“I think that will do it,” she said, cocking her head.

The rage surged harder. It boiled through my mind. I groaned. I didn't want to surrender. I didn't want it to take over. It scared me. It controlled me. There was only killing and fucking when I was berserk, except that small part of me, the real me, locked in the corner, forced to watch my atrocities.

“Faoril,” I snarled again, my fists clenching. Normally, I chose when I raged. I didn't let it take over and consume.

But it was so powerful now, battering at my control. Her magic stimulated it and—

My vision flashed red. I roared in bellicose fury. I had to kill. I had to hurt. I had to get the anger out of me any way possible.

“There, you should be in control,” Faoril said, her words distant, barely registering through the rage.

My eyes locked on her. The bitch had to be punished. Killed. My fist slammed out into the side of her head, throwing her back into the side of the tent, stretching the canvas and snapping a wooden frame. The crunching impact of my fist into her head was such a satisfying sound.

The tent collapsed around me, choking me, attacking me. My hands ripped through the fabric. I bellowed as I burst out into the night, staring around at the camp. I howled my fury, looking for someone else to hurt.


Chapter Thirty-Three: Minx's Naughty Trick

Xerathalasia – Uchmehn Oasis, Halani Desert

“What is this trick?” Asma asked, the petite, ebony-skinned girl frowning as she stared at me stretched out naked in the new tent. Her head cocked to the side, then she glanced at Minx who had a mischievous grin.

At a glance, Minx looked like a child next to Asma, the halfling's head coming up to Asma's flat stomach. The halfling held Asma's hand, metallic-bronze wrapped in dark ebony. But nothing about Minx's body, clad in tight britches and a breast band, was childish. She had a woman's curves sized to match her small proportions.

“Oh, you'll love it,” Minx said, letting go of Asma's hand and reaching behind her back to untie her breast band, her small, round breasts spilling out. She had such a fetching, metallic sheen to her skin, her nipples a dark bronze.

Asma frowned. We had only met her...today, yesterday? It was hard to say. We entered the Mirage Gardens to both rescue our kidnapped companions, Sophia and Xandra, and to find the fourth piece of the High King's blade. The Gardens were controlled by the efreet Riad who had a harem of women, mostly jinn, but there were also three human women he owned. When we killed Riad, the three human women were stranded in the desert with us. We thought we were in there at most a few hours. Turned out it was over three days in there.

So it was hard to judge how long I had known Asma.

The caravan we ventured into the desert with had abandoned us, but they had left our belongings behind, perhaps hoping we would emerge from the Mirage Gardens or to keep from being thieves. Xandra conjured us elemental mounts, and we traveled to the nearest oasis before we died of dehydration in the harsh sun. Autumn meant little in the Halani Desert.

With the loot taken from the Mirage Gardens, we had secured new supplies—including this tent and the bedrolls I lay upon—and fresh camels to carry us back to Hargone so we could venture on to our next destination. In the process, we would return Asma, Yasmine, and Nadiyya back to their people so they could rebuild their lives.

“So what is this naughty trick?” I asked with a purr, my long ears twitching. I ran a hand up my pale skin, tinged with green, from my belly to my large breasts. My nipples ached. Minx wiggled out of her tight britches, baring her landing strip of metallic-red hair leading to her tight pussy.

Minx flashed me a mischievous grin as she dug into her pouch. She pulled out a small jar. A hot flush went through my body. I rubbed my thighs together, my ears twitching more. I felt the four-leaf clover—a gift from a faerie princess which I carried tucked behind my right ear—rubbing against my scalp.

It represented a boon. I could make a wish, and Princess Siona would grant it.

“What's in the jar?” Asma asked, eyes narrowing with suspicion.

“Something wicked,” giggled Minx as she fell to her knees beside me. “Get naked, Asma. Let's have fun.”

“So the surprise is sex?” Asma asked. “I had enough lesbian sex in the harem. When Riad wasn't taking us, we were left to amuse ourselves. I think he did something to make us horny all the time.”

“Ooh, naughty,” Minx grinned. “When I'm rich, I'll have a huge harem of hermaphrodites. I hope they'll be horny all the time.”

“Hermaphrodites?” frowned Asma. “Like the nixie traders from Orcona?”

“Yes. And a gnome or three, and maybe a few elves.” Her eyes flashed to me.

An excited flutter spasmed my heart. Her grin was so intoxicating. I pictured being a part of her harem, surrounded by other hermaphroditic races, making love to Minx, to each other. My cheeks blushed.

It would be adultery. I was married. Making love to Minx, or another member of a dual-sex race, was safe. I couldn't impregnate them. But it would be adultery with a nixie or a gnome or even a poor sylph if I came in their pussies. And I wouldn't cheat on my wife.

Atharilesia was back home raising our daughter. I hoped we would be successful in slaying the Dragon. Then I would return and hold my daughter in my arms for the first time. I bet she was just so beautiful. I was glad my sister, Nyonthilasara, was watching over my wife and daughter.

“Xera's interested,” giggled Minx. “You can be one of my harem wives. I'll be the only halfling woman to have a harem. All the men will be so jealous.”

“Why?” Asma asked as she pulled off her pantaloons, baring a dark triangle of hair pointing at her pussy.

“There are so many more halfling females than males,” Minx answered, opening her jar. “About seven to one. So most halfling males have harems of wives. But they're so horny, they can handle it. But I like hermaphrodites. Girls with dicks. Soooo hot.”

She scooped out the reddish-white ointment. It clung to her finger. I trembled, parting my legs to give her access to my clit. The substance was whipped up by an alchemist in Baraconia. Minx and I didn't use it often, so it was always something special when we did. Something to be savored.

I shuddered as the cool ointment made contact with my clit. Minx, her tongue thrust out the side of her mouth, massaged the substance into my throbbing nub. I groaned, the cream growing hot on my clit. My heart beat faster. My nipples ached. I arched my back and then let out an explosive moan as my clit swelled.

Normally, I went into heat for three days out of the month, growing a cock to fertilize another elf or other member of the five hermaphroditic races. My back arched, my dick bobbing and swaying as it grew longer and harder.

“Seljan's gray beard,” gasped Asma. “She grew a cock.”

Minx carefully put the lid back on her jar and slipped it away into her pouch, her eyes salivating over my cock. “Uh-huh. Isn't it the most beautiful thing you've ever seen?”

“Yes,” gasped Asma, falling to her knees. Her small, firm breasts bounced. “Pater's cock, how?”

“She's an elf,” Minx purred, her hand stroking the dick. “And the ointment triggers her heat, sprouting her cock.”

“Yes,” I moaned, my hips aching, my tip throbbing with painful need. “Suck my cock. I need to cum so badly.”

My hands squeezed my pillowy tits as Minx rubbed her thumb across the crown of my dick. My pussy clenched as the pleasure shot down my shaft. I moaned, eyes rolling. The ointment was so intense, driving me wild with lusts.

“She has a pussy,” groaned Asma, her eyes as wide as the moon.

Minx grabbed Asma's short, thick hair, pulling the girl down. She bent over, her ebony head sliding between my pale thighs. Her hands stroked me as she leaned close to my pussy, my dick throbbing in Minx's hand. She inhaled, smelling my pussy.

“Like flowers,” groaned Asma.

“Marigolds,” Minx purred and then licked her tongue across the crown of my dick.

I moaned, my fingers digging into my fleshy mounds. “Yes.”

My ears twitched as a second tongue licked me. Asma nuzzled at my pussy lips, her tongue sliding through my folds while Minx swirled her smaller tongue across the crown of my dick. Her lips opened wide. Her mouth was too small to engulf my cock, so she just sucked on as much as she could, her tongue nuzzling at the slit at the tip of my dick.

“Matar's cock,” I moaned, shifting, humping against Asma's wonderful mouth.

The girl licked and nuzzled at my folds, her tongue growing bold and skilled. She flicked up to the base of my cock, nuzzling at the folds of my pussy wrapped about the base. She sucked on my labia, teasing me while Minx moaned, her voice humming around my dick.

The pleasures were wonderful. Dual delights shuddering through me. I loved how they washed and splashed through me. Two separate but amazing sensations. Asma probed a finger into my pussy, my hot flesh clutching at it, savoring the penetration.

“Oh, this is amazing,” Asma purred, pumping her finger in and out of my pussy, the hot flesh clenching and relaxing.

“Uh-huh,” I groaned. “Add more fingers. Mmm, stretch out my cunt.”

Asma did, slipping two more fingers into my depths. The Halanian girl reamed my cunt as her tongue licked up through my folds and found the base of my hard cock. She licked up it and brushed my frenulum, fluttering against the flaring crown. Minx sucked harder, her lips wrapped about the top portion of my crown.

Asma's tongue danced around my dick's crown beneath Minx's lips. The two separate mouths, one sucking, one licking, drove me wild. My pussy clenched on the pumping fingers while my back arched. My fingers found my hard nipples. I pulled on them.

“Gods, yes,” I moaned. “Matar's big dick, yes. Oh, love my cock. I...I...”

My ears twitched violently as my hips undulated. My pussy spasmed. The pressure exploded out of the depths of my body, shooting hot cum into Minx's mouth. My lover moaned as my cum flooded her mouth, hot pulses filling her with jizz. Asma's three fingers pumped faster as my orgasm rippled through me, stimulating my pussy while Minx sucked so hard, gulping down my cum.

I moaned and shuddered. The hot bliss washing through me. My eyes rolled back into my head. I groaned through my teeth. The wonderful release left me gasping. I loved cumming with my dick. Especially when Minx drank it down, moaning her enjoyment.

She popped her mouth off my dick, cheeks bulging like a squirrel's. I panted and savored my orgasm peaking, my pussy still shuddering with the final moments of bliss. Minx kissed Asma hard, her small mouth working against the Halanian girl. Their tongues met, pink, coated in my cum. They passed it back and forth, my dick throbbing.

“Sweet Matar, that is lovely,” I moaned, my dick still throbbing. I had to cum again. “Yes, yes, share my cum, you naughty sluts.”

Asma broke the kiss, jizz staining her lips. “Oh, wow, that was good. I can't believe it. A real hermaphrodite. I always thought they were just sailor's tales.”

“Nope,” beamed Minx. She flicked her tongue out. “Xera is the real thing. And her dick... Ooh, you have to feel it in you.”

“She's still hard,” Asma gasped, then a smile grew on her lips.

Before Minx could claim my dick, Asma was on me, straddling me, her small tits bouncing as she slammed her hot cunt down my shaft. I gasped, bucking upward as my cock was engulfed in hot, tight cunt, the crown still sensitive from my orgasm.

“Hey!” Minx gasped.

Asma giggled, her dark pussy lips wrapped tight about my cock. “Oh, a girl-cock is nice. Mmm, you are thick, Xera.”

“And you're so tight,” I groaned, my eyes fluttering, my ears twitching. It was amazing. So hot and tight, clinging to me.

Asma giggled and raised her arms over her head, posing like a Halanian belly dancer. Her small breasts jiggled as she rose slowly up my cock. I groaned so hard, and then her hips writhed and wiggled, moving almost independently of the rest of her body, sliding her pussy around my dick, stimulating the clit.

I groaned, savoring the heavenly delight of her snatch as she sank down my cock again, a mysterious, sensual smile on her lips. Her dark eyelashes fluttered as she rose again, a soft moan escaping her lips. Her hips undulated, dancing, shaking to a music only she could hear.

“Wow,” Minx said, her eyes wide as she snuggled up against me, resting her small head on my pillowy breasts.

“Uh-huh,” I said, my hand cupping her round ass. I gave her a squeeze, my eyes entranced by the girl belly-dancing on my dick.

Her hips moved and writhed as she slid up and down my dick. Her pussy was hot silk. I groaned, my fingers kneading and groping Minx's small ass as the pleasure shot down my shaft and built in my pussy.

Asma moaned louder as she slowly picked up the pace of her dancing. Her pussy rose, leaving my cock smeared in her juices. The tangy musk of her pussy filled my nose, mixing with Minx's lavender scent. It was intoxicating. My nipples flared.

“Gods, your cock is amazing. It's so inspiring.”

“I can see that,” Minx said, a touch of awe in her voice. “Shake those hips as your ride my elf's cock.”

My hand twitched, groping Minx's ass again, my heartbeat speeding up. A moan escaped my lips as Asma's dark hips rolled, her pussy massaging my cock. The silky friction of her cunt had my toes curling and my cunt clenching, the pleasure building in my depths, driving me wild. I groaned, my eyes fluttering, ears twitching.

Minx's finger played with my hard nipple, teasing it as she circled my areola. It was a small sensation, adding to the delight of Asma's pussy sliding up and down my cock. My own fingers moved into Minx's butt-crack, loving the warmth as I searched for her asshole. She sucked in a breath when I found her sphincter.

I pressed my long, middle finger into Minx's tight bowels. The halfling humped, her pussy rubbing on my hip. Hot and juicy, smearing lavender-perfumed cream on my flesh. I drank in the sensation, probing my finger deeper.

“Yes,” Minx sighed.

Asma let out a moan, her head arching, staring up at the tent's ceiling. “This is a cock to rival a god's, Xera. Oh, yes. Oh, I love it. You are so thick.”

“Are you going to cum dancing on her dick?” Minx asked. “Are you going to cum on my elf's dick?”

“Yes,” moaned Asma, her hips moving faster as the beat of the song she danced to, heard only by her, increased. Her hips rolled and undulated. The friction became ecstatic.

Pleasure flooded through my body. My heart's beat carried the rapture through to every part of me. I shoved a second finger into Minx's ass, fingering her fast and hard, loving how she ground her hard clit into my hip every time my fingers dived into the depths of her bowels. Minx moaned, shuddered, her own pleasure growing as she watched the dance.

Asma brought her arms down to cup her small breasts. Her fingers sank into firm mounds. Then she pinched her nipples. They were a lighter shade of brown than her ebony skin and so hard, thrusting long before her. She pulled and tugged on them, her pussy clenching.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Asma moaned. “Oh, elf, I love your cock.”

“Cum on her,” hissed Minx. She humped so hard, grinding on me, her bowels clenching on my fingers.

“Yes, yes, cum on me. Let me see the climax of your dance.”

“Gods, yes.” Asma slammed her pussy down my cock, her hips swaying and undulating, circling my dick. She massaged the entire shaft with her pussy, grinding her clit into my groin. The pressure swelled in my clit.

“This is hypnotic,” groaned Minx. “Cum, Asma!”

“Yes!”

The girl's head snapped back. She rose, her pussy spasming as her orgasm erupted in her depths. She swirled her convulsing cunt around the tip of my dick and slammed down again, her body bucking and swaying in sensual motions. My cock ached in her depths.

“Matar's big dick!”

The cum erupted hard out of my cock. The powerful blasts sent rapture shooting to my mind. I thrashed and groaned, my pussy squirting juices hot on my thighs. Blasts of elf-jizz squirted into Asma's spasming cunt, basting her with my seed while my head tossed back and forth. I moaned and gasped, my body heaving while Asma kept dancing on my cumming shaft, milking me.

“Oh, that's so hot,” Minx moaned. “Oh, yes. You're so enchanting. I feel like I'm staring at that illusion of gold Riad used to trap me in the Garden. Oh, wow, this is beautiful.”

Asma shuddered, her pussy writhing. My dick spurted its final blast. I groaned, my fingers jamming deep into Minx's asshole. My halfling lover threw herself across my body, her stomach pressing on my breasts, her small lips kissing me hard.

I tasted the salty residue of my cum.

“Oh, Xera, that was so hot,” Minx moaned, kissing me over and over, quick, hot pecks that had me trembling.

“Gods,” panted Asma. “Oh, Gods, that was amazing.”

“Uh-huh,” I panted between kisses.

Minx's bright sapphire eyes stared into mine. “Ooh, yes, that was almost as enchanting as all the gold Riad conjured.”

I giggled. “You were so enchanted, I had to fuck you with a dick to snap you out of it.”

“An illusionary dick,” Minx pointed out. “So why did you have a dick? What did Riad show you to tempt you?”

“I was back in my home forest,” I smiled, stroking her hair as Asma shuddered a final time on me, her pussy clenching hard. “I was teaching you how to track, but, of course, you wanted to fuck my cock.”

“Oh, I was with you? Not anyone from your forest?”

“No,” I said as Minx sat up. I frowned at that. Why hadn't he shown me my wife and daughter? Why had I seen Minx? Everyone else was shone what they desired. Minx found treasure. Thrak saved his dead wife. Angela thought she had the sword.

“My turn,” Minx said as she spun on me. “Off, Asma.”

“Mmm,” murmured the Halanian girl. “Oh, yes. Sorry. Oh, that was amazing.”

I groaned as Asma slid off my dick. My thoughts whirled. I glanced at Minx's tight ass and brought my fingers to my mouth, sucking the sour flavor of her ass off of them. Why Minx? What did that mean? She was special. I enjoyed being—

A loud, bloodthirsty bellow exploded from Thrak's tent. A meaty crunch, the sound of fist striking flesh. I bolted up, my ears twitching. Canvas rustled. Wood snapped. A tent collapsed. Thrak bellowed again.

“Oh, no,” I gasped, sitting up and spilling Minx off of me.

“Oww, Xera!” she gasped.

“Thrak's under attack,” I cried and snatched my bow and quiver. Outside, I heard canvas rip apart as he ripped himself free of the collapsed tent. Footsteps thudded at us. Thrak's footsteps.

I dived out of the tent's opening and came face to face with Thrak. The orc was naked, his cock thrusting hard before him. He was a swarthy hulk, his body covered in scars. His hands were clenched into fists the size of Minx's head. They drew back.

And punched at me.

I gasped, ducking. His fist struck me a glancing blow to my side and threw me hard to the sandy ground. My thoughts rang, my ribs cracking. I groaned, rolling onto my back. The orc stood above me, his eyes wild, foam flecking about his lips.

He roared rage and raised his foot to stomp down and crush my head.


Chapter Thirty-Four: Cuckolded by the Orc

Knight-Errant Angela

I sprang into action the moment I heard Thrak's bellows. I rolled away from the tangle of female flesh. I had brought Nadiyya into our tent to have fun with Sophia and a pair of nipple clamps. And had so much fun. But now something attacked us.

Seizing my shield and sword, I dived naked out of my tent into the cooling night air of the oasis. Palm trees grew around us. The oasis's water was a dark mirror reflecting the stars above. I cast my gaze around and spotted Thrak raising his foot to crush...

“Xera!” I screamed.

There was nothing I could do. I was too far away. I charged forward. Everything happened so slowly. Thrak raged, his naked body trembling with fury. His foot slammed down for Xera's head. He would crush her like a ripe melon. He was too strong. She lay dazed, struggling to move.

Minx burst out of the Xera's tent, naked, gripping a dagger. She crashed into Thrak's chest and stabbed her dagger into his chest. Thrak roared as the dagger scored across his ribs, cutting his flesh open. He stumbled, his foot crashing down, missing Xera's head by inches.

“Why is he raging?” I shouted. What had set him off?

Once Thrak raged, only sex or death could stop him. He would kill everyone, not caring if they were his enemies or friends or lovers. Thrak hated his rage. He kept it bottled up. I had only seen him use it once, and he had butchered so many orcs before he almost killed me.

Thrak batted Minx away like she was a bug. The small halfling cried out as she hurtled off into the dark brush, crashing to the ground. Thrak took two steps after her and then stopped, seeing me charging at him, weapon in hand.

“You think you can fight Thrak!” he bellowed, spittle flying.

“It's me! Angela!” I called out even as the orc charged at me. I stopped, bare feet throbbing in pain on the rough ground, and set myself to strike. I had to cut him down. If I wounded him badly enough, disabling him, Sophia could heal him once his rage had stilled. She had her healing potions.

Right? Did we use them all yesterday after she was captured by Riad?

Thrak rushed at me, a moving wall of muscles. His every step conveyed his mammoth strength. I took a deep breath. I was trained to fight monsters—ogres, trolls, giants. Things bigger and stronger than me. I was fast, swift.

Before he could strike, I stepped forward and slashed hard with my sword, keeping my kite shield raised to parry. My blade hissed at his collar bone. If I broke that, his right arm would be useless. Maybe the pain would incapacitate him.

Thrak's hand snaked out. He caught my blade in his grip. Blood trickled out of his palm. He wrenched the sword out of my hand. I gasped in horror as he twisted his hand, staring at my blade.

“Pathetic. This is what you bring to kill Thrak of the Red Eye Orcs?” He hurtled my blade. It whisked past me.

Behind me, Sophia gasped, “Slata's cunt!”

I risked a glance. Winced. My acolyte lay sprawled on her belly. My sword had torn through our tent's canvas above her. Sophia had ducked in time. I turned back to Thrak and—

His fist slammed into my shield. My entire left arm went numb as the force of the blow threw me back a foot. I stumbled, tripped, landed on my ass. Thrak howled his rage, falling on me, raising his fists up high, and pummeled them down on my shield.

Music strummed through the night as I screamed in pain, my forearm snapping under the strength of Thrak's blows.

~  *  ~

Chaun

I sang a calming song as I strode naked from the tent, leaving Xandra and Yasmine behind. I had no idea what was going on or why Thrak raged. The tent he shared with Faoril lay collapsed. I didn't see the mage anywhere.

Had something attacked them, hurting her? Thrak loved Faoril. He would embrace his inner rage to defend her.

My voice sang with confidence, my fingers thrumming across my lyre, directing my song at Thrak as he battered poor Angela. The knight lay on her back, cowering beneath her shield, screaming in pain. Wood splintered and cracked. Angela's shield split in half, held together only by the band of metal along the edge.

Thrak bellowed his rage.

I sang louder.

“Stop that!” Sophia rose from the ground and threw stones at Thrak, striking him in the face.

Out of the brush, Minx appeared, leaves clinging to her naked flesh. She held a dagger in hand, racing at Thrak. She came in behind him and stabbed him in the lower back. Thrak didn't even flinch. He punched again, striking the shattered remains of Angela's shield.

“Cernere's nimble fingers,” Minx groaned, ripping her short blade from Thrak's back and stabbing again.

His leg kicked out, striking the halfling thief in the stomach. She tumbled back with a groan, her dagger flying. I sang with a softer croon, now a lullaby strumming out of my lyre. He had to calm down. My music was so soothing.

“Oh, no,” Xandra gasped behind me.

I threw a look and saw my naked wife holding her totem pouch. Her eyes were so wide with fear. She fumbled at her pouch, pulling out her totems. She produced one carved with long, straight lines. She concentrated on it, bending over, lips moving.

The ground rumbled. Thrak clenched both his fists together, forming a massive battering ram. He lifted them over his head, prepared to finish off Angela's shield. The knight whimpered in pain. She struggled to crawl backward, but Thrak's knee pinned her leg.

An earth elemental burst out of the ground by the orc. Dirt fell off of it as the dark collection of rocks, vaguely shaped like a man, slammed into Thrak. The orc's doubled-up fists slammed into the elemental instead of Angela. Bits of stone splintered off the elemental's form.

The elemental knocked Thrak from Angela. He sprawled onto his back, rage twisting his pierced face into something monstrous.

“Get to safety, Angela,” Xandra cried out in her musical voice.

“Yes,” Angela groaned, her shield arm twisted and broken. She struggled to her feet. Sophia darted forward, throwing her arm around her Mistress's waist and pulling her to safety.

“Chaun, what do we do?” Xandra asked, voice wavering.

“Try to calm him,” growled Chaun. “His rage has to be emptied by exhaustion, death, or lust.”

“Lust?” Xandra asked as she puppeteered her elemental to swing rocky fists at Thrak.

“Yes. That's one way to satiate the rage, or so I'm told. Angela should have offered her body to him instead of fighting him.”

Thrak swung his fists, slamming them into the elemental, driving it back long enough for him to gain his feet. Xandra gasped in shock as the orc's fists were brutal, pummeling her elemental, driving it back. Chunks of rock broke off. Thrak's knuckles bloodied, cut open by hitting the stone directly.

“Doesn't that hurt him?” Xandra asked.

“He won't feel pain,” I said. Calming wasn't working.

I switched to a lusty song. Maybe he would masturbate himself into exhaustion. The filthy words of the ballad spilled from my lips:

“The miller had a lusty wife,

a saucy wench who savored life.

She rolled her hips and showed her tits

to every man who crossed her path.

She hardened dicks with wanton tricks

while the miller worked so hard.”

Thrak tore through the elemental, rubble falling to the ground, and let out a roar of rage and lust. His dick throbbed even harder before him. He cast his gaze about, then saw Angela and Sophia hastening away. His fists curled, blood dripping from them.

“She took her love with wanton pride

and her hips did roll from side-to-side

as she worked her hole up'n down his pole.”

“He needs a woman to fuck,” Xandra shouted, then she darted naked past me. “Oh, Thrak. You need a wet hole to satiate your hard pole?”

My stomach clenched as I watched my wife throw herself at the raging orc. Her light-blue hair trailed behind her frail, lithe body. My fingers faltered on my lyre's strings. She was throwing herself at another man? But what about her marriage vows?

She had resisted all my urging to lie with other men. I had seduced her towards it with great care, even taking Thrak's form when fucking her. But she didn't want to break her vows to Luben. The closest she had come was with Xera and her elf-cock, and what a hot threesome that had been.

And yet now, watching her throw herself at Thrak, fear clenched my stomach. What was she doing? This wasn't my wife. She wasn't a wanton slut. I knew. I had tried hard to change her. She didn't throw herself at men.

But who else would satiate Thrak's lusts? Xera lay stunned on the ground. Minx gasped and groaned on the ground, her ribs probably broken by Thrak's hard kick. Sophia's vow to her Goddess prevented her from doing it, and Angela was far too injured. There was no sign of Faoril, and the three Halanian girls sobbed in fear in the tents.

“Wait, Xandra,” I shouted as Thrak turned to face her.

“Yes, you want me,” Xandra purred as she fell onto her back upon the ground. She sounded so wanton, so whorish. Her neck arched, her eyes meeting mine for a second. “This is what you want. Isn't it, Thrak? To plunge your cock into my hot cunt.” Her fingers stroked her thighs, sliding up to her pussy.

Thrak stared at her. I couldn't tell if it was with rage or lust. My stomach clenched for my wife. I felt sick even as my cock throbbed so hard. She wanted another man to fuck her. She sounded so certain, so wanton.

I hated seeing Riad fuck her in the Garden, using my form to trick her into breaking her vows to Luben. This was far worse.

“Xandra, no,” I shouted.

Thrak moved to her. Blood dripped from his clenched fists. Would he kill her or would he fuck her?

I couldn't let him fuck her. I strummed my fingers across the lyre and kept singing about the naughty wife. “Her lover's cock rammed into wife's hot flesh.”

Thrak fell on my wife. I watched Xandra, so small beneath his massive form, her legs spread wide. Her back arched as he rammed his thick cock into her cunt. She let out such a wanton moan of pure pleasure. It echoed through the night, her eyes squeezing shut. Her voice sang her passion as Thrak drew back and slammed in again.

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck me,” moaned Xandra. Her eyes opened, staring at me as she writhed beneath the orc.

My dick ached so hard in my pants. My hands slipped from my lyre, the song faltering on my lips. I reached down, finding my dick still wet with Yasmine's cunt. I stroked it as I watched my wife gasp and moan.

Did she moan louder for Thrak than she did for me? Did she enjoy his cock more than mine?

Her arms and thighs wrapped tight about his wide, muscular torso. Her hips bucked into his thrusts. His mighty balls thwacked against her flesh, the slaps echoing through the night. She gasped and moaned, loving his girth.

My hand flew on my dick as a hot shame twisted through my guts. She humped and shuddered, hips bucking. She sang out so beautifully. She loved his cock. It was a thick dick, bigger than mine was naturally.

“I love your cock, Thrak,” she sang. “Oh, yes. Fuck my cunt. Satiate your lusts in me.”

“Slut! Whore!”

“Yes, yes, yes!”

My pure, innocent wife was a slut. My balls ached, my dick throbbed. I fell to my knees, jerking so hard, staring into her sapphire eyes as she savored the orc ravishing her flesh. Her face contorted, an orgasm building in her.

I stroked my cock so hard, so fast, my balls boiling.

~  *  ~

Xandra

“Oh, yes, Thrak, fuck me,” I moaned, my insides twisting with shame and guilt.

I loved it. I was cheating on my husband, breaking my vows to Luben, and I loved it. My pussy savored the thick cock reaming it. And the bone ring sliding in and out of my pussy. I loved how it massaged the hot, wet flesh of my cunt. I loved fucking his cock as much as I loved fucking Riad's.

I stared at Chaun, his hand jerking his cock. He knew I was a whore. He wanted me to be a whore. He had wanted this. I groaned, squeezing my eyes shut. Just knowing he was watching me be so filthy, being a shameful whore, only made the pleasure ripple out of my cunt stronger, headier.

My body heaved and gasped. The orc fucked me so hard. I shuddered, my orgasm building in me. I was such a slut. A low, filthy whore who cheated on her husband. Who violated her vows to Luben. I should have known it wasn't Chaun in the Mirage Garden.

“Slut, whore!” grunted Thrak. “Take my cock. Oh, yes. You've wanted it. Slut. I saw you. Watching me with hungry eyes.”

“I did,” I moaned. “I wanted your cock so badly.”

Just saying those words made my pussy clench on his dick. I bucked up against his strong, muscular flesh. My clit and nipples rasped against his hard body. I groaned, drinking in every drop of pleasure, savoring the sound of my husband's hand sliding up and down his cock. He watched me be a whore.

“Cum in me,” I groaned, the ultimate betrayal. I could conceive a child, grow an egg that wasn't fertilized by my husband. Only the lowest whore, an avian female who couldn't transform into a bird, would do something so shameful.

My orgasm exploded through me.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I sang out. “Oh, your cock made me cum, Thrak. I love it! Pound me! Cum in me!”

“Xandra,” my husband groaned.

I opened my eyes, staring at his midnight-black face, his violet eyes. His silvery-white hair swayed in the light breeze as he jerked-off so hard. My toes curled. I opened my mouth wide, singing out my pleasure, letting Chaun know I was his slut-wife. A whore.

He grunted. His cock fountained. His cum spilled onto the ground as my pussy milked Thrak's cock. The pleasure boiled through my mind. It was intense, hot. Rapture engulfed me. My entire body heaved.

“Whore,” Thrak grunted as he thrust his hips forward.

His cum splashed into me. The first man's cum, other than my husband's, to fill my pussy. I shuddered, another orgasm bursting through me at my final act of betrayal, violating all customs of my people, all decrees of the God Luben.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned. “Luben's sacred vow, yes. Flood my slutty, married cunt.”

“Xandra,” groaned Chaun again as Thrak slammed his dick into me a final time.

And then the orc slumped on me. I trembled beneath him, tears burning in my eyes. I cheated on my husband and loved it. I was a disgusting, filthy wife. No true avian would have done this. Yes, it was to calm Thrak down.

But that was only my excuse. I wanted to fuck him. I wanted to feel his cock in my wanton pussy. I was a hussy. A slut. A whore-wife.

“Faoril,” Thrak suddenly cried out, his voice strangled with grief.

I gasped as his massive dick ripped out of me, leaving my pussy suddenly empty. I panted, lying there. I didn't have the energy to move as Thrak charged off into the darkness. I shuddered, tears burning hotter.

“Xandra?” Chaun said, his voice warbling, cracking.

“Luben, what did I just do?” I whispered, realizing my husband must despise me truly now. He wanted me to be a whore, and now he had seen just how slutty I truly was. Chaun never should have looked up as I danced before him. I wasn't worthy to be his wife. Anyone's wife.

“You okay?” Chaun asked, his voice strained. He knelt beside me. “Xandra?”

“I'm fine,” I lied, then forced on a huge smile. “Did you enjoy it, Chaun? Did you enjoy watching me fuck Thrak just like you wanted?” I felt so vile for saying those words.

Chaun stared at me, and then he helped me stand. “Let's get you bathed. You're filthy.”

I saw it in his eyes. The distaste. Maybe he had been only testing my commitment to our marriage, seeing if I was a whore. Maybe he never wanted me to be with other men. And...and...now he knew what I truly was. No wonder I couldn't change into a bird.

I wasn't a true avian. No avian female would have done what I just did. No avian female would have another man's seed trickling down her thighs.


Chapter Thirty-Five: The Outskirts of Hargone

Warlock Faoril

“Nadiyya, Yasmine, and Asma are settled in at the trader camp,” Chaun said, returning out of the darkness. “They won't go near Thrak again.”

Thrak grunted, and I winced.

I was still stunned, the lingering taste of Sophia's breast milk on my lips. The acolyte had to heal half the party. Thrak would have killed us all if Xandra hadn't used her body to satiate his lusts. The poor avian girl sat mutely, hugging her thighs to her chest. She had to break her marriage vows to save us. No race was monogamous the way the avian's were.

What had it cost her to fix my mistake?

“What happened?” Angela asked now that Chaun had arrived. He sat beside his wife and put a hand on her shoulder. It was a light grip, his face flat, expressionless. He didn't seem as dashingly handsome as usual.

“It's my fault,” I said. “I was working on Thrak's rage, trying to find a way to harness it so he could use it without fear of”—I cast my arms around—“this happening.”

“Faoril!” Sophia gasped. “Didn't you learn from Rel...the palace?”

“I thought I could control it,” I continued, squirming with guilt as I replayed what happened in the tent. I remembered burrowing the life magic into Thrak's mind. I found the rage. It was there, nesting in his mind. I extrapolated Fireeyes's research into mental domination, and shifted it to give that domination to Thrak, to let him control his own rage or, if need be, to allow me to control it. I had the bindings around it. I thought it was perfect.

Then I stimulated it.

I was wrong. It ripped through my magic without effort and seized control of his body. Before I knew what was happening, his fist struck me in the side of the head. I think the only reason I lived was the tent collapsed.

It distracted him.

I swallowed, shuddering. “I am very sorry everyone.”

“Why would you mess with that?” demanded Sophia, her eyes flaring. “I thought you learned your lesson about mental magic after...”

Sophia bit her words off as I flinched. Tears burned in my eyes. I clenched my fists. “I...made a mistake. I thought I had his rage bound.” I took a deep breath. “Thrak's rages could be useful if he can control them. Then we wouldn't have to fear them. He wouldn't...”

I trailed off as Thrak rose and marched into the darkness, heading for the shore of the oasis. I reached out to grab him, but he moved too swiftly. My arm remained extended, fingers half-curled as I watched him depart. My stomach curdled.

“It was reckless. You should have warned us,” Sophia continued.

“She is right,” Xera said.

“I thought I had it under control!” I took a deep breath. “I am deeply sorry.” I glanced at Xandra. Her eyes were downcast. I bit my lip. I wanted to hug her. “I thought I was doing the right thing.” I shook my head. “No, this was the right thing.”

“Is it?” Sophia asked. “Thrak is a superb fighter without his rage. We don't need him putting us all in danger again.”

“He needs this, Sophia,” I snapped. “I know he's just a man to you, but he has feelings. He hates his rage. He fears it. He grapples with it all the time. I wanted to free him from that, to help the man I love.”

“I...I know he has feelings,” Sophia whined, glancing at Angela. “I like Thrak. I don't hate men, Faoril. I...”

I took a deep breath. “He needs this. My research will continue. But I will take precautions.” I glanced at Thrak standing on the shore. “Excuse me.”

I stood up, leaving them to talk. I hurried into the dark after Thrak. He stood at the edge of the oasis, staring at the mirror-black surface. I came up to him, reaching out with a hesitant hand to touch his arm. He was still stained with blood. Though he was healed by Sophia's potion, he hadn't cleaned up yet.

“Thrak.”

He didn't answer.

“I'm sorry, Thrak.”

He shook his head. “I know.”

“I thought I had it under control. I really did.” I moved closer to him, sliding my hand up his arm.

“This was a mistake.”

“Controlling your rage isn't a mistake. My failing to take safeguards was. I was too certain I understood the magic necessary to control it.”

“I almost killed you. I hurt you.”

“So we are even. Reciprocity achieved between us.”

He looked at me, brow furrowing. His fierce face, adorned with bone piercings, terrified those who didn't know how to read his emotions. “What?”

“In Baraconia. I almost killed you when I lost control of my magic. So we're even now.”

“It doesn't work like that.” His body tensed. “It never should work like that.”

“No.” I leaned in closer, resting my head against his upper arm. “Next time, I'll take precautions so you won't hurt anyone.”

“There won't be a next time.”

“There will be.” I stroked his arm. “You need this. Tell me you don't want to live without the fear. I understand, Thrak. I really do.” For several days, I was terrified of my own magic, of accidentally killing someone I cared for. At least I could control my power. Thrak couldn't. His fears were justified.

“And if you make another mistake. I could kill you next time.”

I still had a reserve of Thrak's cum warming my belly. I seized the wind as I stepped back from him. He grunted as his arms were yanked over his head and his ankles were forced together. He would have fallen, thrown off balance, but I held him up with more air. “Not even you are strong enough to escape my magic.”

He grunted.

“Besides, you might like being tied up.” I ran a finger up his muscular chest. “So strong, so helpless. Sophia and Captain Thyrna both enjoy it. Maybe you will, too. And I'll be there, ready to calm your lusts with my body while you lie there, bound, unmoving, unable to do anything I don't want you to.”

He shivered.

“Okay?”

He stared at me and I saw the love in his eyes. I stood up on my tiptoes and kissed my orc on his brutish lips. I would free him from his fear.

~  *  ~

Chaun – The Free City of Hargone

For the six days it took us to reach Hargone, I had tried to talk to my wife about what was wrong with her. I could see the pain in her eyes, the way she flinched when I touched her, the way she looked guilty whenever I noticed her staring at Thrak.

She wanted to be with Thrak again. I could tell. She had cum so hard on his dick. She had screamed out her passion. The question was on her lip. Every time she opened her mouth to speak but didn't, I knew what she wanted to say.

She wanted Thrak. She wanted to writhe beneath him.

And it twisted my stomach. I had thought this was what I wanted, to open my wife's eyes to the joys of sex. I thought that just because she loved me and I loved her that we could still enjoy other partners. Sharing them together or enjoying them apart. I wanted it to be okay so I could seduce other women, especially married women, following the compulsion in my loins left by my race's creation by Las's seed.

But now... I didn't want to share her. I wanted her all to myself. I didn't want her to be with Thrak because...

She had cum so hard. She wanted him more than she wanted me.

Even though only I shone in her thoughts, proving that she hadn't come to consider Thrak as her lover, yet, I still feared it. I didn't know what to say to her. And it hurt her, too. The desire. She wanted to be faithful, and she couldn't be.

Not now. Not after she had experienced another man. Her blood burned hot. In our tent at night, she gasped and shuddered beneath me. I kept expecting her to call out Thrak's name as I took her, pleasured her.

I tried my best to satiate her. But I couldn't.

She wanted Thrak.

“Xandra,” I said, riding my camel beside her. We had to talk about this. Communication was important. That was what I had heard about relationships. In our tent, she would distract me with sex. She had even brought Minx and Xera on two separate nights.

Did she want me to be distracted with the other women so she could sneak into Thrak's bed?

I hated these thoughts.

“Chaun,” she answered, her eyes downcast, her shoulders slumped. She couldn't look at me. “Yes?”

“I...” I swallowed and my words trailed off. I didn't know what to say. Maybe there was a song. The sounds of Hargone grew louder as we approached the city. Our shadows stretched out before us, the sun setting. Already, the shanty slums reached towards us, the mud-brick buildings just beyond, walls painted orange. “We should talk about...Thrak.”

She stiffened. Color pinked her cheeks. “I...I...” She glanced back at Thrak walking beside Faoril's camel. The pair were still experimenting on fixing his rage. At night, you could hear his passionate roars as he lost control and Faoril had to tame him. Xandra let out a squeak and tore her gaze away. She wanted to satiate his rages. “I...I hope he masters his rages.”

“Are you?” I asked, trembling. “Maybe...” Sweat broke out on her forehead. “You want him...to lose control and...”

She bit her lip. “Chaun. What are you asking me?” Her eyes pleaded with me. I wasn't sure why. “I don't want him to...”

I wanted to shout “liar.” I drew in a breath, struggling to control my emotions. Angry jealousy surged through me. It was so obvious she panted after him with a wet cunt. She wanted that cock again. “You can't wait to—”

“Angela ev'Xarin,” boomed a loud, man's voice.

I wrenched my gaze from my wife. Astride a warhorse at the next intersection sat a knight in full platemail, the sun painting fire across the breastplate and pauldrons. He wore no helmet, dark-brown hair flowed about his shoulders. He had a handsome, dashing face, chiseled chin, dark eyes. The epitome of the knight adventurer. The man who rescued princesses and slew dragons.

And I recognized him. Every woman had a man dancing in her thoughts, her husband or lover or both. And in Angela's there was this man. Kevin. I had assumed his form to seduce Angela when we first met, only it hadn't worked. Despite her loving this man, she had forgotten him. She had paid the Lesbius Oracle her memories of this man for the prophecy that guided our quest.

“You are attainted and stricken from the lists of the Knights Deute for your unlawful actions against Aurelius, the Doge of Raratha,” Kevin continued, his voice demanding. “Surrender and face lawful justice.”

Angela tensed, hefting her repaired shield, fixed by Faoril's magic. Her hand moved to her sword as she faced her forgotten lover.


Chapter Thirty-Six: Forgotten Love

Knight Kevin – The Free City of Hargone

Angela's face hardened at my pronouncement of her crimes and the declaration that her name was attainted and stricken from the rolls of the Knights Deute. The wind from the desert whipped at her fiery hair. We stood on the outskirts of Hargone, the Halani Desert's sands only a block away. Crowded tenement buildings made of yellow-white mud loomed around us. The pedestrians on the streets hurried inside, leaving it empty. I didn't care. My focus was on Angela, studying her face for any sign of her heart breaking. She so wanted to be a full Knight Deute. But now her Quest would not end in her gaining full rank and acceptance into the knighthood. She was a villain, an outlaw, and I was here to bring her to justice.

And to save her life.

My heart quickened as I stared at her. Three years I had loved her, training with her, watching her grow as both a woman and a knight. The gangliness of youth replaced by an athletic, toned body, her skill and confidence swelling along with the radiance of her personality. My heart had sickened at how our last meeting had ended.

In a fight.

I had reacted badly to the news that she had been given the most dangerous Quest—to slay the Dragon Dominari. No knight in five hundred years had survived attacking the dragon. None who'd venture into her desolation returned. It was avoided. When Angela received her Quest, I tried to convince her to quit the knighthood. I proposed marriage to her, desperate to save her life.

But it offended her pride as a knight to quit. She was a true believer in the purpose of our order. She saw the Knights Deute as something pure and strong, willing to die for its honor. So I was shocked to learn the stain she brought on our order's name by her theft and assault of the Doge of Raratha, stealing a piece of the High King's sword from the Great Vault.

Now, staring at her, seeing the changes the last four-and-a-half months had wrought upon her, I saw the determination. She was focused on the quest. Nothing would stop her. Her eyes hardened as they stared at me, her hand reaching for her sword. She was leaner, her flesh tanned by the sun, her eyes harder than sapphires.

Her sword sliding from her scabbard made a slow rasp, metal against leather. She hefted her kite shield. She wore her armor as she sat astride her camel, her large breasts contained by the shining breastplate, her midriff bare. I could see the chainmail loincloth draped over the right side of her saddle, pressing on her thigh and reaching towards the greaves protecting her shins and strapped over knee-high boots.

But where was the love? The anger? She walked her camel forward, motioning to her allies to stay behind. I gripped the reins of Blackthorn, my warhorse, searching for any emotion in her face beside determination.

“I would ask that you let me pass, Sir Knight,” Angela said, her voice flat, cold. Her eyes didn't flicker with anything. “And let me and my companions be about our task. We have a dragon to slay.”

“Angela,” I said, lowering my voice now that she was closer. “You must understand the grave nature of the offense you have given the Lord Doge of Raratha.”

“I have seen my wanted poster,” she answered, eyes flint. “Again, I ask you to step aside, Sir Knight. I do not have time to dawdle.”

“Your name is attainted.” I shook my head, baffled by her remoteness. “It's me, Angela. You don't have to act like this. I want to help you avoid your execution. You've stained our order. I thought you would care about that.”

“I did what I had to,” she answered. “The High King's sword is the only weapon that can slay the dragon. My crimes against the Doge are less important than slaying that monster.”

“What happened to you, Angela?” I leaned forward, resting my gauntleted hand on the pommel of my saddle, my full suit of armor clinking around me. I wore plate covering every inch. Female knights were trained to use their sexuality to disarm and distract.

And Angela had a lush body to do just that.

“Are you still this angry at me over what I said the morning you left?” Pain pricked my heart. “I am truly sorry. I should not have besmirched your honor. But I was just afraid for you. And now even more so.”

“You're...” Angela's eyes narrowed. Her expression turned curious, studious. It was like she had never seen me before. “I guess I can see it.”

“See what?”

“Sir Kevin,” she said. “I have no intention of stopping my quest. You can bring me to justice after the dragon is dead.” She took a deep breath, and her voice broke for the first time. “I understand the need for punishment. It was wrong what we did in Raratha, but so is letting that dragon live when I can stop it. I have four of the five sword pieces. I will finish my task. Step aside, Sir Kevin, if you truly love me. I do not want to harm any of the Knights Deute.”

“Dammit, Angela,” I snapped. “What is wrong with you? Why are you so cold to me? I can still save your life. You don't have to die for this. You can't be a knight, but one of your companions can be the culprit. The halfling thief you consort with or the orc.” My face curdled. “You travel with an orc, Angela. How many of our order have died defending the borders of Secare from their depredations?”

“Step aside,” Angela said, voice again level. “I will not warn you again, Sir Kevin.”

“Do you hate me that much?” I demanded. “Are you that wroth with me over the words I said at Shesax? I have regretted them every day as I worried over you. I volunteered to lead the company sent to arrest you so I could protect you. Please, Angela, hate me, but don't let yourself die because of it. Please.”

“I don't hate you,” she answered, her voice softened, her eyes growing wet. “You truly love me, Kevin?”

“I do.” My voice was choked. Hope beat in my chest. “If you don't hate me, then what do you feel?”

“Nothing. I don't remember you at all.”

I flinched before her words.

~  *  ~

Knight-Errant Angela

It was so strange facing the man I must have once loved. Here stood the hole in my memories, the shadow that I couldn't ever make out in my thoughts. My memories danced around him. I could see the love in his handsome face. He was every inch the dashing knight, flowing hair peeking out the sides of his helmet, looking so powerful astride his black warhorse.

But there was nothing stirring in me. No hint of recognition. I didn't even realize it was the knight Sophia spoke about. And yet I could see it now. Chaun had assumed this man's form the night he tried to seduce me.

“How can you have forgotten me?” he asked, his voice broken.

“I traded my memories of you for a prophecy from the Lesbius Oracle,” I said. The pain in his face made me regret the callous tone in my words. But this was so surreal. He knew me, and I had no inkling who he was, what type of man he truly was.

But he must have angered me greatly if I was willing to give him up.

“You...” He took a deep breath. “That's how much you hated me?”

“Apparently. I do not remember.” My hand tightened on my sword. “I will complete my quest. If you know me as well as you appear to, then you know that you cannot stop me. I do not want to harm you, Kevin, but I will not stop.”

“Always stubborn,” he said, his voice bitter. “You truly won't let me save your life?”

“I never asked you to.”

He took a deep breath, straightening. “Angela ev'Xarin, if you will not surrender, then I shall force your capitulation through main force.”

His voice boomed. The clattering ring of iron on paving stones answered, the steps of warhorses. Five more knights swept out of the surrounding alleys, three from his right, two from his left. I recognized young Lisa, who was on her Quest when I left. Mary guided her roan warhorse beside Kevin, blue eyes focused on me, sword gleaming in the sun. Danielle, Richard, and Phillip joined them.

Six knights.

“You are outmatched, Angela,” Kevin said. “You know our skill. You know our training. Do you think your companions are up to facing us? Surrender before blood is shed. Before any are killed.”

“So we can be executed by the Doge of Raratha?” I demanded. Sophia was behind me. I would let no harm come to her because of my crimes. “I have already pledged to surrender once my quest is completed. You have my word.”

“The word of an attainted knight,” sneered Mary, “has all the worth of lead leafed gold.”

“Surrender and face justice, Angela ev'Xarin,” repeated Kevin, his face hard. He drew his sword.

I had a Quest to complete. I had sacrificed too much. I had faced obstacles and enemies. I had done things I bitterly regretted. I had paid too much in blood and sweat and tears to be stopped from my task. Faoril had lost her chance to be a Master Mage because of me. My other companions faced the gallows because of me. I would not allow any to come to harm.

I gripped the reins on my camel and hoped it would not spook. “Faoril,” I called out. “Attend to them. I do not want them harmed.”

“Harmed,” sneered Richard. “We are knights, not children.”

~  *  ~

Warlock Faoril

“Your magic makes battle bloodless,” Thrak said as I focused on the six knights.

“Yes, it does,” I agreed. “I am glad you recognize that.”

Minx yawned nearby as she lounged on her camel. Six knights did not intimidate us. They may be the finest warriors in the world—Angela could certainly stand toe-to-toe with Thrak when he wasn't enraged—but they did not have any powers. No magic. They relied on martial strength to overcome their obstacles.

The cum warming my stomach, drunk from a vial the moment Kevin stepped out, bubbled with energy. I seized it, channeling it into my magic. Wind would suffice. I would hang the six in the air, and we could go about our business.

They would be a nuisance. They would hound our steps for the rest of our quest, no doubt, but I understood Angela's reasoning. They were only doing their duty. They were her brothers and sisters-in-arms. Even if she were attainted, harming them was abhorrent.

“Seize her!” shouted the lead knight, his sword pointed at Angela.

The air obeyed my magic. I wield it like an extension of my body. I was the channel and the will. The wind swirled, kicking up the pervasive desert dust coating the streets in a fine, yellow film. My wind swirled around the knights and seized—

Ghostly ramparts burst to life around the six knights. My wind struck the ramparts and was rebuffed. White light flared and a low gong rang down the street as the knights heeled their mounts and galloped at us.

“Now would be the best time to seize them, Faoril,” Chaun said.

“I'm trying,” I gasped, sending my wind in again, but the wards around them again rebuffed them. Who had enchanted them? What had enchanted them?

And then Angela raised her shield and took a female knight's sword stroke on her shield. Her camel screamed in fright, bucking beneath her as she managed to parry the leader of the knights' blow. The other four charged past, racing for the party.

Two charged for me. Fear tightened my chest. Their horses were huge, like Angela's Midnight, the warhorse left behind in Raratha when we fled the Doge's palace. They hurtled towards me, moving like an avalanche.

I threw fire. Heat coalesced into balls of sputtering flames. They splashed across the charging knights' shields, the flames rippling upward, deflected by ghostly shields hanging a hand's breadth before the knights. The white light flared and the gong rang.

And then Thrak was before me, bellowing as he slashed his ax into the charging knights.

~  *  ~

Thrak

The warhorse screamed as my ax planted into its chest. The female knight, her wavy, brown hair flying past her as she vaulted from the saddle as her mount died, jumped. She landed in a roll and came up, her round breasts heaving in her half-breastplate, the chainmail loincloth swinging about her hips. She was a lovely creature, her face youthful with touches of baby fat still lingering around her cheeks.

The second knight, charging after her, swung his sword in a scything arc for my head. I pivoted, letting the horse charge past me, his steel-shod hooves smashing hard on the ground. My left hand let go of my ax and seized the bridle as it charged past.

And yanked.

The horse screamed in pain as I twisted its head around. I grunted as the force of its charge pulled me along with it, my fur moccasins sliding across the ground, the soles heating up. I yanked again, and the horse stumbled, fell, throwing the knight.

He did not land as gracefully as the female knight had. He wore the full armor of a male, hitting with a loud clatter that I hoped broke bones. I didn't wait to find out. I heard the movement rushing behind me, the clink of chainmail loincloth.

I spun and caught the female knight's sword stroke on the top of my ax between the two crescent blades. I kicked out my foot, and she moved her shield down, blocking it. She stumbled back a step but kept her balance.

“You alive, Richard?” she asked, heat in her voice. Despite her youth, she attacked at the same moment.

“Pater's cock, yes, Lisa,” the knight behind me grunted as he rose.

And then he charged in, his sword hissing. I grunted, swinging my ax, parrying their strokes as the two knights pressed their attacks on me. I had sparred with Angela, and she was an amazing fighter. The Knights Deute trained their members well. And they specialized in fighting monsters.

Opponents bigger and stronger than them.

Like me.

“Knave, yield,” Richard shouted. “Even one of your brutish race can receive justice.”

“For what crime should I surrender?” I demanded. “I am not one of the wanted criminals.” I kicked out, catching Richard on his shield, stumbling him back, and turned to attack Lisa.

Only she was lunging in, moving with such speed, reacting instantly to my blow on Richard. I swept the haft of my ax, knocking aside her blade and stepped back. They pressed me. From behind, rocks struck the knights, but ghostly wards flared up and defeated Faoril's magic.

“You are harboring fugitives,” Lisa said, her voice girlish yet dangerous, her eyes hardening. She attacked again, her swings sweeping back and forth. She had fought monsters before. These were seasoned knights.

“You were no doubt complicit in their crimes,” Richard answered, “just because you were not seen means nothing.”

“So you are both the judge and the jury determining my fate? And executioner, seeing as how you are trying to slay me unlawfully.”

“Unlawfully?” Richard laughed as he attacked, Lisa darting in at the same time. “Since when is it unlawful to slay an orc?”

I swept both attacks aside and swung at Richard. My ax slammed into his shield, wood splintering. “Did not the Treaty of the Forest acknowledge that all sentient beings, and not just humans, are deserving of protection under Secare's laws?”

“Are orcs sentient?” Richard demanded, face twisted as his sword hammered in.

“Am I not conversing with you?” Anger bubbled through me. “Am I not engaging you with rational discourse while you only seek to maim and slay me with no regard to the justification of your actions?”

His face twisted in anger and he slammed his sword at me. And so did Lisa.

They reacted at the same moment. I angered and provoked Richard into attacking and somehow Lisa knew to attack at the same moment. The pair were far more coordinated attackers than I would have thought possible. As I danced back, they attacked and defended, one covering for the other, moving without any form of communication.

Often, when you fought with two or more opponents, they would interfere with each other, their attacks keeping their allies from engaging. They would stumble into each other, even hit each other with weapons.

There was none of those issues of coordination.

I glanced at the battlefield and realized that the other knights were still up. Angela was pressed hard. Chaun sang as Xandra used her elementals to keep the other two knights at bay. Xera's bow sang, but her arrows always missed, the knights dodging or blocking the missiles. And Minx, who attacked the knights fighting Angela from behind, never found flesh with her knife. The knights reacted to what they could not see.

What was going on?

And then a chill struck me as I was driven back again. Faoril's magic deflected by some form of wards, the knights coordination and inhuman reactions, none of our blows landing in a meaningful fashion. More magic enchanted them, giving them an advantage.

We were losing. They were wearing us down. How long before one of us was cut down? Before we lost?


Chapter Thirty-Seven: Faith

Xandra

Fear surged through me as two of the knights, a male and a female, charged past Angela, racing for the party. My camel let out a scream of fear. It bucked beneath me. I didn't like it. I hopped off, landing light on my feet as I pulled out the first totem I could get my hands onto. My fingers shook as I traced the sinuous lines carved into it.

And then Chaun began his song, sitting astride his camel behind me. Confidence stirred through me. Fear waned in my heart. All the pain, all the guilt I felt for cheating on Chaun, for being what he wanted, vanished.

It didn't matter right now how terrible a person I was, how the God Luben must despise me for making mockery of his marriage vows. It didn't matter that I was the lowest avian ever born. My inability to fly, my adulterous ways, proved how filthy I was. But I couldn't worry about that. Not when I had to protect us.

I didn't understand why Faoril's magic failed. I only hoped mine fared better. The trembling in my fingers stilled. I held my air totem, gripping the light balsa wood carved with sinuous lines representing gusting, twisting wind.

I channeled my magic into it as my fingers traced the lines. Around us, elementals danced and played, invisible and unseen. Where there was air, earth, water, and fire, they existed. They were the embodiment of the four elements. Faoril manipulated the elements directly, bypassing the spirits. I didn't. I reached out and seized them. They responded to the spark in me, channeled through my focus.

The elementals coalesced for me, the air swirling into vaguely humanoid shapes, gathering the yellow dust pervading the street. They swooped at the charging knights. I trembled, hoping my magic could do something to them.

“Please, please, stop them. Protect me.”

The spirits wanted to please me. The vortices composing their bodies spun, the air howling, and they slammed at the knights. The two humans reacted in an instant, yanking on their horses' reins, changing the direction of their charge.

Xera's arrow hissed out, crashing into the woman's horse. It squealed in pain, stumbled. She vaulted from the saddle and then ducked my swooping air elemental. The other knight corrected his charge right at me.

“Chaun,” I gasped in fear, hooves thudding.

“On the field stood the maid so bright,” sang my husband, his words for me and me alone,

“her courage shining with soul's pure light,

and there she faced the Lord of Death

and did not falter and did not fail,

her faith so bright, her soul so white,

too pure to stain, too strong to maim

and be dragged into dark's domain.”

My hand shot into my bag, pulling out a second totem. It was a hard totem, carved of kapok wood. I commanded the earth elementals to rise. Paving stones buckled, bursting free before the knight's charging horse, forming into a body to house the elemental's essence. It punched as the knight pulled on his reins, reacting so fast.

But momentum could not be denied. His horse skidded, the elemental's fist crashing into the roan mount's head. I flinched as the horse screamed in pain. Its body crashed into the elemental's form, the poor beast's bones snapping. The knight was thrown over beast and elemental, landing with a clatter.

“Chaun,” I breathed. “Thank you.”

“Do you understand what you are doing, girl?” the female knight shouted, charging around the earth elemental. “Do you understand you forfeit your life by interfering?”

“I will protect my companions,” I said. “My husband and my friends.” The song stirred me. I faced death charging at me, sword gleaming, and placed the air elemental before me. It howled with fury. The knight swung, her blade passing harmlessly through the vortex of its body.

“Shaman, you will regret this,” the woman spat as the air elemental punched.

She didn't even guard. The howling fist landed and struck the same magical wards that prevented Faoril's magic from touching the knights. I had no idea what form of magic could do this. I only knew the shamanistic arts.

“I need a ward of earth,” I shouted at the earth elemental, directing my will through the totem, puppeteering it. The words were unnecessary. I knew that, but my heart beat so fast and they just tumbled out. “Entomb the knight.”

The elemental stomped away from the dying horse kicking on the ground. It swept towards the female knight as she used her shield, and the magic enchanting it, to batter the air elemental aside. The earth elemental reached her, shoving its hands into the stone of the road. Cobblestones rippled about the knight's feet.

“Pater's cock,” she gasped, as suddenly a wall of paving stones surged up around her, the elemental merging with the ward.

“Luben's sacred vow,” I sighed in relief.

“Watch out,” Xera shouted.

An arrow buzzed past my face. The fallen knight was up, his nose broken, blood streaming down his face, as he charged at me. Without even looking at Xera, he raised his shield and caught her arrow on it. How did he see it?

I stepped back. Chaun's song surged louder.

“And though foul dark around,

the maiden brave from lips did sound,

a note of light, a note so bright,

that even Lord Death felt fright.”

“I need a wind curtain!” I sang.

The air elementals swooped towards me as I faced the broken-nosed knight. I was brave. I was the maiden. I would make these knights afraid of me. The air elementals crashed before me, forming a wall of howling downdrafts, cutting off the knight from me. Sand blasted from the street, swirling in dust. The knight raised his shield, blocking the grit.

And then he barreled through the howling wind. White light flared and a gong rang as he broke through the warding. The two air elementals blasted away, one slamming into the ground, the other dissipating out of my control. The balsa wood grew hot in my hand, smoldering.

I dropped it in a gasp of fright. I needed something else. I summoned another earth elemental to interdict the knight. Sword rang on stone as I bent down and picked up my warm air totem. I put it away and retrieved my fire totem, the dark mahogany wood carved with triangles.

“I need fire. I need to drive back the knights with heat!”

A gong rang. The female knight burst out of the wall of stone, her shield held before her. My earth totem grew hot in my hand as the magic drove back the elemental spirit. How were they doing that? What were these wards?

How could I stop these knights from killing my companions?

~  *  ~

Minx

“Stop doing that,” I shouted in annoyance as I darted in at Kevin as he drove Angela back with sweeping sword strokes. The female knight's brown hair hissed behind her as she attacked from Angela's left.

The way they moved was unnatural. Angela's sword was a blur as she fought. I knew she was enhanced by a ritual of Gewin, and it showed. But how long could she defend herself from both knights' coordinated attacks?

And why couldn't I land a single blow on them?

I drew a sticky bomb from my pouch and flicked it at the male knight. This had to work. Kevin pivoted. The alchemical bomb caught the attack on his shield. The sticky foam expanded. I grinned in delight as it rushed around the shield. He couldn't dodge it and—

“Cernere's black cunt!” I howled.

In the same motion he used to block my attack, he had thrown his shield. At me. The kite shield tumbled for me. I dived to the side, the yellow-brown alchemical foam gurgling as it expanded. The shield struck the ground by me and the expanding foam caught my right arm and side. It washed over me, holding me in its sticky mess. I hit the ground hard, rolling over, my right side and both legs trapped.

“Cernere's nimble fingers,” I screeched in annoyance as I stared up at the sky. My pouch was on my right side. I stared at the knight, now swinging his sword with both hands, hammering over and over into Angela's shield. “How did you do that?”

He reacted so fast. The helmet made him blind to me. He shouldn't have been able to see the attack. And then he caught it and threw his shield all in one motion. It was like he knew exactly what the sticky bomb would have...

“Faith magic,” I snarled. When Angela was sent on her quest, Sophia accompanied her. The acolyte had faith magic. But Saphique wasn't the only god who had priests and priestesses. Divination, warding, these were all providence of the divine.

So where were the priests or priestesses?

~  *  ~

Warlock Faoril

“Faith magic,” screamed Minx as she writhed, trapped in her own alchemical attack.

I blinked. Of course. Wards and the preternatural reaction speeds. A form of divination magic gave them such swift reflexes. I was so preoccupied with struggling to find a way around the magic—to attack it with fire, water, air, earth, and even tendrils of life magic—I hadn't put my thoughts to faith magic. How did I undermine an abjuration spell strong enough to deflect my magic and a shaman's elemental?

“Sophia,” I said, glancing at the acolyte huddled nearby, her face pale. She stared at Angela, forced against a wall. She gripped her dagger, her robes already open, milk beading her nipples. She was ready to begin healing.

“Yes?” she answered, not looking towards me.

Chaun's music played louder as Xandra stumbled back, an earth elemental warding her from the two knights pressing in on her. Xera's arrows hissed across the battlefield, mysteriously blocked by the two knights. Thrak fell back farther and farther, separated from the rest of the party as he struggled to hold his own against his two opponents.

“Things are not going well,” I told her.

“I noticed,” she said, biting her lower lip. Her green eyes flashed to me. “Do you have any ideas on how to bring down the warding magic?”

“It's faith magic, I hope you know more about it than me.”

Her eyes widened. “Right, right, faith magic. Um... Okay. Those wardings had to be prepared in advance. And not just by one priestess. It was a ritual spell. Probably the knights' enhanced reflexes are from... Yes, yes, the Ritual of the Womb, I think it's called.”

“Ritual of the Womb?”

“Slata's spell that unites several individuals, making them like spiritual twins. They are reborn together.” Sophia grimaced. “It involved sex with a male as the focus. Slata's big on using men and cum in her rituals.”

“How distasteful of them,” I said, trying not to laugh. Things were too serious for laughter. I downed another vial of Thrak's cum and asked, “How do we undermine the spell?”

“I sorta know the theory,” Sophia answered. “There's probably a way I could undermine them, but...”

“You're an acolyte who shouldn't even have magic and you're not properly trained,” I sighed.

“Well, if I had paid better attention.” She squirmed, her face flushing. “I do regret my...lax attention during training now.”

“How much magic will it take to undermine them?”

“Probably a lot. It's really up to how much the goddess is invested in maintaining the spell. And, well, Slata doesn't like Angela, remember?”

“And you're sure it's Slata behind the faith magic?”

Sophia nodded. “White energy flaring. And it feels like the womb spell. It allows them all to react together, to use each other's senses. I bet there are priestesses hiding in the buildings around us, watching us. That's why the knights keep blocking Xera's arrows.”

“What happens if the priestesses die?”

“Well, Slata couldn't channel through them any longer and their spells would fail.”

I spun. “Xera, did you hear that?”

The elf nodded, her ears twitching as she scanned the buildings. Her bow drew back while I sent my magic to hammer into the knights, to wear down the wards, to keep Thrak from getting run through. I was not losing my orc.

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

I did not like missing. I hated how the knights kept blocking my arrows. The only one I landed was on the poor horse who now lay kicking and screaming on the ground, his voice so shrill, in so much pain. He was forced to suffer and fight by his human master. I didn't like hurting the beast. My arrows were meant for monsters, not for animals. Not even for humans.

People watched us from the buildings, peering through cracks. They wore turbans and veils, especially the women, hiding their flesh, leaving strips around their eyes. Most of them had dark flesh, the brown-black of the Halanian. But I spotted one with fair skin like a Secaran.

Like Angela, Sophia, and the attacking knights.

My bow released. The woman ducked at the exact same moment, my arrow streaking through the window and embedding in the wall. If she was ducking, she was scouting for the knights. If I could keep them pinned and unable to scout for the knights, that might prove valuable.

“Did you see where my arrow landed, Faoril?” I shouted as I pivoted, searching for another face. Three floors up, I spotted her and fired.

“Yes,” Faoril answered. “I'll free Minx and send her after the priestesses.”

And as I drew the third arrow, I heard the clatter of metal. I whirled around. The two knights pressing on Xandra raced at me. The female led, her brown hair streaming behind her, blue eyes hard, enraged. I had attacked her priestess, and she knew it.

I ducked her sword strike, drawing my dagger, and then gasped as the male's blade slid smoothly into my naked stomach. Cold pain shot through me. My ears twitched as he raised his foot and kicked me off his blade.

I landed with a heavy thud on my back, blood pouring out of my stomach.

“Xera,” screamed Minx.

The two knights pivoted and raced back towards Xandra as she regrouped, forming two new elementals. I groaned, holding my guts, trying to keep my warm blood from flooding out of my body. Just like that, they had cut me down. They attacked with such skill, such precision.

“Matar's cock,” I groaned. I didn't want to die. I wanted to see my daughter. To hold her and show her to Minx.


Chapter Thirty-Eight: Crushing Realization

Sophia

“Xera,” I shouted as Minx reached the elf, the halfling freed by Faoril's magic. The halfling fell to her knees and planted her hands over Xera's.

“Hold on,” Minx said, her eyes catching mine.

I was already racing to them, my milk ready to be used. I had enchanted myself the moment the battle unleashed. These knights were too good. Too strong. And the priestesses of Slata had prepared for us. They knew what we could do and had enchanted the knights to face us.

Slata. That ungrateful bitch of a goddess. I bet the whorish priestesses were eager to help the Knights Deute capture Angela. Slata had sent her demigoddess daughters, the three erinyes, to try and kill Angela already.

They had failed and the bitch-Goddess found another way.

I fell to my knees beside Xera, lifting her head to my naked breasts. Her mouth opened. Her lips latched on. She suckled. I groaned, my eyes fluttering, trying not to feel the pleasure ripple out of my nipple and—

Angela screamed in pain.

~  *  ~

Knight-Errant Angela

I stumbled back, blood welling out of my side from Mary's sword stroke. I hit the wall as the blood soaked into my leather belt, spreading across my back and belly. The pain throbbed up my arm as I slashed again.

“You're going to die, Angela,” Kevin growled. “You're skilled, but you can't beat us. We have Slata's priestesses supporting us.”

“Then kill me,” I spat. “It is better than facing my execution. At least I'll die trying to protect the world. And you're stopping me. You're letting Dominari live.”

“You are delusional,” Mary spat and swung in again. She slammed into my shield. Pain flared up my side and my arm grew limp. My shield lowered.

Mary drew back her sword to run me through.

Kevin put his hand on her arm, stopping her from attacking as my legs buckled. I glanced at my side. The cut was deep. The blood welled up. I groaned as the strength bled out of me, and I slid down the wall to the ground. Kevin's sword pressed into my throat.

“Just kill me,” I panted.

“Order your companions to surrender,” Kevin answered, “and we'll spare them. We only are here for you, Angela. The order doesn't care about the reward. The others are not our concern. They can walk away.”

I looked out at the battlefield. We were not winning. None of the knights were down. Not even Thrak was prevailing, and he was the most martial of us. Faoril's magic failed. Xandra's elementals crumbled before the holy magic warding Richard and Lisa. Sophia's eyes caught mine as she nursed Xera, healing the elf.

What would happen to my acolyte? The knights have to realize her healing magic will only prolong the fight. How long until she was cut down. Before Faoril was dead. And innocent Xandra... Chaun's song gave me courage to keep fighting, heartening me, keeping me from wanting to surrender.

But it wouldn't be long before the knights cut him down, too.

My death for their lives. I led them into this mess. I made them fugitives. I could have said no to the plan to rob the Doge's Vault.

Fire burst in Xandra's hand. Her earth elementals crumbled to stone as she flinched back, dropping something burning. The knights advanced. Chaun stopped singing and charged his camel forward, racing to defend his wife as she stumbled back in pain.

I could end this and save everyone.

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

I gulped down the milk. It spread through me, healing me. Explosions burst around us. Faoril's magic ripped down the exterior walls of the buildings. The inhabitants fleeing. As strength returned to my body, I could see the priestesses exposed, forced to stay behind, hunkering down, their warding magic protecting them from Faoril's magic as it surged at them. Gongs rang.

Fire burned. I smelled smoke.

I pushed Sophia away, her nipple popping out of my mouth. “I am fine.”

“Good,” she said, glancing up the street. Angela lay slumped, a sword pressed to her throat, blood pooling from her body. “We have to kill the priestesses,” Sophia said, tears falling down her face. “It'll break the spell.”

“On it,” Minx shouted and darted towards the chaos of Faoril's magic.

I stood and smiled at her bravery as she charged into the rubble. Metal clinked. The male knight who cut me down charged at Faoril. I drew my arrow, fired. His shield blocked it. I fired again and again, changing my aim, trying to get lucky. Arrows pincushioned his shield.

The sound drew Faoril's attention. She turned, seeing the knight coming at her. The mage's eyes widened. Her red robes swirled as she threw her arms up in an reflexive gesture as the knight slashed at her. The ground shook beneath my feet.

The street cracked, split. A rift yawned between the pair, pulling them apart. The knight stumbled and fell to the ground, unable to keep his balance. I pivoted, the crack racing towards me. Sophia stumbled into me as I drew again. She clung to me, impeding my aim at the vulnerable knight.

“Faoril, stop,” the acolyte shouted as Faoril flailed her arms, also struggling to stay upright.

The rumbling stopped. A crack ten feet wide yawned down the middle of the street. The mage swayed, sweat bursting off her forehead. She pulled out a vial of cum, downing it as I turned, glancing at the buildings where Minx lunged at the nearest priestess, the woman backing away in fear.

Maybe we did have a chance.

~  *  ~

Minx

I charged at the priestess as she stumbled back. I gripped my dagger in hand, my heart thudding. I had never killed anyone before. Not a person. I killed imps when we were in the volcano, and I killed the desert tribesmen. But they were wrapped up in black, and howling warriors.

She was a scared woman, staring at my dagger, trembling as I rushed at her. She yanked up her robes as she trembled on the ground, baring a pair of round breasts, her hands squeezing them as I leaped at her.

“They're nice,” I told her as I landed between her feet, drawing back my dagger. “But I'm not a horny guy distracted by a nice pair of tits.”

“Holy Mother, awaken the feminine desires that lurk in the depths of all women,” the priestess prayed and squeezed her breasts.

Milk squirted from her pink nipples. And not fine lines, but thick streams. It gushed from her nipples. I already was moving, throwing myself back as she began her spell. But it was too late, the milk splashed me, washing over my face. The milk was hot and so sweet. My mouth, opened as I shouted during my charge, caught a mouthful of the creamy—

“Cernere's nimble fingers,” I gasped, dropping my dagger as my pussy exploded with frothy passion. My skin tingled everywhere the milk touched me. It soaked through the cloth tied around my breasts, hardening my nipples. They burned, demanding to be played with.

But not as much as my cunt needed to be touched.

“You bitch,” I gasped as my hands shoved into my tight britches, wiggling past, pressing into my groin. It was tight, but I had to touch my pussy. “Lust? You used lust?”

I groaned, my fingers rubbing at the hot folds of my pussy. I couldn't be doing this right now. It was different than being hit with damiana. That left my mind bursting with pleasure, too, uncaring about anything but satisfaction. Her spell just made my pussy itch so bad, aching for a cum, that I had to masturbate.

I shoved two fingers into my hole while the digits of my other hand danced over my clit. I glared at the priestess as she scrambled away, fleeing from me. I hissed my frustration and rubbed harder at my pussy.

“Xera, that bitch hit me with a spell,” I gasped, my pussy clenching on my fingers. “Oh, damn, I'm sorry, Xera. I wasn't quick enough.”

“It's fine,” the elf called. She fired an arrow at the priestess, but thanks to the woman's faith magic, she threw herself to the ground before the arrow even reached her, the missile hissing over her head. “Faoril, this is going badly.”

“Yes, it is,” I howled as my pussy spasmed on my fingers. My back arched as a wave of pleasure washed over me. I couldn't fight. Not when I had both my hands shoved into my britches. The orgasm was intense, the pleasure strumming through me.

Maybe Sophia could help me. I groaned, staggering forward, juices soaking into the crotch of my britches as they flooded my pussy. Moans escaped my lips. It was so hard to walk and cum at the same time, to feel the pleasure shuddering through me as I trudged step-by-step. But I pressed on, grunting through my clenched teeth.

Damn that priestess.

~  *  ~

Chaun

Xandra dropped her earth totem. It burned on the ground, overload by the knights' warding spell. They advanced on her. Xandra stood frozen, staring at her blazing totem. I shouldn't have stopped singing, but panic seized me seeing her defenseless. I charged my camel forward, racing past her and putting its bulk between her and the knights.

The camel spat in the face of the male knight. He couldn't react in time, and flinched. The female knight with the youthful face swung her sword hard. I pulled my leg back. My foot caught in the stirrup. Her blade bit deep into my leg, striking bone.

“Las's foul cum,” I cursed as blood boiled out of my cut hose.

“Out of the way, bard,” the woman hissed, enraged. She drew back her sword again.

I threw myself off the other side, landing heavily at Xandra's feet. The camel squealed in pain and charged away, blood dripping down its flank. The knights advanced again, blood staining both their swords.

“Chaun,” Xandra said, kneeling down and hugging me.

“Don't stop using your elementals,” I groaned. “Please.”

“They burned my earth one,” she gasped. “And fire doesn't work. I can't do anything.” Her soft-blue hair fell down her face as the knights were over us.

“Water, wind?”

“Wind...” Her eyes widened and she raised her fire totem, her face trembling, bursting with fear.

~  *  ~

Xandra

I had to do something. All I could think about using air elementals for were...fleeing. The knights loomed over us. They were terrifying. I gripped the fire totem in hand. My earth destroyed, too much pain inflicted on the elementals had overwhelmed the channel. It had failed spectacularly. My hand throbbed, a pink welt forming across my palm.

I raised my fire totem. What could I do with fire? It was destructive, damaging. It consumed. It broke apart. That was fire's purpose. Decay was as important as growth, and fire was decay at its most extreme. I had to do something to buy me a moment to think. To come up with another plan than fleeing.

Chaun was hurt. I had to protect him. I couldn't let him die. And...I was useless. My elementals didn't work. I lost my earth totem. There was no choice. I had to save Chaun.

Tears burned in my eyes as I screamed, “Detonate!”

The fire elemental I summoned, hissing through the air, slammed down between me and the knights. They raised their shields as the fire crackled loudly. I shoved my hand into my pouch, grasping my air totem. It had cooled, coming close to being overwhelmed earlier. The fire elemental roared and then exploded in a blast of heat and flame, channeled at the knights.

As they cowered, I conjured two air elementals. They swirled around us, touching Chaun and me with their whirling arms. He grunted as we lifted into the air, borne aloft by the two beings. I didn't know what else to do. I tried to be brave, but I was so scared for Chaun. His leg bled so badly.

“What are you...doing?” he said, his midnight-black face twisted in pain.

“Saving us.”

“What about he others?”

I shook my head. “I can't do anything for them. I'm not brave. I...I...think we lost, Chaun. They beat us.”

~  *  ~

Warlock Faoril

The knights turned from Xandra and Chaun, facing me. My heart clenched. I hadn't managed to kill a single priestess. They had warded themselves, too. Minx darted out of the ruin racing towards Sophia, moaning, her face covered in milk, her hands shoved into her britches. And then I groaned at what I spotted. Angela had a sword to her throat.

“Yield,” the lead knight shouted at us, his voice booming as he stared at us. At me. “And leave. We are only here for Angela.”

“No, never,” Sophia shouted. She rushed in to save Angela, dagger in hand. The female knight beside the leader pivoted, charging to meet Sophia.

“No,” Angela shouted. “No, no, I surrender!”

I sent out my air magic and seized Sophia. I yanked her up into the air before she could get killed. I glanced up at Xandra flying off, taking Chaun towards the harbor. Towards the Golden Hunger. She already fled, broken, panicked and desperate to save her wounded husband.

I felt the same panic. It gnawed at my guts. This had all gone so wrong. We were not prepared at all.

I turned, glancing at Thrak. He stood facing the knights. Blood streaked my orc's body, small cuts, new scars for him to wear with pride. But he had not landed a single blow on his two opponents. The priestesses prepared the trap too well. His swarthy chest heaved, lathered in sweat.

Our eyes met.

He nodded.

The communication was instantaneous. So far, our group had weathered every attack, even the ones that caught us by surprise. But the priestesses of Slata were ready for us. Their Goddess must have been making sure all their divination spells fired perfectly. The combined attacks, the neutralizing of my magic, their swift reflexes, overwhelming Minx with lust. We would die if we didn't flee.

Thrak recognized it. We were defeated.

And it was up to me to get us to safety. I downed another vial of cum, taking in a deep breath as the knight who had gone for Sophia now dashed for me, her blue eyes fixed and fierce. She was out for blood. She wanted us put down fast before this spilled out of control. I couldn't stop her? Everything I tried had failed. How much damage to the city had I already caused?

Buildings ruined, the street permanently fissured. So pointless.

I summoned the wind.

~  *  ~

Knight Kevin

“You made the right decision,” I said. “Your companions are already fleeing. They realized it, too. You've...”

The loud, howling wind caught my attention. I lifted my head, glancing at the mage. Mary bore down on her. The wind swirled around the mage, sparking white wards around Mary and my other knights in the field. It was a mighty storm, and the winds howled straight at me.

“What is she doing?” I asked.

“I don't know,” Angela groaned. “Faoril, I yielded. It's over.”

The wind reached us and exploded around Angela. Dust whipped into my face. The wards from the priestesses sparked around me, blinding me for a moment, but I understood, seeing what Priestess Esmerelda saw as she crouched in the ruins of a nearby building.

Faoril's magic yanked Angela into the air.

The howling wind, the mighty tempest summoned by the mage had scooped up all of Angela's companions save for the two already fleeing. I blinked back the grit, glancing up to see the howling vortex surging over my head, Angela and her companions held aloft in the center, borne with utmost care.

“No,” Esmerelda shouted from the building. “Stop her!”

“How?” I asked, lowering my sword, sweat trickling down my brow.

“They're fleeing to the harbor.” The priestess swept out of the ruins of the building, her golden nose ring flashing in the setting sun. “We have to pursue.”

“Our horses are dead or dying,” I answered, sheathing my sword. “We have to attend to our mounts.”

“But... She can't escape. She has to be brought to justice.”

“She will.” My heart ached. Angela had given up all her memories of me. It hurt worse than her hatred. It was apathy. How could I save her life if I couldn't connect to her on an emotional level. “Have your priestesses heal our horses if they still live.”

“But—”

I raised a gauntleted hand. “We know where they're heading. Grahata. They have to kill the Minotaur. That is what your Goddess said, yes?”

She nodded. “Fine.” Her tone softened. “Are you injured?”

“You would have felt it.” I touched her cheek. I felt my touch. She was a part of me thanks to the womb spell.

“But I feel...pain from you.” She touched my breastplate over my heart.

“It is nothing you can heal.” I took a deep breath. “Let's attend to our wounded mounts and then find passage to Grahata. We'll be waiting for them. The Labyrinth has only one entrance.” I grit my teeth. “If they survive the Minotaur, we shall take them into custody and bring them to justice.”

How can I save Angela now? I clenched my hand, fighting back the despair crushing my heart.

~  *  ~

Knight-Errant Angela

I took a deep breath as Faoril's winds set us down on the deck of the Golden Hunger. Blood still stained my side, but the sweet, creamy flavor of Sophia's healing milk lingered on my lips. She had nursed me as we flew. Xandra knelt nearby, her hands pressed on Chaun's bleeding leg. He was badly wounded. Sophia broke away, heading to aid him.

Xandra had broken and abandoned us. I could hardly blame her. It was a disaster.

“We do not have Thyrna's money,” Thrak grunted as he stepped up beside me. Faoril hadn't grabbed any of the saddlebags with the treasure we liberated from the Mirage Gardens. “She won't be happy.”

“Then you'll have to make her happy,” I snapped, bitter gall choking my mouth. We lost. “She hardly matters when we have six Knights Deute and as many priestesses of Slata hunting us. What do we do when they catch up to us? They have to know where we're bound.”

“We will overcome them,” Thrak grunted. “We know about them now. They had their chance, their element of surprise. And failed. We have the voyage to Grahata to plot our countermeasures, to come up with ideas to neutralize their faith magic and eliminate their powers.”

I nodded my head, grinding my teeth.

Thrak's expression softened, looking only moderately savage, “He's the one you forgot?”

“Yeah.” I sighed. “He wanted to protect me. I could tell he loved me and I felt absolutely nothing for him. He's a hole in my mind, like a tapestry with a burn in it obscuring one part. You can figure out what it shows by the rest of it, but you keep noticing the hole and you wonder what was there. Why did I give up my love for him?”

“Because you are driven.” He clapped his hand on my pauldron. “That is why we shall prevail.”

I grunted again as Thyrna's purring voice called, “Thrak, we need to talk.”

What would happen in Grahata? We had to face the Minotaur. Kevin and the other knights would follow. They had to know our destination. How could we possibly defeat six priestesses working ritual faith magic? But Thrak was right. I wouldn't give up.

We would find a way to defeat them.

The sailors scurried on the deck, putting us out into the Elba River. We had to figure it out before we reached Grahata. I would kill the Dragon Dominari. After that, nothing mattered but protecting Sophia and my friends.


Chapter Thirty-Nine: Naughty Little Songbird

Thrak – The Free City of Hargone

I clenched my fist as I marched across the deck of the Golden Hunger. The pirate crew scurried around us, preparing the ship to cast off from the river docks of Hargone. We would put out into the Elba River and sail north through the river's mouth and into the Nimborgoth. A northeast course would takes us to the island of Yalut and the city of Grahata. There, in the city's labyrinth, we would slay Gewin's son—the Minotaur.

An immortal demigod, birthed from the union of the God of War and the Goddess of Thieves, had never been slain though many tried. A violent monster, a warrior constantly seeking the next bloody battle. His ugly visage and prowess so horrified his mother, the Goddess Cernere, she had him imprisoned in the labyrinth millennia ago. It was built by the founder of Grahata—Grahat, a genius inventor who constructed the labyrinth on behalf of Cernere. He was credited with many other discoveries, particularly in the field of nautical engineering. He discovered a new style of sails for ships, allowing them to quarter the wind, along with the wheel and the keel. Other discoveries were credited to him. He was also a philosopher, one who believed in the freedom of the market. His treatise on the Selfishness of Commerce was a fascinating read.

But the Minotaur wasn't my main concern at this moment. Or even the group of six knights and six priestesses of Slata who had just tried to capture us—and who had soundly defeated us. No, my anger and concern was directed at the sultry, dominating, and dangerous captain of the Golden Hunger—Thyrna.

She lounged against the door that led to the cabins, her eyes heated. She had rich-brown skin and wavy-black hair framing her hungry face. She possessed a feline grace to her tall, curvy body, her tight leather pants hugging her hips and thighs, a ruffled blouse showing off her cleavage. She licked her lips, eyeing me, aching to dominate me.

She wanted me to be one of her boy toys, like the brawny men of her crew. She wanted me to submit to her lusts. I was Thrak of the Red Eye Orcs. Once, I had been chief of the Tribe. I submitted to no one. And she knew it.

But she always tried.

Faoril fell in at my side as we swept past the wounded Chaun cradled on his wife's lap. The slim avian had her hand pressed over his bloody leg wound. Sophia hurried over to heal him. Xandra had broken first, fleeing with Chaun when the knights had cut down her husband. I didn't blame her.

The knights defeated us.

I glanced at Faoril. Her face pale, her dark hair clinging to her sweaty face. Carrying us all with conjured winds from the battle across half the city had tired her. She had pushed herself to save us. “I can handle the Captain, Faoril. Get some rest.”

“Of course you can.” An evil smiled twisted her lips. “I just want to watch.”

Thyrna opened the door, walking into the short hallway beneath the stern deck, two doors on the right and two on the left leading to smaller cabins. The door at the end of the hallway led to hers. She stepped through it, waiting for us by her bed. We followed. She had a whole wall devoted to her collection of whips, paddles, flails, crops, switches, and riding crops.

She enjoyed punishing her crew.

“Things did not go well for you in the desert,” purred Thyrna. “Not well at all.”

I grunted, folding my arms.

“I was promised more treasure,” she continued. “From the Mirage Garden.”

Faoril stiffened, groaned. We had to flee the knights in haste. It wasn't her fault she left our saddlebags behind on the camels. All we had were the clothes we wore, our weapons, and whatever personal items held in pockets or pouches. Nothing more. All the treasure we had looted was left behind. The knights would claim it or it would be looted by the citizens of Hargone.

“And?” I asked.

The pirate arched her eyebrows. “And we agreed I needed more treasure to keep ferrying you and your companions around the Nimborgoth.” She licked her lips. “Now there are other ways I can make my—”

My hand shot out, seized her by the throat, and choked off her words. I pressed back as she changed, a tiger's orange fur sprouting across her face, a snarling muzzle. The black stripes made her fierce, dangerous. As I slammed her back onto the bed, her claws appeared, raking at my arm, leaving bloody scratches behind.

The pain burned hot. My cock stirred.

“That's not why you are ferrying us around,” I growled, staring into her slitted, feline eyes. I relaxed my hand enough to let her speak.

“Then why am I?” she purred, thick, pink tongue licking her chops. Only a rakshasa's head and hands transformed when she assumed her real form. The rest of her was still a beautiful, curvy woman, leather pants creaking as she shuddered.

“Because you are my little pussycat,” I growled. Beside me, Faoril let out a moan of desire. “You are my tame rakshasa. But you keep thinking you are in charge. That you get to make demands of me. I. Own. You.”

Her body shuddered again. “Do you?”

“Yes.” My free hand unbelted my kilt. It fell off my large, swarthy body. My cock thrust hard before me. The battle with the knights had been exhilarating. They had almost killed me so many times. They were formidable. The pair I fought were better than me thanks to the magic enhancing their skill. “You are mine. It's why you defy me. You want me to prove over and over that I. Am. Stronger. Than. You.”

She purred louder, her throat vibrating beneath my grip, her fur so soft against my palm. “So strong.”

“And that's why you are going to ferry us, pussycat,” I growled. “Because I tell you to. You will be a good pussycat and obey.”

Her eyes were locked on my cock. She shuddered again. “What have you done to me, Thrak?”

“Shown you what you've been searching for. It's why you've dominated all your crew. Why you whipped those strong men.” I leaned over her. “Because you were hoping there would be one like me. One strong. One powerful. One who would make you purr.” I stroked my free hand across her fur, scratching between her triangular ears.

They twitched.

“And now you've found it. And you will be a good pussycat, or I won't give you what you want.”

“What's that?”

“To take command of you. To force you to my will.” I leaned over, my fingers scratching harder between her ears, her purrs growing louder. “You've angered me. It's time for your punishment.”

“Yes,” she yowled. “Punish me.” Her eyes flicked to the wall and all her whips and flails.

And I laughed. “That's not punishment. That's satisfaction. No, you have to lick my lover's cunt.”

She hissed.

“I know. You hate women. Rakshasa do not like females.” I grinned. “That's what makes it punishment. Make my Faoril cum, call her your mistress, and then I might fuck your hot cunt.”

“If I please you?” she yowled, her whiskers twisting.

“If you please my lover.”

~  *  ~

Xandra

“Please, please, you have to heal him, Sophia,” I gasped as Thrak and Faoril walked by, heading to the cabin. Minx moaned nearby, begging Xera to fuck her cunt. But I had eyes only for the acolyte.

My hands pressed over Chaun's wound, his blood so warm. He shook, whimpering as he lay his head on my lap. He was cut so deep. The knight had badly cut his leg. I ignored the burning welt on my hand.

My earth totem was destroyed. It had burst into flames as the faith magic warding the knights had harmed the elementals I summoned. I had pushed them too hard as I tried to keep the knights from cutting us down with their swords.

I was useless in the battle.

Sophia stalked up, her white robes swirling about her. The hood was down, exposing her light-brown hair. Her green eyes burned, her body stiff, her fists clenched as she fell to her knees beside Chaun.

“Please, heal him,” I begged. “Please.”

“You ran,” Sophia hissed, her hand shoving into her pouch. I heard the clink of glass and stone as she fished around in there for a healing potion.

“There was nothing I could do,” I said, tears burning my eyes. “My elementals couldn't harm the knights. Chaun was dying. He needed help. They would have killed us.”

“You ran while Angela was in trouble.” She pulled out the healing potion. “While we all were in trouble. Angela could have died. We were counting on you. You're supposed to be one of us. Helping us, not running away.”

I flinched beneath her words. I opened my mouth, about to speak, but she cut me off.

“I don't want to hear your cowardly excuses. We are a team. We were all trying to stop them, to work together, but you were the only one of us who ran.”

Tears fell down my cheeks. “But...but... They were... Had swords... Kill us...” My words came out broken between sobs. I did run. I was supposed to fight with everyone else. I didn't have to flee. I could have just carried us away from the knights and brought Chaun to Sophia. I could have tried to find new ways to help. “I...was so scared... I couldn't...”

Sophia jammed the potion into Chaun's mouth, letting the creamy elixir pour down his throat as she glared at me. “We were all scared. You think my heart didn't stop when Kevin put his sword to Angela's throat? But you didn't see me running away like a frightened mouse. You didn't see me abandon my friends. The friends who came to rescue you in the Mirage Gardens.

“And you ran away!”

I cowered before her words. Why was I such a coward? Why couldn't I be brave like Sophia? Or Minx or Xera? No one else ran. Not even Chaun. He charged his camel. He saved my life and almost died himself. They all were risking their lives, trying to protect us all.

“I... I'm sorry,” I sobbed.

“Sorry,” sneered Sophia. “What will happen next time? How can we count on you at all? Will you get Angela killed the next time you run away?”

The fierce expression on her youthful face transformed her into something menacing. Her hand clenched, like she wanted to hold a dagger. As Angela barked something, her voice angry, I bolted to my feet, fleeing Sophia's gaze.

I was a coward. A terrible person. A cheating wife. I betrayed my companions who had risked the Mirage Gardens to free Sophia and me.

My feet slapped on the deck. I wished I could become a bird, to fly away. They would all be better without me. Chaun deserved a wife that wasn't a whore, Angela deserved a companion who was brave and skilled. But I couldn't fly.

I was a failure as an avian as well, cursed with an adolescent's name because I couldn't transform into a bird and fly.

I darted down into the hold. I belonged in the dark. Tears fell down my face as I stumbled into the bowels of the ship, racing away from the light, pressing past the cargo, weaving through them. Down here was where something as ugly as I was belonged.

“What do we have here?” a deep, rumbling voice asked as I flung myself against the front of the ship. The bow. Here the keel of the ship rose towards the bowsprit, the starboard and port hulls narrowing together. I turned, leaning my back against the hull and stared at a Halanian pirate, a colorful sash about his waist holding up his pants.

“The sweet songbird,” another voice said. A red-skinned pirate appeared, the hue of his flesh marking him as a human from Thlin. “What made you so sad?”

I shook my head, wiping at my eyes. The Thlinian was as muscular as the Halanian. They both had broad shoulders and were thick in the chest. They were almost as big as Thrak. Not as tall, but as close as a human could get to the orc.

Flashes of fucking Thrak, calming him out of his rage, cheating on my marriage vows as the orc fucked his huge cock in and out of me warmed my mind. A shudder ran through my filthy body, ending at my hardening nipples. A wet heat surged between my thighs.

“You shouldn't cry, sweet songbird,” the Halanian said, moving closer, his face lit by a small lantern he hung from a hook in a ceiling beam. “You should only make those happy moans.”

“So happy,” the Thlinian grinned. “Abdwal, I think I know what will cheer up a songbird.”

“What?” I asked, wiping at my cheeks again. My heart raced. I shouldn't be alone with these men. They had a gleam in their eye. Hungry, predatory. They glanced at my body, my skirt clinging to my hips, the sleeveless shirt pressed tight to my breasts, my nipples forming a pair of dimples.

“Why, Castor, I think I know exactly what she needs,” Abdwal said, his ebony hand pulling on the knot tying his sash. “That's why you came down here, right, little songbird? Into the dark hold? Away from prying eyes?”

A shiver raced through me. I wanted to be faithful to my vows to Luben, to Chaun, but...I was a coward. I was filth. I was a terrible avian and...and...the way they looked at me, the way they made me tremble and sparked heat between my thighs, caused me to ache more. They...desired me. They didn't know I was terrible. A failure. A filthy cheater.

They just saw something beautiful. Something desirable. Something that made them ache, too.

Stop. I couldn't do this. Not again.

My hands reached out, rubbing the bulge tenting the Halanian's pants. His cock felt large, thick. The kind of cock that would fill me up, make me gasp and moan, drive all these terrible thoughts from my mind.

“That's it, little songbird,” Castor said, his reddish hand seizing my sky-blue hair, pulling my head down roughly. He shoved his pants down, his cock popping out, not as big as the Halanian's. Slim and long.

A cock to suck on.

My stomach twisted as I opened my mouth. I couldn't stop myself. I was so weak. So cowardly. So worthless. I couldn't even tell when an efreet only pretended to be my husband. I knew Chaun so little, I let another man fuck me thinking it was him.

I engulfed his cock and sucked.

~  *  ~

Chaun

“Sophia,” Angela snarled as the healing potion went to work through my wounded body. “What did you just say to her?”

My head lolled, watching my crying wife flee down into the ship's hold. The milk swelled through me. The heat radiated through my body, driving back the chill settling into my fingers. The pain in my leg relaxed away. I groaned, my thoughts climbing out the sluggish daze, rising back to full alacrity as the potion healed me.

“My Queen?” Sophia said, standing up, turning. “I was just telling—”

Angela slapped Sophia hard, the crack echoing. Her head snapped, and she stumbled. Angela, blood still staining her thigh from her own healed wounds, advanced on Sophia. The knight's red hair bristled with her anger.

“My Queen?” Sophia asked, tears in her green eyes as she pressed a hand to crimsoned cheek.

“What did you say to her?” Angela demanded.

I grit my teeth. Flashes of Sophia's words shot through my mind as my thoughts grew clear. My heart clenched. My wife fled them, hurt by Sophia's words. I remembered Xandra's air elemental picking the pair of us up. She chose to save us and flee than let us get cut down by the knights.

I understood exactly why she did it. She hit her breaking point. It was her first real fight. She had been there for the imps, but she had been protected, in the center of the party, shielded from any of the real danger.

Not today. She had faced two knights immune to her abilities, about to kill her. Me. How could Sophia blame her?

I glared at the acolyte, gripping my leg. I felt my wound knit together. My poor Xandra was in the hold, crying more. She suffered so much from the Mirage Garden. Violating her marriage vows when Riad fucked her, even though she didn't know it was the efreet and thought it was me, sent her reeling. Avians were monogamous. They did not cheat on their spouses. It went against their instincts.

She felt guilty just being with a woman or Xera, and that was only after I convinced her it wasn't really cheating because they weren't men.

Now she was lost. It was partly my fault. I had pushed her to this, wanting her to open up her sexuality and take pleasure where she could so I could selfishly take my pleasure when I wanted. So I could seduce women, especially married women.

I was a changeling. It was my nature to seduce.

And by doing so, I hurt her so deeply. Worse, when I saw her with Thrak, watching her writhe beneath him, it made me feel sick and horny at the same time. She enjoyed it. She loved it. She gasped and moaned so loudly. I realized I didn't want her to be with other men. I wanted her all to myself.

I may be the only changeling in the history of my species that ever found a woman who loved one of us. I had thought Princess Adelaide had loved me. I thought I had loved her. But...then I would have seen the man she loved in her thoughts.

Like I did with Xandra. She loved me and I hurt her.

“Why did you say those things to her?” Angela demanded of Sophia as I forced myself to stand. I had to find Xandra, comfort her. She had to understand that what she did wasn't wrong. I stumbled past Angela and Sophia, heading into the hold.

With every step, my leg grew stronger as I healed. Every step, I moved with more and more confidence. I limped down into the hold. By the time I reached the stairs, I could almost walk normally. I moved faster, pushing past the boxes.

“That's it, little songbird,” a deep, male voice groaned. “That's what you need to feel better. Gods, Abdwal, the mouth on her.”

My stomach clenched. Songbird? Was the pirate talking about Xandra. Was she...pleasuring him? Sweat broke out across my forehead as I strained to listen, my heart screaming in my chest.


Chapter Forty: Taming the Rakshasa

Knave Angela

Sophia's head snapped back as I slapped her. She reeled, clutching a hand to her cheek, staring at me in shock. Anger surged through me. I couldn't believe Sophia would drive Xandra away in tears. What was wrong with her?

“My Queen?” Tears stained her green eyes.

“What did you say to her?” I snarled.

Sophia squirmed, hurt in her eyes. I took a step closer to her, my body trembling. Nothing had gone right today. Kevin's appearance to arrest me for the crimes we committed in Raratha, to tell me, as I feared, that my name was attainted. I was no longer a Knight Deute. And that he wanted to save me. He...loved me.

I could see it in his eyes. I must have loved him, too. And yet I had given up all memories of him to the Lesbius Oracle. It left me reeling. Lost. We had lost our fight today. Our first real defeat. Even in Raratha, we had escaped with the piece of the High King's sword. Our plan that evening had fallen apart, but we succeed at a high cost.

But not today.

“Why did you say those things to her?” I repeated, staring into her eyes. We did not need division right now. We had to find a way to overcome Kevin, the other knights, and the magic of their priestesses.

“She ran,” Sophia said. “I was just—”

“Berating her? Belittling her? Making her feel even worse than she already does for retreating?”

“Running,” Sophia repeated, her eyes hardening. “Running while you were in danger. While we all were in danger.”

“Like you ran when the panthopus attacked us? When you left me behind to face the monster?”

Sophia's cheeks crimsoned. “I...I...came back.”

“And maybe she would have. She was trying to save Chaun. The man she loves. What would you do to protect me?”

“Anything,” Sophia admitted, staring down. “But... We can't have her breaking.”

“We all broke. We all ran.” I cupped her cheek. “But no one else screamed at Xandra for doing what the rest of us did. For being afraid. For trying to save the person she loves. The rest of us didn't make her run off crying.”

“I...” Sophia swallowed. “I'm sorry, my Queen. I was just...” She looked up at me, tears falling down her face. “I was afraid.”

“That I would die.”

Sophia trembled, swallowing. “I...I... You love him.”

I blinked. “What?”

“You love Kevin. Chaun knows it. He sees him in your thoughts with his changeling powers. You might have forgotten Kevin, but...but what happens if you...you...?”

I stared at the tears running down her cheeks, my eyes widening. “You're afraid that I won't love you any more if I remember him?”

She nodded her head, her shoulders shaking, tears falling faster. “Y-you only l-loved me a-after. After y-you forgot about him. Y-you were s-struggling with your feelings on t-the trip. And...and...”

“And he's back, trying to protect me while doing his duty,” I sighed. I put my arms around her. “I can't remember him, Sophia.” I pulled her tight. “And...yes, I must have loved him. But I also must have been so angry with him that I didn't hesitate to give him up. How solid of a relationship is that?”

Sophia looked up at me, her eyes magnified by her tears. They were so green with flecks of light-brown staining them. “Really? Y-you don't think you would go back to him?”

I shook my head. “I love you, Sophia. I think I was already falling in love with you before I gave up my memories. I was just...hurting. Confused by Kevin. Then, when I forgot him, maybe there was nothing left to stop me from realizing how wonderful you are. How sweet you are.” I rubbed my nose against hers. “How cute you are, my naughty, little concubine.”

She sniffed and trembled. “I'm sorry. I...I was just...I shouldn't have said that to Xandra.”

“She's the one you have to apologize to,” I told her. “Not me. But... I think someone was very mean. Very bad. And you know what happens to bad girls.”

Her eyes widened. “They get punished?”

“Strip naked and bend over the railing,” I said, my voice strong, commanding. Queenly.

“Yes, my Queen.” Even with her cheeks covered in tears, her eyes puffy, the smile made her radiant, beautiful. I didn't lie to her. I loved her. Kevin would never change that even if I were to regain my memories of him.

~  *  ~

Warlock Faoril

A hot shudder ran through me as Thyrna purred, “Yes, I'll please her. For you, Thrak.”

My pussy clenched. My hands flew to the ties of my red robe. Unbelted, I shrugged it off. After the disaster of the battle and the exertion of using so much magic to fly us away—a difficult spell to do with just myself, let alone carrying the party and Thrak's bulk—I needed something...relaxing.

My robes slipped off to the floor exposing my naked body. Thyrna ripped open her blouse as Thrak released her throat. The rakshasa's large, brown breasts bounced, smooth and human, her nipples hard, the right pierced by a golden ring that...

Negated magic. How did it do that?

Thrak leaned to me and whispered, “I would love to fuck your asshole while she licks you.”

I grinned, shuddering. He dominated the rakshasa pirate, but he loved me. He didn't give me orders. We were partners. We shared things. I shivered and nodded my head, my asshole clenching. I loved his cock in any of my holes.

“That would be wonderful,” I purred, drawing moisture out of the air with the last bit of magical reserves lurking in my belly. I burned most of the cum away flying us here. As I crawled on my hands and knees on the bed, I shuddered, lubing my own asshole for his cock, working the moisture into my bowels.

I shivered, wiggling my hips. “I'm waiting, pussycat. Come lick my cream all up.”

Her ears twitched then laid back, angry and yet she obeyed me. Thrak had tamed her. She wiggled out of her leather pants before crawling towards me. I lowered my head, peering down my breasts and belly. I watched her tits dangle and sway beneath her body, nipple ring flashing, as she advanced. I gasped as her long whiskers brushed my thighs followed by her soft fur.

And then she licked.

My eyes widened. I let out a groan as her rough tongue slid through my folds, caressing my juicy snatch. I trembled, my fingers clenching on her soft sheets as her tongue rasped and nuzzled and pleasured me, driving me wild.

I groaned, my eyes rolling back in my head as her thick, rough tongue licked again. It was so different than a human's. Her tiger-like muzzle nuzzled into my pussy, her tongue licking deeper and deeper.

“Oh, yes, pussycat, devour all of my cream,” I moaned, my clit throbbing beneath her tongue. “Oh, you are making me feel so good.”

“Make her explode, pussycat,” Thrak growled. I heard a loud crack, the smack of palm on ass.

Thyrna yowled into my cunt, licking faster.

“Ooh, that's wonderful. Oh, Thrak, you have such a wonderful pussycat.”

“We'll see,” Thrak said. “She has to prove it.”

Thyrna purred louder, her whiskers ticking my thighs as her tongue probed into my cunt. The rough surface swirling through the depths of my pussy made me shiver, my walls clenching down on her. I groaned as Thrak moved behind me, kneeling over her head, his cock prodding between the cheeks of my asshole.

“Yes, yes, fuck me with that wonderful cock, Thrak,” I moaned. “Ream my asshole. I want to feel you fuck me while your sweet pussycat laps up all my cream.”

Thrak's cock rammed into my asshole. His thick, wonderful shaft pushed through my tight sphincter and spread my bowels apart. My eyes shot wide open as the bone ring rubbed through my bowels, caressing my flesh, making me tremble, driving me wild.

Hot friction washed to my pussy, merging with the rough delight of Thyrna's tongue. I groaned, grinding back into the rakshasa's muzzle as Thrak's cock drew back so slowly, teasing me, letting me enjoy its girth.

And then he slammed in.

“Gods, yes,” I moaned. “Pater's cock, fuck me, Thrak.”

“Yes, yes, fuck your lover,” purred Thyrna as she lapped. “Let's make her cum, Thrak.”

“Such a good pussycat,” I moaned, my bowels clenching on his dick.

“Yes,” snarled Thrak, his voice thick with passion. His strong hands gripped my hips and his balls smacked into my taint.

Pleasure rippled through my mind. This was so amazing. I had one of the most dangerous spawn of Las nuzzling at my cunt. Rakshasas were cruel, sadistic, and dominant. They ruled wherever they could, often worshiped as gods in the jungles of 'Uth. And they hated other women. They despised them, loving men. An all female race, they even hated their own kind. Only in the Queendom of Naith did rakshasa rule others.

And then, it was cutthroat, the families vying for control of the throne. Even sisters, aunts, and daughters plotted and schemed to kill their own blood to gain the throne and become Queen of Naith.

And Thrak tamed her. He had her licking at my pussy, loving my cunt with her sweet tongue. She could rip me apart. With her nipple ring, I had no way to protect myself. But she was leashed, collared.

That made this so hot.

“Yes, yes, yes, pussycat, devour my cunt. Oh, your tongue is wonderful. So good on my clit. Yes, yes. I'm going to cum on your mouth. Gods, yes.”

“Cum,” grunted Thrak, slamming his cock harder and faster, the friction burning through my body.

I trembled, my breasts swinging beneath me as I undulated my hips. I matched his thrusts while pressing my hot cunt into Thyrna's lapping tongue. The pleasure rippled through me. It made me gasp and moan. It had me ripping and clawing at the sheets as the rapture swelled in the core of my body.

Growing, surging, enlarging. I came closer and closer to my orgasm. I clenched my asshole down on Thrak's cock as her tongue swiped up and down my pussy. Every lick made me shudder. Every thrust of his cock made me groan.

“Pater's huge cock!”

My orgasm exploded through me. My pussy spasmed. My ass writhed. Juices gushed out of my cunt, fresh cream for the pussycat to devour. I stared at her down my body, the crown of my head resting on the bed. Juices clung to her whiskers and adorned her orange fur and black stripes. She purred louder, drinking my cream, wanting to please her owner.

Thrak.

My wonderful barbarian.

My asshole spasmed about his dick. His cock thrust harder, the friction keeping alive the pleasure. Wave after wave of delight shot through me. I groaned, shuddering, my bowels clenching on his dick, milking him.

“Cum in me, Thrak,” I hissed. “Flood my asshole.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” moaned Thyrna. “Cum in her. Please her.”

She licked again, flicking her tongue from my clit up through my pussy lips. I shuddered, a hard spasm wracking my body. My breasts shook, my pink nipples waving. They needed piercings. I had to get them. For Thrak.

“Gewin's mighty cock,” he growled and buried his cock into my depths. I shuddered as blast after blast of his jizz erupted into my depths. Hot, thick cum flooding through me. It was amazing. So hot. So wonderful.

He slammed his cock into me, his hands squeezing me hard. I shuddered, a final wave of heat rushing through me. I milked his cock with my bowels, savoring him shoved so deep into me. I felt so close to him and our pussycat.

And then he ripped his cock out of me.

Thyrna licked up through my pussy. My eyes widened as her whiskers and fur tickled the soft skin of my butt-cheeks as her tongue licked up to my asshole, gathering Thrak's jizz as it leaked out.

“Oh, yes, you naughty pussycat,” I moaned. “Clean out all of Thrak's cream from my ass.”

“That's a good pussycat,” Thrak said, speaking like an owner to his pet.

Thyrna shivered. I lifted my head, throwing a look over my shoulder, and smiled as Thrak petted her between her triangular ears. They twitched and wiggled as her tongue licked over and over through my butt-crack, cleaning up all the cum.

“I think we should keep her, Thrak,” I purred. “Our pet. Our naughty, little pussycat.”

“I think so,” Thrak said, scratching at her. Thyrna purred loudly, happily, her naked ass shaking. If she had a tail, I imagined it would be swishing back and forth.

~  *  ~

Acolyte Sophia

I bent over the railing, my small breasts dangling over the side. I watched the city of Hargone slide by as we neared the Nimborgoth. The river mouth grew wider and wider, the city falling away. I wiggled my hips, so aware of all the pirates watching me with their brutish, male eyes.

It was part of my punishment.

My cheeks burned. A trickle of juices ran down my thighs.

Armor clinked behind me. Angela approached. My Queen loved me. I was such a cunt to Xandra. I fled, too, at my first real taste of fear. And so did Chaun in the mines. And now we both fought, we both had learned to master our fears. And so would Xandra.

Crack!

“My Queen!” I gasped, shocked by the sudden, stinging impact of her hand on my ass. The heat of her spanking burned through me as I quivered on the railing.

“You were a bad girl,” she hissed. “Weren't you?”

“So bad,” I moaned.

Crack!

I winced. She was spanking me hard and—

Crack!

“My Queen!” I yelped.

Crack!

Crack!

Crack!

Her hand fell fast, hard. I hardly got used to the first stinging slap when the next fell and the next. She worked around my butt-cheeks, warming them, leaving them burning as I squirmed. My pussy clenched as the agony shot through me. I yelped and squirmed and let out cries of pain as she disciplined me hard.

Crack!

Crack!

Crack!

Her hand moved lower, smacking right where the swell of my ass met my thighs. I groaned. It hurt more there. But it was such a wonderful pain, reminding me that Angela loved me. That she discipline me because she cared.

I was her concubine. Her servant. Her slave. What I did reflected on her. My Queen.

Crack!

Crack!

Crack!

Fresh tears fell as the pain burned through me. My heart raced. The pain triggered rushes of shuddering heat through me. It transformed in my body, exciting me, becoming something at once both agonizing and intoxicating.

“I was so bad,” I howled. “Keep spanking me!”

“You were,” she snarled. “You made Xandra cry!”

Crack!

Crack!

Crack!

“I did,” I moaned through my tears, my ass a mass of fire. I had to be bruised. I would feel this discipline for a week or longer. “Keep spanking me. Punish me, my Queen.”

Crack!

Crack!

Crack!

Her hand moved to my upper thighs. The spankings really stung there. My hips rocked. My pussy clenched. Despite the pain, more and more juices trickled down my thighs. I groaned, the world spinning around me as my head dangled over the railing. The salty breeze flowed over me.

I felt like I was flying, soaring over the dark-blue Nimborgoth.

Her hand moved up my thighs, cracking, spanking, disciplining me. Flames burned. My pussy smoldered. She moved up to my inner thighs, landing spankings right below my pussy on my sensitive flesh and—

Smack!

The wet spanking echoed as her hand landed right on my dripping cunt.

Pain exploded in my pussy. My head snapped up, hair flying. I gasped, the pain burning through me. I moaned and gripped the railing as she smacked her hand over and over on my pussy. My poor clit throbbed with abused rapture.

“My Queen,” I moaned. “I...I...”

“Let it out,” she moaned, cracking her hand down on my pussy again. “Explode, you bad girl.”

Smack!

I came.

Rapture exploded out of my cunt. It shot through my body. The ecstasy slammed into my mind, and I was flying. I soared on bliss. The world spun as I was lost to the pleasure and the pain. They were one, mixing, merging, shifting back and forth, inundating my mind as it bore me aloft over seas of endless passion.

I moaned and gasped and drank in the bliss as her hand smacked over and over on my pussy. I loved it. I never wanted to stop soaring on the rapture generated by my Queen. I screamed out my bliss, not caring that all the brutish pirates watched and...

And...

And...

I was in my Queen's arms, cradled to her breastplate, trembling on her lap as she rocked me, soothed me, stroked my hair. “That's it,” she whispered. “You're coming back to me.”

“I flew,” I smiled, feeling so tired.

“I bet you did.” She kissed my brow. Then my nose.

And then my lips.

And that was wonderful. My entire body trembled. My ass burned as it pressed on her bare upper thighs. I squirmed, savoring the heat as I kissed her. Our tongues danced. I drank in the feel of her as I drifted.

Then she broke the kiss. Her head leaned back, her blue eyes distant.

“We'll find a way to defeat them,” I told her. “All of us will. Together.”


Chapter Forty-One: Soiled Vows

Chaun

My stomach twisted, hoping that I didn't hear what I thought I had. My wife couldn't be fooling around with a pirate in the hold. Ahead, a lantern's light danced, swinging as the ship rocked in the current of the Elba River. Shadows moved. A man's profile, his hands holding what looked like a head at crotch level. It was a woman sucking his dick. A sick chill radiated from my stomach.

Xandra? My dick hardened.

“That's it, songbird,” the male grunted. “Just keep sucking.”

Was my wife...blowing one of the pirates? Had she fled down here and... So fast?

“Oh, the songbird's got a hot cunt,” a second voice said as I moved slowly forward, sweat breaking across my brow as I heard a muffled, melodious moan.

Xandra's moan.

How could she run off crying and within minutes let two pirates fuck her?

I caught a glimpse of the reddish, brawny torso of Castor, the Thlinian pirate. His hands gripped sky-blue hair. I could see Xandra's face as she stood bent over, her lips wrapped about the pirate's cock.

I moved closer, more and more of her body coming into sight. Her skirt was lifted over her pale ass. Ebony fingers pumped in and out of her cunt as Abdwal fingered my wife. Xandra let out another moan, her hips shaking.

“Songbird wants my big dick in her,” groaned Abdwal, pulling out his fingers. He licked my wife's juices. His fingers glistened. She was so wet.

For them.

My dick swelled in my hose. Swallowing, I moved my hand down, rubbing at my crotch. Why was this so...hot? Why did it make me feel so ashamed for watching? Jealousy and lust and pain spiked through me.

How could she turn to two of the pirates for satisfaction? Unless... She had stared at the pirates on our voyage to Hargone. I had whispered in her ear, trying to arouse her interest in them. And now she was indulging.

It was all my fault that she was cheating on me. Cuckolding me.

I pulled out my cock as Abdwal pulled out his, thick and ebony. Xandra moaned about Castor's cock as Abdwal thrust his dick into her depths. I could hear the wet sound of his cock sliding into my wife's pussy. She moaned, her hips moving, sucking hard, savoring her first threesome with two men. Abdwal's thrust slid her mouth further down Castor's dick.

I stroked my shaft. Pleasure raced down my shaft and crashed into the twisting shame in my guts. They mixed, which only fanned my ardor I stroked faster, watching my wife impaled between their two cocks, her small body swaying back and forth as the huge pirates rammed their dicks into her mouth and cunt.

“What a tight cunt, songbird,” grunted Abdwal. “Mmm, yes. Sing about Castor's cock. Let the ship know how much you love our dicks.”

“Oh, yes,” Castor grunted, his back arching as he gripped the sides of Xandra's face, fucking his cock down her throat.

She took his cock, moaning, shuddering. Even muffled by his shaft, her passionate cries sang with the beauty of her voice. Her hands gripped his hips, clutching him, fingers digging into his flesh as she savored being fucked by the two men.

The thwack of balls smacking her chin and clit echoed through the hold. Flesh slapped flesh. My hand pumped faster, adding my own rhythmic beat to the fucking. I leaned forward, clutching a crate with my left hand as the pleasure rippled through me.

She was so beautiful. So whorish. She writhed between them. Her frail body trembled as they used her. She took their hard cocks. Her eyes squeezed shut as she sang louder and louder, her passion swelling within her.

“Damn, that's a tight cunt,” groaned Abdwal. “She's cumming on my dick. Yes, the songbird loves my big, Halanian cock. Gods, what a wonderful massage. She wants my cum.”

“Flood her,” groaned Castor. “Vedr's queef, she is moaning so loud about my dick.”

“Singing my cock's praise,” grunted Abdwal, and then he thrust into my wife, his heavy balls smacking against her flesh.

His back arched. The pirate grunted like a beast as he flooded Xandra's married snatch with his seed. My wife's cunt. I groaned, my three balls tightening. My hand stroked faster and faster. The tip of my cock ached as the Halanian thrust a final time into her.

And then he ripped out his dick. I caught a glimpse of my wife's cunt, shaved and dripping with her juices. Cum leaked out of her, white and thick. Another man's seed. The Halanian smacked her ass before leaning against a crate.

“Songbird has a mighty fun pussy,” he laughed.

Castor grinned then ripped her mouth off his cock. He spun her around, pressing her against a crate. She bent over it, hugging it, saliva staining her chin, her face flushed, her eyes glazed with lust. Castor slammed into her sloppy depths.

“Yes,” she sang, pleasure crashing over her face. “Yes, yes, fuck my dirty cunt.”

“Dirty?” I groaned, stroking my dick faster. There was pleasure twisting her face and something else.

Self-loathing.

She wasn't fucking these men out of a whorish desire, but to punish herself. To wallow in her own depression. She arched her back as Castor fucked her, gasping out her moans, spilling out dirty, filthy words.

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck my dirty, married cunt. Violate me. Cum in me. Yes, yes, give it to me. Fuck me. Use me! Oh, Luben's sacred oath, yes!” She sang out as she came again.

I couldn't stop stroking my cock as I watched her cum. Her sapphire eyes danced around the hold as she shuddered, bucking back into Castor's strokes And then her eyes saw me. She stiffened, gasped, trembling as we stared at each other in the dark hold.

“Damn, her cunt got tight,” groaned Castor.

“No,” Xandra gasped.

“Slutty wife's cunt,” grunted Castor as his face contorted in orgasmic lust, dumping his cum into her cunt, another man's seed flooding into my wife.

I shuddered, my dick erupting. The pleasure rushed through me. Xandra covered her face as I stroked my dick, squeezing out every drop of cum as Castor's muscular body writhed. He grunted out his rapture, savoring my wife's cunt.

And then he finished.

“Damn, songbird,” he groaned. “Any time you need cheering up, you know the cure.” He smacked her ass and pulled out.

The two pirates, laughing, grabbed the lantern. I ducked to the side, letting them past as Xandra's cries echoed in the hold. My heart beat. I pulled up my torn hose, stiff with my blood, and waited for the pirates to head above deck, ignoring their crude comments.

Then I stepped out. “Xandra,” I said softly.

“No, don't look at me,” she wailed, ducking behind a crate.

~  *  ~

Xandra

I collapsed. Chaun had watched me be filthy again, jerking his cock. Just like he wanted me to be. A filthy, cheating wife. I wanted to make him happy, but it made me feel so terrible all at the same time. Seeing him shocked me out of my lusts and reminded me I was breaking my vows to the God of Love. How Luben must despise me.

I curled up around myself, burying my face into my skirt as the two men's cum leaked out of my dirty pussy.

And then Chaun was there, kneeling, his arm around me. I shivered as his touch was so gentle. His face, so dark it made the Halanian only seem like a very-dark brown, didn't twist with disgust. His silvery hair almost glowed in the dim light of the hold.

“I'm sorry,” I sobbed, trying to pull away. “I...I...I keep cheating on you and...and...”

“Shhh,” he cooed, stroking my hair. “I'm the one who's sorry.”

“For what?” I croaked. “I'm the poorest excuse for a wife. The one who...who...”

“You were tricked by Riad,” he whispered. “You thought it was me.” He pulled me onto his lap. How could he stand to touch me after watching those two pirates use me like a whore? A prostitute? I wasn't a pure avian wife.

“I wasn't...tricked with Thrak...” I shuddered. “I wanted him. I lusted for him.”

“That's why I'm sorry,” he said, stroking my tears away with his gentle thumbs. “I wanted you to sleep with Thrak. With other men.”

“And I did it,” I wailed. “I let those pirates fuck me, and I loved it, Chaun. I came. I enjoyed it.”

“Of course you did.” He kissed my forehead. Why was he so tender? “Your body reacted to their touch. You were meant to enjoy sex. We all are. But you feel bad because I made you violate your marriage vows.”

“No you didn't,” I objected.

“I did. I whispered in your ear. I was guiding you to sleep with Thrak, with other men, because I wanted you to see that your vow was meaningless. That having sex was no different than a hug. It was no different than holding hands. That it was just an act. Nothing special.”

I stared at him. “Y-you thought it was meaningless?”

He gave me a sad nod. “I wanted you to open up and enjoy others so I could sleep around. So I could seduce other women. Married women.”

“Chaun,” I gasped.

“So I pointed out Thrak. I opened your eyes to him. I whispered in your ear, planting the idea, inspiring you to imagine what it would be like with him. I made you desire him, desire others even when I know you were resisting. And that was wrong of me. I see it now. Your vow to be pure, to never take another man, is something sacred to you. Something important.

“And when you thought you violated that vow because Riad tricked you, it made you feel worthless.”

I nodded my head.

“And when you felt worthless, you tried to do things to make you feel better. So you took the chance with Thrak. After all, you had already violated your marriage vows once. Why not again? With the very male I had pushed you towards.

“Only it made you feel even worse.”

I nodded my head again.

“And then you had Sophia yell at you over something stupid.”

“Stupid?” I croaked. “I ran away.”

“You were tested and broke. Anyone would have.”

“No one else ran.”

Chaun laughed. “I did. Before we met. In the dwarven mines. I ran in panic when we were attacked by a wraith. I didn't even last as long as you did. I just bolted like a coward. Fear ruled me. I didn't know how to face it, how to stand with my friends.

“You already know that better than I had.”

“But—”

Chaun put his finger over my lip. “We were losing. The others retreated, too. We all had to run. You were just the first to see it.” He smiled. “Maybe next time, tell everyone else what you're doing. Work with them. You'll see. It gets easier.”

“Maybe,” I muttered, then shivered. “But...”

“But you keep cheating on me. You broke your vow again in the hold. With both of them.” He sighed. “And how did it make you feel?”

“When they were in me, fucking me.” A shuddering sob croaked from my throat. “I...I...”

“Loved it. You enjoyed it. But then you felt bad when you saw me. I reminded you that you were breaking your vows.”

“And it made me feel worse. I am worthless. I am a terrible wife.”

“No.” Chaun's voice was firm. “I am a terrible husband. I never should have encouraged you to want other men. I should have just been happy with you the way you are.”

“But you're a changeling.” I said. I leaned my head against him. “You need to seduce other women.”

“Just like you need to be faithful.” He laughed. “The irony of the two of us being in love.”

I smiled despite the pain. He loved me.

“I don't know what to do. I knew it was wrong, but I wanted those men. I wanted to fuck them.” Saying it made my stomach twist.

“There's a simple solution to that,” Chaun said.

“What?” An angry surge shot through me. “That I should just fuck them and—”

“No.” His voice was calm, pitched just right to draw me short. “Just point them out to me, and I'll become them. I can be any man you desire. You can indulge and never violate your vow to Luben. You can fuck all the men you want and be faithful to me.”

I shivered against him. “You wouldn't mind?”

He laughed. “I'm a changeling. I would love to do that for you.”

I smiled. It was nice to smile. Tears still trickled down my cheeks. I couldn't believe this man. That he could still love something worthless like me.

Maybe...I wasn't worthless?

“And what about you? I can't become other women.” I looked up at him, biting my lip.

“I'll be fine.”

I shook my head. “No. No, I can't do that to you.” I tightened my arms around him. “It's...it's not cheating...with women. And...you're a changeling, not an avian. You didn't swear any oaths. So...”

“So you want to have threesomes with me and other women?” Chaun smiled, “I can enjoy any other woman I want so long as I share?”

“I'm happy with just you, but you'll be happy with me plus more,” I said. “We both have our nature.”

“Monogamous polygamy,” he said, an amused smile on his lips. “It's better than hurting you. I can't bear to see you in pain. It sickened me seeing other men with you. I thought it was jealousy. But... It's not. It's knowing how miserable it made you to go against your nature that made me feel sick.”

“Thank you,” I whispered. “I love you, Chaun.”

And then he kissed me, soft, gentle. It made me tremble. It made me feel loved. His heart shone through me, a sun rising over darkened shores.

~  *  ~

Thrak

Faoril's head lay on my chest, her naked body pressed against me. Thyrna's tongue lapped at my cock, cleaning Faoril's ass from my dick. Her tongue was rough, her whiskers tickling me as she purred, cleaning me.

“Thyrna,” Faoril said. “Why does your nipple ring grant you immunity to magic?”

The pirate captain's muzzle lifted, her feline eyes focusing on Faoril. A smile crossed my lips. My mage was always thinking. We had to neutralize the faith magic on the knights somehow. And there were ways to do that. Thyrna's nipple ring was one, but the gnome bounty hunter who attacked us at Mount Peritito used some sort of alchemical dust that neutralized magic, too.

“Answer her,” I growled. We would find a way to defeat the knights and the priestesses.

~  *  ~

Knight Kevin – Hargone

The Nixie's Cream rocked in the harbor. The ship would not sail until morning, giving Angela more time to reach Grahata ahead of us. Her ship, according to the dockmaster, had slipped out of the harbor an hour before we arrived.

I stared at the wide River Elba, waters dark as the sun sank, pondering my thoughts. I had to restore Angela's memories. If she remembered her love, then I could convince her to see reason. She could survive this. Not as a knight, but she would still be alive.

Then I would marry her like I had planned. Like I had asked her once before.

Esmerelda pressed into me from behind. I had removed my armor, wearing only a linen robe. Hers was equally thin. I felt her nipples harden through the cloth as she rubbed her cheek into my shoulders. She sighed.

“Helena and Mary are waiting for you,” she purred.

An ache shot down to my cock. The priestesses Esmerelda and Helena along with Mary, my fellow Knight Deute, were bound with me, our senses shared, united. We were spiritual siblings now, reborn in Slata's metaphysical womb. It was what let us fight so effectively against Angela. If it wasn't for the mage carrying them away, we would have prevailed.

“Do you know any way to restore memories taken by an oracle as payment.”

“No,” she purred. “Save true love's kiss.” She laughed. “That's how it goes in the stories, right?”

“I guess so.”

“Talk to a priest or priestess of Luben. Love is their domain.”

I nodded my head.

“So, why do you want to know?” Her hands slid down to my crotch, rubbing my hardening cock. “Angela?”

I ignored her, turning. Love's true kiss... I did love her. And she loved me. “You said they're waiting for us?”

She smiled and gave me a hot kiss. I needed to relax after today's setback. And Mary, Helena, and Esmerelda could be very relaxing.

I would have another chance in Grahata to save Angela.


Chapter Forty-Two: Plots and Plans

Warlock Faoril – The Golden Hunger sailing the Nimborgoth

Thunder rumbled in the distance. Lightning illuminated a squall on the dark horizon. Night had fallen and the Golden Hunger rocked, her sea anchor deployed, the crew singing songs on the mid deck, their brawny chests illuminated by several lanterns around the boat.

I watched them from the stern deck, leaning on a railing. A few glanced at me, giving me huge, possessive grins. I shifted, remembering the gangbang in the hold my first night on the ship. They were all eager for a repeat performance.

Laughter came from a group clustered around Castor, a Thlinian pirate, and the Halanian pirate named Abdwal. Based on the hand gestures and pantomime, it was an obscene conversation about fucking some woman at the same time.

Minx emerged from the hold. “Found them,” she said as she raced up the steep stairs to the stern deck. Almost all of our party was on deck save two. “They are coming.”

“Good,” Angela said, the knight's expression grave in the shining ball of pink light Sophia had conjured to illuminate the stern deck. Somehow, the soft light made Angela's blue eyes even harder.

She was committed to finding a way to overcome our latest obstacle—the Knights Deute and Priestesses of Slata hunting her down. Their tactics and magic were effective. All the knights were as skilled fighters as Angela, maybe even more skilled. They had more experience fighting monsters, and they were armed with the ritual magics of Slata protecting them and granting them a level of coordination not possible otherwise.

I played with the gold nipple ring in my hand. My body tingled while I held it, spreading a numbing fuzz through me, suppressing my magic. It felt just like I had after the alchemical weapon the gnome bounty hunter had used on us in the volcano.

Minx plopped herself onto Xera's lap as the elf sat cross-legged on the corner of the stern deck. The impish halfling wiggled to get comfortable. She looked like a child on a mother's lap thanks to her short stature and slim body, her head pillowed back on Xera's naked, large breasts. The elf smiled, her ears twitching.

Chaun and Xandra emerged from below deck, Xandra's pale face flushed, her blue hair disarrayed. She had a smile on her lips. I blinked. She hadn't smiled much since her kidnapping into the Mirage Gardens and the realization that the efreet master had disguised himself as Chaun to fuck her. But now her petite frame clung to Chaun as they crossed to the deck. He let her go up first, his hands grabbing her ass, pushing her up while she giggled, her voice melodic like a bird's.

“Well, I am sorry to keep you all waiting on us,” Chaun said. “We were having a very deep conversation.”

Xandra nodded, traces of cum staining her chin. More ran down her thighs from beneath her skirt.

“Oh, I can see that,” chortled Minx. “Chaun must have been talking very deep to make you smile like that.”

Xandra's pale cheeks blushed.

Thrak popped his knuckles and pushed off the railing. “Well, let's figure out how to beat those knights.”

“Yes,” Minx hissed. “Ooh, they made us all look like idiots. And those priestesses...”

“We know what they can do now,” Angela said. “Magic is out and force of arms as well. We need unconventional tactics.”

“Sleeping bombs,” Minx said. “I tried sticky bombs, but that knight blocked my attack with his shield and threw it at me at the same time. Had me all tangled up. I've never seen anything so...so...”

“Amazing,” Xera suggested.

“I didn't want to say it,” Minx admitted, “but, yes. Amazing. He didn't even look at me. No one has reflexes like that.”

“The Ritual of the Womb,” Sophia said. “Two knights and two priestesses united as spiritual siblings all reborn in Slata's metaphorical womb.” She shuddered. “Sounds so icky.”

“Pregnancy and birth is part of womanhood,” Angela pointed out.

“The icky parts,” blanched Sophia. “The parts that require a man. Saphique was wise to distance herself from it and embrace femininity in its most pure form.”

Minx giggled.

“And that is what gave them preternatural reflexes,” I said. “The priestesses were spotting for the knights. What they saw, so did the knights, letting them react instantly.”

“We need to blind them,” Chaun said. “Obscure their sight.”

“A smoke or fog?” Xandra suggested. She hunched her shoulders whenever anyone looked.

Chaun stroked her arm. “Can you do that, make smoke with your elementals?”

She nodded. “An air and water mixing together would work. Though if I had my earth totem, I could raise more dust, but...” She sighed and rubbed her hand. “So long as my elementals didn't touch the knights, their antimagic protection wouldn't matter.”

“Cut down visibility to say a few feet,” Thrak grunted. “We'll be lost in it, too, but at least the knights might be vulnerable.”

“Could you do magic to negate any of the priestesses', Sophia?” Xera asked. “Is not dispelling and abjuration common in faith magic?”

“Yes,” Sophia said, shifting. “But, well...”

“She was a poor student and never paid attention in classes,” Angela said and gave the white-robed acolyte a smack on the ass.

Sophia's cheeks pinked. “Yes. Plus, magic isn't really taught until you're a full priestess. And I'm only an acolyte. Saphique gave me magic early to help us on the quest. I guess she knew it would be difficult.”

“So you couldn't negate their ritual,” sighed Chaun. “That would make this easier. I could affect them with my music. Instead of giving us courage and steadfast hearts like I did in Hargone, I could inflict fear or confusion upon them.”

“Your music is still magic, Chaun,” I said. “A very subtle and special magic, but your songs wouldn't be any more effective than my magic or Xandra's elementals.”

“No, their warding was powerful,” Xandra said.

“A full ritual,” sighed Sophia. “Six priestesses working in concert. It would fail, eventually. But how much magic would you have to pour into their warding to defeat it?”

“Probably a lot,” I said and tossed the golden nipple ring to Sophia.

She caught it out of instinct. The moment her hand closed about it, the pink light she conjured snuffed out. Sophia gasped and shivered. “What is this?”

“An alloy of gold forged with a rare metal called chromium,” I answered. “It negates magic.”

Sophia tossed it back. The moment it lost contact with her hand, her pink light sprang back into existence, gently bobbing before her.

“Like the gnome bounty hunter's antimagic bomb,” Minx said. “I've heard of them, but they're supposed to be very rare, the ingredients hard to find.”

“There is a source in the Queendom of Naith where the nipple ring is from,” I said. “Apparently, the rakshasa royal family keeps it as a closely guarded secret to protect their queens and princesses.”

“And how did you get one?” Sophia asked.

“It's Captain Thyrna's,” Thrak answered. “She surrendered it to me for the demonstration.”

“Really?” A grin spread on Sophia's face. “Is that what you two were doing for the last hour? Convincing her to surrender to you?”

Thrak nodded his head and a flush shot through me. Thyrna was a good pussycat now.

“One nipple ring isn't enough,” Thrak said. “The moment they drop it, their magic comes back. We need what the bounty hunter had.”

“Negating magic would be interesting,” Angela said. “But it also negates our magic users, removing them from the fight.”

“But it would allow us to fight effectively against the knights,” Thrak said.

“Still, six on two...” Angela shook her head. “Even without magic, they would overwhelm us. No, we need to separate and isolate them. Alchemical bombs and dust cloud sounds like our best options to deal with the knights.”

“The bombs could be used on the priestesses,” Sophia said. “Those Slata whores were hiding in the wings spotting and working rituals. Just hitting them could cut down our enemies. Without magic, they are as useless as me in a fight.”

“You're not useless,” Angela said, stroking the acolyte. “You took the Doge hostage.”

“And she can enchant weapons,” Xera added. “Her blessed blades gave us advantages against Fireeyes's zombies. Perhaps they would be as effective against armor.”

Sophia shook her head. “It would only matter if they had magical protections on them. I didn't notice any warding spells beyond the magical negation.”

“We should arrive in Grahata ahead of them. Captain Thyrna promises us a fast crossing. But I expect they won't be too far behind us. They will ambush again. And there is only one place they know we'll be.”

“They're going to hit us coming out of the labyrinth,” Chaun sighed, running a hand through his silvery hair. “When we will be weakened from facing the Minotaur.”

“Which is another problem entirely,” I said. “The Labyrinth. The entrance is on a mechanical clock. It opens for a six hour period in the night, three hours before midnight and three hours after. The rest of the time, the entrance is closed. It is a confusing maze. No one ever returns and the Minotaur never escapes. It might even shift around once we're inside.”

“Elementals cannot get lost,” Xandra said.

“Neither do I,” Minx said. “Cernere commissioned the labyrinth. But I'm a better thief.”

“Than the Goddess of Crime?” Sophia asked, raising a brown eyebrow.

Minx nodded, her metallic-red hair glinting.

“And then we just have to face Gewin's son,” Minx chortled. “A warrior that's never lost a battle. A demigod.”

“A unique demigod and not a race,” I sighed. “Those always prove challenging.”

“And he doesn't possess Las's blood,” added Chaun. “No lust to use against him like the erinyes.”

“Is it at all strange that I am more worried about the knights than the Minotaur?” Sophia asked. “They beat us handily. I didn't like that.”

“They are the enemy we know,” Thrak said. “The Minotaur is a distant fear, more legend than reality. A beast no living soul has seen except the women sacrificed to feed his bestial hungers every decade. To live and die in the labyrinth as his bride.”

Sophia scowled “At least we will put an end to that.”

~  *  ~

Minx

A giddy thrill danced through me. We had a plan to deal with those Las-damned knights and their cunty priestesses. They had made me so horny today. I was still horny after Xera was kind enough to lick me to several orgasms in our cabin before our meeting.

I squirmed on her lap, loving the feel of her large, pillowy breasts against the side of my head. I craned my head back, staring at her chin, her green hair falling about her face. I licked my lips, wiggling more.

“Someone's still horny,” Xera said, looking down at me. Her four-leafed clover glittered, tucked behind her ear.

“Want to use the ointment?” I asked her.

Before Xera could answer, though the grin sliding across her face already told me what she would say, Xandra stepped before us. I blinked at the avian. She rubbed her hands together, her shoulders hunched tight.

“Yes?” Xera asked with a polite tone. “Did you need something?”

“Well, I was going to ask Minx,” Xandra looked down at me with her sapphire eyes, “if you would like to...join Chaun and me... In our cabin... To make love.”

I arched an eyebrow. “Are you inviting me to a threesome? Did Chaun put you up to this?”

She shook her head, sky blue hair dancing about her delicate features.

I glanced around her at the changeling bard. He spoke with Faoril, his silvery hair tinged pink thanks to Sophia's light while his skin appeared even darker than night, almost an absence of color. I hadn't been with the changeling yet. He had an effeminate, handsome, almost beautiful face. Long, pointed ears like an elf.

“Sure,” I answered. “Can Xera join us?”

Xandra's cheeks blushed prettily and she nodded.

I gave a wicked giggle. “Oh, you're going to love the ointment, Xandra.”

The avian blinked at me.


Chapter Forty-Three: Songbird's Passion

Xandra

A nervous flutter went through me. Tonight was our new relationship. Our more open one. Chaun and I would share women or he could fuck any woman he wanted. And whenever I saw a man that made me wet, that made me ache to fuck him, Chaun would become him.

And I could act out my fantasies with him, getting lost in the thrill of being with another man without violating my oaths to Luben any more than I had. The God of Love and Marriage must already be disappointed in me after taking on two of the pirates in the hold earlier this evening.

But that was the past.

Minx lay naked on the floor of our cabin on a pile of blankets and tasseled pillows. She squirmed, her hands squeezing her round breasts. They were small but sized perfectly for her miniature form. She licked her lips, her hips shifting.

I leaned down between her legs. A strip of metallic-red hair led to the tight slit of her pussy. I nuzzled at her, licking through her flesh and savoring the lavender flavor of her pussy. I gasped in awe, savoring the different taste and licked again and again.

“Oh, you lap so daintily,” giggled Minx, her hips humping as I licked through her small pussy.

“I can't believe you can fit Chaun's cock in your pussy,” I told her.

Behind me, Xera sucked and bobbed her mouth on Chaun's cock, the elf's ears twitching while my husband groaned. He looked so beautiful and handsome as he moaned, the muscles in his chest rippling beneath his black skin.

“He can shrink it for you.”

“No!” Minx gave me a look. “The bigger the better. I take Thrak's and Xera's cocks all the time. And Thrak is bigger than Chaun.”

“He is,” I blushed, remembering the enraged orc ramming his cock into me as I lay pinned to the desert sand, his piercing rubbing hard at my pussy walls.

“I can take him. Pussy's stretch.” Minx shuddered as I leaned over and licked at her pussy again, loving her flavor. This was so...wonderful. To indulge. To not feel guilty. Minx was a woman, not a man. I could enjoy this. Chaun had broadened my desires, enlightened me to more pleasures to be found.

“Chaun,” I smiled, turning to my husband, my lips sticky. “I want to watch your cock slide into her pussy.”

“Yes, yes, your wife's tongue was nice, but I need a cock in me. I've had enough tongue tonight.” Minx giggled wickedly, looking at Xera.

The elf popped her mouth off Chaun's dick. She licked her lips. “She had plenty of mine this evening.”

I couldn't help giving a wicked giggle.

Chaun walked to us, his dick bobbing, hairless balls swinging. I grasped his dick, stroking him. I couldn't resist leaning down and licking at the tip, gathering a salty drop of precum and tasting a hint of Xera's mouth on his cock. It was almost like we had kissed indirectly.

I kept a grip on Chaun's cock as he knelt before Minx. I brought the dark tip of his dick to her pussy. She was pink inside like an avian's pussy, an elf's pussy, or a human's pussy. Were all pussies pink inside regardless of the color of skin?

“Fuck me,” Minx moaned as I pressed my husband's cock to her tight pussy. “Ram that big dick in me, Chaun.”

I shuddered and watched as the tip of his dick pressed forward. Her pussy lips spread around the girth, stretching wider and wider. My cunt clenched in sympathetic pleasure as my husband forced more and more of his dick into her.

“Yes,” Minx hissed, looking so small beneath my husband, her face only coming up to his lower chest. Her small thighs locked about his waist. “That's a nice cock, changeling. Feels so familiar.”

“Like Xera's?” Chaun asked as he bottomed out in her. “Your favorite dick?”

“Yes,” gasped Minx. “Now fuck me with that cock.” Then she turned her head, sapphire eyes meeting mine. “In my pouch is a small jar. Rub the ointment on Xera's clit and enjoy.”

“Oh, okay,” I said as my husband drew back his hips, Minx's tight pussy lips clinging to his ebony shaft. It glistened with Minx's juices. He slammed in, his balls smacking into her small frame. She groaned, trembling beneath him.

“Yes,” the halfling hissed. “Fuck me, Chaun. Make me squeal on that wonderful cock.”

I opened up Minx's pouch, digging through the clay balls. They had different markings on them. Some were sticky bombs, some sleeping bombs, and others were lust bombs. I pushed past a felt bag wrapped up with metal and then found a jar. I opened it, revealing a reddish-white paste. I scooped a dollop on my finger.

It smelled like ginseng.

“What does this do?” I asked the elf, an expectant grin on her face.

“Something wonderful,” Minx moaned as I knelt down between the elf's thighs.

Xera's pussy was shaved bare, her lips thick, engorged with excitement. Juices glistened on her flesh, and the scent of marigold flowers filled my nose. Elves had such wonderful perfume. I leaned down and spread open her pussy lips, finding her clit poking pink out of its hood. She had more pussy lips than Sophia or Minx, an extra set folded inside of her.

More places to lick and explore.

Xera shuddered as I rubbed the ointment on her clit. Her body convulsed, her large breasts shaking. My pussy clenched again as she let out a long, low, throaty moan of absolute bliss. I wondered what the substance felt like and—

Her clit grew.

“Luben's sacred oaths,” I gasped, my head flinching back as the clit thrust before her, pink and throbbing.

Minx chortled as the pink clit grew thicker, wider, longer. The color faded to match Xera's pale skin tinged with green. The tip flared into a mushroom-shape, becoming a cock. A slit appeared in the spongy crown.

And precum bubbled out of it.

A wave of excited heat washed through me. Though she had a cock, Xera was still a woman. She had a wet pussy, the folds wrapped about the base of her cock. This wasn't breaking my marriage vows either.

I didn't have to be afraid of licking her cock, swirling my tongue around it, then sucking it into my mouth.

So I did just that.

“Oh, Xandra,” Xera moaned, her back arching, her large breasts jiggling before her as she ran a hand through my sky-blue hair.

I savored her cock filling my mouth as I sucked on it. The salty flavor of her precum sent excited shivers through me. I felt Minx and Chaun's eyes on me as they fucked, watching me blow the elf. That excited my pussy. I shifted my hips, juices trickling down my thighs as my cheeks hollowed. I loved the taste of her cock in my mouth.

This was such a wonderful thrill. An exciting discovery to get to enjoy.

I breathed in deep through my nose. A hot shiver rushed through me as I bobbed and slurped down her cock. My fingers stroked down the shaft until I found the wet folds of her pussy instead of a pair of balls.

“Xandra,” groaned Xera as my fingers stroked her petals. “Mater's cock, that's lovely. You are such a sweet thing. Chaun is lucky to have your love.”

“So lucky,” Chaun groaned, his voice thick and throaty.

That sent a pleased shudder through me. I sucked harder and shoved a pair of my fingers into the hot, wet silk of Xera's pussy. The elf moaned louder, her ears twitching as she leaned back onto the pillows.

The slap of Chaun's balls and flesh smacking Minx's tiny frame joined Xera's moans as I blew her. It was so exciting. I pumped my fingers in and out of her pussy as I pressed my thighs tight together, massaging my aching clit.

“Yes, yes, blow my elf's cock,” Minx moaned. “Pleasure her while I take care of your sexy husband.”

“Yes,” Chaun groaned. “The halfling's pussy hides such sweet delight. I savor plunging into depths so tight.”

I wiggled my hips, savoring the pressure on my clit and the juices dripping down my flesh. I was so sticky and excited as I bobbed my mouth up and down the elf's cock. Chaun had taught me how to please a dick.

And from her gasps and moans, I pleased her.

My tongue swirled about the crown of her dick before I slid back down her cock, the tip brushing the back of my neck. I sucked a deep breath into my nose before I pressed farther down her shaft. I relaxed my throat like Chaun taught me and swallowed her cock.

“Mater's cock. Chaun, you have been teaching this sweet thing such naughty tricks.”

“Oh, she took every inch of your dick, Xera,” Minx groaned.

“She is an apt pupil,” grunted Chaun. “My wife is very enthusiastic about learning how to satiate me.”

I was. He was my husband, and I loved his body. Other men, and women, excited me, but he had to come first in my devotion. I wiggled my hips more, my small breasts jiggling beneath me. Chaun watched me with his violet eyes as he plowed the halfling, savoring the sight of my lips pressed around the base of Xera's cock, tasting her marigold pussy juices.

And then I slid back up, sucking so hard the entire way. The elf bucked, gasping her delight as I climbed higher and higher. I reached just the tip, my tongue bathing the crown, swiping up her precum while her pussy clenched down on my fingers.

“You wonderful, sweet avian,” gasped Xera. Her hands stroked my cheeks. “Oh, yes, you are just so precious. Chaun, treasure her.”

“Always,” Chaun groaned.

I shuddered. A small orgasm rippled out of my pussy, my clit throbbing between my thighs. My husband's sweet words made me flutter in delight. I sucked so hard on Xera's cock as I moaned my excitement.

Her pussy spasmed about my fingers. Her back arched, breasts jiggling. She moaned out in musical elvish.

Hot cum spurted into my mouth.

I shuddered as the elf-jizz splashed into my mouth. Thick and creamy. In a heartbeat, my mouth was full, cheeks bulging with her cum. I swallowed the huge load, the warmth working down to my stomach as more and more cum exploded into my mouth.

“Yeah, drink her cum,” Minx moaned. “Oh, yes. I love it. You made my elf cum. Cernere's nimble fingers.”

“Gods, your pussy gets tight when you cum,” Chaun moaned. “Las's cock, yes.”

“Cum in me,” gasped Minx. “You're wife looks like a cum-slut. I bet she would love to lick me clean.”

I shuddered, moaning about Xera's erupting cock. I swallowed another load of her thick, wonderful cum as Chaun sped up his hips, his balls thwacking against Minx. She shuddered beneath his large body, her arms gripping him, hands barely clasping behind his back.

I popped my mouth off Xera's cock. “Flood her, Chaun. I want to lick her clean. Every last drop. She already tastes wonderful.”

“Yes, dear,” Chaun groaned and slammed into Minx.

His back arched as he grunted his pleasure. I licked my lips, admiring his ass clenching. It was such a cute ass. Minx groaned as he flooded her pussy. Mine clenched in envy as I crawled from Xera, moving behind them. I stared at my husband's balls.

“Fill her up,” I moaned, leaning forward, nuzzling at his three balls.

“Gods, yes,” he groaned and then grunted. “Minx, you have quite the tasty snatch.”

“And I love your cock,” she grinned. “Naughty of you to change its shape in mid fuck. Changelings are special.”

“Uh-huh,” I nodded, my tongue licking from his balls to the union of their flesh. I lapped at Minx's pussy lips stretched about his girth.

Chaun pulled back. His cock plopped out, leaving Minx's pussy gaping open. It swam with his seed. I latched my mouth over her pussy, his cum pouring into me. I shuddered: salt flavored with lavender juices. My tongue swirled through her depths, gathering up all the delicious cream I could find.

My fingers kept her lips pried open as I rooted for my husband's jizz. Minx shuddered, her small thighs pressing on my face as she humped against me. Fingers pinched at her metallic-bronze nipples, pulling on them, her small breasts jiggling.

“Oh, yes. Chaun, your wife is hungry for your cum.”

“She is,” Chaun chuckled, sitting beside us, watching. “And her ass is wiggling. She needs a cock in her. Xera, would you be so kind?”

“Gladly,” the elf moaned behind me. “Her mouth was wonderful, but her cunt will be even better.”

“Yes, yes, fuck her,” Minx moaned, arching her back again, grinding her hot pussy against my licking mouth.

I didn't stop tonguing her, swiping my tongue through all her folds as I searched for every drop of Chaun's cream I could find. The salty jizz ignited delight on my tongue every time I scooped it up and brought it into my mouth. I savored it swimming and swirling through my mouth before I swallowed it, adding more spunk to my belly.

Xera's delicate fingers grasped my hips. Her huge cock nudged at my pussy lips. I shuddered as she stroked it up and down, teasing me, driving me wild. Oh, she was so naughty. I knew she would fuck me so hard until I exploded.

“Fuck her,” Minx moaned.

“My wife needs it,” Chaun said, his hand stroking my back.

I shivered as his finger traced up and down my spine, the tingles making my pussy clench. Then Xera thrust into my tight depths, spreading me open. I moaned into Minx's pussy, my hips humping back into Xera's hard thrusts. Her flesh smacked against me but no balls hit my clit.

It was so different than a man fucking me.

And I loved it. My pussy gripped her cock as I humped and rocked my hips into her thrusts. I tongued and nibbled on Minx's pussy. I had exhausted all of Chaun's cum but was still enraptured by her tiny folds and lavender flavor.

“That's it, my beautiful songbird,” Chaun said, still stroking my back. His finger traced my spine, just dipping between my butt-cheeks before sliding back up.

“I smell pussy,” Minx giggled, her head turning, and then she seized Chaun's dark cock and licked at the tip. “Mmm, I taste good.”

“You do,” I moaned, pleasure churning in my pussy as Xera fucked me so wonderfully hard.

The elf's tits bounced and slapped above me as she gasped and groaned, savoring my tight pussy. Chaun shuddered, his finger stroking me faster as Minx tried to suck all of his cock into her mouth. But she just couldn't open her mouth wide enough.

I hardly could.

And then Chaun's dick shrank, growing narrower. Minx's lips slipped across the crown. The halfling groaned, her head twisting as she worshiped the tip of my husband's cock. Her obscene sucking sounds as she blew my husband made my pussy clench on Xera's cock.

“Oh, she's a wild one,” Chaun groaned, his finger dipping deep into my butt-crack before tracing my spine. “And how is Xera pleasing you?”

“So much,” I sang, my excitement building in my depths. “She's thrusting so deep into me.”

“Then sing.”

I didn't stop my passion from bubbling out of my throat as I licked and nuzzled at Minx's hot flesh. I rocked back into Xera's hard thrusts. The friction swelled in my depths. I trembled, my excitement building and building, hurtling me towards my orgasm.

My voice sang higher in pitch the closer and closer I came to erupting. Chaun's finger sent tingles racing through me as he stroked me, my pussy clenching hard on Xera's cock, drinking in every inch of friction, her cock teasing my pussy with her hard thrusts.

“Chaun,” I gasped as his finger dipped between my butt-cheeks and found my sphincter.

“Sing,” he said, voice throaty with pleasure as Minx blew him.

He shoved his finger into my asshole.

The intrusion sent burning bliss radiating to my pussy. My sphincter clenched on his finger. I threw back my head, my hair dancing about my face, and sang a song of wordless pleasure as my orgasm exploded in my depths.

My pussy convulsed on Xera's plunging cock.

My breasts jiggled beneath me.

I sang with all my passion as Chaun pumped his finger fast through my ass. Waves of ecstatic pleasure washed through my mind. My song was wordless and honest. I put every sensation I felt into my song, my voice trilling.

“Beautiful,” Chaun groaned, jamming his fingers in deep. He closed his eyes, savoring my passion, his body swaying to the rhythm of my song. He hummed along, following my complex notes of rapture.

He could sing as beautifully as any avian.

Minx shuddered, swallowing as Chaun came down her throat. Her hands snatched out, pulling my head to her pussy. Xera's hard thrusts forced my lips into Minx's depths. I licked again, my song cutting off as my orgasm died.

Others needed to cum, too.

“What beauty,” moaned Xera.

“My songbird,” Chaun groaned, his dick popping out of Minx's mouth.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Minx gasped. “I could feel your rapture, Xandra. Wow. Oh, wow, that was... Wonderful!”

Her pussy gushed lavender juices as she screeched out her orgasm. I drank down the flood, my pussy clenching down on Xera's cock, massaging her, eager for the elf to finish. Her fingers tightened on my hips.

She slammed into my depths.

Her cum flooded into me as the elf moaned her pleasure, her voice almost as beautiful as my Chaun's. As she spurted her elf-seed into me, Chaun lifted my head and kissed me hard on the mouth. I shared Minx's flavor.

~  *  ~

Xera

Xandra ground her pussy on my face, my cum pouring into my mouth from her hot depths. I drank it down, loving the sweet flavor of her pussy cream. It was almost an innocent flavor, but made naughty by my salty jizz mixed with it.

“Time to go for a ride on my favorite cock,” Minx chortled, grabbing my dick.

I groaned into Xandra's pussy as Minx slammed her tight cunt down my elf-cock. She let out a shuddering moan as she wiggled her small body on me. I lapped harder at Xandra's snatch as I shuddered, groaning into her pussy.

“It's hard to believe your body can take that cock,” groaned Chaun. “You're so tiny.”

“And I have another hole,” giggled the Minx. “Care to fuck my ass, Chaun?”

“Do it,” Xandra sang as she squirmed on my mouth.

I couldn't see, but I could hear every rustle of Chaun moving, picturing the changeling as he moved behind me, his cock thrusting hard. His heart quickened its beat as he moved. Skin slid on skin as his cock pressed between Minx's butt-cheeks. She stopped bouncing on me as she groaned.

I shuddered, my pussy clenching as I heard the sound of Minx's sphincter parting for Chaun's cock and the wet slid of his dick into her bowels. It grew so tight in Minx's pussy. I could feel Chaun's cock invading her bowels, filling up the halfling. My ears twitched, brushing Xandra's calves.

“Your dick is all the way in her,” gasped Xandra. “Wow.”

“I feel like the goose stuffed for the Doge's party,” groaned Minx, her body twitching. “Two cocks. Oh, yes.”

Her hips moved.

Ecstasy shuddered through my body. I licked and nuzzled at Xandra's pussy as Minx squirmed on our cocks, working her hips. Chaun groaned, his balls smacking into her taint with loud thuds, his groin smacking her asshole. Minx's thighs hugged my hips as she bounced and moaned, her small fingers stroking my belly up to my breasts.

She gripped my nipples hard, holding onto them almost desperately as she gasped and moaned. Her body twitched. The wet slide of our cocks working in and out of her holes echoed through the cavern. Her pussy sounded juicier than her asshole, which had a rougher cadence to the strokes.

“Gods, yes,” Minx moaned. “Oh, Gods, that is so good. Cernere's nimble fingers, yes! I...I...”

Her pussy went wild on my dick. She was cumming already, massaging my shaft buried in her depths. I groaned, thrusting my tongue as deep into Xandra's pussy as I could as I shuddered. Minx bounced, going wild with delight.

“Damn,” groaned Chaun. “Damn, your bowels get tight, Minx.”

He grunted as he thrust, fucking her harder, driving her down my cock. Minx's fingers pinched so hard at my nipples. Delight shot through them. My pussy clenched and my dick ached in her tight, spasming depths.

She kept bouncing and cumming. Mindless words spilled from her lips. She was lost to the ecstasy of our two cocks reaming her. Xandra ground on my mouth, gasping in amazement as she watched the halfling's convulsing body.

“Luben's sacred oath... How is her ass, Chaun?”

“So tight,” he grunted. “So tight, my songbird. Las's cock, but she's driving me wild.”

“I'm driving you wild?” screeched Minx. “I keep cumming and cumming. Yes. Yes, pound me. Oh, I love both your cocks in me.”

Her fingers twisted my nipples hard. Pain flared. It made my dick throb more. I groaned into Xandra's pussy. Her excitement sang out of her. She ground her clit into my lips as her juices gushed from her pussy, bathing my mouth in her excitement.

“So hot. My husband's cock is reaming her tiny asshole. Cum in her, Chaun. Oh, wow.”

“Please, cum in me,” gasped Minx, her pussy spasming harder. “Cernere's nimble fingers. Oh, yes. I can't... I'm... Gods, yes!”

She was incoherent with rapture. I thrust my hips up, my dick aching in her depths. The pressure built in me. I squeezed Xandra's thighs, pulling her tight against my licking tongue and sucking lips as my toes curled.

My ears spasmed.

I came.

“Mater's cock!” I grunted as my cum boiled into Minx's tight, orgasming pussy.

Hot bliss shot through my body as I unleashed a flood into her. Chaun slammed his dick in deep, grunting as he joined me in ecstasy. Minx's screeching moans echoed as she spasmed and thrashed on us. Her pussy milked out every last drop of cum.

And then she collapsed on my breasts, gasping, moaning, begging. “Too much... I can't...”

Xandra slumped off of me. “Wow,” she sang. “Wow, Chaun.”

“Uh-huh,” the Changeling groaned. I blinked my eyes, watching the pair cuddle as I held Minx on my stomach. The ointment wore off, my dick retreating out of her pussy. My cum flooded out a moment later.

Minx's eyes were closed. Her breath slow, regular. She was asleep, head resting on my breasts. I stroked her hair, smiling at her. I didn't want to move her. I liked the feel of her light body on me. I listened to her heartbeat and felt the rhythm of her breathing as the pleasure bled away from me.

~  *  ~

Chaun

“How are you feeling after that?” I whispered in Xandra's ear as we cuddled on the pillows, Xera idly stroking the sleeping Minx's hair. The halfling put her all into everything, especially sex.

“Wonderful,” Xandra smiled.

I stared into her eyes, searching for any hint of guilt or regret.

She stroked my face. “It was wonderful, Chaun. I mean it.”

I smiled and kissed her gently, glad that she could enjoy herself with women and hermaphrodites and not rip herself apart with guilt. I never wanted to drive her to such pain again. I couldn't believe how callous I was of her feelings.

I savored the white aura about her, a married woman who loved me. I never wanted to hurt her again.


Chapter Forty-Four: Pussycat Purrs

Acolyte Sophia

“I have been looking forward to this, Captain,” I declared, striding forward, my marble dildo strapped to my groin, the base pressing on my clit.

Captain Thyrna was bound to the railing of her ship, naked, her golden-brown ass wiggling, juices dripping down her thighs. I had tried to seduce her the evening I met her, the night we fled from the Doge's palace, and she had rejected me.

Rakshasas hated other women. I could see it in her eyes as she looked back at me. She didn't want to be fucked by a woman's dildo. But she was also so wet. I understood why. She had submitted to Thrak. He had tamed the wild rakshasa.

So being fucked by a woman, while her entire crew watched, made her wet. I wasn't happy about the crew watching part, but Angela was eager for this. Her blue eyes were intent on me as she leaned against the mast, a smile curling her lips.

“She's all yours,” Thrak grinned. He smacked his pussycat's ass. “Beg for her.”

“Please,” Thyrna moaned, her voice throaty. “Please fuck my naughty cunt with your dildo. I need it. And then, when you're done, I want all my crew to enjoy me. Your captain needs all your cocks to fuck me.”

The crew were eager and hard. I wish they wouldn't jerk their cocks right now. And they better not get any cum on me.

I focused on Thyrna's ass, her thighs glistening in the lantern light. Her pussy was hidden in the shadows of her thighs. My clit throbbed against the smooth, cool base of my dildo. I moved forward, the shaft bobbing before me, caressing my nub.

My juices trickled down my thighs, too.

I grasped the rakshasa's hips. She wasn't transformed, which I appreciated. I didn't need a tiger-headed woman growling at me and straining at her bonds while I fucked her. I brought the dildo to her pussy lips and thrust.

The base pressed down on my clit. Thyrna growled, her back arching, the ropes groaning as she pulled on them. I wiggled my hips, savoring the feel of my crotch pressed into her round ass, my pussy clenching.

And then I turned on my dildo with a spell.

It hummed to life, vibrating against my clit. The effect on Thyrna was wild. She threw back her head, yowling like a cat in heat, her hips rocking back into me, her muscles flexing in her arms as she yanked on the bonds.

“You like that, Captain?” I purred, fucking my vibrating dildo in and out of her cunt. “You like the feel of a humming toy fucking into your depths? I bet you do, slut. You're just a horny, wanton pussycat.”

I smacked her ass, savoring my brief stint as a dominant.

“Say it,” I moaned, my clit aching as the vibrating base massaged rapture through my body.

“I'm a horny, wanton pussycat,” she yowled, eyes burning as they stared at me. Her lips writhed.

“And you love my toy. Don't you?”

“Love it,” she yowled. “Ooh, you are stirring my pussy up.”

“Pussycat's a budding lesbian,” I purred, smacking her ass before thrusting my dildo in.

I savored the smack of my hand on her ass. My pussy clenched each time I did it, her ass growing darker and darker. It was like I polished her golden-brown skin, giving it a burning glow as I fucked her. The stinging smacks echoed over the splash of waves on the hull, the creak of rope, and her yowls of pleasure.

I fucked her harder and harder, my pleasure brewing in my depths. My small breasts jiggled with each stroke. I gripped her hips as I hammered her. I had to cum so badly. I didn't care about her pleasure. This was about me.

“Yes, yes, yes, you are such a wonderful pussycat to fuck,” I moaned. “Oh, this is so hot. I love how your ass is crimson. Do you love it?”

“Yes,” she yowled.

“Every spank.”

“Every one.” Her hips rotated. She jerked at the ropes again. “Yes, yes, stir my naughty cunt up.”

“Are you going to cum, pussycat?” I moaned, my hips a blur. This was so hot.

“Gods, yes!”

I shuddered, my pussy clenching and relaxing. Juices trickled down my thighs. My body trembled. My clit ached, massaged towards ecstasy by the vibrations. I moaned, squeezing my eyes shut, focusing on my pleasure, every thrust bringing me closer and closer to cumming.

My clit absorbed every sensation. The nub transmitted the bliss to the depths of my pussy. I groaned, trembling, coming closer and closer to exploding. My eyes rolled back into my head. I moaned and gasped and shuddered in pure ecstatic delight.

I came.

“You naughty pussycat,” I moaned, my strokes growing erratic as my pleasure rippled through my body. “Oh, you made me cum, pussycat.”

“Good,” she yowled, her body trembling. I could read the signs in her form. She was on the verge of cumming.

I smacked down hard on her ass as the pleasure burned through my mind. Her screeching moans joined mine as she came on my magical dildo. I swayed, new stars dancing across my eyes. Lightning flashed on the horizon.

“Saphique's sweet pussy,” I moaned as my orgasm peaked.

And then the crew howled. They clapped and whooped. I shuddered. I had forgotten they were watching. I whispered the spell to end my dildo's humming and turned to see them, cum splattering on the deck as a few had lost control watching us.

Angela grinned and nodded her head as she pulled her fingers out from between her thighs. I had pleased her, too. I shuddered again as I tottered towards her, the pirates rushing to queue up behind their captain and gangbang her into oblivion as I slumped against my Queen, my head resting on her naked breasts.

“What a wicked show,” she purred. And then her eyes widened, her cheeks went green, and she groaned. “Oh, no.”

She pulled away from me and rushed towards the other end of the railing. I winced and hurried after to hold her hair.

She still wasn't used to sailing.

~  *  ~

Thrak

Thyrna's howls and screeches as her crew fucked her were delicious to behold. I shuddered as Faoril's mouth bobbed on my cock. She was kind enough to blow me while I watched my submissive pussycat's gangbang.

“Yes, yes, yes, Castor,” howled Thyrna as she took on the second of her crew, the brawny man hammering his captain's cunt as hard as he could, balls thwacking.

“She is taking them all,” I groaned, the cum boiling in my balls.

Thyrna's face twisted with pleasure. Her wavy-brown hair danced as she tossed her head. Her breasts, dangling over the side of the railing, bounced and slapped. She loved it. Her eyes would catch mine, glinting in the darkness like a cat's.

I could see it. She found what she truly craved. She had dominated every brawny man she could, searching for someone stronger than her. Someone to seize her by the scruff of the neck and make her purr.

“Gewin's mighty cock, Faoril,” I grunted, my balls unloading into her mouth.

I savored her gulping down my cum. My eyes rolled back into my head. The boat swam around me for a moment as the pleasure peaked through me. And then I groaned through clenched teeth as the final spurts pumped into Faoril's hungry mouth.

My lover swallowed. She sucked softly, her tongue bathing the sensitive head of my cock and playing with my cock ring. I grunted, tingles rushing through me. She sucked a final time and popped her mouth off.

“Take it, Captain,” Castor grunted. “You slut. You whore.”

Thyrna yowled in rage as she came hard, her back arching.

Faoril giggled. “Oh, Castor is getting whipped once you set her free.”

I smiled. “Yes, he is,” I said, pulling her naked body to mine. “The crew's going to learn tomorrow that she's still the captain.”

Faoril leaned against me. “So we have a pet now.”

I nodded my head.

“Are you keeping her once this is all over. Once Dominari is dead?”

“Maybe.” I shrugged. “There's nothing left for me back at my people. My brother is the chieftain now.”

“Nor is there a place for me at the Collegiate Tower,” she sighed. “So, pirating?”

I didn't answer. I just watched Thyrna as Abdwal took his turn, ramming his large, ebony cock into her sloppy pussy. The captain moaned, her head tossing as she fucked her hips back into his hard thrusts, my thoughts drifting to the future.

~  *  ~

Lady Delilah

The coast of the Nimborgoth lay ahead, the seas darker than the shore. Clouds drifted through the sky, obscuring most of the stars. One bank of clouds glowed silver, diffusing the moon's light. My tongue flicked out, annoyed.

My trip to Shesax was not profitable. King Edward was up to more scheming to kill Angela. After the disaster of Raratha, he had the legal authority, and the support of Angela's own organization, to kill her. Six knights and six priestesses of Slata had been dispatched to hunt her down.

The cunt of a goddess was interfering again. She had found a new way to try and stop the sword from being reforged.

Anger made me hunger. I gazed down at the fishing village below, lights burning from hearth fires. It would be so easy to land, to satiate my hungers just this once. To break my oath to my husband and...

No. I swore I never would harm more than was necessary. I promised him as he lay dying. He laid this charge on me. I would follow it through all the way to the end. Even if things have spiraled far beyond every prophecy I had studied. Events were too chaotic for any oracle to predict properly. Turbulence of minor changes created vast wakes crashing into the future.

Fear tinged my anger, muting it. What if I failed? All these centuries of preparing for this, of watching, nudging events, and ensuring prophecies were unfurled. What if it all came to naught because of the pride of the King of Secare?

Because of Edward, Fourth of his Name.

These knights must be stopped. Six knights and six priestesses of Slata. Their Goddess would be whispering to them, guiding them, showing them how to defeat Angela and her companions. They had to be crushed.

In Grahata, I may have to kill them. To risk losing control and breaking my vow. “I am sorry, my love. But you gave me this charge, and I will see it through.”


Chapter Forty-Five: The Queen's Displeasure

Acolyte Sophia – The Golden Hunger, The Nimborgoth

Stars twinkled overhead, the moon burning bright, illuminating the rocky coast of the island of Yalut ahead. The great city of Grahata was to the south, but the Golden Hunger couldn't dock there. As a pirate ship, there were few ports she could sail into. I stood in the bow, staring at the cliffs, absently trying to spot the cove we would sail into instead, an inlet that led to a secret beach perfect to unload us so we could walk to Grahata.

But I only half-heartily searched, my thoughts dancing around a fear. A fear that had been in the back of my mind for a while, something I didn't want to think about but one that deep inside me I knew was always a possibility. It was easy to ignore until the two day voyage from Hargone to Yalut.

Angela only loved me because she forgot about Kevin. Not that she stopped loving him—as Chaun had reminded me. What if she got her memories back somehow? Kevin was after us, bent on saving Angela from execution out of love, and willing to sacrifice the rest of us to do it.

What if he restored her memories and she didn't need me any longer? Yes, she said she loved me and not him, but what if she only loved me because I was here? Convenient? I was better than nothing, filling whatever hole in her heart forgetting Kevin had left. What if I was a seal in a leaky roof, a patch that didn't quite fit over where the missing tile was? It was easy to say I was fine when the original tile was missing. But what if that tile was found?

I didn't want to lose my Queen's love. She was my mistress. She owned me body and soul. But if she didn't need me... What would I do?

I blinked at the tears forming, hugging myself as the pounding of the surf against the black cliffs grew louder. Phosphorescent flares of blue washed up the dark stones, churned by the water breaking on cliff.

“That's beautiful.”

I jumped and let out a gasp of shock at the sudden voice. I spun around, clutching my heart. Angela stood behind me in her armor, her red hair falling about her shadowed face. She had a smile on her lips.

“You were deep in thought. So I guess you didn't hear me.”

“No, my Queen,” I said, trembling. I looked away from her. I couldn't let her see the tears in my eyelashes. I tried to wipe them away and act nonchalant as she moved closer.

“What's wrong?” Her hand touched my shoulder, squeezing me through my white robe.

“Nothing,” I answered, staring ahead. She loved me. That touch had to mean she loved me.

But she loved Kevin, too. Deep inside her soul.

“Something is wrong. You've been moping about the ship all day. You weren't even around to hold my hair when I was throwing up earlier.”

I flushed. “Sorry, my Queen,” I answered, shifting. She still had bouts of seasickness. I bet the roll of the ship was making her queasy right now.

“It's fine.” She pressed against me, her breastplate hard against my shoulders. “Tell me what's wrong.”

“Nothing is, my Queen.”

“Nothing?” Her voice went chill, tight. “Nothing? I gave you a command and you lie to me?”

“I...I didn't lie,” I protested, my stomach squirming and my cheeks reddening.

“Another lie.” Her hand slid around my body and shoved into my robe. I gasped when she found my nipple and pinched and twisted it so hard. The pain shot through me, making my knees quiver and my pussy clench.

She was so strong. The pain hurt and yet it was exquisite. What I craved. I enjoyed it.

She nuzzled into my brown hair and found my ear. Her teeth nipped my lobe hard, another flare of pain that had me suck in a breath. “When you lie to me, you force me to hurt you,” she purred. “To discipline you.” Her fingers twisted my nipple so hard. I gasped. “I'm going to have to spank you so hard.

“Strip!”

“Yes, my Queen,” I panted, my pussy growing juicier. I needed this. I needed her discipline. I did lie to her. She understood me.

Maybe... Maybe she did love me?

My hands fumbled with the clasp of my robe, desperate to strip naked so she could discipline my naughty ass. The ties came apart. I shrugged out of it, exposing my naked body to the night air. The crew of the Golden Hunger, all burly men, were on the deck, Captain Thyrna barking her orders as they navigated towards the inlet. One man shouted fathom measurements, sounding the bottom.

None of that mattered right now.

The early fall air had a chill to it. My skin pebbled as I leaned over the point of the bow, hugging the ship's busty figurehead. I seized the naked breasts carved of wood, my nipples rasping into its rough back. I wiggled my hips, juices trickling down my thighs.

Leather creaked. I watched over my shoulder as she took off her sword belt. Her chainmail loincloth, held up by the wide belt, fell to the deck with a clatter, leaving her naked from the waist down, her pussy hidden by the shadows of her thighs.

I bet she was wet.

She slid her scabbard from the belt and set her sword down on the deck next to the large pouch containing four of the five pieces of the High King's broken sword. She folded the belt in half and jerked it taunt. The two halves slapped together, cracking across the creaking deck.

I groaned and shivered, wiggling my ass.

This was going to hurt.

The belt hissed as it cut through the air. It cracked across my ass. I gasped as the pain exploded across both my butt-cheeks. I rose on my tiptoes, my nipples rasping against the carved wood. I gripped the figurehead's breasts, my head arching back.

CRACK!

I didn't fight the pain exploding across my ass. I embraced it. Tears fell down my cheeks while my pussy clenched. The pain was intense, burning with memory of the second strike. I wiggled my hips, back arching, needing the next one. Needing to be punished.

CRACK!

“Ow!” I screamed out, shaking, my hips wiggling. Juices trickled down my thighs as the searing pain burned into my pussy. My ass was on fire. The belt was so thick, the leather cracking against me inflicting such pain. It was far worse than her hand.

“You!” Angela hissed.

CRACK!

“Do!”

CRACK!

“Not!”

CRACK!

“Lie!”

CRACK!

“To!”

CRACK!

“Your!”

CRACK!

“Queen!”

CRACK!

The belts fell in such rapid succession, hardly giving me a chance to absorb the last burning pain before the next striped my ass. She spanked all across my bottom, striking near the top and down to where my ass swept into my thighs. My pussy clenched with each one. I cried out my pain, my nipples throbbing against the figurehead.

It was intense. I felt her anger. I had lied to her. She wanted to know what was wrong with me. Because she cared about me. Right? She had to care about me. She was spending her time whipping my disobedient ass.

CRACK!

“My Queen!” I shouted, the pain growing, swelling, overwhelming thought as I wiggled, my orgasm building in the depths of my pussy, churned by the pain her spanking belt inflicted. Every crack brought me closer and closer to the brink. Tears poured down my cheeks, each one a gift from Angela. “My Queen!”

“Look at you! Trembling, wiggling that red ass. You want to cum, don't you? You want to enjoy the discipline.”

“It hurts soooo much, my Queen!”

“Well, you can't cum,” she hissed. “This isn't a reward!”

CRACK!

I bucked hard, the belt crashing into my asshole. My nipples rasped on the figurehead I swooned, the pain slamming sensations through my mind. My head looked up at the stars dancing overhead. Surf crashed, pounding the cliff like Angela spanked my ass: hard, passionate. I was the cliffs, my body slowly crumbling to my Queen's surf.

The sensations boiled through me. I laughed and cried and moaned. Everything jumbled together. The blows merged into one constant stream of pain and rapture. Ecstasy sent me higher and higher. I drifted in my own space, my own private Astral Realm inhabited by my pain.

Angela spoke, but I couldn't understand her words. I tried to answer, to speak, but my mouth didn't want to work. The world spun above me. The stars shone down just for me, twinkling so bright, humming while the pain faded and I drifted out of my world...

And back into sharp pain.

“Sophia,” Angela said, stroking my hair. I was on my back, my head pillowed on her lap. “My Sophia, are you okay?”

“What?” I asked, shaking.

“You were lost,” Angela said. “Out of it.”

“I was,” I smiled. “The pain took me to this wonderful place. Thank you, my Queen.” I winced as I squirmed. “Oh, Gods, that hurts.”

“I spanked you a little too hard,” Angela said, her face twisting.

I shook my head. “No, no you didn't,” I purred. I didn't care that my ass was a mass of burning agony. I embraced it, treasured it. She had to love me to give me that much pain. “Thank you, my Queen. You're wonderful.”

Angela sighed in relief. “Good, good. You should heal yourself. I drew some blood.”

“No wonder I hurt,” I moaned, quivering. I didn't want to heal myself.

She snagged a potion and shoved it into my hand. “Heal yourself, concubine.”

“Yes, my Queen,” I purred, bringing the milky healing potion to my lips. I downed it, savoring the creamy delight. I shuddered, a mini ripple of orgasmic delight washed through me, ending at the agony in my ass. The pain warmed, softened, melted away. The lethargy faded from my body. I moved, shifted, sitting up.

Dark cliffs rose around us. The ship sailed through the inlet I had been looking for. An hour or more must have passed.

“How long was I drifting?” I gasped.

“Awhile,” Angela said. “I kinda of drifted, too. Got lost in whipping your ass. I just...had to keep hurting you. I knew you needed it and... And I needed it, too. Your screams, your whimpers, they made me so wet.”

I turned my head, smelling her tangy pussy. “Oh, my Queen, let me attend to you.”

“Yes,” Angela said, leaning back, her thighs moving. She was still naked at the waist down save for her knee-high boots and metal greaves. She rested on her elbows, her large breasts rising and falling beneath her breast plate as I stared at her shaved pussy.

“Oh, you look in such need of your concubine's ministration,” I purred, kneeling, breathing in her musk.

I loved that wonderful scent.

With a hungry snarl, I buried my lips into her snatch. I licked her so hard, my tongue sliding through her folds. She shuddered, her eyes widening, her hips shuddering, bucking against me, smearing her pussy lips across my hungry mouth.

My tongue licked and sucked, showing her how much I loved her. I had to keep proving it, keep reminding her in case she remembered Kevin. I couldn't lose my Queen. My hands gripped her thighs. I pressed my face into her snatch, licking, tonguing, devouring her.

She humped, shuddered, grinding on my mouth. She licked her lips, watching me as the ship creaked and sailors shouted, guiding the ship through the dangerous passage. I didn't care about that.

My Queen needed to cum.

“That's it, my delicious concubine,” moaned Angela. “Spanking you made me so hot and wet.”

“I have to fix that,” I moaned, lips covered in her juices.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she panted, licking her lips.

I buried my tongue deep into her pussy, swirling it around her tunnel. I caressed her sensitive walls, loving the texture, how wet and silky she was. She gasped, head leaning back as her hips humped against my licking mouth.

I read the signs of her body. I was trained to please women, to understand their bodies. She was already excited; spanking me was foreplay. All she needed was the last bit to send her into spasming bliss.

And I gave it, my tongue washing across her sensitive pussy, my tongue stud a hard point caressing all the wonderful spots of her pussy. I licked all the places that made her gasp and shudder, her pussy lips clenching as the pleasure built in her, bringing her closer and closer to her explosion.

I flicked up to her clit, batting it with the tongue stud.

She bucked. “You wicked slut,” she hissed. “I need to cum so badly. Make me explode. I want to drench your face in my cream. Lick me!”

I did. I flicked my tongue against her clit, I batted her sensitive nub with my tongue stud. I shifted on the ground, drinking in her juices, inhaling her musk, feeling her body tremble every time I struck her clit. Her ass lifted, humping her pussy into my mouth as the pleasure built.

Her body tensed. Angela let out a moan. Her fingernails scratched at the decking. She was so close. I latched onto her clit, sucked.

“Sophia!” she screamed. “My slutty concubine!”

Her body convulsed as she came. Her armor creaked and rattled as she quivered and convulsed. Her hips humped her pussy against my mouth. I drank down the flood of juices, so happy that I pleased my Queen. I gave her this pleasure.

Me. Not Kevin. Me.

She had to remember that. She had to know that I, more than Kevin, loved her. That I was the one she had to love, not him. Never him. He was a man. I was a woman. I could give her far more pleasure than he could.

“Sophia!” she moaned again, her pleasure peaking through her.

As she collapsed backward, I squirmed. As much pleasure as I gave her, she still yearned for dick. She fucked several of the pirates during the last two days, enjoying their huge cocks. I couldn't give her that. My dildo wasn't a real cock, wasn't good enough for her.

But Kevin had a real cock.

I trembled as Angela smiled. “Oh, that was delicious.”

“I love you, my Queen,” I said, my voice tight.

Her eyes fluttered. “I love you, too. Mmm, so very much.”

She loved me. Right now, at this moment, I had no doubts. But she couldn't remember Kevin. So I had to keep pleasing her. I had to make sure Kevin never made her remember. I had to...to stop him. I had to...

Kill him?

I shivered, my body going cold at the thought of murdering someone. But he was trying to harm us. The attack in Hargone could have killed any one of us. So...it wasn't murder. Not really. If they attacked us, and I somehow killed him... Maybe...

Angela seized me, pulling me to her lips. I sighed as she kissed me. I felt her love. Maybe it wouldn't evaporate if she remembered Kevin. And that was a big if. A demigoddess stole her memory. They could be very powerful beings. And the Oracles were among the most powerful of them.

Maybe I was just being foolish, but...

I couldn't lose Angela. I hugged her tightly, kissing her with passion. I wouldn't lose Angela. She was my Queen. Not Kevin's.


Chapter Forty-Six: Hot Wife Preparations

Thrak

I cupped Thyrna's cheek as the longboats were lowered to the water, the beach a shadowed slope ahead. The Rakshasa knelt before me, staring up at me with hungry worship in her eyes. She licked her lips, eager for my dick.

“And you will wait here like a good pussycat for us,” I growled. “Our business shouldn't take more than a few days.”

“I will,” she moaned, her cheek rubbing into my palm like a cat nuzzling against her master. Her lips kissed hot. I had tamed her.

“Good.” I pulled my hand away. “While I'm gone, I want you to remind your crew that you are still in charge of them.” I grinned at the hungry smile crossing her lips. “Amuse yourself. You are strong, which is why it took me to tame you.”

She shivered.

Faoril flashed me a pleased smile from the other side. She had softened a great deal towards Thyrna over the last two days. She had even used Thyrna in her experiments on my rage, having the Rakshasa fuck me while she tried to find the right way to tame it. She felt she was close. It was delicate life magic, and she had to fine tune her spell to find the balance between berserk rage and control.

“I will make them fear me,” Thyrna purred and kissed my palm again.

“Good.” I glanced over my shoulder. The boat was ready. “If we have not returned in a week, do not expect us back.”

“You'll be back, Master. The Minotaur can't prevail against you. His horns will break on your ax.”

“Glad someone is confident,” Chaun said as he walked by, Xandra on his arm.

I almost added, “Me, too.” The Minotaur was the War God's son, his mother the nimble and devious Goddess of Thieves and Criminals. I took a deep breath and nodded. “We shall claim his bloody heart.”

~  *  ~

Knave Angela – The Free City of Grahata

The sun was up an hour when we reached Grahata. We had camped on the beach after disembarking the Golden Hunger—I didn't want to sleep on the ship. It was a wet night, rains coming in some time after midnight. And though the autumn sun was now up, the city of Grahata still looked wet. The dark stone buildings had a sheen.

The city was built with squat buildings, thick, almost overbuilt like fortifications. Everything was made of the same dark stone of the island, a gray so deep it was almost black. The streets were narrow and crowded; the humans of Grahata, most with the red tinge to their skin of a Thlinian, wore muted clothing, mostly robes, though a few laborers wore pants or overalls. There was no bright vibrancy to the city.

It was dreary.

Sophia walked along, lost in thought again. Last night’s spanking had not lifted her spirits. I studied her, puzzling over what worried her and why she wouldn't tell me about it. I didn't think it was fear of the Minotaur or fighting the knights again. She would tell me if it was that.

It had to be something else, but what? I didn't like seeing her moping. I liked her smiling, happy. I liked her walking with a bounce to her step. I liked the way she would get wide-eyed seeing something new on our travels.

We were in Grahata, one of the great free cities of the Nimborgoth. The vast gem and metal mines of the island made the city wealthy, even if you couldn't tell by looking at it. The Valyans bought their iron from Grahata to make their famed steel. Kings would commission crowns from the goldsmiths and whitesmiths of this city.

And Sophia stared at her feet.

I sighed as we reached a cafe in a marketplace. It was near the heart of town, the Labyrinthine Gardens, the park in the center of Grahata which contained the Labyrinth's entrance. I took a seat at the table, leaning my shield against it and setting my bag on the ground.

“Okay,” I said as most of my companions settled down. “The Labyrinth doesn't open until around sunset. This is where we meet. Xera, if you see any signs of the knights arriving in the harbor, hurry back here. We'll engage them before we head in. But... I hope we have enough of a lead. If we can be in and out of the Labyrinth tonight, we can get back to the Golden Hunger. That waiting and wondering if we are down in the Labyrinth will slow them down.”

Minx laughed at that. “The only way for them to know is to venture down there and find out. Brilliant.”

I shifted. “Maybe. Either way, avoiding a fight with them is better than engaging them. Minx, scour the city. We need that antimagic alchemy.”

“On it,” Minx grinned and then she darted off.

“I have to find wood for a new totem,” Xandra said, her voice quiet. She had lost her earth elemental totem in the fight.

“Not alone,” I said. Minx was already gone before I could tell someone to accompany her, but I didn't fear for the halfling. Xandra was...innocent.

“I'll keep you company,” Chaun grinned at his wife.

“The rest of us, we stay here,” I said.

Thrak grunted, arms folded.

I turned my attention to Sophia as she stared at her hands clasped on her lap, her hood half-hiding her face. What was wrong with her? What could have happened on the voyage to dampen her spirits and what could I do about it?

~  *  ~

Minx

“Chromium,” the alchemist said, his bushy eyebrows gone white, making his skin seem even redder. “What in Seljan's account books is that?”

“A metal that you can alloy with gold to make alchemy that nullifies magic,” I answered. He was the seventh alchemist I had visited. Beyond restocking my alchemical bombs—and picking up a new type that promised to make a screen of smoke—I hadn't found anything useful.

“Negate magic,” snorted the man. “Preposterous.”

“A gnome alchemist named Fredagest did it,” I said. “I saw her use it.”

“I know that name. You say a bounty hunter knows more of alchemy than me?” he grunted. “I've been studying the art since your grandmother was merely a seed in her father's loins waiting to be planted.”

“She's a gnome alchemist,” I said. “The Queendom of Naith also knows about it.”

“Rakshasa scum.” He waved his hand. “You are talking poppycock, halfling. I don't have time to hear about your nonsense. Chromium. That is not one of the metals listed in Andragon's Account of Metals, Their Alloys, and Their Applications in the Art and Science of Alchemy. And, if you knew anything of the craft, you would understand that he is the authority on the matter.”

I sighed. “Fine, fine.”

I cut his purse when he wasn't looking, netting me a few silver coins and a large gold dupondius. I chuckled as I walked out. He needed to learn his manners. I pocketed the coins and headed to the next shop, passing the edge of the Labyrinthine Gardens. Overgrown trees and bushes crowded against the buildings that lined it. The grass was tall. No one tended to it.

Clearly, no one in the city wanted to venture anywhere near the entrance to the Labyrinth. Even the plants looked like they were trying to escape, vines growing along the side of bushes, tall trees leaning out from the center of the garden over the Grahaten buildings.

I shivered. Tonight, we would be down in there, navigating the traps, wandering the maze. There were times when I could feel the ground shiver beneath me, like something moved underground, the maze reshaping itself. Other times, I could almost feel like I was standing over the Minotaur, that his horns could explode out of the ground at any moment.

No wonder everyone moved briskly through the streets, their heads down, not making eye contact. Grahata may have all the wealth of its gems and the only decent harbor on the island, but I wouldn't want to live here. There were better places to make your money than living over a demigod's prison.

I entered the next alchemist shop, identified by a wooden sign with a mortar and pestle carved on it. The acrid scent of dried herbs assaulted my nose. A paunchy-faced woman looked up from a counter, her fingertips stained yellow.

“Do you know what Chromium is?” I asked.

The dull glint in her eyes was all the answer I needed. No one in this stupid city knew what Chromium was or how to negate magic. Angela's plan of getting in and out of the labyrinth before the knights arrived was becoming more and more appealing.

~  *  ~

Xandra

“Doesn't she have a cute rump?” I whispered to my husband, nodding to another woman shopping in the marketplace along the vast docks. The woman wore robes of a muted green, a most unflattering color. But the way it fell over her ass as she leaned over was exciting. Almost shaped like the strange fruit she examined. It was not round like an orange, but wide at the base and then narrowing to a thick stem. It's skin a pale, waxy green.

Like her dress.

“It is,” Chaun agreed as we walked past. “Her husband is a sailor, I think, missing a leg and with an ugly face.”

“Poor her,” I pouted.

“But she has a lover. A brawny man I suspect she visits when her husband is out at sea.”

I gasped. “How terrible of her. We have to find another woman then.”

Chaun's smile was amused on his reddish face. He looked like a Thlinian human today, the features the same as his real ones, only his hair and skin color had changed, and his ears were round like a human's. Changelings had a hard life. Everyone mistrusted them. But Chaun was a wondrous person. I hoped he had already quickened an egg inside me.

“What about her?” I asked, nodding to a busty woman wearing a grayish dress. “She would be fun to seduce.”

“She might be,” Chaun said, amusement in his voice. “I think I like this new side of you.”

“Finding the perfect woman for you to enjoy?” I asked. He had a desire, a need, to lie with married women, just like I had a desire, a need, to be monogamous to my husband. It was ingrained in our races, our natures. And fighting my nature was not pleasant.

“She is, alas, not married,” Chaun said.

“Pity.” I turned my head. “Ooh, now look at her curves. Ample and delicious with that long, yellow-white hair. Tell me she is married.”

“She is,” Chaun said, a smile growing on his lips.

“Are you getting hard?” I whispered, sliding my hand around his waist to rub at the bulge swelling the front of his trousers, borrowed from the pirates. Chaun had lost his magical trunk with all his clothing when we fled Hargone.

“Yes,” he groaned as I rubbed his dick.

“Then you should do something about it,” I smiled, a hot itch forming between my thighs.

“Her name is Tlia,” he said. “Her husband is an average looking man. A little taller than me.”

“Become him,” I moaned, stroking his dick, rubbing my body against him.

Chaun did. The shade of his skin shifted in a subtle fashion, adding more red to its hue while he grew an inch. The style of his hair changed, growing shorter, slicked back, the shade darkening yellow. But the real difference was in the face: his nose become thicker, his chin heavier, his brows more manly. The delicate, almost effeminate features of his natural face became blunted, his ears wide.

His dick, sadly, also shrank. Poor woman. She didn't get to feel Thrak's big cock in her.

“Now go fuck Tlia, your wife,” I moaned, giving his dick one last squeeze. I rubbed my thighs together as Chaun moved away from me, heading through the crowd. Tlia had her back to him, browsing a shop.

Chaun moved up behind her, his hand grabbing her ass. It was bold. The woman straightened, turned, and then laughed, seeing only her husband. She had lush lips and bright eyes. Her arms went about Chaun's neck, kissing my husband.

But she didn't know that.

I shuddered, my pussy growing hot beneath my skirt. I walked after them, thighs pressed tightly as Chaun whispered words in her ear. Her cheeks darkened. Her eyebrows raised. She asked him a question, and he nodded, giving her a grin. She laughed louder, squirming. Chaun's hand was still on her ass. And then he pulled her away from the stall. I followed, biting my lower lip, trembling in excitement as they ventured down the alley. My husband pinned Tlia against the wall, kissing her hard, bold.

Is that what she expected from her husband? Boldness?

I leaned against the alley's entrance, my hands rubbing at the front of my skirt, pressing the fabric into my clit. I shuddered, my tongue sliding across the back of my teeth as I savored watching Chaun's fingers untie her bodice.

“Jayci,” the woman moaned. “What has gotten into you? Mmm, you'll be in such trouble with your boss.”

“I just had to see my wife's lovely, lovely breasts.” Chaun scooped them out of her bodice, holding the heavy, lush pair, squeezing them.

“Yes,” I whispered, rubbing faster at my clit. “Enjoy those breasts, Chaun. She thinks you're her husband.”

It was so wicked. Such a naughty trick. And that only excited me more. I rubbed at my clit faster, trembling at our naughty deception. I couldn't believe we were really doing this. He was seducing her, cuckolding her husband.

His lips sucked on her nipple. My own ached in sympathy I leaned against the alley wall, stroking my clit faster, hoping Tlia didn't notice. Or if she did, that she didn't care. I bucked and shuddered, my pussy clenching with the excitement of this.

I had to touch myself directly.

Chaun's eyes glanced at me as he suckled on her nipple. I yanked my skirt up, not caring if anyone passing the alley saw me. I shoved my hand directly against my naked, shaved folds. I bit my lip, letting out a soft sigh as I rubbed up and down my juicy pussy. I stroked my lips, trembling.

And then shoved a pair of my fingers into my wet depths.

“Chaun,” I breathed, my heart racing.

“Jayci,” groaned Tlia. “Oh, you always know how to play with my breasts. Mmm, you are taking such a risk. If Matil finds out...”

“He won't,” Chaun grinned, so cocky. He kissed Jayci's wife. She melted against him, her tongue flying, her hands sliding down his body to Chaun's trousers. She worked her fingers, eager for her husband's cock.

“But that's not your husband's,” I moaned, my fingers pumping in and out of my juicy pussy. Pleasure raced through me as she pulled out my husband's cock. She stroked it as he hiked her skirt, his lips sucking on her nipples again.

“Seljan's ledgers, I need to be fucked,” Tlia moaned.

“In the middle of the market?” Chaun asked, glancing at me and winking. “While being watched?”

“Yes!”

I shuddered, my pussy clenching. My eyes were fixed on my husband's cock grasped by a married woman. She pulled it to her pussy. I trembled, the heel of my hand massaging my clit as Chaun came closer and closer to cuckolding her husband.

And then he thrust into her.

“Yes,” I moaned, my pussy clenching hard on my fingers.

I shoved a third one into my cunt as Chaun fucked her hard. He pounded the married woman, pressing her against the stone wall. She gasped and moaned her enjoyment, thinking her husband rammed his thick cock into her.

The pleasure built in my body as ripples washed through me. I bit my lip, fighting to not moan out my excitement, to shout at Chaun to flood her married cunt with his jizz. This was such a rush watching while my husband tricked the woman into violating her marriage vows. It was so naughty. Such an affront to Luben.

My husband was cuckolding hers.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I whispered. “Cum in her, Chaun.”

“Oh, Gods,” the woman moaned, bucking, cumming on my husband's cock. Her pussy spasmed about Chaun's dick. His back arched, his hips thrusting forward. “Jayci, yes!”

“Cum in her,” I hissed. “Luben's sacred vows, do it!”

My fingers reamed my pussy. All three of them stretched me open, pleasure firing through my body. Juices poured out of me, coating my fingers as they worked and pumped through my pussy, driving me wild. I squirmed, moaned. My breasts rose and fell as the pleasure built in me. I tossed my head back and forth. I let out whimpering moans of music as my pleasure built and built.

I was on the edge of cumming. I just needed one last thing to send me into paroxysms of pleasure—my husband flooding Tlia's married cunt.

“Cum in me, Jayci!” moaned the married woman. “Cum in my cunt!”

“Do it, Chaun,” I moaned, my pussy clenching. My clit throbbed beneath the heel of my hand.

Chaun thrust forward. He groaned out, “Tlia,” as he erupted. His cum flooded her married pussy. My husband's cum.

“Yes,” I moaned as the pleasure exploded through me.

My head snapped upright as my body trembled. I sang out my pleasure, my pussy spasming on my fingers. The rapture rushed through me. It was such a naughty thrill. We did something so wonderfully wrong. I gasped and groaned, bucking against my hand as I drowned in ecstasy, the world swimming around me.

My husband cuckolded hers. So hot.

“Luben, yes,” I panted, bucking a final time before I slumped against the alley wall. My knees were so weak. They buckled.

“Ooh, yes,” groaned Tlia. “Mmm, that was wonderful. But you need to get back to your work. He will be angry.”

“He'll never know I was away,” Chaun said, winking to Jayci's wife. He kissed her before darting away from both of us down the alley.

The woman straightened her skirt as I watched her. She saw me and swallowed, then lifted her head and walked by me back into the market place without saying a word. I gasped for breath, my body still buzzing from my intense orgasm.

Chaun, back in his normal form, rushed down the alley to me. He had a huge, pleased grin on his face. I smiled at him as he stopped before me. I took his hand, grateful for his help in standing.

“Well, you came hard,” Chaun grinned.

“It was so hot,” I panted as we walked out into the crowd. Tlia was back to shopping, though there was a noticeable aura of pleasure about her. A woman satiated. “She had no idea.”

“They never do,” Chaun grinned.

“I can't wait to do it again,” I breathed as we continued exploring the marketplace.

“You are wicked,” he said while steering me to a stall selling exotic hardwoods. I spotted samples of mahogany and balsa on display, trees that grew on the Island of Birds. The right wood was needed for my new totem. I knew that there were other species of tree that would work for an earth totem, but I didn't know what they were besides kapok, the great trees that grow in the jungle, towering over all of the others.

The merchant was a male halfling, standing on a stool to be at human eye level, his hair a bright silver, his skin burnished a deeper bronze than Minx's. Behind his stall was a curtain separating his extra wares. A female halfling bustled out with a ledger she studied. She was probably his wife. Halflings males always had more than one wife; there were just so many of their females that they had to share their males.

Before, I would have thought that was sad. But sharing your man with another woman opened up all sorts of naughty fun.

“Hello, good merchant,” Chaun said with a flourishing bow.

The halfling glanced at him, then at me, and blinked. “An avian?”

“Indeed,” I said, my voice musical. “I see you have lumber from the Island of Birds.”

“Yes, yes, many fine woods for making furniture,” he said, nodding his head. “Look at the quality of this mahogany, how dark it is, how fine the grain.”

“Very fine,” I nodded, touching it. I didn't need mahogany. My fire totem was in perfect condition. “And I see balsa wood. But do you have any kapok?”

The halfling blinked. “Kapok? Well, yes,” he said. “For the crates. It's a serviceable wood, I suppose, but nothing fancy.”

Crates? “Do you have a piece at least as thick around as my hand? It is very important.”

“Important.” A gleam popped into his eyes like one I had seen in Minx's eyes. He glanced at the female halfling, and she gave a quick nod of her head. “Well, my lovely avian, I do indeed.”

The female halfling headed into the back and returned a few moments later with a thick board. I recognized it as kapok thanks to the grain. It was as long as the halfling female was tall. She set it on the counter, and I stroked it, following the pattern of the grain. It was thick enough but so long.

“I only need this much,” I said, placing my hands on the board to measure.

“Afraid it has to be sold as a whole,” the halfling said. “Two dupondius.”

Chaun let out a laugh as I blinked. Was that a lot of money? Dupondius were gold coins, I think. We did not use currency in the Black Rock Aerie, trading our gems directly with the halflings of Baraconia for the goods we could not produce ourselves.

“Two gold coins for a hunk of wood?” Chaun shook his head. “It's hardly worth five silvers.”

“Kapok is very rare, good sir.”

“No it's not. The jungle is full of them. It's as common as pine, and I won't pay more than that.”

“But you can't find kapok on Yalut,” the halfling pointed out. “I had to import it. At cost, good sir.”

“So you inflated the price by two hundred percent? I'll pay you five silvers.”

“A gold and five silvers,” the Halfling said.

I blinked, watching as they went back and forth, my fingers still stroking the wood. I could feel its connection to the earth. But it needed work, shaping. I had to carve it and bring out the natural lines, attuning it to the elementals of earth. But with it I could replace the one destroyed fighting the knights.

“Fine, a gold dupondius,” grunted Chaun. “You are robbing me.”

“I am not holding a knife,” the halfling laughed. “How could I rob you?”

Chaun pulled out a gold coin and slapped it down. The halfling snatched it up with a blurring hand and bowed.

I grabbed the plank. It was so heavy. “Can you cut it down for me, good merchant.”

“For what we paid, I think you can,” Chaun said.

“Since you have honored me with your patronage, of course,” the halfling said.

I hugged the kapok wood to my chest, eager to get to work shaping it as we walked through the marketplace back to our companions. My steps had such a light bounce to them. I would have access to all my abilities and...

“Chaun.”

“Hmm?”

“I need woodworking tools.”

Chaun glanced at the halfling. “Not from him. We'll find a blacksmith who won't overcharge us for a piece of wood.”

“Thank you,” I smiled.

His glum expression melted away as his arm went around my slim shoulders. “It made you smile.”


Chapter Forty-Seven: Labyrinthine Passions

Knave Angela

Waiting for sunset was tedious, but it did give me time to contemplate Sophia and her mood. It had to be something new. She wasn't worried about the fight with the Minotaur, she wasn't a worrier normally, so it had to be something else.

It came to me around noon. It was so obvious I felt foolish for not even realizing it. She was worried about Kevin. Not fighting him, but me remembering I loved him. Which was preposterous. I told her so already. Besides, those memories were gone, holes burned into my mind erasing whatever should be there. I could feel the holes but I had no idea what Kevin meant to me.

“Concubine,” I said, standing up and stretching, “walk with me.”

“You're leaving?” Thrak rumbled, looking up from the book he read. It was so small in his large hands.

“Not far. I need to stretch my legs. And so does Sophia.”

Sophia rose, her head bowed, still wrapped up in her problems. I led her down an alley, the bustle of the square dying down. I turned around, facing her. She frowned at me, her hands washing together before her.

“You're afraid that I won't love you if I remember Kevin,” I said, a nice, blunt attack. “Even though I already told you that I would.”

She blinked. “I...I...” Her head lowered. “Yes.”

“You know I love you, right?”

She nodded her head.

“That I dominate you and spank you and hurt you because you need it.” I moved closer to her. “Yes, I enjoy the way you whimper and squeal, it's sexy, but I do it to make you happy.” I lifted her chin, her eyes liquid. “Just like you submit to make me happy.”

“I know you love me, my Queen,” she said, her voice hoarse. “I do. It's just...”

“That I'll leave? Abandon you for Kevin? That everything that I've grown to feel for you over the last five months will just vanish. Poof.”

“Your memories went poof.”

“But I won't forget you even if I get them back.” I stroked her chin. “Believe that. It's real. I didn't fall in love with you because I forgot about Kevin. I was already feeling things for you before I gave up my memories. I was just...conflicted.”

“Really?”

“I think so. I was in turmoil, my world upended by the Quest. I think I had a fight with Kevin. I must have been angry with him. I gave him up, Sophia. Remember that. How much could I have really loved him?”

“But...” her eyes watered. “Chaun sees Kevin when he looks at you. It means you do still love him even if you've forgotten about him.”

I froze. I had known that, but... I hadn't really thought about what it meant. Did I love someone I couldn't remember? Did my soul yearn for Kevin? I brushed her tear. She was so beautiful. So wonderful. I loved her.

“Chaun doesn't see the woman I love. And when he looks at you, he sees the groom you had a crush on as a girl.”

Sophia blushed.

“He doesn't see me, Sophia. He can't see me. He sees only men because he can't appear as a woman. So maybe Kevin's the man I love the most, but you're the woman I love even more. I know that. It hurts me to see you sad. I don't like it. I don't want you to be afraid that I'll just abandon you. I won't. Even if I remember, I know I won't.”

“My queen,” she breathed, and then she hugged me tight, my armor groaning. She shuddered, crying against me. I held her, stroking her back. I could feel the desperation of her love. Her passion. Oh, I loved this woman.

“You are my concubine. And nothing will ever change that, Sophia. Nothing.” My arms tightened about her. “I love you. I choose you. Every time I'll choose you. I believe that. So don't worry about what Chaun sees or the unlikely possibility I ever will remember him. Okay?”

“Okay,” she sniffed. Her arms tightening. “I'm sorry.”

“For what?” I blinked.

“For worrying. For doubting you. I'm sorry.”

I let out a snorting laugh. “Oh, Sophia, doubts are fine. This is tough on us all. It's made me think about things, seeing Kevin, wondering just what I lost. But I have to focus on this one fact: I made a choice. I gave him up. I didn't love him more than doing my duty. I...” I shuddered. “If I had to choose between you and killing the dragon, I would choose you. I...”

Her arms tightened and she let out a sob of joy. Tears fell down my cheeks as I rocked my lover. Remembering Kevin would change nothing. Sophia was mine.

~  *  ~

Warlock Faoril

I set the box on the table and sat down next to Xandra as she worked a piece of wood, shavings covering the table and her lap. Her eyes were focused intently as she worked, almost distant, like she was in a trance. She was making a new totem I realized after a moment.

“What's the box for?” Sophia asked, sitting on Angela's lap. The pair looked...close.

The box was a simple chest about twice the size of my hands, hinged with delicate brass. The wood was stained dark. I stroked it, opening the box to reveal its far plainer interior. Then I clapped it shut with a bang, making Sophia flinch.

Xandra kept carving.

“For the Minotaur's heart,” I answered, a belly full of Thrak's cum warming me. I reached out life magic, casting the simple preservation spell I used on my vials to keep cum fresh. “To preserve it until we reach the Altar of Souls.”

“Oh, that's smart,” Sophia said.

“I have been known to be that,” I answered as the life magic settled into the box. Anything living put in there would be kept fresh until it was opened again. My stomach squirmed. We were ready for tonight.

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

“His ship never arrived,” I reported as darkness smothered the city.

“Then this might work,” Angela said, taking a deep breath. “We have four hours to kill the Minotaur and escape the Labyrinth tonight. Otherwise, we're stuck in the labyrinthine another day. And his ship will have arrived by then.”

I nodded my head with the others. Minx, standing beside me, did a flourish with her daggers that I was sure she thought impressive. It was childish, but I smiled and my ears wiggled. My four-leaf clover, the boon I earned from Princess Siona, moving with them.

“Let's go,” Thrak said and cracked his knuckles.

Sophia shuddered.

“I hope we don't need the Flaming Woman,” Sophia said. “I really thought she would have shown up by now. She's all we're missing.”

The Lesbius Oracle prophesied one final companion after Xandra. Sophia was right, I had expected we would have met her by now. Minx shifted beside me and sheathed her daggers. I gripped my bow. It was unstrung. I doubt it would be much use in the tight tunnels of the Labyrinth.

We marched through the streets, attracting looks. People shook their heads at us, some making strange gestures with their fingers. “They're warding against our foolishness,” Faoril whispered. “They know where we're heading.”

“Where else would a group like us go,” Thrak laughed.

“And they think we're fools,” Chaun sighed, his lyre in hand.

Xandra was beside him, her new tools and the piece of wood she had been carving tucked into her pouch with her totems. She had her air totem out, the lines of the wood carved to resemble sinuous, serpentine lines. Wind in abstract, I supposed.

We reached the overgrown Labyrinthine Gardens. A stone path, weeds poking through it, led into the gloom. The thick trees, their trunks covered in shaggy moss, loomed over us, plunging us into deeper darkness as we followed the path into the gardens. It was a wild place and yet wasn't natural at all. I spotted the orderly rows of trees and bushes. It was subtle to detect. The gardens had lain untended for a long time.

As we walked, a grinding sound grew louder. The ground rumbled beneath my feet. Something moved beneath us, stone scraping on stone. My heart beat faster as the path led through the brush to a small clearing, stone benches lined around a small plaza. There was a rectangular hole cut in the plaza only a foot deep. A flat stone, surface smoothed to a fine polish, moved in the depression. It slid from right to left. It must be immense. It kept moving and moving.

“It's a huge disc,” reported Faoril, “with a slot carved in it. The disk takes a full day to turn. We have to wait for the notch to reach us, then the stairs shall be unveiled.”

“The weights involved are astonishing,” Thrak said, studying it. “How is this possible mechanically? What stone could be shaped into a disk this immense and still move without shattering. It must be a mile or more in diameter.”

“Stone from the moon, stolen by Cernere,” Minx said. “She gave it to Grahat, and he fashioned the Labyrinth from it. They say not even magic can touch it.”

“Moonstone,” Thrak muttered then glanced up. “Is that why there are dark patches on the moon? The quarry?”

“Definitely,” Minx nodded her head.

My ears twitched. “The sound is changing, the pitch rising. I think the notch approaches.”

A moment later, a gap in the stone disk appeared, sliding open, revealing a stairs leading down into the darkness. A musty smell rose, the air scented by sweat and leather and blood. I wrinkled my nose at the stench of the Minotaur.

“Four hours,” Angela said, drawing her sword and hefting her kite shield. “Let's go and slay a demigod.”

“After this, the dragon will be as easy as baking a pie,” Sophia said and then spoke the words, conjuring her pink light.

I took a deep breath and thought of my newborn daughter. I hoped to see her and my wife again. “Matar,” I prayed to the hermaphroditic goddess, “keep us safe in the darkness of the earth.”

~  *  ~

Knight Kevin

“An ugly city,” Mary said, my fellow knight standing beside me on the deck. Grahata lay before us, the harbor teaming with ships, the city rising dark beyond. It took much convincing to have the ship's captain dock in the dark.

“The Labyrinth would just now be opening,” I said. “She's heading underground. Madness and folly.” I shivered in fear for her. The priestesses' divination revealed Angela had reached the city this morning.

“A powerful ritual is needed to reforge the sword. A powerful force of war to power it. What better than the heart of Gewin's son?” She patted my arm. “I doubt she'll return. I'm sorry. I know you wanted to save her.”

“She's too stubborn to lose to the Minotaur,” I said, resisting despair. “And we'll be ready for her when she emerges.”

“She has a four hour window tonight,” Mary said. “We should go there straight away.”

“I have a stop to make.” There was a temple to Luben, God of Love, in Grahata. “I need to consult a priest.”

“We brought six of them,” Mary said. “And Esmeralda and Helena love consulting with you.”

“They serve the wrong god.” Luben's priests would know how to break the enchantment on Angela. I just had to restore her memories and she would see the folly of her task. She would see reason, and I could save her life.

I would have her back. Silently, I prayed to the gods to watch over her in the Labyrinth. To let her survive the demigod who had slain every hero who had tried. I should have been by her side. I should have went with her on her quest and supported her.

I was a damned fool. No longer.


Chapter Forty-Eight: Love's Hope

Knight Kevin – The Free City of Grahata, Yalut Island

I walked into the Temple of Luben, a small structure dwarfed by the more popular religions of Pater, Slata, and Seljan. It was modest on the outside and plain on the inside. The floors were a checkered pattern of black and white stone, dark-stained pews forming two rows advancing towards an altar of black and white granite. Beyond, a statue of the God of Marriage, arms spread wide in welcome, was lit by candles flickering about his feet. Red tulips were held in vases beside every pew.

“It is late to seek the temple of marriage, Sir Knight,” a woman's voice said.

My eyes snapped around to one of the small transepts lining the edges of the main hall. She knelt before a smaller altar with a pair of statues, a man and woman, behind it. The stone figures held hands with the marriage binds about their wrists. No doubt they were one of the patrons of the temple, the priestess praying to Luben for their marriage.

She rose with a grunt, shifting with an awkward sway. She turned, the front of her white robes, trimmed in black, bulged from her heavily pregnant stomach. She had the red skin of Thlin, her white-blonde hair pulled back in a loose braid, a motherly smile on her lips.

“Be welcome, Sir Knight, to the Temple of Marriage and Fidelity,” she breathed as she waddled out of the transept, her hands idly rubbing at the front of her robes. “Husband, we have a guest.”

“Hmm?” a voice grunted from another transept. A moment later a tall man stepped out, head shaved bald, his blond beard woven and trimmed into a square shape. He was also Thlinian, his skin a darker red than his wife's. Every temple of Luben was run by a married couple. The priest's robes were black and trimmed in white, his hands folded before him, hidden by the sleeves of his vestments. “Ah, Sir Knight, here to offer a prayer to your wife's fidelity while you partake on a perilous quest?”

I shook my head, a wave of nervousness coursing through me. I shifted, so aware that the Labyrinth ran beneath my feet. That Angela was down there about to tackle the Minotaur, a foe nearly as dangerous as the dragon Dominari.

I should be down there with her. I should have journeyed with her, the precepts be damned. No one knight could take on Dominari. Scores had faced her and died. Entire armies had burned in her fires. She was the last of the great dragons, the strongest to survive, grown cunning with age but content to stay in her desolation and haunt the Despeir Mountains.

I should have understood her heart. I should have loved her enough to let her be herself instead of trying to convince her not to be a knight.

“Such grief,” the priestess said as she stepped up before me. “Do you wish to pray to win back the heart of your lover?”

“Luben is the god of Love, but he does not give out 'love potions.' Those are instruments of Lust and the foul god Las.” The priest's eyes hardened. “Your lover is free to love whom she will. Luben will not try and dissuade her.”

“My lover,” I swallowed, the pain welling. “My lover has forgotten me. She made a deal with an oracle for a prophecy. I...” Tears burned in my eyes. I took a deep breath. I was a Knight Deute, not a love-sick boy. My hand clenched. “I need a way to break the demigoddess's power, to reawaken her to our love so I can protect her.”

“Oh, you poor thing,” the priestess breathed, her hand reaching out and touching the vambrace covering my right arm, stroking the metal. “I am truly sorry for you.”

“Love ripped apart,” sighed the priest. “Yes, there is a way to fix her.”

“True love's kiss,” smiled the priestess. “Kneel, Sir Knight, and receive Luben's blessing. Let the power of your love break the demigoddess's enchantment. Nothing can stop love. It is the most powerful force in the universe. It resides in all of us, the gift of Luben to the mortal and immortal races.”

“Thank you,” I breathed as I knelt in a clink of armor.

“Know that your love must be true for this to work,” added the priest as he placed his hand on my forehead. His wife's hand joined his, clasping together on my forehead. “She must love you, too.”

She gave me up for the prophecy.

I clenched my eyes closed. She had to love me. “She does. I'm sure of it.”

“Then Blessed Luben, God of Marriage, Love, and Fidelity, let this young man's love shine bright,” the priest spoke. “Let it pierce through the veils of enchantment wreathing his lover's mind.”

“Let his lover once again feel the purity of his feelings, Blessed Luben,” the priestess said, her voice ringing true. “God of Marriage, Love, and Fidelity, let her heart's beat overcome that which has obscured her memory.”

“Let Love reunite these lovers in your name, Luben,” they said together. Lights flared white and black, dancing, entwining about their bodies and flowing down into my flesh. I shivered, my hands both clenching as a wondrous beauty settled into me. Something pure, at once both simple as the petals of a rose and as profound as the awe its petals stirred in the heart and imagination of the beholder.

Tears fell down my cheeks as the priests withdrew their hands.

“May your love be true, Sir Knight,” the priestess said, her hand going to her stomach.

“Thank you,” I said, rising, my armor clinking. I had a chance to save Angela. When she emerged from the Labyrinth, I would have to kiss her, reawaken her love, and then I would save her. I would find a way to preserve her life.

~  *  ~

Acolyte Sophia – The Labyrinth

“So...which way?” I asked as we reached the first junction of the Labyrinth.

It was damp and cold in the tunnels. Behind us, moonlight spilled down the stairs we walked in. Stone ground above us, the large disc slowly turning. We had a few hours to find the Minotaur, slay him, and escape before we were trapped for a day down here.

I shivered. I did not want to be trapped for a day down here. My robes already felt damp and the smell... A musty rot pervaded the dungeon mixed with a sour rank, like something unwashed for a hundred years. I wrinkled my nose, staring at the walls of mortared stone, my pink light shining next to me, but not shedding much light to either right or left.

“When solving a maze, the best way is to place your hand on either the right or left wall and follow it to the end,” Faoril said. “If there is a way to the center, then you will find it eventually.”

“And the rumor that the place rearranges itself?” Minx asked, staring at the floor. She bent down, stroking her finger along the mortar groove. “There is a segment right here.”

Xera nodded, her ears twitching. “Yes, this line extends to the walls and ceiling.”

“Then we need another way,” Xandra said. She rubbed her hands together. Chaun, beside her, strummed his lyre with a stimulating note.

“Sophia's divination spell,” Angela said. “She's used it in the past.”

“I have,” I smiled at my Queen. I found Faoril with it and the caravan to take us out into the desert. “It can guide us. Wonderful.” Then my smile fell. I had to masturbate.

“Well, let's get to it,” Minx grinned, straightening her short stature, her metallic-red hair looking almost pink in my light.

“I have to masturbate and orgasm,” I said, my cheeks pinking. “Thrak, Chaun, turn around.”

“But you are such a radiant flower, Sophia,” Chaun said, strumming his lyre again, this time with a lusty note that made me shiver, my pussy growing wetter. “I seem to recall how much you enjoyed being paraded on the Golden Hunger.”

“Because my Queen commanded,” I answered. I glanced at Angela, her smile amused.

“I'll make sure they keep their backs to you,” Faoril said, kneeling, her red robes swishing and her silver nose ring glinting in my pink light. “Men, I think a fresh dose of both your cum will be a useful thing. So come here and let me blow you.”

Chaun glanced at Xandra who gave him a loving smile. She rose on her tiptoes and kissed him on the lips before her sapphire eyes looked at me with a hot hunger. She had changed since we left Hargone. More confident. It made her even sexier.

I unbelted my robe, licking my lips as I stared at Xandra and her eyes falling on my small breasts, my nipples so hard. I let my white robes slip to the floor, letting out a little shiver. It was chilly in here. But I was a temple-trained servant of Saphique. I could masturbate in a blizzard.

Probably.

“I could use help to make me cum,” I purred at Xandra as my hands slid down my stomach to my shaved pudenda. “Volunteers are welcomed.”

“Sure,” Minx said. The halfling was behind me. I gasped as she grabbed my butt-cheeks, pried them apart, and licked at my sphincter. She rimmed me with her tiny tongue, swirling about my asshole. “Mmm, not bad, Sophia. Tasty ass.”

“Everything about Sophia is tasty,” Angela smiled, her hand resting on her sword as she leaned against the wall by the junction. Xera moved to the opposite side, her ears twitching, the gold flecks gleaming in the shamrock tucked behind her right ear. She was lush and naked, always a delight to stare at.

Especially with a naughty halfling rimming my asshole.

“Oh, that's nice,” Chaun groaned as Faoril sucked noisily on his cock, making such obscene sounds. I tried not to notice the ebony and swarthy dicks. I could just see them as her mouth went back and forth, sucking on them, eager for the nasty cum to spill in her lips.

“I can help you, Sophia,” Xandra said, her voice so musical, a bird's dulcet warble.

The slim woman moved to me, her nipples pressing on her sleeveless top, her knee-length skirt swishing. Her eyes were so bright in my pink light. My pussy clenched as I rubbed at my clit, eager to feel Xandra's tongue on my pussy, licking, nuzzling, driving me wild towards my orgasm.

As Xandra fell to her knees before me, Minx's tongue wiggled into my asshole. It was so tiny, swirling, teasing, sending sensations rippling to my pussy. I groaned, shuddered. Xandra's delicate fingers stroked my inner thighs as she leaned her face forward, her breath washing across my pussy.

And she licked.

“Oh, Xandra,” I moaned, her tongue sliding so wonderfully through the folds of my pussy, teasing me, exciting me. “Mmm, that's great. Oooh, yes.”

“And what about me?” Minx asked. “Isn't my tongue great?”

“Yes, it is, you naughty halfling,” I moaned, sliding my hands up to my breasts, squeezing them as the halfling jammed her tongue back into my asshole. “Oh, you are just delicious. Mmm, I love it. Worm that tongue into my asshole while Xandra devours my pussy.”

“She's great at that,” groaned Chaun.

“Don't look over your shoulder,” I groaned as the bard grinned at me, his teeth so white compared to his midnight-black skin. “Just enjoy your blowjob.”

“I am,” groaned Chaun, Faoril sucking with such enthusiasm.

I closed my eyes, ignoring Chaun's and Thrak's grunts and groans as Faoril gobbled their cocks. I concentrated on the delight of Xandra's tongue probing into my pussy, swirling around, gathering my cream. She had her face pressed so tight into my pussy, her sapphire eyes shining up at me.

Oh, she enjoyed it.

Minx's small fingers massaged my ass as her tongue probed and swirled. Then she sucked on my asshole, making me buck, my clit throbbing against Xandra's delicate lips. The avian slid her tongue to it, stroking my nub, sending pleasure racing through my body.

Her delicate fingers slid slowly into my pussy.

“Xandra,” I panted. “Oh, Xandra, you delicious woman. Mmm, you really know how to please my clit.”

“You taught me well,” the married avian giggled. She licked again, her blue eyes so bright. I shuddered, my toes curling in my shoes as I trembled.

I pinched and pulled at my nipples, loving the pleasure surging through me. The dual delights of Minx and Xandra made me shudder. My head tossed back. My tongue stud ran across the back of my teeth as I moaned. Xandra's tongue fluttered on my clit. My pussy clenched about Xandra's pumping fingers, shooting such wonderful waves through my body.

Minx sucked harder on my asshole, loving it. Her fingers traced up my butt to my spine. I gasped as she stroked up my spine, her small fingers had such a light touch. The sensations shot up and down my back, making me tremble, driving me closer and closer to my orgasm.

“Faoril,” Chaun groaned. “Oh, you hungry, cock-sucking mage. Oh, damn, drink my cum.”

I tried to block out his voice, followed a moment later by Thrak's bellowing grunts as he unloaded into Faoril's mouth. I pulled and pinched my nipples, twisting my pink nubs. I pulled on them, savoring the pain.

My orgasm built in me. Hot and amazing. Xandra's tongue fluttered harder on my clit, flicking over and over before she sucked on it. I bucked, my pussy clenching on her fingers as they pumped so deep into my silky depths.

My right hand shot between my thighs, pushing past her face, and added my fingers to my pussy as I came.

Pleasure burst inside of me. My cunt spasmed on both our fingers, clenching and relaxing, massaging them as rapture radiated through me. I moaned, savoring Minx's sucking mouth on my asshole.

“Saphique, I pray that you find what I seek,” I moaned, my pussy growing hot around my digits, juices gushing out of me. I ripped my fingers out as Xandra licked up my cream, moaning her delight. I brought my pussy-stained fingers to my breast, rubbing my cream into my nipple. “Guide me with your loving wisdom.”

Breast milk leaked out, coating my fingers. A tingle rushed through my orgasming body. I felt a pull to the right as I bucked and squirmed between Xandra and Minx, groaning and gasping my pleasure as I swayed.

“Right!” I moaned. “We should go right. That will get us to the Minotaur.”

“Wonderful,” Xandra smiled, her lips stained with my juices. She stood up, beaming at me.

I had to kiss her. So I did. I savored my tart juices on her lips, my body trembling, eager for more sex. But we were in the Labyrinth. This wasn't the time to pull Xandra to the floor and devour her pussy until she exploded.

Even if it would be wonderful.

~  *  ~

Lady Delilah – The Free City of Grahata, the Island of Yalut

I flew through the lower reaches of the clouds as I stared down at the Labyrinthine Gardens below. Six knights waited at the entrance. I recognized them all, Kevin facing the stairs, Mary at his side. Flanking them were Philip and Danielle on the right, Richard and Lisa on the left. In the brush, I spotted the robes of Slata's priestesses.

The knights had caught up with Angela. She must be in the Labyrinth. Frustration surged through me. She was at the most dangerous part of her quest: facing the Minotaur. She would face greater peril down there then she would even in the Haunted Forrest.

And Kevin had arrived to interfere.

Everything had gone wrong. All the years of planning, of plotting, of piecing together myriad prophecies, of figuring Angela's exact route was unraveling. The journey she would have to undertake to reforge the sword and find the strength to achieve her true destiny had not gone as I envisioned. No prophecy was set in stone. The oracles' words were smoke. But I had worked so hard to ensure that smoke didn't billow away.

And Slata's interference threatened to destroy it all. My husband's dream smashed again by that bitch-goddess.

Killing the knights would be a disaster in the city. And I doubt I could reason with Kevin. Yes, I had trained all six of the knights. I had mentored them, shaped them into warriors as they rose through the ranks. But they had orders from the Lord-Commander. Angela was a knave now.

A knave.

Nothing I could say would dissuade them.

Disaster. And all I could do was watch. I could only interfere if all looked lost. I had to believe in Angela. She was so strong. She had proven herself so much on this Quest. She could rise to the occasion. She would slay the Minotaur, emerge from the Labyrinth, and defeat Kevin and his knights.

She had to be strong enough to seize her destiny.

“Las damn King Edward and Slata!”


Chapter Forty-Nine: Shifting Paths

Minx

Thrak brought up the rear, Faoril with him, her ball of light bright and white. Chaun and Xandra were next, the avian holding her fire totem, a ball of dancing flame hovering before her, shedding more light, then walked Angela and Sophia, the acolyte guiding us through the turns of the Labyrinth as we moved deeper and deeper. I walked at the front beside Xera, our eyes scanning.

“There, a tripwire,” Xera said, pointing before us.

I squinted, staring at where she pointed. I could just make out a slight gleam from Sophia's light. It was almost impossible to spot against the gray stone. I shook my head in annoyance as I padded forward. I again failed to spot it. I had never encountered such cunningly hidden traps and alarms. Pushing down my frustration, I knelt before the tripwire, examining it.

“Why does it keep rumbling?” Sophia asked. “Is the maze really changing shape around us?”

“Maybe,” Faoril said.

I ignored them as I followed the tripwire to the right. It led to the mortar between two stones. I pulled out a slim tipped dagger, probing at the mortar. It was soft, a substance that only appeared to be solid mortar. I pried it away and revealed the inner mechanism for the trap. The wire held a lever back, a spring attached to it, taunt. It wanted to slam the lever forward and trigger something in the ceiling but the tripwire prevented it.

I looked up.

“False ceiling,” Xera said.

I nodded my head in agreement, my skin crawling. “Probably drops something nasty on us.”

I pulled my thief tools, rolled up in black felt to keep them from rattling, out of my pouch. I unfurled them on the floor, a collection of lock picks, small crowbars, delicate tweezers, and a pair of tin shears. I pulled those out and reached through the small gap for the spring. I took a deep breath and snipped the spring. It twanged.

I flinched.

Nothing fell.

“Okay, it's disarmed,” I said. I cut the wire with the sheers, the lever staying upright, and put away my tools. “We're safe until the next one.”

“Why are there even traps?” asked Sophia. “Isn't a terrifying maze that rearranges itself good enough?”

“It's to keep the Minotaur trapped,” said Faoril.

“A good reason to keep the maze moving,” Thrak nodded. “Else the brute would learn how to escape his prison.”

“But don't they send sacrifices in once every ten years?” Sophia asked. “Poor girls given to satiate the Minotaur's bestial lusts?” She hugged herself. “How do they make it through?”

“The custodian guides them,” Faoril said. “Perhaps there are records of the maze. Or maybe every ten years a certain alignment is reached allowing the girls to be brought to the Minotaur along paths with no traps.”

“Doesn't matter,” Angela said. “Time is ticking. We've been down here a half-hour. Three-and-a-half more, and then we're stuck in here for the night.”

“Right,” I said, standing up. “Sophia, there's a junction ahead.”

“We're going left,” the acolyte said as I walked down the corridor, my entire body tensed, searching, breathing.

Gods, it stank. I felt sorry for Xera and her keen elf senses.

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

A riot of sensory information bombarded me as we walked through the Labyrinth. A dozen different sources of stench filled the air, rising out of the bowels of the maze. Decaying corpses, molding cloth, spoiled food, the rank stench of an unwashed beast, old blood, damp stone, and the fester of standing water. Various oscillations hummed through the floor, some remote, some close, the sound of stone grinding on stone, the moving of metal mechanisms, and the regular click of gears twisting, turning.

The maze was being rearranged around us. A giant clock ticked away. And the changes sounded fast, the corridors moving with blinding speed when they were rearranged. I feared that passageways we had already passed through had moved. We would not be able to backtrack to find our way out of the Labyrinth.

We reached the next intersection. “Keep straight,” Sophia said from behind me.

Would her divination spell be thrown off if the Labyrinth rearranged itself?

I moved forward through the intersection. The bones of a corpse, covered in rusting iron, lay a few yards down the right hand corridor. How many would-be heroes were so hopelessly lost in the Labyrinth that they never found the Minotaur and died of starvation and dehydration? There were faded chalk marks on the wall and sometimes a length of rotten string lay on the ground, signs that someone had tried to mark their back trail.

I ignored those. I had to keep looking for traps. My eyes scanned the tiles, the walls, the ceiling and...

“Pressure plate,” I said when we were a hundred feet past the intersection. “Three stones in front of you and two to the left, Minx.”

The halfling’s head moved. “Yes, yes, I see it.”

I had tried a few times not mentioning traps to see if Minx would spot them. She had keen eyes, but she missed them every time. Maybe there wasn't enough light down here for her to see, or maybe the traps were too cunningly concealed for anyone but an elf to find.

Minx moved forward, falling down on her hands and knees, pressing her cheek against the adjacent stone, examining the pressure plate. It stuck a fraction of an inch higher than the surrounding tiles, almost unnoticeable.

The party stopped, Sophia letting out a frustrated moan. Chaun leaned against the stone wall and strummed his lyre. Xandra was right beside him, humming to the chord he stroked, her fingers idly tracing across the lines carved on her fire totem. Her fireball danced in the air. Beyond them, Thrak turned around, facing down the intersection we came, hands on his two-handed ax. Faoril pulled out her notebook and scratched some notes, adding a faint scent of burning paper to the air.

The click of gears echoed right beneath us. Tick, tick, tick. My ears twitched as I straightened, staring at the floor. It was so loud. Sophia, yawning, blinked and shifted on her feet, staring down at the floor.

“That feels close,” she muttered.

“Hmm?” Angela asked, her eyes facing forward, her kite shield strapped to her left arm, her right hand going to the pommel of her sword, prepared to draw.

The floor rumbled violently beneath us as the ticking grew louder. A great, groaning echo vibrated the floor from stone sliding on stone.

My eyes shot to Chaun. He leaned against the dividing crack in the wall, half on one side, half on the other. And the shifting happened fast. Fear shot through me, and I moved without thought, darting to Chaun as he blinked.

“Move,” I shouted, the groaning growing louder.

The floor shook. Xandra stumbled backwards towards me. I rushed past her and threw myself at Chaun as the back section of the hallway pivoted, turning to the left. Suddenly, only half of his back was against the wall as the corridor spun fast, carrying his body to the opposite side and the cutting boundary of stone.

My jump carried me to him. I crashed into him, tumbling us both to the floor as stone groaned and ground. Dust flared, the floor moved beneath us. Thrak and Faoril fell to the ground with a grunt. We slid, the corridor spinning so fast and then it stopped a heartbeat later.

“What?” Faoril gasped, struggling to stand.

“The tunnel shifted,” I groaned, rolling to my feet. The corridor, which had been facing north and south, now faced east and west. It linked up to a new set of hallways leading off into the gloom of the Labyrinth.

“Las's putrid cum,” Chaun groaned as he stood, staring in the direction he thought was south but was really west. “Where did everyone go?”

“They're on the other side of the wall,” I said, pointing south. “it must be thirty feet of stone between us and them.”

My stomach twisted as I stared at the stone. I stood up, my knee burning, skinned by the fall and rolling as the hallway shifted rapidly. The clock mechanism below had stilled. I heard it ticking farther away, the violent grind of stone as another section of the Labyrinth turned ninety degrees.

“Xandra,” Chaun shouted as he stood up, staring at the wall, his shoulders trembling.

~  *  ~

Xandra

“Chaun?” I squeaked, staring at the solid rock that had been the corridor only seconds before.

It had swung so fast. Xera barely pushed him through before it closed. It would have cut my husband in half if she hadn't saved him. I gripped my fire totem, the elemental dancing with agitation, feeding off my emotions as I stared at the wall in horror.

“Chaun!”

“Where did they go?” Angela asked.

“Cernere's nimble fingers,” groaned Minx, still kneeling before the pressure plate, her knife prepared to pry it up.

“It moved,” I said. “Chaun!” I rushed to the wall, pounded on it.

My hand hurt.

“Oh, no,” Sophia groaned. “That's not good.”

“We need to get to them,” Angela said, rushing towards me, her armor clinking. She stopped by me, touching the stone wall. She ran her hand over it. “It looks like the other dead ends we passed.”

“Which probably aren't always dead ends,” Minx said, standing up.

I wanted to shake. I wanted to panic. But I couldn't. Not right now. We were in the Labyrinth. This was life or death. I had to keep calm, keep my fear under control. I had fought the knights and the imps. I could think and stay calm. I could act.

I shoved my hand into my pouch and pulled out my earth totem, freshly carved this afternoon while waiting for evening. I gripped it, feeling the straight lines carved into the kapok wood. I touched them, reaching out to the earth elementals, focusing my control.

“Open a passage for me,” I commanded, visualizing a tunnel through the stone wall reaching to my husband.

The totem vibrated in my hand. Elementals were around us, moving unseen, controlling the forces of nature, making sure the world worked in harmony as the Gods intended when they created it. The stone tiles at my feet burst apart, melding, merging, forming into the shape of a bulky man, the body to house the elemental. I stroked the lines carved into my totem, the pattern guiding my thoughts, focusing my will on its task.

The elemental's body grated and groaned as it moved. It placed its hands against the wall and pressed into the stones. The blocks flowed like gray candle wax dripping from the flame, spreading outward from its hands. They parted, widening a hole, the excess forming a dripping goop. The tunnel melted deeper and deeper, more stone flowing outward, forming a pair of growing, blobby piles on either side of the opening.

“That's working,” Sophia said as the elemental walked inward, hollowing out the tunnel.

“Yes, you're doing very well,” I sang to my elemental.

I still held my fire totem in my left hand. My fingers stroked the triangular patterns on it, sending the dancing fire elemental after the earth, lighting up the tunnel. The sides were smooth. A river of waxy stone flowing down the sides and across the floor before splitting out to build on the twin piles at my feet. It bored ten feet, twenty feet, and—

Heat burned through my totem. The earth elemental flinched backward.

“Luben's fidelity,” I gasped. “Something burned my elemental.”

“There's something glinting in there,” Minx said. “Like gold paneling.”

I frowned, moving into the tunnel with the halfling. My elemental stood still. The melting stone had revealed a wall of gold at the end of the stone passageway. I frowned. Earth elementals could handle metal as well as rock. Both were under their control.

“You flinched,” Minx said, standing on her tiptoes to stare at the foot-wide area of the metal revealed. “Like your totem grew hot.”

I nodded my head. “It was like fighting the knights.”

“I think this is gold-chromium alloy. Like Captain Thyrna's nipple piercing but on a far larger scale.”

“So we can't get through?” I frowned.

Minx shook her head. “They must have covered each moving section of tunnel in antimagic alloy. Imagine how easy it would be for a mage or a shaman to get into the Labyrinth. They could just do what you did. Cernere didn't want her son to escape.”

“So how do we find the others?” I asked, trembling. Chaun was on the other side of the metal wall.

“I'm more worried about the traps,” Minx said. “Xera's with them. She can guide them through the maze. Probably.” Minx looked over her shoulder. “But I can't spot the traps without her pointing them out. They're too well hidden.”

“That's not good,” Sophia said, peering into the hole.

“Do you know a divination spell that finds traps?” Minx asked.

The acolyte shook her head. “I didn't pay attention to divination spells. I may have been licking the novices' pussies.”

“So, we just walk ahead blind?” asked Angela. “Or do we wait until the corridor shifts?”

“How long will that take?” Minx asked as we walked out of the tunnel. “If this place is on a ten year clock...”

“Las's putrid cock,” Angela swore, glancing over her shoulder. “And you're sure you can't find the traps, Minx?”

“Not without Xera or any magic.” She glanced up at me. “Can your elementals find them?”

“Well...” I frowned, thinking. “The traps are part of the stonework, yes?”

“So far they have been tripwires and pressure plates that use false mortar to hide the seems.”

“Let me try something.” I stroked the lines of my earth totem, sending the elemental merging into the stones and moving through them, examining them. I could feel it pass through the rocks and then the mortar. The different types of stone felt different, like they each had distinct flavor I could “taste.” I moved the elemental down the corridor. I had a vague memory of where the pressure plate lay, but it was hard to tell exactly which brick Minx had been examining before the corridor shifted.

I had the elemental surging back and forth through the rocks, phasing through the individual blocks of the floor as it swept back and forth up the corridor. It flowed from stone then into the soft mortar for brief moments and then back into the stone and... The mortar felt even softer around one tile. Weaker.

I walked forward and paused before the block. Beyond the even softer mortar was metal. A mechanism. “The pressure plate is right here.”

“You sure?” Minx asked.

I nodded my head. “There's metal gears in the ground beneath it and the mortar feels different.”

“Yep, that's it,” Minx nodded, falling to her knees and probing at the mortar with her tools.

Sophia gave me a hug. “You're amazing, Xandra.”

I smiled. And then she kissed me. And that made me flutter in excitement for a moment.

“So we press on without the others?” Angela said, her voice tight, wary.

“They'll try to find the Minotaur, too,” Minx said. “I don't think we have a choice. Not if we can move safely.”

“Las's damned, putrid cock and foul cum,” growled Angela, her red hair almost bristling. “Fine, let's move when you have that trap disabled.”


Chapter Fifty: Wanderers

Warlock Faoril

“Well, that's not good,” I said, staring at the layer of gold metal revealed when I melted the stone bricks. My magic fizzled when it had touched it. “That's the same metal as Captain Thyrna's nipple ring.”

Thrak let out a grunt.

“Las's cock,” groaned Chaun.

Xera's ears twitched as she examined the metal. She pressed her ear against it. “I can hear them, but they are faint.” She rapped on the metal and frowned. “This is thick, maybe five feet.”

“Five feet?” growled Thrak. “Of solid metal?”

“Yes,” Xera sighed. “Xandra and Minx are on the other side, but I can barely hear them. They have discovered this, too.”

Chaun strummed an angry note on his lyre.

“This has to be the work of Gods,” Thrak grunted. “To forge that much metal around a section of the maze. Grahat must have been a demigod himself. A son of Krab, perhaps.”

“Perhaps,” I said, frowning. “Let me try something else.”

I sent my air magic rushing down the corridor. I closed my eyes, feeling the shape of the walls as the wind rushed down it. I hit the first branching corridor, a T, and split my wind into two directions, fixing the image of the maze in my head. The winds flowed faster, the right wind hitting a V junction, my wind splitting in half. Now I tracked three. The left wind hit a crossing corridor.

Now I had six paths I followed, my wind diving through the maze, struggling to figure out which one would lead us back to our companions. But the maze kept splitting, turning, winding. I tried to focus on the image of the maze in my head, but it became harder and harder to keep track of each turn. My mental map grew fuzzy.

A wave of dizziness washed over me. I blinked, letting go of my magic and stepping back. “It's huge. It goes on and on, branching, twisting...”

“And reshaping,” Xera said, her ears twitching worse. “I think our friends are pressing on.”

“Futile to wait here,” Thrak grunted. “If this maze is on a ten year cycle, this corridor might not shift again for that much time.”

“Let me try again,” I said, taking a deep breath. “Let me see if I can find a way to get to our friends, work back to that section.”

Thrak came up behind me, rubbing my shoulders, relaxing the tension. I sighed and sent my wind gusting down the corridor. This time, I didn't split it. I guided it to the right at the T junction then right again at the V junction. I took any turn that would lead me back to Angela. I worked through the maze. I quickly slammed into a dead end. I backtracked, struggling to hold the turns in my head as I headed right, biting my lip.

There had to be a way to the section our friends were in and...

The corridor vibrated, disturbing my wind. I felt it turn, move, twist, and... I lost my wind. The antimagic wall cut me off. “Las's cock,” I spat, snapping my eyes open. “It just shifted on me.”

“We need someone devious to figure out how to move through here,” Xera said. “This place was built by Cernere, Goddess of Crime. Her mind is a labyrinth. She designed this place to be difficult to navigate.”

“So we need someone devious,” sighed Thrak, glancing at the hole I opened.

Chaun snapped his fingers, a look of triumph on his face.

“I don't think Minx is devious enough to figure out this place,” I said.

“Not Minx,” Chaun grinned, his pointed ears twitching with his excitement.

~  *  ~

Knave Angela

We moved deeper into the labyrinth, Xandra gripping her earth totem in both hands, Sophia leading the slim avian girl as she controlled her earth elemental. Xandra walked in a trance, sweeping the corridor ahead of us, looking for any traps. She had found seven so far. Three tripwires and four pressure plates. Other than traps, we had seen nothing unusual.

But we smelled the beast. The foul stench grew thicker as Sophia guided us. His reek cloyed the air, permeated everything around us. It churned my stomach, made me want to sick-up everything I had eaten. I grimaced at the foul taste it left behind.

The Minotaur awaited.

A rumble, different than the scrape of the tunnels or the click of the maze's mechanisms, drifted down the corridor. The fetid smell grew worse. Sophia let out a gasp and Xandra squeaked. The rumble came again, like rhythmic breathing.

“We're getting closer,” Minx whispered as she padded in the lead, her throwing dagger in hand.

“We are,” I said, my stomach twisting. No Thrak, no Faoril, no Xera. Even Chaun and his songs might prove invaluable against the brute. The Minotaur was Gewin's son. None had ever defeated him on the battlefield. Even with Gewin's blessing girding my body, armoring me to the end of my Quest, I feared I was not equal to this task.

But the heart was necessary to reforge the sword with the Ritual of Reclamation. It would provide the energy that gave my ancestor's blade its martial strength. My pulse raced faster and faster as I peered ahead. I was still a knight in my heart, even if I was no longer a member of the Knights Deute. I would not flinch. I would not fail.

“Sophia,” squeaked Xandra. “Do we really need the High King's Sword? I mean, I know it's a dragon slaying sword, but...”

“It is?” Sophia said, blinking.

I turned my head to look at Xandra, jaw dropping. “What do you know of the blade?”

“Chaun told me on our wedding night about the High King slaying the dragon Dominariath, the mother of Dominari.”

“I've never heard that,” I said. Why hadn't Chaun mentioned it? Probably assumed I already knew it. “I always thought he was given the sword by Pater because...” I frowned, struggling to remember what I knew about the High King. Much of his history was purposefully destroyed by the kings who came later, those who split his High Kingdom apart and hated his prowess. They were jealous how he had united the known world beneath him. It was why his sword was broken apart and hidden so none could wield his power again.

“Because he was Pater's son, right?” Sophia shrugged. “He was fathered by one of Pater's many affairs. I figured that's why he had it.”

“And that angered Slata, the favoritism,” I agreed, remembering her three Erinyes daughters. The Goddess of Motherhood held a long grudge against my bloodline.

The deep, rumbling breath came again. Xandra squeaked.

“But, I'm just saying,” Xandra said. “We're going to kill an unkillable monster to have a weapon to kill another monster.”

“Nothing is unkillable,” I growled. “We have your elementals, Sophia's healing magic, and Minx's alchemical weapons. We shall defeat the Minotaur then reunite with our companions. With luck, they will be heading in the same direction. I am sure Faoril has figured out some spell to navigate through here. They are probably moving in a tunnel parallel to us. It has been nearly two hours. We must keep moving to escape the Labyrinth in time.”

I marched ahead, my thoughts grappling with this new revelation. Is that how Peter won his initial glory? Had he slain a powerful dragon with the very sword I sought to reforge? Was that why the Lesbius Oracle had set me on this path?

It must be. A sword forged to slay dragons. A blade that could stand up to Dominari.

~  *  ~

Chaun

“It's really simple,” I said, grinning. “We needed a devious and cunning creature, something born of Cernere herself.”

“I don't understand,” Xera said as I stared at her.

“Chaun,” Faoril gasped. “Oh, that is brilliant. Of course.”

“Thanks,” I said, giving a short bow to Faoril.

“I am not following,” Xera said.

Thrak let out a rumbling grunt. “Yes, that would work.”

“A fairy, Xera,” I said. “A race born by the union of Cernere and Las. The God of Lust had tricked Cernere, desiring her beauty. He boasted of a Great Vault that no one could break into. I have heard it claimed that the Saltspray Palace held the Vault, but I have doubted it.”

“Yes,” Xera agreed. “I have seen it. Not that impressive. And it was built by dwarves according to Minx.”

“So Cernere broke into this Vault and instead found herself trapped with Las and a bed. He tricked the goddess of thieves so she bedded him and birthed the race of Faeries. Creatures born of two devious minds.”

“And I have my boon,” Xera gasped, her breasts jiggling as her hand shot to the four-leaf clover tucked behind her ear. She held it up, the flecks of gold glittering in Faoril's light. When Xera and Minx had broken into the Great Vault of Raratha, they had freed a faerie princess trapped in there and forced to be its guardian. Out of gratitude, Xera was given a boon, a single wish. “And she'll hear me down here?”

“Faerie are strange creatures, not bound by the laws of our reality,” I said. “They are their mother’s creation, able to slip through reality in ways that do not make logical sense.”

“Siona, Princess of Faerie, daughter of Queen Sidhe,” Xera breathed, “I call upon you to repay the boon you owe me.”

The four-leaf clover glowed golden in Xera's hand. It hovered in the air, dancing, twirling, spinning. Sparks of light flew from it and crashed on the floor. The shamrock danced faster and faster, a beautiful song humming.

And then a being was born, arching out of the golden light, wings shaped like those of a delicate butterfly fluttering behind her body. She was naked and lovely, her breasts lush and round, bouncing before her as she let out a sensual moan.

My cock hardened in my hose as the golden light faded, the four-leaf clover vanished. Floating before us, her body speckled with golden glitter. Her wings were purple spotted with black dots, golden dust drifting from them as they fluttered, holding her aloft. Her hair, a matching shade of violet, swung as she turned to face Xera.

“For the debt I owe you, Xerathalasia, I have appeared,” bowed Siona, her lovely ass almost thrust in my face, a purple bush, the fine hairs glittering with more gold, almost begging to be licked.

I controlled myself.

The fairy princess straightened and looked around. “Well, this is a most unpleasant place you have summoned me to, Xerathalasia. And that smell...” Her wings fluttered more. “But you freed me from my imprisonment. Ask, and it is yours.”

“We are trapped in a maze the progenitor of your race created.”

“Oh, yes, I can see Cernere's handiwork,” Siona said, darting back and forth, her breasts bouncing. “The Labyrinth where our cousin is trapped?”

Xera nodded. “We have become separated from our friends. I ask that you guide us through the maze and help us find them.”

“Done,” Siona said. She fluttered to Xera, her arms wrapping about the elf's neck. My cock ached more as the faerie kissed the elf on the lips, their large breasts pressing together, Siona's wings flapping faster.

A golden light flared from their kiss, shining bright and warm. I winced from it, holding a hand to shield my eyes. A note of pure laughter rang from the light, echoing down the maze, ringing back and forth.

And then laughter died. The light faded. Xera stood there, eyes closed, lips still puckered from her kiss, a purple butterfly with black spots resting on her lips, kissing her. The butterfly flapped her wings and took to flight, fluttering down the hallway, glitter drifting in its wake.

“Follow,” Xera said, darting after it.

Thrak clapped a hand on my shoulder, pushing me forward, a grin on his swarthy face. “Well done, bard.”

I nodded my head, gripping my lyre. I had to find Xandra before she reached the Minotaur.

~  *  ~

Thrak

Fear grew in me as we followed the butterfly through the maze of the Labyrinth. It flew unerringly, stopping only when we slowed. Xera pointed out tripwires we had to step carefully over or stones that we had to walk around.

I gripped my ax. At the end, there would be a fight with a creature never before defeated. A beast who used to walk the battlefields, an ugly monster who reveled in bloodlust. His own divine mother found him disgusting enough to imprison him in the bowels beneath Grahata.

And we marched to kill it.

I hoped Faoril's magic was up to the task. We could not fight the beast in a fair contest. If we did, we would surely fail. We had to use everything at our disposal, every weapon, every advantage we could eke out. If Faoril could bind him to the ground and hold him still while I brained him, so be it.

“How is your cum reserves?” I asked as the tension grew.

“Fine,” Faoril. “I've used up all Chaun provided, but I still have your power.” She smiled at me, rubbing her stomach. “Plus I have my vials. I can take on an army of Minotaurs.”

“We grow nearer,” Xera said from the front. “The stink grows and I can hear a great, slumbering breath. Rhythmic”

“Good,” Chaun said. “They haven't reached it yet.”

“Your wife is fine,” I rumbled. “Angela, Sophia, and Minx will protect her.”

His ears twitched and he nodded. “Let's keep moving.”

Faoril's robes swished as we hurried through the Labyrinth, following the butterfly through the twists and turns. The fetid scent grew stronger and stronger, cloying every breath, leaving a foul taste in my mouth. A breathing swelled, rumbling and deep. It sounded large. How big was the Minotaur? Legend said it was a man with a bull's head, a great, marauding butcher of the battlefields.

My hand tightened as we rounded a corridor.

“I can hear our friends,” Xera said, throwing a smiling look over her shoulder. “They're ahead. Look.”

At the end of the corridor, a pink light bobbed. Sophia's light. The butterfly soared down it, Xera padding behind it at a jog, her naked ass swaying, her green hair bouncing down her supple back. Chaun picked up the pace, hurrying with her.

“Xandra!” he shouted, his voice echoing down the corridor.

“Chaun?” An excited voice answered.

And then our companions appeared, stepping into the intersection ahead, Minx at the lead, standing with cocky mischievousness. Then Angela, a smile crossing her lips, finally Sophia leading Xandra clutching one of her totems in hand.

Xandra broke from Sophia and rushed down the hallway towards her husband. Sky-blue hair whipped behind the avian. And then she was in Chaun's arms, holding him tightly. I smiled as I walked after, Angela nodding to me.

“What took you so long, Xera?” Minx asked. “I thought you would find us ages ago.”

Xera laughed.

The rumbling breathing stilled. Followed by a snort and a bellow. I reached the corridor's intersection where Angela stood, glancing to my right. Thirty feet beyond, the corridor ended in darkness. No, not darkness, a large room, open, expansive. I gagged at the stench drifting from it. A skeletal arm poked into the hallway, the tatters of rotten clothing still clinging to the bones.

Something moved, gaining its feet, the ground shaking. A bull snorted again. “I smell fresh blood and hot cunt. What a feast. Come, come, enter.”

Two eyes reflected yellow in the darkness of the room. The Minotaur.


Chapter Fifty-One: The Minotaur

Acolyte Sophia – The Labyrinth, the Island of Yalut

The words of the Minotaur echoed down the hallway out of the darkness of the large room before us. The source of the foul stench pervading the Labyrinth flowed with it. In the glow of my pink, ethereal light bobbing beside me, I spotted a skeletal arm stretched out of the large room, fingers twisted in agony, one of the beast's victims. My heart hammered fast. We were at the heart of the Labyrinth.

We had found the Minotaur, the demigod son of Gewin and Cernere, a monster almost as impossible to kill as Dominari.

“Well, are you coming?” snorted the Minotaur, his words low, bestial, a growl. “I want to KILL!”

The stones of the Labyrinth shook beneath my feet. Dust drifted down from above. My heart clenched. Xandra let out a whimpering moan behind me. I understood. I did not want to go into there. I glanced at Angela, standing beside me, her shield readied, her sword drawn. She was a warrior, a Queen, unafraid to march into the beast's den and slay him.

The Minotaur's snort descended into laughter as my hand shoved into my robe. I felt my left nipple harden beneath my touch. With a bit of concentration, milk filled my breast, aching to leak out of my nipple. I rubbed my nub, coating my fingers in the milk.

“Was I too fearsome for you?” an urban voice spoke, deep, rumbling, clearly the Minotaur's, but lacking the bloodthirsty fury of a moment ago.

I jumped again and yanked my milk-stained fingers out of my blouse.

“Did I scare you and your motley companions, Sir Knight?” the Minotaur asked, his voice almost polite.

Thrak grunted.

“I know, the act. People expect the bloodthirsty savage, barely civil, hardly able to string a pair of words together. I try to give it to them, but it is so tiring.” He sighed. “You are not fleeing. Ah, you are preparing.”

The ground rumbled behind me. Earth elementals stepped up, controlled by Xandra. They were the size of Thrak, forged out of the stone of the Labyrinth, their bodies thick, strong, joints grinding as they lumbered forward.

“By all means. Let's have a sporting contest today. It has been a boring few years. No adventurers to fight, no maidens to love. Just the darkness.”

“I can help with that,” Faoril said.

Light rushed past me as I reached out to Angela's sword, rubbing my milkstained fingers on the steel. As Faoril's spell grew brighter and brighter, illuminating the Minotaur's room, I muttered a prayer: “Saphique, the Virgin Goddess that loves all women, bless this weapon so it may protect its bearer. Let this sword shine bright, a beacon to defend all women.”

Pink light flared across Angela's sword, the temporary enchantment sinking into the steel, blessing it in the fashion of the dagger gripped in my left hand. That dagger was a permanent magic item, created with powerful rituals. And it glowed bright.

Deadly danger lurked.

I looked into the illuminated room and gasped. The Minotaur raised a hand against the bright ball of sunlight shining at the apex of the domed room. The demigod was a giant, a man standing twelve feet tall, his skin swarthy and muscled beyond belief. His muscles were ropy, wrapping over each other, bulging his limbs to the size of tree trunks. His torso was as broad as I stood tall. Dark, coarse hair covered his chest, narrowing down to a line descending across his stomach. His massive cock, bigger than I had witnessed on the centaur in the Doge's palace, dangled before him, his balls bigger than my fists. His head was not human, but a bull's head, dark-furred, not black, but a gray near enough. Two horns curved from his head ending at sharp points.

“Good, good,” he said, nodding. “This makes it fair. You can see. I can see.” His foot pawed at the ground like a bull preparing his charge. He snorted, shaking his head, light flashing from his horns. He had two small braids of hair dangling from the bottom of his muzzle that swept back and forth. “Now, Sir Knight, are you prepared to go through with this folly? I shall kill your two men and keep you and the other women for my pleasure.”

“I am,” Angela said, setting her shield and advancing.

“I cannot talk you out of this?” the Minotaur asked. “As you can see, I am too big to fit through the tunnels. I am trapped. There is no escape for me. Mother saw to that. You don't have to die here in a pointless attempt to kill me.”

Thrak moved into the room with Angela, advancing, his big, two-handed ax gripped in his hand. The elementals rumbled with them, flanking the two warriors. I followed with the others, stepping into the room. It wasn't as big as I thought, only fifty feet across. It felt cramped despite the dome rising an equal height above us.

“I have need of your heart, Minotaur,” Angela said. “And no longer will the people of Grahata sacrifice their daughters to you.”

“I have no idea why they do that,” laughed the Minotaur. “I can't harm them. No one ever told them they had to do it. Not that I am ungrateful, of course. Far from it. I enjoy their gifts while they last. But they always break so easily.” His cock hardened. “Will you break as easy, Sir Knight? How will your cunt feel on my cock?”

I gagged. His voice so civil yet his words so foul.

“Last chance to walk away, Sir Knight,” the Minotaur said, his bare hands clenching into fists. He didn't even have a weapon. We could beat him. “My heart will not come cheaply. Find another demigod to power the reforging of your artifact.”

“I need Gewin's son,” Angela said. “I need the strength of your heart.”

“Pity,” the Minotaur said. “I hate wasting life in such a pointless endeavor. Very well. Let us end this folly.”

~  *  ~

Knave Angela

“Yes,” I agreed and charged in, Thrak racing at my side.

I raised my shield before me, my sword ready. The earth elementals' steps boomed on our flanks, their bodies grinding like shifting rocks. The Minotaur stood still, his fists clenched. He made no move to defend himself as we swept in for the attack.

“A goddess-enchanted blade,” the Minotaur mused, red eyes flicking to my sword. “So you are halfway serious about killing me.”

“I am always serious,” I snarled as I reached him and swung.

His huge bulk moved fast. Far faster than something that size should have. He was a dark blur streaking back, my sword hissing through empty air. And then his punch landed on my shield. Wood groaned and I grunted, stumbling a step. My boot landed on an old thigh bone. It snapped beneath me as Thrak swung his greataxe.

With a sweep of black horns, the Minotaur knocked Thrak's attack to the side, then the demigod crashed his fist into the face of an earth elemental. Xandra gasped behind me as the construct stumbled, stone shards breaking off its body. The Minotaur followed up with two more punches, pulverizing the elemental's head.

“Adequate,” the Minotaur said as I recovered and swung my blade at his flank.

His body twisted. His horns swept down. My shield caught the tip. It punched through the wood, a sharp point jutting over my arm. I stabbed past my shield at his belly, but he pulled back, stepping into Thrak's swing. The Minotaur knocked the sweeping ax away with a backhand, snorting.

Minx edged around the fight, her daggers held low, the halfling crouching, moving silently to get behind the Minotaur, her eyes intent. An arrow hissed through the air, but the Minotaur turned and dodged, the missile missing by inches.

The two elementals rushed in, one reaching to grab his thighs and hold him in place. The headless one landed a pair of blows on the Minotaur's hips and thighs that hardly rippled the bulging muscles. The Minotaur kneed it and twisted his body as I stabbed.

The Minotaur's twist brought the elemental holding his thigh between me and him. My enchanted blade pierced through the rock of the elemental. Pink light flared through the joints of the rocks and the elemental crumbled to pieces.

“Angela,” gasped Xandra.

“Las's cock,” I grunted as the Minotaur laughed and kicked at Thrak, driving the orc back.

Wind howled, lashing at the Minotaur. My red hair ruffled as Faoril's magic attacked the Minotaur. But it didn't stop him from sending a punch at me, driving me back. My heart hammered. My armor creaked. He was huge, fast, and so strong.

“Pater's cock,” Faoril cursed as Chaun's song strummed to life. A soft lullaby echoed through the air.

“Bind him, Faoril,” I shouted.

“Trying,” Faoril answered as another arrow hissed through the air.

~  *  ~

Chaun

I strummed my lullaby. I had no idea what music would be effective against the Minotaur. The beast moved with such grace despite his size. He should lumber, but he didn't. He fought with the skill of a master fighter, one who had honed his skill to perfection, able to dodge multiple attacks at once. Xera's arrows hissed through the air. Angela's sword caused shadows to dance as she swung it. Xandra conjured a replacement elemental to the one Angela destroyed, my wife's brow furrowed as she ran her fingers over her newly carved earth totem.

Faoril cursed beside me again as I sent the lulling music at the Minotaur.

Different music was effective against different beings. Lust worked the best on humans; sometimes furious music could override a creature's senses, others could be put to sleep, befuddled, charmed, pacified, or driven mad.

“Are you singing for me, bard?” the Minotaur asked, blocking Thrak's powerful swing with his wrist. The ax blade slid down his flesh, leaving a strip of bleeding flesh behind. What should have hewn to the bone of the monster only scraped off a layer of skin. “What a lovely song.” The Minotaur hummed along, punching one of Xandra's elementals in the chest, shattering the rocks.

“Luben's sacred oath,” Xandra groaned. “He's so strong.”

And my lullaby was not effective. The demigod showed no sluggishness, no sleepiness. He was as energetic as ever, his sweeping horns driving Angela back. Wind whipped around the beast, but it didn't slow him down one whit.

“What is the problem with your magic, Faoril?” I asked as Xera drew her bow beside me, aiming with care.

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

I aimed with care, watching the beast. Chaun's question slid past my awareness. I put all my concentration on watching the monster, waiting for the moment to strike and hit him in the eye. The arrow glowed with pink, enchanted by Sophia. She stood beside me, rubbing her milk on another arrow.

Pity she couldn't enchant my bow, but it wouldn't impart the magic onto my shot.

I couldn't miss this shot. We had to harm the Minotaur. He dodged around Angela's sword strike, his stomach pulling in, his body bending. His horns swept in an arc, air hissing. He caught an earth elemental and sent it crashing into Angela, knocking her back.

Thrak swung his ax with a brutal swing at the Minotaur's back. He pivoted, deflecting the attack aside with a backhand swing. Thrak's body jerked. He stumbled, thrown off-balance by the strength of the Minotaur.

I followed the beast's movement as it recovered from its swing. Waited... Released.

My arrow streaked through the air. My heart thudded. It flew straight, true. I had judged my lead. It would catch the beast right in the—

The Minotaur caught my arrow in his large fist. With a blurring motion, his arm snapped at me. The arrow streaked pink and slammed into my chest. Pain burned through me as the arrow punched through my ribs and popped out my back.

I staggered, staring down at my naked breasts. Blood welled around the shaft, spilling down my large mounds. A cold swept through my body. I trembled, my bow dropping from numb fingers, and fell onto my back.


Chapter Fifty-Two: Resistance

Warlock Faoril

“He's...resisting my magic,” I snarled in answer to Chaun. “Wind isn't affecting him. It's barely slowing him down.” I had the Minotaur wrapped up in swirling gusts, trying to hold him in place, but he was too strong for my bonds to hold. My magic burned rapidly as I fought against him.

“Try something more direct,” Chaun said, strumming a cacophonous song, sending chaotic notes at the Minotaur.

I grabbed another vial of Thrak's cum. I was burning through it so fast. The Minotaur had a lot of god blood in him. He was the only child born of a union between Cernere and Gewin. The erinyes, daughters of Slata and Las, were three beings born from a single union, diluting the strength of both parents. Other demigod races, like the fairy or efreet, could breed, further diluting the divine in them.

Cernere only birthed the Minotaur after she stole Gewin’s virility, acting out the Goddess Biaute's revenge on the God of War. The Minotaur was born a being of war at its most pure. Unrestrained battle. I couldn't hold it back.

Xera screamed out beside me, dropping into a heap.

So I switched to fire.

Thrak grunted, stumbling back from a glancing blow. Blood spurted from his lip, one of his bone piercings ripped off. He growled, swinging his ax hard, fast, but the Minotaur deflected with his fist almost casually while he focused on Angela's swings.

“Oh, little mage, you stopped tickling me,” he laughed, kicking Angela back, her shield buckling beneath his foot.

“Maybe you'd like fire instead,” I snarled and threw a ball of flame at him.

“Let's see,” he said, standing still, letting the fire crash into his chest. The flames burned on him, dancing hot. He turned, lunging at Angela. She flinched back from the heat, raising her shield to protect herself.

I furrowed my brow, burning the heat hotter, trying to consume his flesh. The flames spread up to his muzzle. The two braids burned. Embers rained as he moved, his fur blazing across his snout, eating down to the flesh.

But his hide wouldn't burn. His skin just absorbed the heat. Angela screamed out, her shield smoldering on the edges as she retreated from the heat. Thrak backed off. Only the elementals charged in, their fists growing cherry-red as they landed on the burning demigod.

“Las's putrid cum,” I cursed, killing the fire.

His skin was only reddened where the flames had danced. Half the fur on his muzzle was burned away, revealing the warty, blistered flesh beneath. A hideous visage turned to me and gave me a mocking salute.

I needed a different plan.

~  *  ~

Minx

As the Minotaur gave his mocking salute to Faoril, I charged in, dagger clutched tight in my hand. His back was to me. My blood boiled. He hurt Xera. I focused on his kidneys. He may be a huge brute, but he had to have weaknesses. Vital spots that when pierced would make him howl in agony.

My dagger was sharp.

I made no sound, my boots moving silently. Xera had taught me new levels of stealth. I leaped at him. I may only come up to the brute's knees, but I would inflict damage. One of the elementals punched him in the stomach as Angela and Thrak charged back in. I landed on the back of his thigh gripping his coarse body hair as an anchor. He snorted as I ripped out hairs, scrambling higher, passing his muscular ass. His body flexed. I stabbed my knife down hard at his kidney.

“Got you,” I laughed.

My sharp knife struck his flesh. The tip bent, my knife deflecting to the side, pain jarring up my arm. I gaped at my blade, the steel deformed by the attack. My blow left only a faint, red mark on his skin which already faded.

“Cernere's nimble fingers,” I groaned as I jumped off of him.

With a contemptuous snort, his foot flew in a backward kick at me. I tried to dodge, but it came fast, clipping my hip. I gasped, pain flaring, and tumbled across the bone littered floor, rolling to a groaning stop, my blade clattering away.

“Why couldn't Sophia enchant my blade,” I panted, my entire right side throbbing.

~  *  ~

Acolyte Sophia

“Saphique, bless the font of my womanhood with your loving power.”

A small orgasm rushed through me as I knelt over the wounded Xera. Fire burned behind me, but I ignored it. My pussy clenched on the two fingers as the magic rushed through my body. I ripped my fingers out, hating how much blood pumped out of Xera's chest, spilling around her breasts.

I brought the pussy-stained fingers to my nipple and rubbed the juices into my areola and nub. I could use a healing potion to cure Xera, but I had only three, and I had a feeling we would need all of them. The Minotaur was tough, fast, and dodging all of Angela's attacks. I could hear her cursing in frustration.

Her weapon could harm the beast, and he knew it.

“Saphique, transform my virgin milk with your love. Let my milk heal the sick and infirm.” The magic rushed through my nipple. Milk beaded. I leaned over Xera, lifting her head. She groaned, blood staining her lips, her green hair spilling over my arm. “Drink.”

I brought my nipple to her lips. The flames died out and the Minotaur laughed. Xera latched on, suckling as she groaned in pain. My milk rushed into her, healing her as she nursed. The blood pumping out of her chest slowed.

Minx grunted in pain. I glanced at the battlefield to see the halfling tumbling across the ground while Angela rushed in. Her sword swung fast, hard, forcing the Minotaur, his fur burned off his face, to step back.

“Get her, Angela,” I shouted as Xera suckled harder, growing stronger as the healing magic flowed through her.

The Minotaur's eyes snapped to me. “Ah, yes, healing magic. I had forgotten that priestesses could do that. And you are dedicated to Saphique... I cannot wait to violate your pure body.”

I shuddered as Angela grunted, thrown back by the Minotaur's punch.

~  *  ~

Xandra

Angela stumbled back. I concentrated on my totems. I had two earth elementals landing ineffective punches. My fingers stroked the lines carved into the kapok wood, my power flowing into the totem and then to the elementals I puppeteered. I was on the fourth and fifth. The Minotaur was strong enough to drive back the spirits, breaking their vessels.

Chaun's song shifted from cacophony to something that sounded confused. He focused on the Minotaur, his voice singing out nonsense words. I blinked, trying not to focus on the song, my body swaying for a moment.

“Focus,” I whispered.

“You Las-damned beast,” Minx shrieked. “That hurt. Cernere's nimble fingers!” The halfling hurtled a throwing dagger that bounced off the back of the Minotaur as he tried to gore Thrak. But the orc dodged back.

Nothing was working. Faoril's fire did nothing. Her wind had failed to hold him. My earth elementals were ineffective. So far, none of Chaun's songs had affected the beast. What could we do? I trembled, my heart hammering. I glanced behind me.

The way out was right there. We could flee.

Xera stood up, her body covered in a sheen of her blood. She picked up her bow, moving with her grace. Sophia moved with her, blessing an arrow and handing it to the elf, the Acolyte's robes open, milk leaking from her nipples.

“You should enchant Thrak's ax,” I told Sophia as Xera fired. The Minotaur threw my earth elemental into the path of the arrow.

The totem burned hot as the elemental screamed in pain. The stone crumbled, the elemental driven away by the force of the arrowhead's enchantment.

“Yeah,” Sophia nodded, her left hand gripping her enchanted dagger. “And Minx. I should have done them from the start.” She looked around, sighting the orc, shouting: “Thrak!”

The acolyte handed another enchanted arrow to Xera and headed towards the orc. I summoned a fresh elemental, sweat breaking over my brow. It formed its body, ripping up the stones of the floor and leaving behind a hole as it became a hulking warrior.

“Let's see if he likes this,” Faoril muttered beside me. She downed another vial of Thrak's cum.

~  *  ~

Thrak

“Thrak,” Sophia shouted, rushing to me, her finger rubbing her nipple, smearing milk across the tip. “I need to enchant your weapon.”

The Minotaur snorted, his head snapping around at the acolyte.

“Gewin's cock,” I cursed, darting forward to block him, swinging a hard blow at his side. Not that it would do much. My weapon couldn't hurt him. The best I had done was score a layer of skin, leaving his right arm bloody.

The air hissed. Something streaked by me. The Minotaur roared in pain. Blood blossomed across his chest. Two small slivers of rocks, maybe the size of my little finger, protruded from his chest. The air streaked again, and two more slammed into his belly.

I threw a glance over my shoulder as the Minotaur snorted. Faoril ripped slivers of rocks from the ground and hurled them at the Minotaur. They flew so fast, impacting against the beast in the same heartbeat she fired them.

I smiled at her clever idea. Her magic wasn't working directly. The beast's divine blood had protected him, just like his thick hide kept normal weapons from penetrating. But she wasn't using magic to harm him directly. She was firing the sharp points of rocks so fast with her wind, the velocity overcame his thick hide.

“Thrak,” Sophia gasped, reaching me. She touched my ax blade, rubbing her milk onto it. “Saphique, the Virgin Goddess that loves all women, bless this weapon so it may protect its bearer. Let this sword shine bright—”

“Bitch!” boomed the Minotaur, his voice throaty like it had been in the beginning. He seized my ax and yanked it from my grip. Sophia gasped, her spell cut off.

Angela charged in as the Minotaur's eyes locked on Faoril. Her sword raised high. With a casual swing, not even looking at the knight, the Minotaur slammed my greataxe into Angela's shield. Wood exploded. Angela screamed in pain, the ax driven through her shield to lodge in her arm. She fell, blood spurting.

“Angela!” Sophia gasped then screamed as the Minotaur flung her away with a single push. She rolled across the ground, white robes flapping.

“Little mage,” the Minotaur snorted and charged at Faoril.

“No,” I shouted, throwing myself at the monster. Rocks hissed by me, stabbing into the demigod's chest. Blood welled from his wounds as I seized him by the waist, planting my feet on the ground, heaving against his bulk. “You can't touch—”

The Minotaur's fist slammed into my head. Stars flared. The world tumbled. Spun. I groaned, struggling to think. I blinked my eyes. I lay on my side. My body felt numb. My stomach twisted. I had to move. I had to stand up. The Minotaur's feet boomed. Faoril cursed, dodging to the right as the monster came for my woman.

Stand up. Move.

My body refused to answer. A wave of dizziness shuddered through me.


Chapter Fifty-Three: Impaled by the Minotaur

Warlock Faoril

Thrak's tumble ended with him in a heap. My heart clenched. Blood gushed from his scalp. A thick furrow of his skin had been scraped away, exposing the white of his skull smeared with blood. He shuddered, struggling to move.

“Thrak!”

“Was he important to you, Mage?” the Minotaur asked, his voice thick, throaty. Blood poured down his chest as he loomed over me.

“Pater's cock,” I cursed, ripping at the stone beneath me with earth magic. I hurtled another pair of projectiles. They buried into his stomach as his fist ripped off my robe.

“Let's give you something to distract you from your grief,” he said. I stumbled, my clothing ripped away. I was exposed, naked, my breasts bouncing.

I darted to the right, sending a powerful blast of useless wind behind me. I knew it was useless, but it was hard not to do something as his thick hand reached for me. He seized my waist, his fingers encircling me. I gasped as he yanked me in the air. His other hand parted my legs and—

“Pater's huge cock!” I screamed as ecstasy exploded in my pussy.

He was hung like a centaur. His dick rammed into my pussy as he impaled me on his shaft. My back quivered as his cock somehow sank deeper and deeper into me. It was impossible. He should be ripping me to pieces. But something magical, maybe something of Cernere's deviousness, allowed my pussy to take every inch of his dick.

“There you go, mage slut,” the Minotaur laughed as my pussy spasmed on his dick.

An orgasm exploded through me. I couldn't believe how much cock was in me. I gasped and bucked, my flesh writhing, my head tossing. He let go of me, my tight pussy clinging to his cock, keeping me impaled on him as he swung around, my back arching, my legs spread about his thick waist.

“Pater's cock!” I screamed as he turned, humping against him. I couldn't help myself. He was in me. I needed to use my magic. I needed to focus. I struggled to rip at the ground with earth magic, to focus my powers, but that dick...

Amazing!

~  *  ~

Xandra

“Aren't you a lush, young thing?” the Minotaur said to me, his voice thick with pleasure. Faoril spasmed naked, impaled on his cock, thrusting before him. The mage's eyes were rolled back in her head. Such ecstasy moaned in her voice.

I backed up. “Chaun!”

My pussy clenched in excitement, envious of Faoril and the rapture flooding her. She had somehow taken every inch of his dick and was in ecstasy. But at the same time my cunt begged for that amazing shaft, I recoiled from his reaching hand.

“Chaun!”

“Xandra,” my husband cried as I was yanked up in the air and thrown over the Minotaur's shoulder. My earth totem fell from my grip, bouncing on the stones as the Minotaur lumbered away, Faoril moaning in delight.

“Oh, yes,” the Minotaur said, his large hand rubbing my ass through my skirt. “I'll enjoy you next, little thing. I can't wait to hear an avian sing on my dick. I've never fucked one before.”

“No,” I squirmed. “Chaun, help!”

I stared at my husband. I needed him to save me. He grit his teeth, his fingers strumming on his lyre, abandoning his befuddlement song. He went for a new one, a peaceful song, not a lullaby, but something that made me want to stop squirming and fighting to escape the Minotaur's hand pinning me to his shoulder.

No. I had to keep fighting. The music was aimed at the Minotaur. The monster shook his bull-head, grunting. Was he affected by it?

Was this our chance? I had to do something. I had to get Thrak back in the fight. Xera was still effective. Her arrows hissed through air. One struck the Minotaur's back right beneath me, the shaft snapping, the pieces clattering on the stone floor.

We needed magical weapons. Sophia had to be protected. I shifted, looking for her, and spotted her struggling to get up. My eyes widened. The Minotaur rushed at her. I screamed her name as I struggled harder.

~  *  ~

Acolyte Sophia

“Slata's hairy cunt,” I groaned, sitting up. Xandra screamed my name as I shook my head. My ass hurt. I could still feel where the Minotaur's grimy hand had pushed on my chest. He had touched my naked breasts.

Anger flared through me.

Then I saw Angela. She screamed in pain, Thrak's ax lodged in her arm. She wrenched it from her flesh. I gagged at her arm twisted, bone poking through the wound. The splinters of her shield lay around her. She struggled to get up.

I had to help her.

“Hold on,” I said, rushing over to her. My breasts were still enchanted with milk. Faoril moaned behind me in throaty pleasure. The poor thing was impaled on the Minotaur's huge cock. She even sounded like it felt good. “Angela!”

I knelt over Angela. She stared into my eyes, her blue eyes glossy with pain. “My concubine.”

“I'm here, my Queen. Drink.”

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck me with that huge cock,” Faoril moaned behind me.

Angela's lips latched onto my nipple. I sighed in delight, my back arching as she drank. Despite the fear beating through me, it felt wonderful to have my Queen nurse from my breast, my milk flooding into her mouth, healing her. I groaned, stroking her red hair.

“Get all better,” I told her. “And kick his ass. Someone has to—”

Darkness crashed over me.

~  *  ~

Knave Angela

“Sophia!” I screamed in rage as her body flew like a rag-doll. She landed in a limp heap, her pink dagger tumbling beside her, illuminating her face, eyes closed. The Minotaur stood over me, his fist clenched. He had punched her hard. “You monster.”

My arm was only half healed. But it was enough. I would kill him. I gained my feet, standing before the monster, blood dripping from my crippled left arm. I had strength again. Sophia's healing milk had done enough.

“That was my concubine you hurt, beast!” I howled, pointing my sword at him.

He laughed at me, Faoril thrust before him. “Then come kill me. Just be careful that you don't hurt your friends.”

Fear trembled through my anger. How could I fight him with Faoril thrusting before him. He moved so fast. What if my sword stroke hit her? Killed her?

~  *  ~

Chaun

I played the peaceful song, channeling the pleasant music at the Minotaur. He was a creature of war, so perhaps the soothing allure of peace would placate him.

Angela faced the monster, gripping her sword in her good arm. The Minotaur stumbled. He shook his head, snorting. Angela reacted, swinging fast and low, hacking at his knee. He moved too sluggishly. Her sword clipped his leg. Blood spurted and the beast bellowed.

My song was working.

“Yes, yes, Chaun,” Xandra said, pulling out another of her totems as she dangled over the monster's shoulder. “That's it.”

Air swirled before Xandra, forming into a vaguely human shape. The elemental shot at the unconscious Sophia. Her pouch opened, and the whirlwind reached inside, pulling out a potion of healing.

The Minotaur drove Angela back with a punch from his free hand, Faoril swinging and gasping before him, her short hair whipping. I played with more confidence, my voice louder but at the same time more tranquil. My music echoed through the room as the potion drifted towards Thrak.

Smart.

I caught my wife's eyes, nodding at her as she directed her air elemental to the stunned and bleeding orc.

“You,” the Minotaur howled, his bestial head whipping around to stare at me. His eyes burned. He shook his head, snorting. “Stop playing that damned song!”

Fear twisted my stomach as the Minotaur lowered his horns, his foot scraping across the ground like a bull about to charge.

I couldn't flee. I had to keep playing, keep singing. I couldn't let any emotion but peace play through my music. My heart pounded as I concentrated on the notes, on the perfection of my play, my fingers plucking, strumming, the cadence of my voice, the pitch, the timbre.

I had to bring him down.

~  *  ~

Minx

I hurled the sticky bomb at the Minotaur as he charged at Chaun. Finally, I had a clear shot. No one was close to the beast, Angela having fallen back. The sticky bomb was the only one I could use. A lust bomb or a sleep bomb might hit my allies. We already had enough of us incapacitated.

The air elemental hissed through the air as my bomb exploded at the Minotaur's feet. White-brown foam whooshed around the charging beast, engulfing his feet, reaching up to his knees. He grunted, pitching forward.

“Oh, sweet Gods,” moaned Faoril, her naked tits bouncing as she slid several inches down his cock, the momentum almost popping her off it, but her pussy must have been wrapped tight about that dick.

The Minotaur snarled in rage. His horns swept back and forth. The whirling air uncorked the potion as it reached Thrak. My heart raced with triumph as I grinned. I edged towards Sophia and her glowing dagger. I should grab it, use it while he was distracted.

“I...will...not...surrender...” the Minotaur boomed. He lifted Xandra up, her sky-blue hair flying about her face, her hand gripping her wind totem.

The elemental poured the potion into Thrak's mouth, enchanted breast milk spilling into his lips. But before it could finish dumping all the potion's contents into his mouth, the Minotaur ripped the totem from Xandra's hands.

The air elemental vanished.

The Minotaur threw her totem. The wood cracked into Chaun's temple. He dropped like a marionette who had its strings cut, his lyre crashing on the ground beside him. Silence fell upon the room. The Minotaur bellowed in triumph and ripped at the foam trapping him, struggling to escape.

“Cernere's nimble fingers,” I groaned.

The foam held him. For now.

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

“Chaun,” Xandra cried out in shock, her body swinging in the Minotaur's grip as he broke free of the foam.

The beast whirled around, swinging Faoril on his cock. The mage crashed into Angela. The knight, charging at the Minotaur's back, screamed in pain, the mage striking her broken arm. She stumbled back, red hair flying, while Faoril moaned in orgasmic delight.

I drew an arrow. I had to hit him in the eye. It had to be a vulnerable spot. Everywhere else my unenchanted arrows had landed had done no damage. But the eyes had to be soft. They had to be vulnerable. I released my arrow as he turned his head. It hissed through the air.

And caught him in the eye.

The Minotaur bellowed in pain, his head snapping back. Blood streamed from the wound. Xandra screamed in fear, swung about with him, gripped in his hands. Her blue hair swept before him as I drew my last arrow.

He had one more eye.

“You elf-bitch!” he snarled.

I moved swiftly, aiming as I darted to my right. It was a tough skill to master, moving and shooting, but I had to stay in his blind spot as he whirled, struggling to track me. I had to time it just right. My heart beat so fast.

I drew in a breath.

I exhaled.

And fired.

My arrow flew towards his good eye and—

“Luben's sacred words!” Xandra screamed in pain.

My arrow quivered in the avian's buttock, punching through her skirt as the Minotaur swept her before his face as a shield. He laughed as she squealed in pain, throwing her back over his shoulder. He stared at me, his remaining eye burning bright.

I drew my wooden dagger. Flashes of my wife cradling our newborn daughter shot before my eyes. A certainty settled on me. I would never see my daughter. I would never hold her. I gripped the wooden handle. My weapon would be as ineffective as Minx's daggers.

But Angela was still in the fight. Thrak was recovering. I had to keep fighting. I agreed to this quest. I left the forest to travel with Angela. I would see it to the end.

~  *  ~

Knave Angela

I bellowed in rage as I swung at the Minotaur's back, my broken arm throbbing. He whirled around. I yanked my blade back to keep from hitting poor, thrashing Faoril as she humped against his dick, oblivious to the battle. She made a perfect shield, thrusting before him, driving me back by her sheer presence. How could I hit him?

“You are a bastard,” I growled.

“I gave you the chance to walk away,” he said, Xandra's legs kicking against his chest, her skirt soaking with her blood from the arrow wound. “But you wanted my heart, Sir Knight. You risked the lives of all your companions for something so pointless. So petty. You would kill me to remake some moldy artifact.”

“The High King's Sword,” I spat.

He laughed. “So it is ambition, then. You wish to refound his empire. A woman.”

“I wish to kill the Dragon Dominari,” I snarled, “and finish my quest. Killing you is just a bonus. No more maidens sacrificed. No more city living in fear of you.”

“In fear of me?” He laughed. “I am trapped in here by my bitch of a mother.” He limped forward. Blood flowed down his leg.

I had hurt him once. I could do so again.

Xera darted in, moving with silent grace. Her wooden dagger slammed into the Minotaur's knee, stabbing into the wound I gave the beast. His tough hide was already cut open. Her blade worked into his vulnerable flesh, cutting deeper into his muscles. He bellowed in pain, horns sweeping.

“Get back, Xera!” I cried as I swung my sword at his exposed side.

The horn gored Xera's stomach. It punched deep into her as she tried to dance away. The horn ripped out, leaving a hole bigger than my fist through her guts. She collapsed as the Minotaur whirled around. My blade cut into his arm, striking bone.

He bellowed in pain.

“Yes!” I roared in anger as Xera writhed in agony on the ground, Minx darting to her. “That's pain. That's the agony you've inflicted on my friends.”

His foot kicked me in the stomach. My sword wrenched from my grip. Pain exploded as I landed on the ground. I coughed blood, clutching my belly. My sword clattered on the ground over one of the holes left by Xandra's elementals ripping free of the floor.

“Damn this blade,” snarled the Minotaur. His foot came up and slammed down on my sword.

It snapped.


Chapter Fifty-Four: Panicked Love

Minx

“No, no, no,” I gasped, falling down beside Xera. I tried to cover her bleeding wound, but it was wider than my tiny hand. “Please, no.”

Her eyes were closed, her mouth open. Blood bubbled at the corners of her lips.

“You can't die,” I cried, tears falling. “I love you, Xera. You can't leave me. You're the only one that can hunt me down when I steal the High King's Sword. No one else can chase me. Just you. Please. Stay with me.”

I had to do something. Anything. My head snapped across the battlefield. A pink glow caught my attention. The dagger glowing by Sophia. It lit her face and her open pouch. A glass vial glittered in the mouth of her pouch, half pulled out by Xandra's air elemental.

It was Xera's only hope. I ran like every guard in Raratha chased me.

~  *  ~

Thrak

Consciousness shocked back into me. My mind worked again. I groaned, tasting the creamy flavor of breast milk on my lips. My head still pounded. My body still ached. It hurt to breathe. I had a broken rib.

Lying next to me, was a half-filled vial of breast milk. I groaned, snatching it, gulping down the rest of Sophia's healing potion. The healing magic shocked through me. As I drank the full dose, the pain fled from my head. My breathing eased. My body vitalized.

Whole.

I threw the vial down. It shattered as I grunted, surveying the field. Metal snapped. Angela's sword shattered by the Minotaur's foot, the enchantment's pink light snuffing out. Angela lay nearby clutching her belly in pain. Sophia was down, Xera gored, Faoril impaled on the monster's cock, Chaun lying in an unconscious heap, Minx racing to the acolyte, and Xandra wailing as she was held in the Minotaur's arms.

It was all on me. The rage beat at my mind, demanding to take over. It was the only way. I would have to seize the darkness. We were all dead if I didn't.

We were all dead if I did.

I couldn't fear the rage. I had to let it take over. I had to hope my friends would find the strength to subdue me somehow once I killed the Minotaur. He advanced on Angela as she lay gasping on the ground, blood streaming from his knee.

He was wounded.

I had a chance.

I bellowed my fury and let the rage take control. The urge to kill shot through me. The world became blood-tinged. I focused on the Minotaur and charged at him, hands clenching, eager to rip him limb from limb.

~  *  ~

Warlock Faoril

“Yes, yes, yes,” I groaned as I dangled from the Minotaur's cock, vaguely aware of the battle. He stood over Angela. His foot planted on her chest. She screamed in pain. “Cum in me!”

“See, Sir Knight, how foolish this was,” the Minotaur groaned, his cock throbbing in me. “How utterly pointless! I will enjoy your cunt. You will scream in ecstasy as I take you just like this slut.”

“So good!” I moaned. “Pater's cock, it's good! Cum in me! I need it.”

Thrak bellowed in rage as something wonderful happened. The Minotaur snorted as his cock erupted into my cunt. My eyes snapped open. Hot spurts of jizz splashed against my innards. My pussy writhed in ecstasy as the force of his cum filled my snatch.

And then my body.

I shuddered as the demigod's cum filled me with chaotic, powerful energy. I had never felt the like before. I had drunk the cum of men, monsters, and even spirits. But this... This was something unique. Something amazing. The well of power thrusting through me banished the lust from my mind. I thought clearly as I heard Thrak charging across the battlefield.

He had raged. He had embraced the darkness.

All my magic had proven ineffectual against the Minotaur save the stones darts. And those thin slivers hardly did more than enrage him. But Thrak had embraced his rage. He was coming to kill the Minotaur.

And then the rest of us.

I would not let that happen. I laughed in delight as I sent out the life magic. The Minotaur whirled around, his cock still erupting into me, pumping me with so much power. And I hurtled it all at my orc's mind.

I slammed into the bestial rage controlling his thoughts. It ran wild, unchained. Thrak was a small, whimpering child huddling in the corner compared to the rage. He could never constrain it on his own. Once the rage was loose of its bonds, there was no stopping it. All my attempts to chain it before had failed to harness it to Thrak's will. I was never strong enough.

That had changed. I had a demigod's jizz pumping power through my body, and I slammed it into Thrak's rage. The small, scared part of my orc lover, the part who feared his darkness, would finally have control.

I felt his thoughts as his rage howled in fury. Thrak's true consciousness seized the golden power I gave him. For a moment, our minds merged and I sent him a message, words he once spoke to me after I rescued him from the imps: Doesn't it feel amazing not to be afraid of who you are?

Yes, he roared in answer as he controlled his rage.

~  *  ~

Minx

I snatched the healing potion from Sophia and darted back for Xera. Thrak howled his fury as he reached the Minotaur. The orc's eyes were wild. Every muscle in his body bulged. I didn't care. I had to save the elf I loved. I could worry about Thrak trying to kill us all after that.

I fell to my knees besides Xera. I hoped I wasn't too late. She couldn't die. Not when I finally admitted what was in my heart. I loved her. I had grown so close to her the last few weeks. I enjoyed being with her. I missed her when she wasn't around. She always brightened my day. No one else could catch me sneaking, thieving. Only her.

Only my elf.

I didn't care that she was married. That she would never love me back. I just wanted to enjoy the time I could have with her. So I wouldn't let her die. I ripped the cork free of the healing potion and lifted her limp head.

I dumped the milk into her mouth, my tears falling down on her face. “Please, come back to me, Xera. I love you.”

~  *  ~

Thrak

I trembled as I reached the Minotaur, my body coursing with berserker strength. And yet the bloodlust was under my control. It didn't force me to attack with mindless rage, to keep hurting and killing until I collapsed in exhaustion. The urge to simply snap Faoril's neck and then use her body as a weapon to bludgeon the Minotaur vanished as my hands seized her.

She gave me this gift. She had finally done it. I stared into her brown eyes as she thrashed on the Minotaur's cock.

And wrenched her free. I pulled her to safety. His massive cock spilled out of her. It seemed impossible he could have even fit in her, but he had. The Minotaur laughed as I set Faoril on the ground and faced him.

His fist hurtled down at me.

“You should have attacked before I was ready,” he laughed.

I raised both my arms, crossing them before my face, and took his blow. It was powerful, driving me back a few steps. I didn't feel the pain. I was beyond pain. I was only fury. Controlled fury. I laughed as he snorted in shock.

And kneed the tip of his dick.

The Minotaur howled in pain, stepping back. He let go of Xandra. She toppled to the ground and rolled across the stones, landing near Sophia. Her face, lit by the glow of Sophia's pink dagger, contorted in pain as she grabbed the arrow sticking out of her rear.

“A berserker,” the Minotaur said, something like a smile crossing his bestial muzzle. “Finally, a challenge!”

I howled in fury and beat my chest. “Try and kill me! I am Thrak of the Red Eye Tribe! Breaker of orcs and men!”

His horns slashed down to gore me. I seized both ends, one sticky with blood. I gripped them, my muscles straining as I heaved, twisting, eager to break his neck. The Minotaur snorted, pushing back on me. My feet slid on the ground as I dug in.

“You think you have the strength to kill me?” laughed the Minotaur.

“Yes!” I snarled and twisted harder at his horns. They groaned, flexing. I would break his neck.

The Minotaur flicked his head, lifting me from the ground. I grunted, my body swinging towards him. I thrust my feet forward, planting them on his bleeding chest. I heaved, every muscle in my body straining as I fought to kill the demigod.

~  *  ~

Knave Angela

Thrak grunted and strained, holding the Minotaur's horns as the demigod thrashed. Mighty fists struck Thrak in the side, brutal blows that the raging orc ignored. My entire body ached. But I wouldn't give up. I couldn't give up.

He hurt my concubine.

I shoved my hand into my pouch and pulled out a shard of the high king's blade. The middle part I found in the heart of Mount Peritito. I gripped the adamantium blade in my hand. It hummed with remnants of power.

I crawled towards the Minotaur as it thrashed back and forth. I passed the shuddering Faoril. The Minotaur's steps crashed him backwards towards Sophia. He would trample her by accident. I grit my teeth. “Gewin, give me strength to kill your foul son.”

The blessing Gewin's priests gave me months ago in Secare still girded me. It would give me strength and endurance until my Quest's completion. I crawled faster, the pain dulling, my heart thudding.

“You are puny, orc,” the Minotaur laughed, his fist crashing into Thrak's side. I heard the crack of bones. Bruises darkened Thrak's side.

“Hit me harder if you want to kill me,” bellowed Thrak, still heaving.

I passed Xandra gasping in pain, her tears pink diamonds in the glow of Sophia's dagger. I crawled nearer, ignoring the pain. My teeth grit, I grunted and slashed. The shattered blade hissed through the air and cut into the Minotaur's foot. It slide through the thick skin and sinew with ease.

“Bitch!” howled the Minotaur as he stumbled. His foot kicked out, cracking into my head. I tumbled, the world rolling around me.

I came to a rest, my body numb, my head lolling. The Minotaur crashed to his knees. Thrak still twisted, turning the Minotaur's head, trying to snap the demigod's neck. I groaned, the world swimming black as I fought to stay conscious. Blood dripped hot off my head.

“Kill him...Thrak...” I whispered.

The Minotaur bellowed and shoved his head forward. Thrak stumbled back, clutching the horns but loosing his footing. The Minotaur drove his horns down, pinning them to the ground on the other side of Thrak, snorting, bellowing.

No, one of the horns had gored through Thrak's right arm, pinning him to the ground. The orc's left hand seized the Minotaur's muzzle, gripping it as the pair grappled, neither giving up. I tried to rise, to help, but a dizzy wave washed through my mind.

The world fuzzed into darkness.

~  *  ~

Xandra

Thrak bellowed as he struggled. The Minotaur loomed over him. The beast's back was to me. I had to do something. I couldn't just lie here whimpering. Yes, I had an arrow in my butt, but others were hurt far worse than me. I was a part of them. I was one of them. As much as I wanted to curl up in a ball and cry, that wouldn't save our lives.

I had to keep fighting.

I had to summon an elemental. My water totem lay fallen beside Sophia's dagger. It must have tumbled out of my pouch when I was dropped. I lunged my hand out for it, grunting against the pain in my ass. My hand brushed the dagger as I reached for the totem to...

The dagger.

Enchanted.

Able to hurt him.

I seized the handle, glancing at the beast's back. He was kneeling. I grit my teeth. My ass screamed in protest, the arrow shifting in my wound as I struggled to my feet. I took a grunting step forward, teeth grinding. Then another. And another. I gripped the dagger so tight in my hand. My vision fuzzed for a moment. I sucked in a breath.

I took another step, keeping my weight on my left leg.

The Minotaur ignored me as he sought to kill Thrak. They both grunted, bellowed, snorted, fighting for their lives. The muscles in the Minotaur's swarthy back rippled as he struggled. I had a clear shot.

I plunged the glowing dagger into his kidney. He roared in pain.

“You can't have me!” I screamed as I sawed the blade upward, cutting through his back like I was flaying open a beast returned by one of the tribe's hunters. “I am Chaun's wife!”

The Minotaur's head snapped up. Thrak's hands wrapped about his muzzle. There was a loud crack. A snap of bone as Thrak wrenched the Minotaur's head sharply to the left. My heart thudded. The Minotaur went limp.

Dead.

He slumped forward. The world spun as Thrak rose. He stood over the carcass, over me. His rage-filled eyes fell on mine. Blood smeared his right arm. Bruises discolored both his sides. He stared at me, and I shivered, remembering the night he raged in the desert. How only my body had satiated him.

But...I didn't want to break my vows to Chaun. Not this time. “Thrak,” I whimpered, my hand shaking. “P-please don't hurt me.”

“I...won't...” he snarled, shaking his head. His eyes closed. And then his body slumped. He fell to his knees, groaning in pain. When his eyes opened, the rage was gone. Tears fell down his cheeks. “She gave me control, Xandra. Control.”


Chapter Fifty-Five: Bloody Heart

Xerathalasia

“I love you,” a distant voice called.

My eyes opened. Minx knelt over me, her tears falling on my face. A huge smile crossed her lips. Her sapphire eyes were liquid. She let out a sob and hugged me, her small arms around my neck as she sobbed.

“You're okay,” she moaned over and over. “You're okay.”

I love you...

My heart quickened as those three words echoed through my head. I turned my face, my lips sliding across her cheek. I kissed Minx hard on the lips, my arms holding her tight, pulling the halfling to me. I kissed her, loving the feel of her lips on mine, the warmth while those three words, her words, echoed through my mind and—

I was married. I had a wife. I had an elf I already loved. My stomach twisted with guilt. My heart beat faster. No, no, no, I couldn't feel this. I wrenched my lips away from Minx, pushing her away from me. She fell backwards onto her ass, her feet popping up into the air, wiggling over her body.

“Xera?” she asked, her voice breaking.

“Sorry,” I said, looking away from her. “Sorry. I'm just...just dazed.”

“Of course,” she said. I heard her sit up. She put a hesitant hand on my shoulder.

It felt so wonderful there. My heart begged me to turn, to embrace her. Instead, I conjured my wife's face. Atharilesia smiled at me in my memory, her belly curved with her pregnancy. She was the woman I loved. She was my wife. I changed the image, adding a leaf-swaddled baby held at her breast. Our daughter.

“Xera?” Minx said.

“I'm fine,” I told her, looking around. The Minotaur lay dead beside a sobbing Thrak. He held Faoril to him. The mage shuddered, her thighs stained with cum and pussy juices, her body still quivering, face flushed. “We won.”

“What?” Minx said, sniffling. “I guess we did.”

“Come on,” I said, invigorated by the healing potion. “We have to get Sophia up. She has to heal everyone.”

~  *  ~

Chaun

My eyes fluttered open. I moaned, savoring the creamy flavor of milk. A small breast loomed before me, a hand clutching it, squeezing milk into my open mouth. Sophia leaned over me, her face smeared with blood, her robes stained.

“Sophia?” I blinked. “What happened?”

“The Minotaur brained you with my air totem,” Xandra said.

I turned my head. My wife smiled down at me, her hair lank, her face sweaty. Blood soaked her skirt. I gasped, sitting up, holding her. “Are you okay?”

“Fine, fine,” she laughed, her voice so sweet. “Xera shot me in the butt with an arrow.”

“You were the last one I healed,” Sophia said to me. “The least injured of the bunch.”

“Thanks,” I said, glancing around the room.

Minutes later, I stood watching Angela cut open the prone Minotaur's chest with Sophia's dagger, holding my wife tightly. Thrak and Faoril stood over Angela, the Mage holding the box she had prepared this afternoon. It was open, waiting to take the demigod's heart and preserve it. Minx hovered near Xera as she picked up arrows she had fired, examining them. She discarded one, too damaged to reuse.

“We did it,” I said.

“Thanks to Xandra,” Sophia said. “Your wife stabbed the Minotaur in the back. Let Thrak break his neck.”

“Wow,” I said, turning to my wife.

She smiled at me. “I couldn't run away. Not this time. We had to defeat him. I just wanted to lie on the ground, hold myself, and whine, but I couldn't.”

Pride surged through me. I hugged my wife tight, holding her. We had one piece of the sword to find and then the dragon. It was almost over. The Haunted Forest and Drakin Castle would be easy compared to fighting the Minotaur.

“There,” Angela grunted. I looked up to see her drop the huge, bloody heart into the box. Faoril snapped it shut. Angela glanced at the demigod, her face somber. Then she glanced at her broken sword. “Faoril, can you repair it with your magic?”

Faoril nodded. “But we should go. We still have to make it out of the labyrinth. If we hurry, we might make it out before the way is shut.”

“Then I better masturbate,” Sophia said, shoving her hands between her thighs, her eyes closed, ignoring the fact I could see her fingers plunging into her shaved pussy's depths. She didn't care that I could see.

She must be as exhausted as I felt. The Minotaur was only a step on the path to Dominari, and he almost killed us.

Would we all survive Dominari? My arm tightened about my wife.

~  *  ~

Lady Delilah

The Labyrinth ground on. It would soon close. Kevin, the other knights, and the priestesses of Slata still watched, waiting for Angela to emerge. Would she tonight? My stomach twisted as I circled in the cloudy sky above.

“It closes soon,” Mary said, the knight standing closest to Kevin. She was a passionate and daring warrior. I had trained her personally. I knew all the knights below. They were not supposed to be Angela's enemies. They were to be her allies.

Once she had the sword, once she knew her destiny...

Everything had gone so wrong.

Kevin and Mary suddenly went still. They drew their blades, staring down at the Labyrinth's entrance. The other knights fanned out. My heart thudded faster and faster. Light flickered in the tunnel, pink, the magic of Saphique.

Angela and her prophesied companions. And she would walk right into Kevin's ambush.

As I debated attacking, a new figure entered the garden. An efreet strolled up, a pair of tulwars strapped to his back. I recognized him from the audience hall of the Doge of Raratha. Hakeem, the efreet bounty hunter hired to hunt Angela and her companions down.

Hakeem drew his blades as Angela appeared on the steps of the Labyrinth, her broken shield strapped to her back, her sword sheathed, and her hands clutching a wooden box smeared in blood.

The knights tensed. I watched.


Chapter Fifty-Six: Fiery Surprise

Knight Kevin – The Free City of Grahata, Yalut Island

The night wore on as we stood our watch in the overgrown Labyrinthine Gardens. The trees and bushes were so thick the stone buildings of Grahata were completely obscured. There was almost no light, the night sky half-overcast, the moon struggling to shine through black clouds.

But our eyes had adjusted to what light there was. The entrance to the labyrinth was a dark pit before us, faint stairs slowly merging into the black. My five fellow knights formed a semi-circle around the top of the stairs, the priestesses lurking in the nearby brush. They would be our eyes in the fight. I was connected with Mary, the brunette knight standing to my right, and to Priestesses Esmerelda and Helena. I sensed what they sensed thanks to the womb spell.

We were united, our thoughts touching each other, our feelings merging. Did they know how much I loved Angela? Did they know about the blessing of Luben that lay upon me? One kiss on her lips, and she would remember me. She would be restored. And then I could convince her to surrender, to find a way to save her life.

I would not let her die if it could be avoided. But I couldn't let her escape again. This would end. Maybe tonight. Maybe the next.

Or maybe she would never emerge from the Labyrinth. But if any could kill the Minotaur, it was my stubborn lover.

The ground rumbled beneath us. The grinding grew louder and louder. The Labyrinth would soon seal itself until tomorrow night. Only for four hours a night did it remain open. If she failed to emerge, we would have to make the vigil for the next night. And the next.

Until there was no hope that she could be alive.

My hand clenched. This was the worst watch of my life.

Mary shifted beside me. She sensed something. I snapped my gaze to the opening. A soft, pink glow illuminated down the corridor leading from the stairs and deeper into the Labyrinth. Footsteps echoed, metal jangled. Exhilaration surged through my heart as I drew my sword.

She lived. She had either killed the Minotaur or retreated. She wasn't dead.

Now I just had to save her life.

The glow grew brighter and brighter, shadows dancing before it. Was that her profile stretching towards the stairs? The thudding of my heart was so powerful I was surprised it didn't knock against my metal breastplate.

And then Angela appeared at the stairs, exhausted, her red hair highlighted pink, her blue eyes more purple. She wore her armor, her sword sheathed at her side, her shield stowed on her back, a box clutched in her hands. She was surprisingly clean despite the haggard look to her face. The mage must have used her magic to wipe away the signs of the fight.

She trudged up the stairs, not realizing my fellow knights and I stood at the top. Sophia appeared behind her, the pink light glowing before her; then her companions: the orc holding the mage in his arms, her eyes closed with sleep; the changeling had his arms around the avian, her small form leaning against him like she was about to collapse from exhaustion or broken by the fight. The elf's eyes were distant, the halfling dragging her feet at the rear.

“Angela!” the elf suddenly shouted, her head snapping up. “Watch out!”

Angela, halfway up the stairs, froze, finally looking ahead. Shock crossed her face as we leveled our blades at her. She set down the box carefully before her, then her hand shot to the scabbard of her sword, gripping it as she faced us. Sophia gasped, her pink light flaring bright.

“Angela,” my stomach trembling. “Yield to justice. Surrender. You have no chance in a fight. You know that. We have the high ground and you are in a choke point. If you retreat into the Labyrinth, we will be here each night waiting to arrest you until starvation forces you out. If you fight, we shall cut you and your companions down.

“Surrender and save your life, Angela.”

Angela let out a groan. “Kevin, we just killed the Minotaur. I really do not want to fight you right now. Just let us go so we can kill the dragon Dominari.”

“I have my duty, Angela.” I took a step onto the stairs, my sword leveled straight at her. It was so painful. “Please, yield. Do not force us to—”

Esmerelda and Helena both saw the same thing. It was hard to describe the effect of the womb spell and our shared senses, but it was like I was seeing through four separate sets of eyes at once. Two, Mary's and mine, were focused on Angela, but the other two watched from the bushes, staring at my back and the figure racing towards it, a tall man with a pair of twin tulwars glowing cherry red in hand.

I turned in time, raising my shield as the hissing blade crashed down. It struck my shield hard. My arm jarred from the impact. Wood splintered. My shield cracked down the middle, the metal banding around the edges holding it together. I stumbled towards the stairs, almost falling.

Mary caught me.

“Efreet,” shouted Lisa to my left, the young knight raising her sword to parry the efreet's second tulwar. Sparks flew when their blades met, and Lisa fell backward, her chainmail loincloth flying. She landed with a clatter.

“They're my bounty,” snarled the efreet. “Flee, knights, or die with them.”

“They are my prisoners,” I growled. “You cannot have them, efreet!”

The efreet laughed, the air rippling about him. Heat poured off the demigod. A glow appeared in his fiery hair, and a nimbus around his crimson skin. His tulwars glowed even brighter, flaring to pure white. My eyes stung and the heat was blistering, like staring into a forge.

His blades hissed. One snaked at Richard. My fellow knight went for a standard riposte with his sword, a parry and then lunge. Only when their blades met, the molten tulwar burst with sparks. Cherry-red heat raced down Richard's sword. The metal bent, warped, the heat ruining the temper and softening the steel.

“Las's cock,” cursed Richard, dropping his blade, the hilt glowing. Then he ducked the next tulwar attack, falling in a clatter on the ground beside Lisa.

The efreet's other tulwar hissed at me. Mary thrust her sword before me, catching the blade. She screamed in pain, her weapon bursting into cherry-red heat, almost white-hot where the tulwar struck and deformed the blade.

And then it hacked at me.

~  *  ~

Xandra

Kevin's shield burst into flames as he blocked the tulwar attack. He tripped over the edge of the stairs and fell on his back. The efreet laughed as anger surged through me. I pushed away from my husband, glaring at the brute.

He looked so much like Riad, his skin that deep crimson, hair like burning flames. The knights retreated from his attacks, their swords melting, their shields burning. One knight cursed, throwing off a gauntlet as it glowed.

My exhaustion fell away, banished by my anger. I bet this efreet was just like Riad. He would try to trick me into betraying my marriage vows. I never would do that again. Never. I jammed my hand into my pouch, pushing through my totems, and grabbed the one made of mangrove carved with undulating lines.

“Bastard!” I snarled as I yanked it out. After the Minotaur, I knew I wasn't helpless. That I could push myself, fight beyond what I thought were my limits. I wasn't weak. I was strong, just like the rest of my companions.

I stroked the lines, summoning the elementals as Chaun's voice sang out, attacking the efreet.

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

The efreet spun, the knights fleeing back before him. Several had their weapons ruined, others threw down burning shields or yanked off parts of their armor. A priestess burst out of the bushes, heading towards a male knight screaming in pain. She had a potion in her hand to heal him.

I pulled out my bow and drew one of my last arrows. I only recovered two from the fight with the Minotaur, the rest unusable, the wood cracked, the balance warped. I drew back my bow as the efreet attacked Angela at the top of the stairs.

Faoril dropped an empty vial of cum. Angela let out a gasp as she was yanked back by invisible air. The tulwar crashed onto the steps. The stones burst into cherry-red light where she had stood. The step deformed, part of it dribbling like hot wax. “Into the Labyrinth,” Faoril shouted as Thrak set her down to draw his ax. “We need room to fight.”

I aimed. It was hard to see the efreet now. Heat rippled around him, distorting the world, making a mirage. I aimed at his torso, hoping I would hit something vital and necessary since I couldn't be sure exactly where he stood in the distortion.

“Water magic,” Angela shouted as she recovered, Sophia retreating behind her. “Faoril!”

My arrow hissed over my companions' heads, flashing at the efreet. One strike in the right place would end this. My arrow flew true. Fire flared as it struck the mirage, the air warped by heat, wreathing the efreet. The haft blazed. A charred shaft struck the efreet, breaking into harmless ash.

“Henta's cock and cunt!” I cursed, lowering my bow.

~  *  ~

Thrak

I stepped in front of Angela as the efreet bounty hunter rushed down the stairs. He stepped on the half-molten step, not feeling the heat. His face was a distorted mask of rage. I raised my ax and grit my teeth, hoping Valyan steel would fare better than the knight's weapons.

The heat slammed into me. My skin baked. I wanted to flinch away. I growled and reached in to my rage. It was chained in my mind by Faoril's magic. I seized them. All I had to do was loosen the chains and let it rampage under my control. I would rip into the efreet.

And probably die from the heat.

“Faoril,” I shouted.

Water surged around me. But it wasn't Faoril's magic. This water moved like two flowing men, the surface rippling and splashing to a froth as they moved. Cool spray brushed me as the two water elementals slammed into the efreet.

I grunted as the steam surged, stepping back as the hot, wet air rippled over me. The efreet shouted in pain. A steaming tulwar burst out of the steam, thrown hard, and slammed into the wall. The bronze blade bent from the impact. It ricocheted off the wall and hissed down the stairs. Sophia screamed, ducking as it slashed past her. Chaun yanked Xandra out of the way, her eyes fixed forward, her fingers stroking the totem in her hand.

The steam retreated. The efreet thrashed at the top of the stairs. The knights recovered, drawing long knives as they stood rigid, watching the fight. A crimson limb would appear out of the steam, thrashing, patches of black char crusting the skin.

“Smother his flames,” Minx whooped as she rushed up the stairs past the others, holding something in her hand.

“Yes,” I growled, surging forward, Angela racing at my right.

The water elementals had the efreet pinned on the ground. His legs kicked. A second tulwar tumbled from a hand, lying on the ground, the bronze cool. The steam lessened. The thrashing feet stilled.

“I killed him,” Xandra whispered, her voice throaty.

The water lost its shape, splashing across the corpse of the bounty hunter, his black pantaloons clinging to unmoving legs. Patches of char marred his red skin. His hair was soot black, no longer burning like fire.

“That was easy,” laughed Minx as she pushed past me and then she slammed what she held in her hands on the ground.

Darkness burst out in a thick, dense smoke from her alchemical bomb.

“Now, let's deal with the knights,” the halfling chortled. “Oh, this is going to be so satisfying.”


Chapter Fifty-Seven: The Knight's Passion

Warlock Faoril

The stinging scent of peppermint filled my nose and choked my mouth as the thick smoke bomb went off, plunging us back into darkness. It completely snuffed out Sophia's pink light spell. I stumbled on the steps, almost tripping as I climbed, my magic surging out of me.

“Where are they?” a knight shouted.

“Las's cock,” a female knight cursed. “Priestesses, what did they do?”

“Why does it smell like peppermint?” another female knight asked, her voice sounding younger.

“Because we were prepared!” Minx laughed. “Oh, yes, we're going to kick your asses now.”

The magic surged out of me. It was a mix of fire with air magic to give it shape. I reached out to Thrak first, using the enchantment I placed on his mind to control his rage to guide my spell to him. I found his head, sweeping the fire and air around to his eyes and attached it. A spell to see through the dense smoke, using the fire to enhance his vision and the air to magnify it like a lens.

I gave it to myself next. The world suddenly became red. Everything was hazy, indistinct, but I could see the knights stumbling blind, turning, holding their swords and daggers. Thrak roared and slammed his ax into a male knight's shield. The force threw the man to the ground in a clatter of steal.

“Let's break through,” Angela shouted. “Leave them blind.”

I sent the spell to her next. Angela moved her shield in time to catch a wild swing from a female knight's sword, metal thwunking on wood. Able to see now, her eyes blazing like coals in the red vision, she kicked out, sending the knight reeling. She tripped over a discarded sword and fell.

“Priestesses,” Kevin shouted, holding a long dagger in hand, whirling around.

I gave others the spell, Minx, Sophia, Xera, Xandra, and Chaun as we rushed up into the peppermint smoke. Minx threw another bomb at the priestesses huddling in the bushes. They coughed and spluttered. Angela slammed her sword into Kevin's back. His armor rang and he stumbled forward.

“Let's go,” Angela said.

Minx threw another bomb, hitting the other group of priestesses. She laughed so loud and made a dirty gesture at them as they burst out of their hiding places, their heads snapping around wildly as they stumbled towards the knights.

“Holy Mother, your sons and daughters are lost in darkness. Bring forth the day and banish the night,” a priestess nearby shouted, ripping open her robes to reveal large breasts and fat nipples. She squeezed her tits as she spoke.

But instead of milk squirting from her breasts there came a bright, liquid light. It was pure as daylight. It flooded through the smoke. The peppermint bomb produce a thick screen, but it wasn't enough to smother sunlight concentrated and spurting from the priestess's nipples. It gathered in a ball of pure light in the center. The brightness struck my eyes.

I screamed in pain, covering my eyes. My spell enhanced our vision, magnifying the little light seeping through the smokescreen, allowing us to see. She overloaded my spell. I tripped, falling to my knees with a gasp.

“Las's putrid cock,” grunted Angela. “Faoril?”

“Vedr's queef,” panted Minx.

Sophia fell over me. “Slata's hairy cunt. Why is it so bright?”

“Get them,” Kevin shouted, armor jangling around us.

Even with my hands covering my eyes, the light bled through. I groaned and ended the spell. I pulled my hands away, blinking, a bright, blue smear across my vision. Everything was watery, tears trickling down my face as I struggled to see. A pair of male knights stood over me, one with a dagger in hand, the other a sword.

It lunged down to my throat, pressing against it. “Yield, mage.”

“It's over, Angela,” Kevin said, planting his foot on her breastplate as she lay on her back.

Thrak was also down, flinching from the sudden surge of light. He had one of the female knights over him, a dagger to his throat, a priestess at the knight's side. Chaun clutched Xandra as they lay on the ground. Minx was the only person upright, standing by Xera who was pushing up from a crouch on the ground, her ears twitching. She had the most sensitive eyes, poor thing.

“Oh, you bitches,” Minx snarled. She pivoted towards the nearest priestess, her dagger flashing.

~  *  ~

Minx

They ruined my wonderful plan. My eyes burned from the light. They made all my new smoke bombs useless. All because the priestesses knew all these fancy spells. The nearest one to me was tall and curvy. She had her breasts cupped, prepared to add more light and really make my smoke bombs useless.

“You're ruining it,” I said as I leaped over Xera as she cried out in pain, her poor eyes harmed by the light spell. Mine still ached, tears falling down my cheeks.

“Saphique's cunt,” the priestess gasped.

“Belinda,” a male knight shouted behind me.

The priestess looked at me, squeezing her tits and shouted, “Holy Mother, awaken the feminine desires that lurk in the depths of all women.”

“Not again,” I moaned as the white milk squirted at me. The lust spell. The same one that put me into a masturbation frenzy during the last fight with the knights. Why did everyone hit me with something with lust effects? The gnome bounty hunter, the last Slata priestess, and now her.

Anger surged in me. My hand shoved into my pouch as the milk splashed hot across my face. I shuddered, my pussy bursting into itching need, soaking into my britches. My fingers brushed a bomb with a spiral pressed into the clay.

My damiana bomb.

“How do you like it,” I shouted and hurled the bomb at her as I dropped my dagger. My hand shoved down, fumbling at the laces of my britches.

“No,” the woman gasped as the damiana bomb hit her right between her tits. Red smoke burst from the shattered clay ball and washed across the tight battlefield.

“Now you're a horny bitch, too!”

“Minx,” Xera moaned with throaty passion from behind me as Belinda threw herself at me, groaning in delight.

“Yes,” I panted as the taller priestess shoved her breasts into my face. I nuzzled at her big breasts as my hand shoved down my britches and frigged my pussy. I groaned, thrusting two fingers into my wet depths.

Then hands yanked down my britches. Xera's long, delicate fingers pried apart my butt-cheeks, and she licked. Pleasure rushed through me as I found Belinda's nipple. My lips latched on, and I suckled her creamy milk into my mouth.

~  *  ~

Knight Kevin

My heart thudded in my chest. Angela struggled beneath me, her red hair fanned out on the ground, her eyes swimming in tears from the bright light that had blinded her. I didn't know why Esmerelda's spell had blinded her and her friends, but it gave me the opportunity to kiss her.

To awaken her memories of me, remind her whom she loved. And then this would be over. Then she would listen to reason. I seized her hands, pinning them over her head, my armor rattling as I leaned over her, my knife clutched in my other hand. I leaned on that hand as I lowered myself.

“Remember whom you love, Angela,” I told her as my lips pressed against hers.

“Me,” Sophia shouted. She scrambled to her feet but was seized by Esmerelda and Helena, my priestess lovers understanding.

Angela shuddered beneath me. I felt heat surge out of my lips. Something pure and beautiful. She thrashed beneath me, her breastplate pressing into mine, the metal warping and clanging as I kissed the woman I loved.

I never should have let her go alone. I should have went with her. Helped her. Supported her. Then she wouldn't have embraced the madness of robbing the Doge of Raratha and consorting with orc barbarians and halfling thieves.

I broke the kiss, her eyes wide. “Kevin?” she whispered and I knew it. She recognized me. “What?”

And then the red smoke washed over us and a new desire seized me. I groaned in lust as I kissed her again, devouring her hot mouth, my cock aching in my leather pants. I had to take her, love my woman. I let go of her wrists, her hands flying to the straps of my armor, consumed by passion.

I had her. I had my Angela back.

~  *  ~

Acolyte Sophia

“Let me go,” I snarled at the two Slata priestesses holding me tight; the bustier of the pair had her robes open, milk dribbling down her large tits. The other had a doll-like face.

“He needs this,” the doll-faced one purred. “Relax, Angela, don't fight the spell.”

“Bitch,” I snarled as I felt the energy of a divine prayer surge around Kevin. Angela spasmed beneath him. Her lips moved. She kissed him back. Something had happened.

Fear clutched my stomach. I had to stop this. “Bitch, let me go.”

“It's Priestess Helena not bitch, Acolyte,” the priestess said, her words haughty. “I would hope that Saphique's clergy had taught you manners.”

I glared at her and tried to jerk out of her grip. “Why do I need manners? You're just one of Slata's whores. One of her sows rutting with men.”

Helena laughed. “Do you hear her, Esmerelda? Sows? She's never even lain with a man. She has no idea the pleasure denied her. Our bodies were made for cocks by Slata. A man fits into a woman like a key into a lock.”

“And it is magical,” Esmerelda husked, leaning in. “You live a half-life, little acolyte. Forever denied all the pleasures your body can enjoy.”

“We have dildos.” I grinned at her. “I have one in my pouch. I could fuck your mouth with it.”

Kevin broke the kiss and Angela whispered, “Kevin.”

My heart almost stopped. I knew right then that she remembered him. The man she loved. Yes, she gave up his love to the oracle, but then she had been angry at him. That was months ago. Would she still be angry now?

And then the red smoke washed over me and...

My pussy exploded with itching need. Both priestesses moaned around me, their grips slackening. Suddenly, they were pressed against me, their hungry lips kissing at me. I moaned as their hands opened my robes, clutching my small breasts, playing with my hard nipples.

“Oh, you Slata whores are aching to know real pleasure,” I moaned, licking my lips, my tongue piercing so hot. “You need a lesbian to give you the satisfaction you truly crave.”

“Prove it,” hissed Esmerelda, her gold nose ring flashing as she leaned in. “Show us that women are better than men. Make us cum.”

“Yes, yes, make us cum.”

“I will,” I moaned, my thoughts so heavy with lust. There was something I should be concerned about. I heard metal groaning and clanking nearby. But I had these two women to devour.

My lips met Esmerelda, kissing her so hard, our tongues meeting, dueling, as the three of us sank to the ground. Our hands pulled each other's robes off. Their breasts, both larger than mine, pressed into my body, their nipples wet, dribbling with milk. They were such whores.

I broke the kiss with Esmerelda and turned my head to kiss Helena. I shoved my tongue into her mouth, stroking her doll face. Esmerelda bent over, her tongue lapping at my hard nipple, sending delightful pleasure shooting through me. Then she latched on and suckled.

I groaned into Helena's mouth, my milk squirting into Esmerelda's. She gulped it down. Every time she suckled, my pussy clenched. She purred as she drank my milk, her hand stroking my belly, tracing hot lines across my skin.

I broke the kiss. “Oh, yes, Saphique,” I moaned. “I'll show them both your pleasure.”

“Yes, yes,” Helena groaned, rising up on her knees. Her small breasts—which were bigger than my mounds, but not by much—pressed at my face. Wet nipples brushed my lips.

I latched on, sucking hard.

I gulped down her milk as Esmerelda suckled mine. My cheeks hollowed every time I nursed. The warm, creamy delight poured down my throat. I moaned about her nipple, trembling. She gasped each time, her hands stroking my brown hair.

“Oh, yes, drink all of my mother's milk,” moaned Helena. “Mmm, yes. I love nursing little sluts. Mmm, and you're really nothing more than a child. So young.”

“Child,” I gasped, popping off her nipple. I was an adult! “Does a child know how to do this?” I shoved my hand between her thighs, my fingers finding her wet pussy, and shoved into her depths. I curled them and touched the special spot all women have, my training guiding my touch. I massaged her.

She gasped.

“Huh, whore?”

“Saphique's frigid cunt,” Helena moaned as I attacked the spot, rubbing hard. “Oh, my Goddess, yes. That's so good. Esmerelda, oh, she knows how to touch us.”

“Mmm, yes,” Esmerelda purred, releasing my nipple. She nuzzled at my mouth, kissing me. My milk tasted sweeter than Helena's. I kissed her hard, massaging Helena's special spot. Her hot, silky cunt spasmed on my finger as she groaned, her pleasure swelling.

“You have to make us both feel this,” moaned Helena. “You promised to show us how skilled you are.”

“Yes,” I hissed, breaking the kiss with Esmerelda. My pussy burned, juices dribbling. I wanted to make both these women howl. “Lie on each other. Trib your pussies together. I'll devour you both at the same time.”

“Yes!” Helena fell onto her back, her small mounds jiggling. She cupped them, legs spread wide, showing off her shaved pussy. Her braided, black hair fell in a coiled snake to her side. She licked her lips. “Mount me, Esmerelda.”

The bustier priestess practically threw herself with maddened lust at Helena. I shuddered, rubbing at my pussy as I watched their two cunts come together, clits rubbing as both women humped and moaned, kissing loudly, sloppily.

“Thank you for this feast, Saphique,” I moaned as I fell to my knees behind them. I would need both my hands for this task. But I also had to cum, my pussy on fire. Inspiration struck me. I grabbed my dildo out of my pouch, rammed it deep into my cunt, and said the magic words.

It hummed to life.

“Gods, yes,” I groaned, pleasure churning through my cunt as I fell on their pussies.

I licked and lapped through the folds of their snatches, dragging my tongue and its tongue stud up through Helena's cunt, brushing both their clits, and then diving into Esmerelda's folds. I tasted their pussies, one spicy the other sweet, their two musks mixing in my mouth.

Oh, they tasted good together.

I wiggled my tongue deep into Helena's cunt, swirling around, my tongue stud caressing the insides of her pussy. My cunt clenched on the vibrating dildo, the stone phallus buzzing so hard. Delight rippled out of me, propelling my tongue. I flicked out of her cunt, rubbing my stud against their grinding clits, and then plunged into Esmerelda's cunt.

“Yes, yes, eat our cunts, Saphique's whore.”

“I'm eating your filthy, slutty snatches,” I moaned. “I'll show you what you truly need. Not a man's disgusting cock, but a woman's nimble fingers.”

I slammed two digits into both their pussies, sinking deep into their hot flesh. Both priestesses groaned, their cunts clenching on my plunging fingers. I lapped at their clits, moaning, groaning, my own pussy churned by the wonderful vibrator in my depths. My juices leaked down my thighs as I pumped my fingers over and over into them.

Their juices mixed at their clits, spicy-sweet musk coating my tongue. I licked and lapped at their clits as they rubbed them together. They moaned, humping hard. They kissed each other with passionate fervor. Above me, Helena's hands gripped Esmerelda's ass, kneading, fingers digging into curvy, pale flesh.

“Just two fingers,” hissed Esmerelda, her cunt clenching on my plunging fingers. “I thought you were giving us something wonderful. Something a man couldn't. Pathetic.”

“Oh, yeah,” I snarled and rammed a third finger into both their cunts, stretching out their tight sheaths. Helena's was silkier, wetter, but Esmerelda's hotter. She clenched harder in the depths of her pussy while Helena's tried to milk my fingers. “How's that?”

“I barely feel it,” panted Helena. “Just three. We're used to hung men fucking us with big dicks.”

“Yeah!” I shoved a fourth finger into their cunts, pumping fast. Their pussies squelched and made obscene wet sounds as I rammed my fingers in. Esmerelda's juices dripped down to Helena's snatch as they both moaned and gasped, bucking into my four fucking fingers. My pussy clenched harder on my vibrator.

It hummed so loud inside of me. I shivered every few heartbeats. My orgasm swelled inside of me, my pussy massaged by the wonderful toy as I rammed my fingers over and over into their stretched cunts.

“Four fingers, sluts. I bet you love it. I bet you'll cum so hard.”

“Not enough,” Helena moaned. “We get fucked by men, not by tiny women and their dainty fingers.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” Esmerelda groaned, her pussy so hot and silky. “That's the best a Saphique trained slut can do?”

Angry lust surged through me. I would make these two scream. I rammed my four fingers into their cunts, sinking in as deep as I could go. Their flesh engulfed my fingers to my palms And then I curled them, making fists, stretching out their cunts.

And punched both my arms forward.

They both moaned loudly as I sank my fists past my wrists into their hot, tight cunts. They both clenched and relaxed on me as they trembled. I drew back and rammed in again, and again, shuddering as the vibrator brought me closer and closer to cumming.

“I bet you love my fists fucking your cunts,” I snarled, my arms pumping faster, thrusting my fists so deep into their whorish pussies. “Huh, sluts? Better than a man's cock. Let me hear you howl.”

“Oh, Slata, yes,” groaned Helena. “That's it. That's how you fuck a woman. Pound my cunt. Make me explode on your fist.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” gasped Esmerelda. “Saphique's frigid cunt, that's good. Oh, now you're doing it, slut.”

Their juices churned to a froth around my wrists as I fucked them so hard. I bit my lip, fighting off my orgasm. My toy hummed so hard in my cunt. My entire body trembled from its buzzing delight as I fisted both priestesses' slutty cunts so hard. I rammed into them, making them gasp and buck each time.

Their moans grew louder and louder. They gasped and tossed their heads back. They shuddered on the grass, humping into my fists. I rammed into their depths, my face contorting as I fought the urge to explode.

“Cum, you nasty whores!” I shouted. “Cum all over my fists!”

“Yes,” screamed Helena! “Slata, yes!”

Esmerelda only howled as her pussy spasmed hard on my fist. A heartbeat later, Helena joined her. Both priestesses came as I plunged my fists in and out of their depths, loving their convulsing cunts. I tossed back my head and shouted out my joy as my pussy exploded about my toy.

Rapture flooded through my body. I showed these Slata whores how women fuck. I pressed my lips to their clits, their juices squirting around my fists. All three of us moaned our pleasure as we came so hard.

And I wasn't done. On, no. There was so much more I had to show these whores.


Chapter Fifty-Eight: Damiana's Passion

Warlock Faoril

Not being able to rip off the knights' armor with my magic was frustrating. In the dim corners of my mind, I remembered the antimagic warding from the priestesses. But I didn't care about the why. My pussy was on fire. I had to fuck.

And then, blessedly, their armor was off.

“Oh, yes, you whore,” the knight ramming his cock into my pussy groaned. They were both finally naked, their muscular bodies revealed.

I knelt before them, the paving stones hard on my knees. I didn't care about the discomfort. I had to be fucked. My entire body burned. My nipples ached. Thrak was beside me, ramming his cock into one of the female knights, the other gasping as he finger-fucked her cunt with two huge fingers.

“Yes,” I moaned, my pussy clenching on the dick slamming into my depths. “Now you, get that cock in my mouth. I need it.”

“Uh-huh,” the second knight said, the younger of the two and not as adroit at removing his armor. “Little whore needs it. Just a cock-gobbling slut. All you mages are.”

“Yes,” I panted, my pussy aching as the other knight fucked me.

“Fuck her mouth, Philip,” grunted the knight plowing me from behind, ramming his dick so wonderfully deep into me.

“Yes!”

Philip, who had an almost gorgeous face surrounded by his flowing locks, seized my head in his strong grip. He rammed his cock right into my mouth, driving in deep with a single thrust. I sucked hard, my pussy clenching on the dick reaming me from behind. Philip thrust again, his shaft slamming into the back of my throat.

And beyond.

I moaned as his dick slid down my gullet. His balls smacked into my chin with a meaty thwack. I loved the sound. I breathed through my nose, smelling his manly musk, his muscles rippling in the moonlight. I stared up at him, glimpsing the clouds sliding over and something flying in the dark sky.

A bird? No, the wings were wrong and—

The dick in my pussy buried into me, heavy balls smacking my clit. The shock of pleasure made me moan louder. My fingers clenched at the edge of a paving stone, grass growing through the crack. The pleasure filled me. Both knights drew back and slammed into me again.

“Damn, she's taking my cock down her throat, Richard,” panted Phillip.

“Mages are cum-hungry sluts,” groaned Richard. “The female ones just can't get enough. Had one help me kill an ogre. The things she did to my cock.”

“Yes,” Phillip panted as he rammed his dick down my throat again.

I moaned about his dick as I rocked between the two men. Their cocks thrust in and out at nearly the same rhythm. For moments, they were diving in together, holding me almost rigid, and then they would get out of sync, one pushing my body into the other's cock.

I loved it. Saliva dripped down my chin, pussy juices down my thighs. The friction of Richard's cock burned out of my cunt. It rippled through my body down to my toes and my aching nipples swinging below me. I sucked so hard, my tongue caressing the bottom of Phillip's shaft as they fucked me closer and closer to my orgasm.

I rocked back and forth into them. My pussy clenched down on Richard's dick every time his balls thwacked my clit. Pleasure sparked from my nub and struck my core. The pleasure built there, growing, swelling, threatening to consume me.

I wanted it to consume me.

“Yes, yes, yes, what a mouth,” Phillip moaned. “I'm going to dump so much cum down her throat. Right into her stomach.”

“Whore will love it. She just wants to be used.” Richard smacked my ass. “Right, whore?”

I moaned yes about Phillip's dick, my body trembling. I loved the two knights using me, working their cocks in and out of my body. They both wanted to cum in me, to flood my body, to make me gulp down load after load of their cum.

It would be magical. Wonderful. I couldn't wait. I was so close to cumming. My body trembled. I moaned loud about Phillip's cock, humming, pleasuring his dick. He groaned, his hands digging into my scalp as his muscular chest rippled above me.

“Slata's hairy cunt,” he groaned as he buried his cock into my throat, his pubic hair brushing my lips.

He came. His jizz pumped into me. Spurt after spurt shooting straight into my belly. The warmth spread down to my nethers. My pussy clenched on Richard's cock, increasing the friction as he thrust so hard and deep into me.

I came.

“Pater's cock,” moaned Richard. “What a tight cunt. Oh, what a hungry cunt.”

“I bet,” Phillip moaned, his cock spurting a final time. It popped out of my mouth.

“Cum in me!” I howled, my pussy convulsing about Richard's thrusting dick. Waves of ecstasy washed through me. “Do it! Dump your jizz in me, Sir Knight. Relieve yourself.”

“Whore!” he growled and buried into me.

My back arched as the wonderful delight of a man's jizz splashing into my pussy sent new waves of pleasure through me. I loved it. Every spurt made me tremble. My eyes rolled back into my head as my pussy spasmed about his cock. I shuddered, moaning out my joy.

I loved being fucked.

~  *  ~

Xandra

“Yes, yes, eat my pussy,” Ruth the priestess moaned, pinching at her dark-red nipples.

I pressed my face into her snatch, licking out my husband's salty cum from her spicy delight. Her thighs clenched on my face, holding me in place as the priestess humped against me. My tongue licked and nuzzled, my pussy still buzzing from her licking orgasm. Her lips were shiny with my pussy's juices.

It had been so hot to ride her face while Chaun fucked her cunt. And now I had the yummy delight of licking all of his jizz from her snatch. I wiggled my tongue deep into her hole, my fingers spreading her lips apart, and scooped out my husband's yummy cum.

“Xandra, your ass is wiggling. You love eating my creampies.” My husband's hands stroked my slender thighs up to my ass.

“You should fuck her ass,” panted Ruth. Then she let out a throaty moan, adding them to all the others around us.

“Yes,” I moaned, wiggling my ass harder, my sphincter clenching. “She lubed your cock with her spicy juices.”

I groaned as Chaun placed his cock at my sphincter. I smiled as my husband slid in slowly. I moaned long and low into Ruth's spicy pussy as his cock penetrated deeper and deeper. My bowels stretched about his dick. Hot friction ignited a fire in my cunt. My snatch clenched, more juices trickling down my thighs.

I rammed my tongue into Ruth's snatch when my husband bottomed out in my depths. I wiggled my hips, my bowels clenching and relaxing on his dick. He was so huge. He stretched me out. I groaned as he drew back.

And slammed into me.

“Yes,” I moaned into Ruth's snatch. His dick was so deep in me, filling my bowels. His three balls smacked into my taint. He drew back and thrust again. And again. Such wonderful heat burned in me.

My tongue flew through Ruth's snatch. I devoured her, searching through every little crevasse and nook. My tongue danced across her folds. I licked and gathered up every last drop of her pussy cream. I nuzzled, sucking out his jizz from her pussy, their combined fluids coating my throat as I swallowed, warming my belly.

“Xandra,” groaned Chaun as he reamed my asshole harder and faster. “Sing for me.”

“Yes, yes,” I gasped, my voice trilling like a bird's between licks, letting him hear my pleasure.

“My songbird.”

His cock fucked my asshole harder, faster. I trembled, singing louder between licks. My tongue attacked Ruth's clit as my pussy clenched. The heat built and built in my bowels. Chaun's thick cock rammed so deep into me, stabbing into my guts. It almost hurt.

And that just made the pleasure more intense.

I built towards my orgasm. I humped my slender hips back into Chaun's thrusts as my tongue flicked and flailed at Ruth's clit. The priestess gasped and moaned, her gold nose ring flashing in the bright light hovering in the air.

“Slata, yes,” Ruth moaned. “Oh, yes!”

She came. Her spicy juices flooded my mouth. I gulped them down. I savored every drop. They poured down my mouth. I reveled in them. My husband had fucked this pussy, and then I licked her to orgasm. We shared her. I loved this so much.

Suddenly, Chaun flipped me over onto my back, my bowels twisting around his cock. I shuddered in pure delight. He threw my slender legs over his shoulders, plowing so deep into my asshole. I groaned, squirming, loving his hard thrusts.

“Chaun!” I sang, my eyes snapping up to the clouds as my orgasm exploded in the depths of my pussy.

My bowels writhed about my husband's thrusting cock. His hands held my hips as he pumped away. My wordless song sang across the orgy as I stared at the clouds drifting past the moon overhead. The pleasure reached my mind. Ecstasy bathed it. Chaun grunted, his cum flooding my bowels.

That wonderful moment of our bodies uniting as husband and wife. That perfect eternity as we both sang out our pleasure and—

Gold eyes looked down at me.

Fear shot through me. The lust burst from my mind. I yanked my gaze away, covering my head with the crook of my arm like I was a little child trembling in the highest point of the aerie, hiding from the eyes as they bored into me. Chaun thrust into me, still cumming into my asshole as I trembled, tears pouring down my face.

What was this? I felt so tiny, so vulnerable. Like I was five or six, just a child pinned by golden eyes and a whispering voice.

“Xandra,” groaned Chaun. “My sweet songbird. What a song you sang. But I need more. I'm still so hard.”

“Hard?” I asked. How could he be so horny with the golden eyes staring down at us.

Because he was strong. I was strong. I moved my arm away and looked up again. But there were only clouds drifting across the sky. No golden eyes. I blinked, struggling to understand what I felt. It was like.. a memory had risen in my mind, something from my childhood, a voice whispering fear into my mind.

I took a deep breath and the spicy scent filled me. My eyes widened. My asshole clenched on my husband's dick. Lust surged back through me. For a moment, I realized I was falling under Minx's alchemical lust bomb, smelling the lingering damiana in the air.

And then I didn't care as Chaun pulled his cock out of my asshole. I rolled onto my knees and turned around so I could suck the sour dick into my mouth. Behind me, Ruth seized my hips. Her tongue licked through my asshole, gathering his cum leaking out.

“My sweet songbird,” Chaun said, stroking my sky-blue hair. I smiled around his cock, knowing I had nothing to fear around him, and sucked so hard on his dick.

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

My lips were stained with the sour flavor of Minx's asshole as Priestess Belinda plopped her sweet pussy right on my lips. My ears twitched as I licked through her folds, savoring the earthy musk of a human female.

“And we just rub it right here,” Minx said, her finger rubbing something hot on my clit. “And it grows.”

My lust-fogged mind was overwhelmed by my clit throbbing, growing, transforming into a huge dick. It thrust up from me, the tip itching with pressure, needing to explode into a hot, tight, wet hole. Mouth, ass, or pussy, I did not care. My cunt clenched as I jammed my tongue into Belinda's pussy as she wiggled on my face.

“Saphique's frigid cunt,” moaned Belinda. “She just grew a cock.”

“She's an elf,” Minx laughed. “Of course she did.”

Belinda shifted, leaning over me. I didn't care what she did. My dick had to be touched. Nothing else mattered. I whined between licks of her pussy, sliding through her sweet snatch and savoring her juices coating my tongue. Her breasts rubbing into my stomach. Her breath washed across my dick.

And then she licked at the crown, tongue sliding through the slit. I shivered as the lust rushed down my dick to my pussy. I groaned, thrusting my tongue into her snatch. She swirled her tongue, teasing me.

“Oh, it's just like a man's dick.”

“But better,” the wonderful Minx moaned. “She has a pussy.” Her small fingers slid through my folds. I trembled, my dick throbbing in Belinda's sucking mouth. She had her lips wrapped about the top half of the crown.

It was so sweet. Minx was so wonderful for giving me this treat. I loved her so much.

That thought almost made me pause my licking. Almost. It was so hard to worry about anything but fucking right now to wonder why that thought should be wrong. There was a reason I shouldn't love her, but I couldn't quite think of it.

I love you, Minx shouted through my thoughts, expressing her emotions while I drifted towards darkness.

“I love this cock,” Minx moaned and straddled my waist. Belinda's mouth popped off my dick, leaving my cock throbbing for a moment, aching to be touched. And then the wet folds of Minx's tiny pussy brushed my cock.

I groaned into Belinda's pussy as my halfling lover slid her cunt down my dick. She expanded around my thick girth. I pictured her little body trembling as she sank down my cock, her small breasts jiggling, her bronze skin painted silver by the bright moon. I squeezed my eyes shut, my ears spasming with the thrill of her pussy impaled down my cock.

My pussy clenched. The pressure swelled in my cock as Minx rose and swirled her hips, stirring my dick through her tight cunt. I moaned louder into Belinda's pussy, licking, lapping, drinking her sweet musk.

“Oh, yes, this is the best cock in the world.”

“Best pussy,” I moaned as she sank down my dick, my words muffled by Belinda's hot snatch.

“Oh, that's so hot,” the priestess moaned, grinding her cunt on my lips, pressing back. Her clit brushed my lips.

I sucked on it.

“Yes, yes, I love her cock so much,” Minx moaned, her voice singing out. “She makes me cum so hard.” Minx squealed, her pussy clenching on my dick. “Yes, yes, lick my clit while I fuck her dick.”

Her pussy was so tight. So hot. The friction was intense as she slid up and down my dick. She sang out her pleasure as she rode me. My cunt clenched every time she bottomed out, my cock nudging at her cervix, the pressure growing and swelling.

I shuddered, my legs spasming, toes curling, ears twitching. The pleasure raced through my body. It was so much. I gripped Belinda's thighs, sucking hard on her clit, as the rapture swelled in the depths of my cunt.

“Oh, yes, this cock is amazing,” Minx panted. “Oh, Xera, cum in me. I love it when you do that. I love it when you cum in me. Fill me.”

“Yes,” I moaned between licks, my lips pressed into Belinda's cunt. “I love doing that, too. I love you, Minx.”

She didn't answer me, moaning and gasping as she fucked her pussy up and down my cock. The pressure at the tip of my dick swelled. It ached so much. It made me tremble. My fingers dug into Belinda's thighs as the heat built in my cunt. Minx moaned and gasped, her voice singing out, joining the others.

Xandra sucked so loud on her husband's dick, Ruth licking her ass clean of his jizz. Chaun moaned every time his wife sucked.

Sophia licked at Helena's pussy who licked at Esmerelda's cunt who licked at Sophia's pussy, forming a chain.

Thrak rammed his cock into Danielle's asshole while she licked his cum out of Olivia's pussy.

Faoril had a cock in her pussy and asshole, writhing between Phillip and Richard as she screamed out her pleasure.

Angela moaned as she kissed Kevin, her heart thudding so fast as his armor fell away, his knife cutting the leather straps.

Knight Mary fingered her fellow knight Lisa and the priestess Carolina, her pussy planted over Lisa's licking mouth.

“Minx,” I moaned into Belinda's cunt, my hips bucking up. My pussy clenched. My orgasm exploded in my depths. “I love you!”

The cum spurted out into Minx's hot snatch. The halfling kept moaning and gasping, not hearing my declaration as she bucked on my dick. Her orgasm rippled through her pussy, milking the cum out of me as rapture flooded through my body.

My ears twitched more and a face rose in my mind. An elf's face. My wife's face. The person I should love. The person I did love. I married her that drunken night. I slid my cock into her pussy and came in her, uniting us forever. She was my love.

Not Minx.

I squeezed my eyes shut as my body shuddered, another powerful spurt of cum exploding out of my dick into Minx's snatch.

~  *  ~

Knave Angela

“Finally,” I gasped as I cut through the last strap of Kevin's armor. He was naked above me. I threw my knife down as he pressed me to the ground. He kissed me and memories swam through my mind, all the times he had kissed me before, all the times we had made love in our room, our duels on the training ground where the loser had to pleasure the winner, our whispered conversations.

I held his whiskered cheeks with my hands, my large breasts pressed against his familiar chest. I remembered him. The holes in my memory were gone, filled in when he kissed me. My body ached for my lover.

His cock nudged at my pussy.

He slid into me. I shuddered, savoring his girth filling me. I had fucked many men's cocks since we parted, but I hadn't forgotten the feel of him. His thickness, his length, how he reached so deep into me, making me tremble.

I broke the kiss, “Kevin,” I moaned, staring into his hazel eyes, his dark, flowing hair falling about his handsome face. “Kevin.”

“Angela,” he groaned with the same passion.

I trembled and then I heard Sophia moan nearby, “Oh, yes, eat my cunt, Slata's whore!”

My heart clenched. Kevin kissed me, his cock thrusting into my pussy, driving away the momentary cloud of confusion washing over my mind. A heat burned in my cunt, a scratch that only this cock could satiate.

I humped into him as our tongues dueled. My fingers clawed at his back as our bodies moved and heaved together. My pussy clenched on his dick every time he thrust into me. I savored the feel of his strong chest against my nipples. They rasped and ached. My thighs locked around his hips.

I broke the kiss. “Yes, yes, Kevin, fuck me. Pound me. I love it.”

“I love you,” he groaned, his dick thrusting harder, his heavy balls slapping into my groin.

“Yes,” I nodded. “Love you.”

I kissed him again. Hard. My tongue thrust into his mouth Oh, his cock was wonderful. He was just what I needed. Filling me. Driving me wild. Pumping in me. The friction rippled through me, feeding the hungry itch stirred by the spicy musk in the air. I needed to be fucked.

To cum.

I ground my clit into his pubic bone every time he thrust into me, wiry hair tickling my nub. Such sweet delight shuddered through me. Our bodies moved in unison. We knew each other, how to pleasure each other. He shifted on me, changing the angle his dick slammed into me, nudging different parts of my pussy, driving me wild.

“I dreamed of you,” he groaned, lifting from me. He held himself over me on his strong arms. My hands moved down, rubbing at his hard pecs. “Longed for you.”

“Oh, Kevin,” I moaned as I bucked into his thrusts. “Make me cum. I need it.”

“Yes,” he panted.

“And cum in me. It's been soooo long.”

“One-hundred-and-forty-four days,” he groaned, his balls thwacking into my taint.

“Yes, yes, so long. Cum in me. I need it. Flood me.” My pussy clenched on his thrusting cock, friction rippling heat through my body. My breasts jiggled as he rammed into me. “Do it.”

“Angela,” he groaned, staring into my eyes with such worship, such longing.

I pulled him down and kissed him again. He groaned, his dick slamming into me. My hands grabbed his ass, feeling them bunch and clench. Cum spurted into my depths. He grunted into the kiss, flooding my pussy with his cum.

I came on my lover's dick. I spasmed around him. I bucked and moaned my delight. It was so wonderful to feel him cum in me again. I clutched him. My fingers dug into his ass as the feel of his jizz flooding me triggered my delight.

Rapture shot through my body.

I trembled beneath him.

I came beneath my lover once more.

~  *  ~

Chaun

“I still need to suck your cock,” Xandra moaned, my cum staining her lips. I stood up, blinking, the lust fading from me. Xandra wiggled her hips back into Ruth's licking mouth. The brown-haired priestess still rimmed her.

“It's wearing off,” I muttered. I was the first to stand. The others were still gripped in the damiana-induced lust. But I was born of Las's seed, a changeling. It was wearing off me first. And soon, it would wear off the others.

I had to act.

A lullaby sprang to my lips. I hummed it, directing the words at Ruth. Her mental defenses were down, so consumed by lust. In moments, she sank down behind Xandra. My wife blinked, turning around, groaning, still consumed by the damiana. But Ruth was falling into a deep sleep. This would never work without the aphrodisiac, without her consumed by passion. A resistant mind was hard to put to sleep.

I turned to the two knights and the priestess writhing in passion, the trio slumping together. Faoril shuddered and blinked, realizing the two knights fucking her had gone limp and were snoring. She sat up and spotted Thrak plunging his cock into a sleeping knight's pussy.

“I need you, Thrak,” Faoril moaned, throwing herself at her orc.

Minx rode Xera's cock while the priestess slumped off the elf's lips, curling into a ball. Sophia blinked when she realized the priestess licking her pussy had stopped. She sat up from her daisy chain, shaking her head in confusion.

“What's going on?” she said.

“It's over,” I told her, turning to Angela beneath Kevin.

“I love you, Angela,” Kevin groaned, stroking her face as he broke their kiss.

“Kevin,” Angela groaned.

I hesitated to put Kevin to sleep. Angela's voice was filled with longing. Sophia let out a horrified gasp, clutching her chest. She shook her head, driving back the lust, and realized that Angela had such longing on her face as she pulled Kevin down for a kiss.


Chapter Fifty-Nine: Bittersweet Parting

Knight Kevin

The kiss was so sweet. Angela caressed my face as she kissed me, my cock going soft in her pussy. The mad lust was fading. But I did it. I restored her memories. I had her in my arms. She broke the kiss, still stroking my face, but there was something in her blue eyes.

“What?” I groaned.

“I'm sorry,” she whispered, her hand sliding down to my chest. She pushed against me.

I didn't fight and rolled off of her, panting. “Sorry, for what?”

She sat up and glanced at the trembling Sophia. The acolyte hugged her naked body, rocking back and forth, eyes wide. Angela looked at the girl and... I knew that look. She loved Sophia. Pain knifed my heart.

“Angela,” I said, my voice croaking. “But...”

She looked at me, tears glistening in her blue eyes. “I gave up on our love, Kevin. I wasn't tricked into losing my memories of you. I made a trade. I needed a away to kill the dragon and it was so easy to sacrifice our relationship.”

“You were just angry at me.” I sat up, reaching for her. She caught my hand, holding it with gentle fingers. “I'm sorry. It was such a dumb thing I said that morning in Secare. I've regretted every day. I love you.”

She smiled but her eyes were still sad. “I love you, too, but...”

“But...” I swallowed.

“I love Sophia more.” She kissed my knuckles. “I gave up on our love. It wasn't stronger than my Quest. I put slaying the dragon before us.”

“And? It was your duty.” I looked at Sophia. “I can share you, Angela. I love you. I don't want to lose you.” Tears burned in my eyes.

“I would give up my duty for her,” Angela whispered. “If the Oracle asked me today to give up my love for Sophia, I would tell her no. I would walk away.”

“Angela,” Sophia whispered.

“I'm sorry, Kevin.” Tears fell harder down her cheeks. “I did love you. I do love you, but... Sophia is more important to me.”

“This wasn't what was supposed to happen,” I muttered. “I...I broke the spell. My kiss restored you. True love's kiss.”

“I'm sorry.” She released my hand. “Please stop hunting me. I don't want to fight you, Kevin. Let me go. I'm going to kill the dragon Dominari. This is pointless. I don't what to hurt my fellow knights.”

“You were attainted. You're a knave, Angela.”

“And?” She stood up and reached for Sophia The acolyte took her hand, tears falling openly down her cheeks.

“You really love her more than me?” I asked, my mouth tasting ash.

Angela nodded her head. “Goodbye, Kevin. I hope you find your happiness.”

The tears fell down my cheeks as she and her companions dressed. This wasn't how the story should end. I rescued her. I broke the spell. I watched her depart, striding strong in the moonlight, a knight going forth to fight evil.

To slay the most dangerous dragon alive. A quest generations of other knights had failed to accomplish. Beside her walked her acolyte, back straight, their hands clutched tight, united by something deep and strong.

She gave me up. I wasn't enough for her.

Night passed as I sat in the garden, my companions sleeping around me, the corpse of the efreet a dark lump by the stairs. As the sun rose, they awoke. Mary first. She sat up, blinking. I felt her awareness through our shared bond.

“Kevin,” she said, her eyes wide. “Oh, Kevin.”

“She doesn't love me enough,” I said. It hurt saying those words. “We've failed. She's escaped.”

“We should hurry and go after her,” growled Richard. “Where's my armor?”

“She's going to kill Dominari,” I said. “Let her complete her Quest. She's a knight.”

Richard shook his head. “She was stricken from our rolls.”

“A knight's more than a name on a roll of parchment. She's a knight. She's on her Quest. We're not interfering any longer.”

“And our charge?” Lisa asked.

“Our charge is to protect the realms of men. If she kills Dominari, the eastern Princedoms of Zeutch will be safer. How can we stop her?”

Mary sat beside me. Esmerelda and Helena joined her. The four of us united by the spell. The other knights and priestesses spoke darkly. Maybe they would follow Angela. Maybe they wouldn't. I didn't care.

I lost her.

Helena's head leaned on my right shoulder, Mary's on my left. Esmerelda settled on my lap. “You still have us,” Mary whispered. “I know what it's like to see the man I love smile for another.”

I smiled. It was half-hearted. It ached too much to put in a full effort. “Who?”

She shook her head, rolling her eyes. “Just remember, you're not alone. We care for you.”

“We do,” Esmerelda said. “We're your spiritual sisters now. We were reborn together.”

“Priestesses of Slata know how to mend all manner of hurts, Sir Knight,” Helena whispered, her hand stroking my naked chest, stirring life in my cock. “You won't forget her, but you will find new loves to fill your heart.”

“New loves,” Mary whispered as she turned my head and kissed me on the lips.

~  *  ~

Lady Delilah

The Golden Hunger sailed down the inlet out towards the Nimborgoth. Angela and her companions were safe and sound. They had overcome the knights. Watching the orgy had almost been unbearable. I almost descended twice to join them.

And then Xandra saw me. She recognized my eyes. Would she remember our last meeting? She had been so small then, trembling on the side of the mountain as I peered into her eyes. I had held a small sliver of Cnawen's Mirror in my hands. I clouded her mind, hiding the knowledge of flight deep inside her. I followed all the prophecies.

She had to be nameless. It was all I could think of to do that, the poor thing. She would never know the joy of flying. That was cruel of me. But I promised my husband. I closed my eyes, remembering him on his death bed, his daughter Lily at his side. She wasn't my daughter, but born from his second wife. His human wife.

Promise me, my husband had croaked, aged, infirm. He told me he would never die. He would never leave me, but Slata's malice destroyed him. Make sure my descendant will rise. That the Hero will reclaim my blade, my kingdom.

“I will, Peter,” I whispered, tears falling down my cheeks. “She's almost done it. One more piece to go.”

To be continued...

Want to read the next part? Click here for The Knight'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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