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Naughty Excerpt from “The Knight's Passion”

My cheeks burned as I obeyed. My hands went to the back of my head and my legs spread apart. My sticky pussy lips parted. I groaned, a trickle of juices leaking down my thighs. I turned slowly in place, my entire body trembling. I was exposed. My tits jiggling as I moved, my shaved snatch gleaming. The sailors gathered, the rough men a motley collection of Thlinians, Halanians, Valyans, Zeutchians, Thosian, and even Atholosian. They stared at me with unmistakable lust, openly grabbing their dicks, wanting to fuck me.

“Mmm, they are all eager for my concubine,” Angela said. “Just want to pounce on her.”

“Aye,” a dark-skinned Halanian named Abdwal said, his skin almost as dark as Chaun's.

“But then I would have to kill you,” Angela said with a laugh. “And who would sail the ship?”

The pirates grunted, mumbling.

“And I would have to skin you alive,” Captain Thyrna purred from the stern deck. She had rich-brown skin and predatory eyes. She leaned over the railing, fixing eyes on her crew. “Back to the sails. Stop ogling the little morsel.”

The pirates all obeyed her. Despite the fact that Thyrna was Thrak's slave and he had let the entire crew gangbang her on the voyage to Grahata, they still feared her. Many sported fresh lash marks. While we were in the Labyrinth, Thyrna had proven to her sailors why they feared and obeyed her.

She was a dangerous woman. I was glad Thrak tamed her because she scared me. Even now, my pussy dripping with lusts, her eyes made me shiver.

“Now lets get you in the hold and bind you all safe and sound,” Angela purred, bending down and picking up my robe. My pouch, containing healing potions and other items, clinked as she threw it over her shoulder. “Keep those hands behind your head and march. Let me stare at that ass.”

She gave my rear a smack, hard, stinging. I groaned then shuddered as her hand lingered, squeezing so possessively. She owned me, and I wouldn't have it any other way. “Yes, my Queen.”

I walked across the deck on bare feet. My nipples ached so hard. Shivers that had nothing to do with the chill in the air washed over me. My pussy burned and my body was eager. I could smell my tart musk tricklling down my thighs. My clit throbbed. I reached the stairs and descended into the dark hold.

There were no lights down here. The only illumination filtered down through the gaps in the decking, shafts of light falling on the cargo in the hold. It was all food. The Golden Hunger had been ferrying us about the Nimborgoth for little over a month. She hadn't been pirating. The treasure we stole from the Doge's Great Vault had paid our way, kept her pirates in coin, and kept the ship supplied.

I trembled as I walked through the dark hold, moving cautiously as my eyes adjusted. The ship creaked around us, rocking to the swell of the Nimborgoth. Angela had finally developed her sea legs, no longer throwing up like she had on our first few days. It was strange how you could get used to the rocking of the ship, naturally shifting your body with it.

“Right here is perfect,” Angela said as I stopped between two columns of wood supporting the deck. Iron hooks were set into the columns' sides, places to tie down cargo I supposed.

I froze in place, trembling with excitement, anticipation. Angela didn't say a word. Her chainmail loincloth clinked as the ship creaked. My feet shifted with the ship's sway. Another trickle of pussy juices rolled down my left thigh. I felt the bead work farther and farther down, teasing me as I waited.

What were we doing down here? What was in the leather satchel?

My breath quickened as the anticipation built. And then I heard a buckle come undone. Metal clanged as Angela stripped off her armor. I wanted to look back at her, but she hadn't give me permission to do so.

So I stood, listening to her strip, picturing her lush body coming into sight. Her breasts were large and soft, topped with pink nipples. Her shaved pussy would be on display, glistening with her tangy juices. Her legs so long. I could hear her work off her leather boots, freeing those gorgeous calves to be loved.

And then the rope rasped, rough fibers sliding against each other. Her bare feet slapped on the deck, moving closer. I trembled, my nipples aching. I bit my lip, fighting the urge to blurt out questions, to demand to know what she would do.

That wasn't my place.

To find out what happens next, read on! If you missed out on The Shaman's Passion (The Knight and the Acolyte Book 4)!
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Prologue: Pleasure's Domination

Bebhinn the Soulborn Witch – The Haunted Forest

The dark, foggy canopy of the Haunted Forest stretched out before me, an endless sea of foreboding that stretched to the horizon in all directions. Even above it, soaring in the form of a mighty eagle, the sun's light was wan and pale, like it couldn't shine as strong over this cursed land. The very presence of Drakin Castle, the ruined lair of the Biomancer Vebrin, had poisoned these woods and populated them with his abominations.

And here, Angela would come. Once I realized her true goal, claiming the High King's sword, I knew where her path would lead her next. In the dark forest, I would have my chance to subdue her and her companions, bind them with the spirits, and return them to Raratha for the rewards.

But I had to be careful. Crafty. Angela and her companions left a trail of bodies where they went. Of the bounty hunters originally dispatched by the Doge, I was the only one left. Fredagest, one of the most accomplished bounty hunters in the world, vanished with the elf Adeliatholaria in the caldera of Mount Peritito. Farson, the Shizhuthian warlord and shadowmancer, was lost into the sands of the Halani Desert. And just last night, I watched in the form of a songbird as Angela and her companions easily defeated the efreet Hakeem and a group of knights and priestesses sent to capture them outside the Labyrinth of Grahata.

I almost had my chance to strike, but the halfling's damiana bomb filled the air with spicy lust. And in my small form, my tiny body only needed a whiff to be lost to the passion. I had lost my transformation and spent hours masturbating in the brush, my poor pussy rubbed raw. By the time I recovered, they had left.

So here was where they would come next.

Here was where I would make ready my ambush.

The red conjuration spirit, bobbing before me and guiding me to my goal, suddenly dived down into the trees. I let out a caw, my wing feathers rustling as I folded them in and dived after, the wind rushing past, my talons flexing and clenching. I burst through a gap in the branches, entering the dark gloom. The fog swallowed me, my keen vision almost reduced to nothing.

I flared my wings and landed on the ground beneath the trees. There was hardly any brush, the tall trees' canopy strangling the life from smaller plants. This was a place of death. A chill settled through me as the yellow transformation spirits swirled around me, restoring me to my natural form. My feathered wings sprouted into thin, pale arms. The brown feathers at the crown of my head became my bright-red hair. My breasts swelled, my legs grew long and sleek. I rose as I stretched, my beak fading into plump lips. I blinked my green eyes, my clothing appearing about my skin, a dark, loose dress cinched tight about my body with colorful scarfs, proclaiming my Tuathan heritage.

The yellow spirits danced around me when they finished, happy to serve me. I was a soulborn witch. A century or more ago, I would have been condemned to a Triad, wandering the Lesh-Ke with my spiritual sister and a paladin of Gewin, married to them both, having to fight monsters and save the world. But the knightly orders and the guardians—those freakish leotaurs and octogirls—had ended that need, freeing me to do what I want. My spiritual sister was happy marrying a dumb farmer and staying in our mountain valley.

But I wanted to see the world. To travel and have adventures. And being a bounty hunter let me do both.

My mother had lamented when I left. “You're descended of Fiona, the greatest witch, and her mighty husband Seamus. You bring shame on us by leaving.”

I had only laughed at her. What did I care about legends who lived hundreds of years ago? “Seamus fucked every woman he came across. Half the people in the Lesh-Ke Mountains are his spawn. Let them defend it.”

A red spirit snapped me out of my reverie. It flashed towards me from my right and danced in vigorous warning. Then a second and third appeared. They were protection spirits warning me of danger. I took a deep breath, my heart fluttering.

“Thank you,” I whispered to the spirits. Only I or another witch could see them. But they were everywhere.

My heart raced as I turned slowly, scanning the foggy woods, trying to see the werewolves creeping upon me. They were silent. I didn't see anything except for the fog rippling. But it didn't ripple from a breeze—the air was still.

And then the first werewolf launched out at me out of the mist, a vaguely humanoid shape of gray and white fur, detritus thrown up by sharp claws as she bounded in at me, teeth bare, snarling. I took a deep breath, slipping into a fight stance and—

Red light flared behind me. A werewolf snarled in pain, crashing into the protection spirits that rose about my body, my spells triggering into effect. Then the first werewolf charging at my front slammed into the spirits' wards, the red balls driving her back and knocking her to the ground.

“Well, that was exciting,” I said, clutching a hand to my breasts. “As you can see, I am well—”

An entirely black-furred werewolf leaped at me, arms outstretched. She had jumped easily ten or twelve feet into the air, her body nimble, her eyes a hungry green. I flinched, raising a warding arm as she flashed down at me.

And crashed into my protective spirits. The red orbs drove her back. The swarmed around me in agitation. The werewolf fell back, landing on her hands and feet. Her muzzle opened in a low, dangerous growl that made my skin crawl.

“So, as you can see, I am well protected,” I told the three as they circled me. “You and your entire pack couldn't defeat me.”

“How strong is your magic, witch?” growled the first werewolf. “How long can you hold us off?”

“I can hold you off in—”

I didn't hear the fourth werewolf, only the sharp flare of crimson lights and the howl of pain. I whirled to see her drop to the ground, brown fur raised. She was the smallest of the four, lean and limber as she circled me.

“Oh, this is getting annoying,” I said. “Is every member of your pack going to try that?”

“You can't keep the spell up forever,” the gray werewolf said, crouched while the other three circled me. Howls rose around the fog, the rest of her pack answering. I shivered as I lost count at five or six. The howls all blended together.

“I can smell your fear,” the black werewolf said.

“Mmm, yes,” snarled the brown-furred werewolf.

“Well, let's change that,” I said, trying to keep my voice under control. “Spirits of transformation, return them to their human forms and rid me of their bestial sight.”

The words didn't matter, I just had to direct the spirits with my will. The harder I concentrated, the more spirits obeyed me. And since I was a soulborn witch and not one of those hedge witches who had to learn the art, they obeyed me with glee. They loved me.

A wave of yellow spirits rose from the ground around me, each the size of my feet and glowing with a soft light. I smiled at them. The werewolves snarled at me, fur tensing, unable to see my spell in action. The yellow lights shot out, the transformation spirits swarming over the werewolves. The monsters jumped in shock as the spirits touched them.

Frightened howls and snarls issued from teeth-filled muzzles as the werewolves writhed. Fur retracted into skin. Limbs shortened. Claws retracted. Breasts appeared, the gray werewolf's large and pillowy, the brown's small handfuls. They were all lean women, strong and fiercely beautiful. The black werewolf had the ebony skin of a Halanian, her hair short and wiry, but her eyes the same haunting green as her beast form. The gray werewolf had pale skin and tawny hair, her father Thosian maybe, while the small, brown-furred werewolf was blonde like a Zeutchian.

“What did you do to us?” snarled the alpha, the tawny-haired woman crouched low, her large tits dangling.

“I wanted to see your true forms. And aren't they appealing,” I purred, a hot itch growing in my pussy. “You have such large tits. Is that your name? Big Tits?”

“Moon,” she said, and I saw the silver of her eyes as she glared at me. “Change us back.”

Beyond, my spirits flowed into the mist, finding the rest of the pack. Their howls turned into feminine hisses. I grinned, striding towards Moon. Then the red-eyed werewolf rose, her skin swarthy brown, and lunged at me.

A red spirit smacked her in the face, throwing her to the ground.

I stopped before Moon. “I'll change you back when I'm ready. But first, you need to understand your place.”

Moon rose. Her body was tall, her breasts bouncing as they thrust at me. I looked up at her. She was taller than many men, her body perfectly proportioned, curvy like a goddess. A wild goddess who would rip my throat out.

“And what's that, pray?”

“That you're my bitch. And bitches belong on their knees,” I hissed.

A snarl escaped Moon's lips as she stared down at me. “Drop your spirits, witch, and I will rip out your throat and devour your heart.”

“Oh, I have a better place for you to devour,” I purred. “Spirits of abjuration, bind my lover and bring her to her knees.”

Moon yelped as the blue spirits spun about her, spinning lines of azure energy about her body like a cocoon, following the pattern in my mind. Intricate cords of magical energy wrapped about her body. Her legs were yanked tightly closed and she gasped as she fell to her knees. Her arms were pulled behind her back, bound to her ankles. This thrust her large breasts forward. Energy wrapped about those tits, lifting them into lush mounds, squeezing them. They turned red as the blood pooled in her swollen mounds.

“You bitch,” snarled Moon. “Release me.”

“I think you're the bitch,” I purred, my pussy so hot. My hands went to the broad, purple scarf about my waist. I untied it and my dark skirt fell to the ground, leaving me in only my blouse. My bright-red bush was right before her face. “Right, bitch?” I seized Moon's tawny hair in my hands with a hard grip. “You're going to eat my cunt, right, bitch?”

“Never,” snarled the wolf.

The other werewolves gave nervous growls, crouching apart, watching as their alpha knelt before me. Werewolves were so much like wolves. You just had to dominate the alpha, and the rest of the pack would fall in line.

“Oh, I am so glad you're resistant. Mmm, now the fun begins.” I gripped the scarf in my other hand. I gave it a flick and purple energy rippled across it. It was enchanted to hold my supplies. In a flash, the scarf was a large pouch. I reached inside and found some of my favorite toys. “Well, look at this,” I said, pulling out a nipple clamp. “Do you know what this is?”

Moon shook her head, and I smiled broader, my pussy clenching. Oh, yes, this would be so much fun.

I squeezed the nipple clamp, opening its jaws, and brought it to her fat, pink nipple. I held the alligator-like teeth around her nipple, the spring wanting to slam the jaws shut. “Do you see where this goes, my little bitch?”

She grit her teeth, defiance in her silver eyes.

I clamped her nipple.

Her howls were so sweet. A trickle of juices ran down my thigh. Her pink nub pinched between the jaws. She shuddered, snarling through her clenched teeth as she glared at me. I just smiled, still holding her tawny hair in a tight grip, and grabbed the second clamp.

“Mmm, I bet you can't wait to feel this one,” I purred, opening and closing the jaws.

“Clamp me, bitch,” she snarled. “I can take the pain.”

“Oh, goodie.” I reached out and clamped her other nipple, savoring the pain. My hips shifted. “Ooh, I am getting so juicy. I bet you can smell me, huh? I bet you're just hungry for snatch. All you have to play with, right? No men in the Haunted Woods for you to enjoy.”

She growled, low, dangerous, but I could hear the pain in her voice.

“Lick my pussy, and I take them off,” I purred.

“Pain is nothing,” she snarled.

“You're right. Pain is nothing.” I pulled out the next object, a polished dildo made of ebony. It was smooth, the tip sculpted to perfectly resemble a dick. There were even a pair of thick balls at the base. Lovely craftsmanship. I licked it, feeling the enchantment spirits inside. “But pleasure, that is so much harder to resist.”

Her eyes narrowed as I let go of the dildo. It floated in the air and then darted at her, leaving a trail of purple light. It pressed between her thighs bound tight, sliding straight for her pussy. Moon's face contorted as the tip reached her cunt and pressed into her depths. Her back arched, her lovely, bound breasts jiggling, the nipple clamps wagging. Pain crossed her face, her nipples throbbing hard while she let out a purring gasp.

“Pain and pleasure mixing,” I smiled as the dildo settled into her. And then it came alive. I could hear the humming through her body. Confusion crossed her face. Her body shuddered as I controlled the dildo's vibrations, the spirit inside so eager to please me.

And her.

“What are you doing to me?” Moon demanded as her body squirmed. “Stop this.”

“Stop the wonderful humming buzzing in your pussy?” I purred, stroking her cheek. She tried to twist her head and bite my finger. “Stop the wonderful pleasure I'm giving you? But maybe what you need is more pleasure.”

The humming grew louder. She gasped, her eyes widening. A shiver ran through her body. Her pack watched. More and more slinked out of the foggy trees, silent, waiting to see if their alpha could escape or would she become my bitch and submit to me.

“Stop this,” Moon said, her voice thick, throaty.

I reached down and brushed both nipple clamps, activating the enchantment upon them. Her back arched. Her breasts bounced more as the pain in her throbbing nubs became ecstasy, flipping the sensations in her mind. She had been warring against the pain, fighting it.

And now it was gone and instead ecstasy charged through her.

I smiled, loving the way her cheeks blossomed with crimson color. I increased the dildo's humming. I could hear it churning her pussy as her bound body struggled. Her pupils dilated as the pleasure washed across the werewolf's mind.

“Please,” she moaned, her hips swaying. “Oh, please.”

“What?” I asked, stroking her cheek. “Make it hum more?”

I did.

She howled, her head thrown back. Her breasts jiggling. I squirmed, my pussy so hot, so eager to feel her submissive tongue lapping at my folds. I whispered, “Spirits of enhancement, let me feel her pleasure, let me know her passion.”

The green spirits sank into her flesh. My pussy burst with sensations. Pleasure rippled out of my nipples. I let out an aching moan, feeling the dildo humming in her pussy, the rapture slipping into her mind, driving her closer and closer to the edge of cumming. Feeling it, I could control the stimulation so precisely.

I smiled. “Mmm, that's it. You like that, don't you?”

“Yes,” she moaned, eyes fluttering. She was on the verge of ecstasy. “Yes, yes, more.”

“Then lick my pussy,” I told her, stepping closer. “Just lean forward and lick, and then you'll cum. Be my bitch.”

“No,” she hissed, shaking her head.

I lowered the humming. She gasped, her body convulsing. She snarled in anger. “Don't stop it! Make it hum louder.”

“And let you cum?” I laughed. “You don't get to cum until you're my bitch. It's your reward.”

She glared at me, her face flushed. I turned up the humming just a notch. My body quivered, feeling the pleasure grow in her. She rocked on her knees, her arms stretching behind her as she struggled to break free. The pleasure swelled, carrying her closer to her release.

So I brought down the humming. I teased her. I kept her on the edge, almost getting to her cum, driving her more and more mad for the bliss. Pain could be resisted for hours, even days, but pleasure... No one could resist pleasure for long.

“Please,” she whimpered.

I stroked my hands up my thighs, reaching my red muff. I stroked my pussy lips. “Mmm, can you smell my spicy excitement?”

The werewolf's nose flared. She licked her lips. She ached. She was so close to cumming.

I turned down the humming for just a few heartbeats, just enough to yank her orgasm away. “You know what to do.”

“No,” she moaned. “I can't. They're watching.”

“Yes,” I moaned, feeling the hungry werewolves staring at me. Some already rubbed their dripping pussies. Others pressed together, rubbing hot cunts on each other's thighs, naked breasts pressed together. Their feminine lust filled the air. “They are watching.”

Moon shuddered again. She let out a whimper, her body squirming She took deep breaths, inhaling my pussy's scent as I stroked myself. She couldn't look away from my snatch. Her eyes were so hungry for me. She was so desperate for her orgasm.

I slowly increased the humming, feeling her orgasm swelling through her body, her nipples throbbing with ecstasy. Juices flooded out of my pussy as I stroked my clit. I rubbed it in slow circles, groaning.

And then she broke. She submitted. She became my bitch.

“Yes,” I moaned as her face buried between my thighs. Her tongue licked and lapped furiously at my pussy. I seized her tawny hair, holding her in place. Silver eyes stared up at me as her tongue swirled through my pussy's hole, stroking my silky walls, making me shudder in delight. “Yes, that's it, you little slut. My bitch.”

“Bitch,” the rest of the pack moaned. And then they fell on each other in a wave of lesbian, orgiastic lust. They were all women. Werewolves were born of Las's indiscriminate masturbation. They had to find males of other races to mate with. They would ravish them, the entire pack fucking the man to death. They would raid out of the Haunted Forest, attacking the villages of the Queendom of Naith or the farmlands around Thaville.

I shuddered, watching werewolves scissor their pussies together, breasts bouncing as they humped. Others licked their packmates' cunts, some in pairs, others forming daisy chains of licking, lapping delight. The Zeutchian, petite werewolf rode the Halanian's face, grinding her snatch on pliant tongue.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned, the pack becoming my tools as I savored Moon's licking tongue.

I sent the dildo to its full vibration. She howled into my cunt as her orgasm exploded in her depths. I felt it rippling through her body, her cunt spasming on my toy. I shuddered, her moans vibrating my pussy, teasing my clit.

As she came, she devoured me. She ate me with a primal ferocity no man or woman, not even that deliciously skilled Chaun, had ever done. I snapped my head back, grinding on Moon's tongue and lips, my pussy churned to a froth.

“That's it, you little bitch,” I hissed. “Oh, yes. Oh, fuck, yes. You're going to make me cum. Oh, fuck. I'm going to cream your hot, hungry mouth. Mmm, yes.”

My pussy tingled. She growled and snarled, her orgasms rippling one after the other through her body as she devoured me. She drank my spicy musk, worshiped me. She had broken. She was my bitch, which made me the alpha of the pack now.

And they would be so useful. The distraction I needed to subdue Angela and her group.

My pussy clenched on Moon's probing tongue. She brushed that delicious spot in my depths. Pleasure sparked through me. I threw back my head, and added my voice to the howls of the pack around me. My orgasm boiled through my mind. I heaved and thrashed as the ecstasy washed over me.

It was glorious.

I would earn the Doge's bounty. It was such a shame about Chaun. I liked him. He was a wonderful lover. But he trespassed against the Doge of Raratha, and I couldn't pass on 5000 gold dupondius. I ground my hot, cumming cunt on Moon's mouth as thoughts of all that wealth burned inside me.

I would be rich.
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Blossoming Danger
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Chapter One: Bound Up Love

Acolyte Sophia – The Golden Hunger, the Nimborgoth

I couldn't stop trembling. I was still so overcome by the events of last night. Not even the brief nap I took the moment I boarded the Golden Hunger in the early light of morning had calmed me. So much had happened last night. We had descended into the Labyrinth and almost been butchered by the Minotaur. All so we could claim his heart to power the reforging of the High King's sword. We had liberated the people of Grahata. No longer would they have to send young women into the Labyrinth to placate the brute.

But that wasn't why I was trembling.

Angela picked me. Me!

Four months ago, she had given up her memories of her lover Kevin as payment to receive the Lesbius Oracle's prophecy, the words that had guided us on the path of claiming the sword and led to gathering all our wonderful companions. Even Chaun. And since then, she had come to love me. But, in the back of my mind, a worry nibbled.

What if she only loved me because she couldn't remember Kevin?

Chaun saw Angela's love in her mind. He was a changeling. He could take on the appearance of a woman's male lover or her husband. More proof that Angela, despite forgetting him, still loved Kevin. And then he appeared, trying to arrest her, trying to win her back. And he kissed her, blessed by Luben, and her memories came back.

And she still picked me.

If the Oracle asked me today to give up my love for Sophia, I would tell her no. I would walk away.

Those beautiful words echoed through my mind. She loved me more than Kevin, more than the Quest to kill the dragon Dominari. A giddy giggle burst through my lips as I strolled the deck of the ship. I knew I should sleep. We had fought all night and then Minx's lust bomb had thrown us into an orgy. I was exhausted.

But I was too keyed up to sleep.

Angela loved me.

I threw back my head and laughed, not caring that the brawny pirates of the Golden Hunger gave me strange looks as they moved along the deck, doing...whatever it is pirates do to keep a ship sailing. I didn't care. I spun around, my white robes swirling about my legs. I breathed in the salt spray of the ship. Seagulls cawed in the air, almost hovering in place beside the ship's sails, flying on the same wind propelling the corsair through the gray-blue waters of the Nimborgoth.

Our quest was almost done. We sailed southeast for the River Kemoh crossing the Vyman Plains into the Haunted Forest. We just had to get through the dark woods, reputed to be home to all manner of monsters from werewolves to the foul creations of the Biomancer Vebrin. In the heart, we would find Drakin Castle, the Biomancer's old lair and, according to legend, where the last piece of the High King's sword lay. Once we recovered it, we had to sail north back to the mainland and head to the Altar of Souls in eastern Zeutch on the edge of Dominari's Desolation.

And then we had to kill the most dangerous dragon still alive. Angela would complete her Quest and...

We would be together. Fugitives, but together.

I let out another squeal of delight. We were almost five months on this quest. We started in spring and autumn was already upon us. The skies overhead were gray, the waters choppy. But the prospect of storms didn't scare me. Nothing scared me.

We would overcome all obstacles because Angela loved me.

“You should be asleep.”

I gasped, spinning around to see my Angela, my Queen, striding the deck. Her red hair fell about her beautiful face, ruffled by the breeze. Her blue eyes were shining. She wore her armor, dressed like a knight even though her name was attainted for the crimes we committed in Raratha to secure a piece of the blade. Her large breasts filled out her half-breastplate, her cleavage a delight to behold. Thigh-high boots and metal greaves adorned her long legs, a loincloth of chainmail swinging between her thighs. It dangled from her thick sword belt. Pauldrons covered her shoulders, kissed by her fiery hair, and bracers clad her forearms.

“I'm just too happy to sleep, my Queen,” I said. I loved calling her that. Maybe, once she had the High King's sword, she could take her ancestor's place, defy custom that said no woman could rule, and reforge his empire.

She was his heir, descended from his daughter Lily. And then she would be my Queen in truth. The sphinx I met in Raratha said I was fit to be a queen's concubine.

“I can see that,” Angela smiled. She shifted with the ship's roll, rustling a coil of coarse rope looped over her right shoulder. In her hand she held a small, leather satchel.

I smiled at the rope. “Do you need to secure something, my Queen?”

“I have a naughty concubine who has decided to dance about the deck.” She glanced up at the skies. “And with the sea so choppy and the sky darkening, I feel the need to secure her properly. To bind her in place.”

My heart thudded more. I loved bondage. I didn't know that when we started the quest, but being wrapped up by a giganraneae's web and then bound by a dryad's tree had awakened desires in me. I liked being bound. I liked being spanked. I liked pain and domination.

And Angela liked giving them to me.

“It would be tragic to lose your concubine,” I said with a grin, my pussy growing hotter and hotter. My nipples ached. “She is such a lovely thing. And where else can you find a woman as beautiful as her?”

“Oh, the Halanian women are gorgeous, and everyone knows nothing rivals the radiance of a Zeutchian woman.”

My eyes widened. “Is a dark-skinned whore or a busty, blonde slut at all comparable to a Secaran flower?” I licked my lips, savoring the feel of my tongue stud. “Especially one temple-trained and dedicated to Saphique.”

“Well...” Angela's smile played. “Maybe she's not irreplaceable. It would be a lot of work to find another woman like her. So I guess I better tie her up. Make sure she's safe and sound.”

I nodded my head. “Whatever my Queen thinks is proper.”

Angela licked her lips, her hips shifting, chainmail loincloth clinking. “Strip.”

“Yes, my Queen,” I said, my cheeks growing crimson. There were so many men on deck, watching us. They all stared at me with lust-filled eyes. They knew I was dedicated to Saphique, sworn to never touch a man, so they all lusted after me. They all wanted to be the guy to fuck me straight.

And Angela delighted in showing off my body to them, humiliating me. She knew how wet it made me.

I trembled as I undid the knots of my robe. Excitement and shame writhed through me as the pirates stopped their work. Coarse words found my ears as I slipped my robe off my shoulders, letting it fall off my naked body, exposing my small breasts and shaved pussy. Both my nipples were hard. I stroked my stomach, brushing my belly piercing adorned with a single ruby marking my proficiency at cunnilingus.

I was such a pathetic acolyte. I should have been a priestess by now if I had applied myself.

“Mmm, just lovely,” Angela said. “Turn around with hands behind your head and legs spread apart. Let me look at you.”

“Vedr's queef, I would love to break in that cunt,” a sailor grunted from above.

“And drink milk from those tits. She would be a fuck.”

My cheeks burned as I obeyed. My hands went to the back of my head and my legs spread apart. My sticky pussy lips parted. I groaned, a trickle of juices leaking down my thighs. I turned slowly in place, my entire body trembling. I was exposed. My tits jiggling as I moved, my shaved snatch gleaming. The sailors gathered, the rough men a motley collection of Thlinians, Halanians, Valyans, Zeutchians, Thosian, and even Atholosian. They stared at me with unmistakable lust, openly grabbing their dicks, wanting to fuck me.

“Mmm, they are all eager for my concubine,” Angela said. “Just want to pounce on her.”

“Aye,” a dark-skinned Halanian named Abdwal said, his skin almost as dark as Chaun's.

“But then I would have to kill you,” Angela said with a laugh. “And who would sail the ship?”

The pirates grunted, mumbling.

“And I would have to skin you alive,” Captain Thyrna purred from the stern deck. She had rich-brown skin and predatory eyes. She leaned over the railing, fixing eyes on her crew. “Back to the sails. Stop ogling the little morsel.”

The pirates all obeyed her. Despite the fact that Thyrna was Thrak's slave and he had let the entire crew gangbang her on the voyage to Grahata, they still feared her. Many sported fresh lash marks. While we were in the Labyrinth, Thyrna had proven to her sailors why they feared and obeyed her.

She was a dangerous woman. I was glad Thrak tamed her because she scared me. Even now, my pussy dripping with lusts, her eyes made me shiver.

“Now lets get you in the hold and bind you all safe and sound,” Angela purred, bending down and picking up my robe. My pouch, containing healing potions and other items, clinked as she threw it over her shoulder. “Keep those hands behind your head and march. Let me stare at that ass.”

She gave my rear a smack, hard, stinging. I groaned then shuddered as her hand lingered, squeezing so possessively. She owned me, and I wouldn't have it any other way. “Yes, my Queen.”

I walked across the deck on bare feet. My nipples ached so hard. Shivers that had nothing to do with the chill in the air washed over me. My pussy burned and my body was eager. I could smell my tart musk tricklling down my thighs. My clit throbbed. I reached the stairs and descended into the dark hold.

There were no lights down here. The only illumination filtered down through the gaps in the decking, shafts of light falling on the cargo in the hold. It was all food. The Golden Hunger had been ferrying us about the Nimborgoth for little over a month. She hadn't been pirating. The treasure we stole from the Doge's Great Vault had paid our way, kept her pirates in coin, and kept the ship supplied.

I trembled as I walked through the dark hold, moving cautiously as my eyes adjusted. The ship creaked around us, rocking to the swell of the Nimborgoth. Angela had finally developed her sea legs, no longer throwing up like she had on our first few days. It was strange how you could get used to the rocking of the ship, naturally shifting your body with it.

“Right here is perfect,” Angela said as I stopped between two columns of wood supporting the deck. Iron hooks were set into the columns' sides, places to tie down cargo I supposed.

I froze in place, trembling with excitement, anticipation. Angela didn't say a word. Her chainmail loincloth clinked as the ship creaked. My feet shifted with the ship's sway. Another trickle of pussy juices rolled down my left thigh. I felt the bead work farther and farther down, teasing me as I waited.

What were we doing down here? What was in the leather satchel?

My breath quickened as the anticipation built. And then I heard a buckle come undone. Metal clanged as Angela stripped off her armor. I wanted to look back at her, but she hadn't give me permission to do so.

So I stood, listening to her strip, picturing her lush body coming into sight. Her breasts were large and soft, topped with pink nipples. Her shaved pussy would be on display, glistening with her tangy juices. Her legs so long. I could hear her work off her leather boots, freeing those gorgeous calves to be loved.

And then the rope rasped, rough fibers sliding against each other. Her bare feet slapped on the deck, moving closer. I trembled, my nipples aching. I bit my lip, fighting the urge to blurt out questions, to demand to know what she would do.

That wasn't my place.

I gasped when her hard nipples and soft breasts pressed into my back. The contact sent ripples of delight through my body. I let out a moan. I was so keyed up, her slightest touch burned me. And then her wet crotch pressed into the curve of my ass. Her hand stroked up my arm to my hands clasped behind my head. She seized the right, pulling it away.

“Let's get you nice and secure,” she whispered, hips undulating with her excitement, rubbing on my ass.

“Yes, my Queen,” I moaned as she went to work.

The rope was looped over my wrist, the knot pulled tight. I savored the burn as the rough fibers rasped around my skin. I shivered at the sound and feel. My pussy clenched. Then she yanked my arm taut a she drew the rope to one of the hooks. My arm, extended at an angle over my head, was pulled secure. Then she brought the rope over my head to another hook, secured it and seized my left wrist. The entire time, her body pressed and rubbed on my back, nipples massaging, my ass wiggling as my excitement grew.

I groaned as the rope rasped about my right wrist. The knot pulled tight. My arms were stretched taut, my shoulders aching. I loved it. I wiggled my hips. And then she did something devious. She threw the remaining rope over the span of rope running between the two hooks and pulled it taught above my head. She secured a knot there, the rope dangling before me. She then yanked hard on the end of the rope.

The line over my head pulled both my arms upward. I gasped, rising on my tiptoes as she tied the rope around my waist, securing the knot. If I tried to come off my tiptoes, I would pull on the central line and that would stretch my arms more, increasing the strain. It forced me to stay on my tiptoes. It was so wonderfully cruel. I groaned, shifting on my toes, my leg muscles already burning.

“Mmm, don't you look just beautiful,” Angela purred as she walked around me. She gave the taught line of rope leading to my stomach a twang, pulling on my arms, the fibers biting into my skin.

I groaned in pain, my pussy growing hotter and hotter.

She held up the satchel. Wood clinked inside. “I bet you're wondering what I have in here.”

I nodded my head, groaning, my feet shifting as the boat rocked. Oh, she was so cruel. I loved her so much. The pain only made me more excited. My nipples ached. Milk beaded them. I couldn't control myself right now.

“Beg,” Angela purred.

“Please, my Queen, what is in the satchel? What naughty treat do you have in there?”

Her grin grew. She was so beautiful. I could feel her love in every action down here. She knew me. She knew this is what I craved, and she gave it to me. I groaned as her fingers opened the satchel, reached in, and produced a clothes peg. It was a thin dowel, one end split into two prongs you could pry apart and clip your clothes to a line.

What was she doing with those?

She pried open the ends and brought it to the edge of my right breast. I gasped as she released the ends, my skin pinched between the peg. I groaned, pain flaring in my tit. She grabbed another, a naughty grin on her face.

“Beg me to cover your tits in these,” moaned Angela.

I shifted on my tiptoes, my arms aching, my calves burning. “Please, my Queen, clip all those clothes pegs to my tits.” As I squirmed with the rolling boat, the one clothes peg moved, shifting, pinching at my skin. A dull throb formed. “Please!”

Juices poured down my thighs. The pain made me so excited.

“You are so cute when you beg,” Angela moaned. “Mmm, and you are wet. I can smell you. You're such a slut. You want me to inflict you with pain.”

“I do,” I moaned, my fingers clenching. My wrists burned, rubbed by the rope. “Clip me! Please!”

She grabbed a second and attached it next to the first. I groaned at the flare of pain. I shifted, both clothes pegs pulling on my tits. Then a third. A fourth. She followed the curve of my breast down and around. My nipple leaked more milk as each pinch made me gasp.

Made my pussy clench.

My right breast throbbed with numb pain. Every time my heart beat, the pinched skin ached. She had attached fifteen to my right breast, the ends dangling down, pulling on my tit, wanting to pop off but they were too tight to.

She squeezed my left tit. “Keep begging, concubine.”

“Cover my left tit, my Queen,” I moaned, my body trembling. It was so hard to stay on my tiptoes, but if I sagged, I would dangle from my arms. Oh, it was such sweet torture. I loved her so much.

With a naughty smile on her lips, her nipples so hard, she pried apart the ends of the next peg and clipped it on. I gasped at the initial rush of pain as it clipped my skin, the ache dulling to a throb. She clipped the next and the next, moving around my breast, giving me more and more pain, making my pussy hotter and hotter.

I kept grunting and groaning with each one. Pain-filled moans escaped my lips. Tears burned at my eyes. My entire body quivered. Already, my brain swam with the excitement of her touch. The pain grew, swelled, coming closer and closer to ecstasy.

“Only two left,” Angela purred when she finished encircling my left breast.

All those points of throbbing agony made me groan. “Where do you want to clip them, my Queen?”

She held the last two in her hand, dropping the satchel. Where had she even gotten them? Did she buy them in Grahata just to play with me?

I loved her so much.

“I'm thinking here,” Angela smiled, stroking my hard nipples beading with milk.

My eyes widened. “Yes, yes, clip them on my nipples.”

“It will hurt so much,” Angela purred. “Are you sure?”

“Yes, my Queen!” My voice echoed through the hold.

She pried open the first, brought it to my hard nub. She let the ends snap back together. Pain flared in my nipple. My head tossed back. I shifted on my tiptoes. Throbbing agony shot from my nub. It hurt far worse than any of the ones decorating my breasts.

“Slata's hairy cunt,” I cursed as the pain shot through me. “Oh, Gods, that hurts.”

As I spasmed in pain, she clipped the second one on my right nipple, not even giving me a chance to get used to the first. Another flare of agony shot through me. The ropes creaked as I shifted on my tiptoes, my pussy clenching so hard. I gasped and moaned, screaming out my pain, cursing that bitch-goddess Slata.

“My Queen,” I moaned, tears falling down my cheeks.

“Do you want me to remove them?”

I stared into her blue eyes. “Only if that would please you, my Queen.”

She brushed at the falling tears. “I think it would please you more if I left them on.”

I smiled through the pain. “It would.”

My nipples were numb, the ache lessening, fading. The weight of the clothes pegs pulled on my nipples. I groaned, shifting with the ship as Angela moved around behind me. The pain made my head swim. I loved that feeling. I was getting closer and closer to drifting.

I just needed more stimulation.

Angela rustled behind me. What was she doing back there?

“Mmm, perfect,” she purred.

Something hard and smooth rubbed on my ass. I gasped, feeling my marble dildo. Angela had pulled it out of my pouch and strapped on the leather harness. The hard end dipped between my thighs, rubbing at my hot flesh.

“My Queen!” I moaned as Angela thrust it into my cunt.

The force of her thrust made my breasts jiggle. All the clothes pegs, particularly the two on my nipples, swayed, pulling on my flesh. I moaned, my feet shifting as my pussy clenched down on the hard, fake cock invading my depths. Pleasure rippled out of me.

She drew back and slammed it in again, our flesh slapping together. Her arms went around me, holding my stomach while her breasts brushed my supple back, nipples kissing my skin as she pounded me. The pain flared through my nipples and tits every time they jiggled from the force of her impact.

The pleasure churned in my cunt washed through my body, meeting the agony in my breasts. Together, the competing sensations washed through my mind. I moaned, rising higher and higher into a whole new space. A new reality of pleasure and pain.

“Fuck me, my Queen,” I howled. “Use me for your pleasure.”

“Uh-huh,” gasped Angela, her strokes hard and fast. She rammed the dildo deep into me. “You naughty concubine. You love it. You love being hurt and fucked. You would do anything I ordered.”

“Anything, my Queen,” I howled, the friction building the pleasure in my cunt. My flesh gripped the thick shaft. “You know that. I'm yours. You own me.”

“Yes,” Angela groaned. “You worship me. You love me.”

“I do! More than Kevin. He would never do this for you. He would never be your slave!”

“Never,” she agreed as she plowed me. My body shook and convulsed. The hot delight rushed through my body. My eyes widened. The rush of sensations poured through me, leaving me gasping and moaning. Shuddering. I couldn't help bucking, writhing. “I'm yours! Always! To the ends of the world!”

“Yes, yes, yes,” she groaned, her hands rubbing at my stomach, sliding up my flesh. “My little slut. Mmm, I love fucking you with the strap-on, pounding you from behind. Your ass jiggles every time I bury in you.”

My head leaned back. So much sensation rippled through me. I drank them all in, pain and pleasure, letting them carry me through a world of rapture. Her fingers moved higher, sweeping over the rope bound about my waist and nearing my tortured tits.

She grasped two of the clothes pegs pinching my breasts. And yanked.

My pussy clenched on the thrusting dildo. Pain flared in the numbed flesh. As the sensations rushed back in, so did the agony. I groaned, shuddering as it faded back away. It compelled me higher, swelling the rapture building in my cunt.

And then she yanked off another two.

“My Queen,” I howled as the pain flared. It hurt more when they were removed than when she put them on. “Oh, yes, yes. You're so wonderful.”

“You naughty slut,” she growled and yanked off another pair. “My slave. How much does this hurt?”

“So much!” I screamed.

“Captain Thyrna told me all about this.” She yanked off another two. My eyes rolled back into my head. “Maybe I should let her fuck you and claw you up as payment.”

“Whatever you think is best, my Queen,” I howled.

She kept pulling off the clothes pegs, working around my tits. The pain had me swimming in rapture. Pleasure and agony were so closely related. They bled from one to the other. My orgasm swelled in the depths of my cunt. I wanted to explode.

But I didn't have permission. Yet.

She kept ripping, throwing them to the floor as she pounded me. The dildo thrust so deep into me. She fucked me so hard, pounding me with her passion. My breasts jiggled, the two clothes pegs on my nipples bobbing and swaying. They were the only ones left.

Her hands grasped them. “You want to cum, slut?”

“So much, my Queen,” I moaned as she twisted the clothes pegs.

I almost came from the flare of agony. I shuddered, fighting it back down as my legs trembled. I wanted to collapse, to dangle from my arms. But that would hurt so much. My pussy clenched on the thrusting dildo. The friction burned so hot, with so much rapture.

“Cum, slut!”

Angela ripped off the clothes pegs.

Agony exploded in my nipples as sensation returned to them. They throbbed with my frantic heart beat.

I screamed out my rapture and agony. My head threw back.

My orgasm burst in my cunt's depths.

Rapture and agony burned through my mind. They boiled my thoughts. Nothing else mattered. Pain flared in my arms as I convulsed. My orgasm writhed through my body. Waves of pleasure met the pulses of pain. I spasmed and moaned, screaming out wordless pleasure.

I drifted. I soared. I was lost in my own universe. My body retreated. There was only the clashing sensations in my mind. The wondrous delight that being submissive and used could give. Only my Queen could give me this treat.

And I loved it. I savored it. I never wanted it to end.

~  *  ~

Knave Angela

“Love you, my Queen,” Sophia mumbled as her body shuddered. She dangled by her arms, her pussy impaled on the dildo. I held her as my rapture rippled through my body, juices flooding down my thighs.

“I love you, my concubine,” I moaned, holding her, treasuring the pleasure I gave her. The pain. She deserved this reward after the Labyrinth. After the stress of Kevin.

It was such a shock to have my memories come flooding back, to have the holes filled up in my mind. Kevin was there. I missed him. Part of me pictured the life we could have had as married knights facing dangers together.

If I had received a different Quest than slaying the Dragon Dominari, we would have had that life. I never would have been so angry at him that I would have given him up. I never would have needed to. So I wouldn't have fallen in love with Sophia. I would have fought my feelings like I had in those first few weeks of our journey.

But I had her now. I loved her. I was so glad I did. I would care for Kevin always, but he wasn't what I really needed. Sophia was. My little slave, my concubine, that I could tie up and hurt. There was a part of me that enjoyed inflicting pain, probably why fighting turned me on so much.

And Sophia enjoyed being hurt. I wish I could cum like she did. But I was so happy I could give her such joy.

“Love you,” she kept mumbling as I untied her. She was out of it, drifting through rapture. I sank down against a crate, holding her on my lap, her tits covered in red marks from the clothes pegs, her nipples swollen.

“Love you,” I whispered as I held her, stroking her face, waiting for her to come back to reality.


Chapter Two: Poisoned Heart

Xerathalasia

The wind ruffled through my hair as I stood on the top of the mainmast in a little tub they called the crow's nest. I had no idea why. I leaned against the last few feet of the mast jutting through the tub's center, staring back at the gray ocean, the sea churned into a white froth by the ship's wake.

A seagull gave a haunting call.

Minx loved me. The little halfling thief, bursting with energy, loved me. She had blurted it out when she thought I was dying, and then as we writhed in the damiana-induced lust, I had called out I loved her while licking the Priestess Belinda's cunt.

But I don't think Minx heard me.

I couldn't love her. It was impossible. I had a wife, Atharilesia. Right now she would be holding our daughter in her arms, nursing her. She must have given birth since I left the forest four months ago. I married her when I slipped my cock into her pussy. That was how it worked for our people. She was my wife. I loved her.

Right?

I had to love her. We were married. It was a serious thing for an elf to slip her cock into another hermaphrodite's pussy. The potential for offspring demanded they be married, that they love each other. It had to be lust making me think I loved Minx. I was out of the forest, surrounded by duel-sexed races like humans and halflings. Women who let me fuck all the pussy I want. It wasn't cheating because I couldn't impregnate them.

So that was what my feelings for Minx had to be. Infatuation brought on by lust.

I closed my eyes, trying to picture my wife, but Minx appeared, her bronze face surrounded by her pixyish bob of metallic-red hair, her body slim and curvy, perfectly proportioned for her small stature. The way she laughed, how she grinned when she had a naughty idea, the way she bounced on her heels, how much energy burst out of her.

No. Atharilesia. Think of her. I tried to picture her green hair, her tall, lithe form. But she was only a faded image, an idea of an elf. I couldn't capture her face, her smile, her pointed ears, any of the details.

I took a deep breath. I was away too long. But this was almost over. I just had to remember that. I couldn't love Minx. I was married. It would only hurt us both if I even contemplated it. I had spent too much time with her. It was only natural, we were the only two members of the group not paired up, and Minx had her fascination with hermaphrodites.

She loved my cock. She loved my pussy. She loved me.

My heart raced. I wished she was up here right now so I could just be around her.

I didn't miss my wife. I hardly thought about her any more. When had that happened? I used to think about her face every night before I fell asleep, and then I met Minx. I chased her through Raratha, and she had wormed into my thoughts.

Atharilesia. Atharilesia. Atharilesia.

Remember how she smiled. Remember how she laughed, how she walked, how she moaned in bed. Remember the feel of her breasts, of her cock pumping inside my pussy. Remember it all. Don't forget her. You have to go back to her when this is over. You can't take Minx with you.

Flashes of the Mirage Garden interrupted my re-creation of Atharilesia. Riad, the garden's master, had used our own desires to try and trap us in illusions. Minx had found more treasure than she could imagine, but he showed me my forest. And Minx. She was with me. I was teaching her how to track. I didn't see my wife.

Matar's cock, did I really love her?

No. Minx loved me and saw treasure.

But she didn't fight at all when I took her away. She was happy to see me.

“Hey,” a cheerful voice said, snapping my eyes open.

I groaned as Minx hopped over the side and landed before my naked body. She stood at eye level with my crotch, a grin on her lips. She stared up at me and my heart quickened. Her smile was so radiant. My wife's image banished from my mind.

“Hi,” I said, trying to be cautious. “Do you need something?”

She grinned and then pressed her face into my pussy. I groaned, my back arching. Her tongue licked through my folds. It was so small yet moved so quickly. It darted through my petals, teasing me, sending delight rippling through my body.

My large breasts bounced before me. I groaned, shifting as she licked and nuzzled. Her nose brushed my clit, making me throb while her short arms reached around, her hands barely grabbing the cheeks of my ass. The wood of the mast rubbed on my back as I squirmed.

“Minx,” I panted. Annoyance tinged the pleasure. I didn't need this right now. She was just confusing me. I couldn't love her. I loved Atharilesia.”

“Mmm, you taste so delicious,” Minx purred. She licked again.

I groaned. She was so insatiable. My hand reached down, stroking through her metallic hair. It was so soft and silky. My eyes fluttered as her tongue licked again, her small fingers digging into the cheeks of my ass. I shuddered as she pulled them apart, the rough mast sliding partly into my crack.

My nipples ached as my breasts jiggled. My ears twitched. I let out a groan as her tongue flicked around my clit. She circled it and then her lips sucked. I bet she wanted it to sprout into a cock. I stared down at her eyes as she worshiped me.

And saw her love burning in them. How had I missed it before now? It was so obvious.

“Minx,” I moaned, wanting to tell her I didn't love her.

Wanting to tell her I did.

I ripped my gaze away, grinding on her mouth. She sucked and slurped, devouring my juices. The scent of marigolds, my pussy juices, mixed with a fainter, lavender musk, her excitement. I groaned, my ears twitching more as the pleasure built in the depths of my body. I sucked in breaths through my nose. My body quivering.

She stirred up such pleasure through me. Her tongue licked at my folds again, thrusting into the depths of my pussy. She had her lips pressed tight into my snatch, pushing her tongue as deep as she could. It slid around, swirling and caressing my snatch, making me squirm and moan and shudder.

It was wonderful. Amazing. I wanted to scream out my enjoyment. She was amazing. The best.

“I love...” My eyes widened as I clamped my jaw shut. I almost blurted it out. “I love your tongue.”

“Mmm, and I love your pussy.” Her right hand moved from my ass, shoving between my thighs. Her fingers joined her tongue, licking and nuzzling.

“Matar's cock,” I moaned as I shivered. My ears twitched violently as her fingers massaged my clit, her tongue flicking at my folds.

“Mmm, your pussy is so juicy. But it needs to be filled.”

“Yes.” Three of her fingers penetrated my cunt. “Oh, yes, Minx. Henta's prowess, that's wonderful.”

Her three fingers probed so deeply as she pumped them in and out. Her tongue flicked at my clit, teasing me, making me squirm and spasm. My pussy clenched on her digits as ripples buzzed through my body, my toes curling on the wood.

Her lips sucked on my clit. She made me spasm while she slipped a fourth finger into my pussy. They wiggled inside of me. Wonderful delight rippled from her touch. My orgasm swelled as she nibbled on my clit.

I groaned, ears wiggling. My hands moved up, stroking the sensitive tips. “Minx.”

“Mmm, now you're really going to love this.” Minx grinned at me, her lips smeared with my juices. Her fingers balled up inside of me.

She fisted me.

“Oh, yes,” I gasped as she fucked her arm inside of me. Her fist bottomed out, her arm sunk in past her wrist. “You naughty minx, yes.”

My breasts jiggled and bounced as I humped against her fist ramming into my pussy. She stretched my cunt while her tongue flailed at my clit. The friction burned through me. I shivered against the rough wood of the mast, my moans ripped away by the gusting wind.

I savored its caress on my body as Minx fisted me. I moaned and groaned, humping, my pussy clenching on her arm. She shoved it so deep into me. Over and over, going faster and faster, making me twitch and gasp.

“Cum,” she moaned, her blue eyes shining up at me. She wanted to give me such pleasure. “Oh, yes, cum for me.”

“Minx,” I gasped, the pleasure rising. I switched to elvish, knowing she couldn't understand me, and gasped, “Yes, yes, I love you so much. Oh, my goddess, you're making me cum! Matar's cock! Henta's prowess! Love you!”

My body exploded with pleasure. I heaved and gasped. My cunt spasmed about her pumping fist. Waves of pleasure rippled through my body. My eyes squeezed shut while my fingers stroked my pointed ears. Rapture burned through me.

I heaved and gasped. My mind boiled. Minx danced in my thoughts. I loved her. I really did. And that couldn't be. I was married. I couldn't be with her. I would have to leave her. Even as ecstasy melted my mind, grief panged my heart.

“Minx,” I moaned. “Oh, yes, Minx.” I stared down at her as the last ripples of my pleasure shivered through me. I would just hurt her. I couldn't let her think I loved her.

“You looked so sad up here,” Minx said. “You still do. I hoped cumming would cheer you up.”

My heart yearned to give Minx what she craved for.

“What's wrong?” she asked, pulling her fist from my cunt.

“Just missing home,” I lied, tears beading my eyes. I couldn't love her. I had responsibilities. “My wife.”

Minx swallowed. “Oh.”

My heart broke at the pain in her sapphire eyes. She did love me, but she had to know I was married. She had to remember that. I didn't want to be cruel to her, but... Maybe it was best if she understood that I didn't love her.

“I miss her a lot,” I said, my heart aching worse and worse as her smile fell. “I can't wait to see her and our daughter. We're almost done with the Quest. And then I can return to them.”

“Yeah,” Minx said, nodding her head, looking so glum. Then she took a deep breath, trying to hide it. “Me, too. I can go back to Baraconia and get back to thieving.”

“I'm sure there will be plenty of treasure in Dominari's lair,” I said. “You'll be able to buy that house and have that harem of halfling men or hermaphrodites that you want.”

“Yeah,” she said, forcing a smile. Then she turned and climbed over the crow's nest and descended.

I groaned, wanting to follow. But I had to let her go. It was Atharilesia who I should love. I had to relearn that. And I had to keep my feelings for Minx bound up in my heart.

~  *  ~

Minx

I thought I heard her scream out she loved me during the orgy. But... Maybe I was wrong. She was addled on lust. But...the way she looked at me. The way she moaned my name. I thought she really did love me.

But she was married. She had her family.

Tears burned in my eyes as I descended down through the rigging. I moved slow, not having fun on my descent, not taking chances. Why did I have to blurt out that I love her when she was dying? What if she heard me? What if she knew?

I knew she was married. Why did I fall in love with her?

Because she was amazing. She was silent, and observant. She could track me through a bustling city. She was the only person to ever catch me. She was beautiful. She was fun and wise. She had taught me so much. She was so gentle. The way she smiled. The way her ears twitched as she laughed. The way she whispered my name as we snuggled in bed.

I slumped on a spar halfway down, the sail rippling in the wind, my hair blown. What was the point of even stealing the High King's sword once it was reforged at the Altar of Souls? Xera wouldn't chase me like I always imagined.

She would go home to her wife and child.

I stared off at the sea. What was even the point in traveling with the group now? It all seemed so empty. What was the point in having the wealth stealing the High King's sword would bring me if all I had to look forward to was being alone?

Why did I have to fall in love? It was all so easier before. “Damn you, Luben. Why did you have to poison my heart?”


Chapter Three: Cheating Transformation

Xandra

The seagulls' call ached my heart. I leaned in the bow of the ship, watching them almost hover alongside the Golden Hunger, balanced perfectly on the winds to move the same speed as the ship knifing through the waves. With their long wingspan, they could fly across the world. So free.

I couldn't. Despite being an avian, I couldn't transform. I didn't know why. Every time I tried, it wouldn't happen, and it would make me all panicked and flustered, and then I would start crying. I hadn't even tried in a year.

Failure was too disappointing.

“I stared at my lady fair with sadness on her lips. What shadow clouds her beauty? What pain aches her heart? Her lips were made for smiles, her eyes for dancing joy, so I came to her, song on my tongue, and strove to banish grief.”

I turned and gave my husband a faint smile as he walked the deck, his voice melodic in the rhyme of the poem he quoted. He was tall and slim, his skin the color of midnight, his hair moon silvery. His face was almost beautiful, perfect, making my heart beat faster as his violet eyes stared at me.

“Just feeling incomplete,” I said as he joined me on the bow. I turned from the seagulls, staring at the gray waters before us, waves slapping into the hull.

His arms slipped around my waist. “So there is no way for me to banish grief,” Chaun sighed. “If I could, I would sing a song of such beauty, and let it lift you into the skies to soar with them.”

“I know.” I pressed back into him. “But feeling your arms around me helps. It reminds me of what I gained by failing.”

“Failing is not an inspiring word.”

“What else would you use? I failed to transform, to achieve flight. But... I have you. I never would have if I could fly. I would have been mated two years now.”

“And that puts me at an awkward spot.”

“Hmm?”

“To find joy in having you means joy in your failure. It's a riddle.”

“I found joy in failure, too,” I said, my smile brightening. I couldn't fly, but I had never done it. What was I really missing out on? I had Chaun. I was happy with him. Soon he would fertilize my egg and I would lay it, hatch it, and delight in the child we created.

“I try to imagine what it would be like if I couldn't change my appearance. I would be...incomplete. I wish you could fly.”

“Even if it meant that I would have already been mated and we never would have had each other.”

Chaun didn't immediately answer. “Yes,” he said after a moment. “Because you would be whole.”

I smiled, my hips swaying. “I am whole, Chaun.”

His lips nuzzled at my neck. I groaned, shuddering. My pussy clenched, burning with heat. He had awakened me to sex, and my body craved it. I groaned, my eyes looking over my shoulder. Some of the crew watched us as they worked. They were all such brawny men. My hips moved more as I admired their strong muscles.

Chaun's hands slipped beneath my sleeveless blouse, pushing up to my breasts. I shivered as he cupped my small tits. Delightful chirps escaped my lips, my nipples throbbing against his palms as he rubbed me.

“Who are you looking at?” Chaun whispered. “What lout has caught your eye and inflamed your pussy?”

“Abdwal,” I moaned, my pussy clenching in memory of the Halanian pirate fucking me on the way to Grahata. That was when I was lost, confused. Thinking I was only a slut. Then Chaun had rescued me.

“Looking to cuckold me again?” Chaun asked, mirth in his voice. His fingers pinched my nipples.

“Yes,” I moaned. “I still remember how his cock felt sliding into me.”

And Chaun changed. I felt him growing bigger, wider. His hands swelled on my tits, growing suddenly rough, calloused by hauling ropes and canvas. He grew a little taller, his body so broad, so muscular and strong, arms like iron about me.

And his cock... It pressed into my ass through my skirt. My pussy dripped with excitement. Juices dribbled down my thighs as I groaned and undulated back into him. Another shudder escaped my lips as his fingers pinched and rolled my nipples.

“Where's your husband?” the deep baritone of Abdwal growled. “Did you wander from him again?”

“I did,” I moaned. “I'm such a wanton and wicked wife. I couldn't get you out of my mind.”

“Of course not, slut,” laughed Chaun in the same demeaning tone as Abdwal. He became the man, it was his gift. “You got a taste of Halanian cock and couldn't go back to that effeminate husband.”

“No,” I moaned, pushing back on his cock. “My pussy's so wet for it. Mmm, just ram it in. we have to be quick. He could return at any moment.”

“What's he going to do, sing at me?”

“Yes,” I moaned, grasping the railing before me. I clutched it as he humped his cock against me.

The roleplay made me dizzy. I loved Chaun so much. The games we could play together were scrumptious. My hips wiggled as his hands left my breasts, leaving my nipples aching. I could have any man I wanted and never cheat on my husband.

He hiked up my skirt, drawing it up my thin legs, exposing my flesh to the sight of others. I bet all those sailors were watching with envy. They all wanted to fuck me. And I could enjoy them all. Anyone that caught my fancy.

Chaun-Abdwal's thick fingers pressed against my pussy, rubbing me. They lacked Chaun's normal gentle touch. They jammed in roughly. My cunt sucked at them, the pleasure rippling through me. I groaned, humping back into him. I looked over my shoulder, seeing the ebony skin of Abdwal, lighter than my husband's tone. It was richer, with a brownish hue.

“You're dripping wet, slut-wife.”

“So wet. I love fucking your big cock, Abdwal. Ram it in me. Make me howl before my husband catches us.”

“Cheating whore.” His fingers jabbed so deep.

“Yeeessss,” I moaned, my body trembling. “Fuck me! Ram that cock in me.”

Clothing rustled. Chaun-Abdwal grunted as he pushed down his pants. They would be so tight on him after changing. And then the cock slapped into my ass. It was as thick as my husband's, but I could tell the difference in the shape of the tip, in the feel of it. It fell between my butt-cheeks.

I clenched down on it, my pussy dripping.

“Fuck me,” I moaned. “Ram it into my cheating, married cunt. Mmm, Luben's oaths, I'm such a wanton whore for this dick.”

“Vedr's mighty queef,” Chaun-Abdwal grunted. His hands seized my hips as he shifted his hips, his cock dragging through my butt-cheeks to my pussy, the thick tip prodding it.

And he thrust so hard, a pair of balls smacking into my clit as he filled me. I gasped, my back arching, my voice singing out my enjoyment as I took his girth. He was so thick and wonderful. This wasn't my husband's cock in me. It felt so different.

I loved it.

“Fuck my married cunt,” I moaned. “Luben's oath, yes. Pound me. Make me cum on this girth.”

“Do you get this wet for your husband,” he grunted as he pounded me, making me feel like such a whore. Such a slut.

“No,” I moaned. “Yes, yes, cuckold my husband. Fuck me. Make me explode. I need it.”

The pirate's rough hands seized my tits, squeezing. My nipples throbbed. My pussy clenched on his thrusting cock. He slammed so deep into me. My voice sang through the night. I gasped and shuddered; I undulated back into him. My hips writhed and pressed back, taking every inch of his cock into my married pussy.

The pleasure rippled through me. The ecstasy built swiftly in me. I groaned, panted. My entire body quivered. He drove into me so deep, so fast. The pleasure built in my depths as I enjoyed this cock. So different from Chaun's.

So wonderful.

I was such a slut. A whore. A married, wanton hussy.

My voice sang as my passion rose. His fingers pinched my nipples as his balls smacked over and over into my clit. My nub throbbed as I bucked back into his thrusts. I clenched down on him, savoring the pleasure building in my depths, driving me to my orgasm.

“Yes, yes, fuck me, Abdwal. Pound my cunt. Oh, Luben's oath, yes! Violate my marriage. Make me cum like the married hussy I am.”

“Such a married slut,” he growled, pulling on my nipples. “Cum, you nasty whore. Let me feel that cunt spasm on my dick.”

“Yes!” I sang as my orgasm burst inside of me.

Pleasure rushed through my body. My pussy spasmed on his dick, milking him, wanting his cum to splash into my married depths. The pirate hammered my cheating cunt. He grunted as he savored the pleasure.

“Cum in me,” I begged. “Really cuckold my husband. Fertilize my egg.”

“Yes,” he snarled, slamming into me, his balls so heavy with his cum.

The pirate erupted. His cum flooded me. I gasped, another climax shooting through my body. I milked out his cream as I soared at the front of the ship. I leaned over, the waves splashing up at me as the prow knifed through the sea.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned. “Oh, yes, I loved it, Abdwal.”

“Mmm,” he groaned. “And I loved fucking your married cunt, slut.”

I shuddered, the pleasure fading. “Oh, Chaun, that was so much fun.”

I felt him change, his cock shifting inside of me, his hands growing softer, fingers delicate. His arms weren't as strong, but they were the arms of the man I loved. He kissed gently at my neck, nibbling.

“My songbird,” he whispered. “You're all mine.”

“No matter who you become,” I panted.

~  *  ~

Warlock Faoril – The Golden Hunger, the Nimborgoth

“Is the pussycat eager to be played with?” I purred, stroking Captain Thyrna's wavy-brown hair. She knelt naked on the floor of her cabin, her dark-brown face staring up at me, eyes flashing with dangerous hunger. A purr rose in her throat, far more feline than any human could produce.

Because she wasn't human.

Captain Thyrna was a rakshasa, a race of all-female shapeshifters, deadly, dangerous. They often ruled over primitive tribes, worshiped as living goddess, receiving bloody sacrifices as tribute. Or they came from the dangerous Queendom of Naith, south of our destination. The Queendom was a dark place, the humans slaves to their rakshasa mistresses.

She had left it to be a pirate, dominating an entire crew of hulking, human males. Big, brawny men who all worshiped her, submitted to her. She fucked them, whipped them, took delight in causing them pain. And then she had tried to dominate my lover. But Thrak was too strong for her. My orc had transformed Thyrna into our pussycat.

Submissive and meek. I could feel the power inside her, the howling tiger wanting to roar out of her and claw me to pieces, but it was held in check by her lusts. As much as she liked dominating, she discovered even greater pleasure in being dominated. The crew were still her slaves, but so long as Thrak was aboard, she was his.

And I was so fortunate to play with her.

“Is your nasty cunt dripping, pussycat?” I asked, fingernails scratching at her. I stood naked, feeling my orc's eyes on me. He was behind me, his swarthy body also nude, covered in ropy muscles and puckered scars, the physique of a warrior. You would never know the soul of a scholar lurked behind his brutish gaze.

A mistake I made.

“It is, Mistress,” Thyrna purred, licking her lips. Her thighs shifted.

“And I bet you just want to beg to be used.” I slid my fingers down her cheeks to her lips. Her tongue lapped at my digits like a cat, warm and wet. I shuddered. “Don't you?”

“Being used makes me so happy.” A shudder rippled through her body.

The ship creaked around us. We sailed southeast from the island of Grahata, knifing through the Nimborgoth. Light spilled through the small portholes of her cabin. It was dim, muted, an overcast day as autumn gripped the great sea. I had grown used to sailing, my body rolling with the movements, shifting without me even losing my balance.

“That's good to hear, little pussycat,” I purred. I loved how she submitted. Despite my vast magic, the gold nipple ring piercing her right nub rendered her immune to my power. It was an alloy of gold and a metal called chromium, a secret the Magery Council in Thosi had never uncovered.

Antimagic. It was frightening and intoxicating. She could rip me apart, and I would be helpless to stop her.

But she knelt.

My pussy was so juicy. It dripped down my thighs. My hips shifted knowing Thrak stared at my pale ass. I could tell he was hard, feeling his lusts swelling through the room. The air buzzed with our arousal. We were rested from our nap, recovered from the night's events in the Labyrinth and the garden.

“Do you want me to lick your pussy, Mistress?” Thyrna purred. She leaned forward, rubbing her cheek against my inner thigh, almost nuzzling against my pussy.

“No.” I did, but I had other plans. I needed to be fucked, hard. My asshole clenched. Such naughty ideas. “It's time for you to be used. Face the corner. You don't deserve to watch us make love.”

“I don't,” she moaned, turning around.

Thrak let out a rumble of enjoyment. He liked to watch me play with our pet. Technically, Thyrna was his. But we were practically married. I wasn't sure we would ever formalize our union, but that didn't change anything. We would be together, traveling. We were both exiles, his self-imposed and mine brought on by dueling a Master Mage. No doubt a warrant had been issued by now, my death ordered by the Magery Council.

I bet that bitch Saoria was excited to sign it.

Thyrna turned on her hands and knees, pressing her face right into the corner of the wall, her ass wiggling. Her skin was a rich, dark brown color. It must be the tone of a Naithian human. Rakshasas resembled the look of their fathers whether human, orc, or another dual-sexed race. Juices dripped out of her shaved pussy, running down her thighs.

“Someone's a wet pussycat,” I purred, rubbing at her cunt. She was hot, her flesh silky. Juices coated my fingers. “Huh?” I jammed two into her cunt's depths.

“So wet and juicy, Mistress,” she purred, supple back arching. She wiggled her hips, pussy clenching on my fingers.

“That's good. I need my orc's cock nice and lubed. And that's all your cunt is good for. Lubing his cock so he can make love to my ass.”

Thrak let out another grunt of approval. His heavy footsteps creaked the decking as he approached. He loomed over me, the tallest member of the party and possessing the broadest shoulders. His arms were twice as thick as my thighs. He could wrap his strong hands about my waist and his fingers and thumbs would touch.

But they were gentle hands.

I loved his dick. The largest cock I had ever enjoyed. Thick, long, the tip pierced by bone like much of his face. It added to his brutish look, heavy brows, woolly black hair. He grinned at me, red eyes smoldering.

I ripped my fingers out of Thyrna's cunt. “Isn't that right, slut? Beg for Thrak to lube his cock in your naughty cunt.”

“Please, Master,” she moaned, wiggling those hips. “Lube that big, thick cock in my cunt. You own me.”

He grunted, falling to his knees. “I do own you, pussycat. You're my favorite pet.” He ran a finger down her spine, bringing a shudder from her. “Purr for me.”

Thyrna did, the sexy rumbles coming from her throat as she wiggled her hips. I brought my sticky fingers to my butt, pressing them between my cheeks. I found my sphincter, groaning as my fingers probed into my asshole. I liked taking it in the ass. There was something so completely intimate about the act. The most complete surrender that I could give to my lover.

The pussycat's purr turned into a yowl as Thrak rammed his huge cock into her cunt. I moved to the bed, popping my fingers out of my asshole, savoring that final, delicious ripple of heat. I spread out on the sheets, watching my orc's muscular back and ass.

Damn, that was an ass.

“Baste his dick with your filthy cunt cream, pussycat,” I moaned. “Get him so ready for me.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Thyrna moaned, her voice so full of pleasure. She wiggled her hips. “I will.”

Thrak grunted. He petted her back as he let his cock soak in her juices. He didn't fuck her, that wasn't the point. His dick was mine. He looked over at me, grinning at me. Approving. I shuddered, my thighs rubbing against my hot cunt.

And then he ripped his dick out of her cunt and stood. It thrust from his crotch, glistening with all her juices. They dripped from his huge shaft. His balls, covered in coarse hair, swung between meaty thighs as he walked to me, ducking ceiling rafters.

“Ravish my ass,” I moaned, wiggling it. My cunt was sooooo juicy. Dominating Thyrna was such wonderful foreplay. I didn't need anything more right now. Just being fucked hard.

Celebrating our love. Our life. The Minotaur was the greatest obstacle we faced in our quest. Only slaying Dominari would be harder. But Angela would be armed with the High King's sword. One piece to go and then this quest would be over.

And then what?

I had no idea, but Thrak and I would find it together.

The bed creaked as he climbed onto it. His hands squeezed my butt-cheeks. I groaned as his lips nuzzled at my lower back. I gasped, savoring the feel as his tongue licked up my spine. His fingers spread my asscheeks apart, brushing my wet sphincter. My pussy clenched.

“Thrak,” I panted as his tongue dragged up to my shoulder blades. “Mmm, love you.”

He pushed aside my short, brown hair to lick up my neck. I groaned, my smile increasing, my eyes staring at Thyrna's ass. She kept her head planted in the corner while I made delicious moans and sighs. Thrak's tongue reached my ear.

He nibbled. “Love you, wife.”

I shuddered. “Wife?”

“Any objections?”

“None,” I breathed, his body moving over mine. I felt his weight over me. His wet cock dragged up my thigh, nudging the bottom swell of my ass. “None at all.”

His cock slid between the cheeks of my ass. I groaned as the bone ring dragged through my crack, hard but slicked by pussy juices. And then the tip of his huge cock reached my asshole. He pressed on it, making me squirm and groan his name.

He was so huge. So thick. My asshole burned to accept him. My nipples throbbed against the coarse sheets. My arms hugged the pillow. It smelled of Thyrna's spicy musk. Thrak's arms planted on either side of me as he leaned his body over mine, his cock pressing on my asshole.

It tried to resist. It failed.

My sphincter surrendered to his girth. I gasped, eyes widening as my asshole spread wider and wider. His bone ring rubbed on my sensitive flesh. Heat washed through me as he pushed harder, his weight driving his dick into my bowels. The head was in, thick, stretching me open. And then more and more of his dick slid in.

“Faoril,” he growled.

“Mmm, yes, you're in me,” I moaned, as I savored the friction. His heavy balls thwacked into my taint, full of his cum.

I hungered for cum. I was a mage, using jizz to fuel my magic. And even though I was now a warlock, a renegade, I still practiced my craft. My body wiggled, eager for the pump of heat from my lover's dick.

His muscular chest rubbed on my back and shoulders. I felt so small beneath him but so safe in his arms. I gasped as he drew his dick back. It slid in so slowly, inch by inch, letting me savor his girth and the bone ring. That caressed my flesh, adding rippling delight through my body, my pussy clenching, clit throbbing.

He thrust into me.

“Gods, yes, Thrak!” I moaned, the sound exploding out of me as his powerful thrust expelled all the air from my lungs.

Heat burned in my bowels. They gripped his huge cock as he pounded me. My orc knew he could fuck me hard. He wouldn't break me. I liked it. Primal, powerful. My hips lifted up, savoring his shaft plunging over and over into my depths.

“Gewin's mighty cock,” he growled, the bed creaking from his thrusts. “This is a tight ass, pussycat. An ass that deserves my cock.”

“Yes, Master,” Thyrna moaned.

Her ass wiggled, juices dripping down her thighs as she listened.

I moaned louder. “Yes, yes, fuck me with this cock. I love it in my ass. He'll fuck me whenever I want. I'm his woman, not his dirty pet.”

“No, Mistress,” Thyrna purred. She was so excited to be humiliated.

“I could fuck this ass for eternity. I want you to cum and cum. My woman deserves her pleasure.”

“Thrak!” My voice echoed through the cabin. “Yes, yes, yes, pound my asshole and give me that pleasure!”

His hard strokes pressed my body into the mattress. My clit rubbed on the coarse sheets as my hips swiveled. The little nub connected straight to the core of my body, adding pressure to the pleasure Thrak's cock churned as he reamed my asshole. My nipples throbbed, too. His weight was on me. He was so strong, so hunky.

I grunted and gasped, lost to the pleasure surging through me. It was magnificent. Heat roared through me. It growled with hunger. My tiny body thrashed, matching the primal ferocity with which Thrak fucked me.

“Pound my ass, Thrak! Make me explode! Pater's cock, yes! Love your big dick!”

“You're so gods-damned tight. So hot. Faoril! Cum for me!” Thrak slammed in harder. “Let me feel that ass writhe. Let me know you have been satiated.”

“Yes, yes, yes, satiate me.” My body shuddered. “Give me the pleasure the pussycat never will get.”

Thyrna moaned.

The bed creaked so loudly My clit throbbed. My nipples ached. My pussy clenched. My ass burned. His dick was amazing. The best cock in the world. I clenched my bowels down on his thrusting shaft, increasing my pleasure while my hips humped.

I tensed.

My eyes squeezed shut.

“Thrak!”

I came.

Pleasure exploded in my pussy. It rushed out of my cunt's depths and through the rest of my body. Both my holes spasmed, my bowels writhing about his amazing cock, clenching on his bone ring. Rapture washed through my body, electrifying me.

“That's how you please a woman, Thrak! Oh, yes! You are a stud! Gods, what a lover! Las has nothing on you, Thrak! Nothing!”

“Keep cumming. Massage my dick with that ass.”

“Yes!”

His powerful strokes stimulated me as the rapture exploded over and over through my body. Detonations of ecstasy slammed into my mind. I moaned and thrashed, the cabin spinning around me as he kept hammering me with his dick. He kept making me gasp and moan. I gasped and grunted, drinking in every stimulation.

I screamed out his name over and over, gasping them between gulping breaths. My back pressed into his chest while his strokes hammered me into the bed. It creaked so loudly, shaking, shuddering. Maybe it would collapse, unable to survive my orc's passion.

“Thrak! Thrak! Cum in me!”

“Faoril!” he grunted. “Gewin's mighty cock, yes!”

Rapture. Hot, thick, creamy rapture flooded my ass. His seed splashed through me. I groaned as his balls unloaded blast after blast of his jizz. It spilled through me. It filled me to the brim. I shivered, hugging the pillow so tight as my vision fuzzed with passion.

I was the luckiest woman on the planet to win Thrak's heart.

~  *  ~

Chaun

“Vedr's queef, that was strange to watch,” a pirate grunted behind me. “Never seen myself fuckin', Changeling. But your wife loves my cock.”

Xandra's pussy clenched on my still hard dick. “She did,” I grinned over my shoulder at the pirate. “Shame you'll never get to fuck her again. Not when I can become you.”

He grunted then glanced at the bridge. “I'll just have to remember how sweet she gasped on me.”

“Yep,” Xandra said, her hips wiggling. “Mmm, now I need my husband to fuck me hard. I was such a bad wife.”

I opened my mouth to laugh when a beautiful song drifted up from the waves. My ears twitched. Pure lust sang in the song. Abdwal let out a groan behind me. Other sailors joined him. My dick throbbed in my wife's cunt.

“What's that?” Xandra whispered, her hips wiggling.

“I...” The song was so beautiful. So intoxicating.

“There's a woman in the water,” Xandra gasped.

“Siren,” I said with a strangled gasp, the song calling me. Promising such sweet delights. I just had to go to the singer. Jump in the water and find ecstasy.

“No,” gasped Xandra. “Don't listen to their song, Chaun. They'll drown you!”

I pulled my cock out of my wife's pussy. It was nice, but that song promised something even better. Even tighter. Even hotter. I moved to the railing and grasped it. The woman singing was so beautiful, her blue-green hair clinging to her sky-blue face, her lips so lush as she sang. Her breasts bobbed just beneath the waters.

And even deeper was the embrace of her pussy. Of ecstasy. I jumped over the side, Xandra screaming behind me.


Chapter Four: Siren's Call

Thrak

I drove my cock a final time into Faoril's asshole. The last spurt of my cum ejaculated out of my dick. The pleasure surged through my body from the pulse of jizz racing down my shaft and into her bowels' depths.

I collapsed on her. “Faoril,” I groaned, holding her. Brown hair spilled across her flushed cheeks, her eyes staring at Thyrna in the corner. A pale hand gripped her pillow. Her nose piercing glinted in the dim light of the cabin.

She needed to adorn her body in more piercings.

“Thrak...” She sighed my name, full of throaty pleasure. I had felt her cumming over and over.

“Satiated?” I asked her.

“For now,” she moaned. “Oh, Gods, you know how to fuck. That cock... The best. I meant it. Las has nothing on you. The God of Lust is an amateur.”

“Better watch out,” I laughed. “He's a jealous god. He might send one of his children after you.”

“Mmm, they're fun to fuck.” Faoril giggled, her bowels clenching on my softening dick. “Those imps in the caldera... Or maybe it will be Chaun. And I can fuck two of you. I liked that.”

I grinned, remembering the time Chaun wore my appearance and we double-teamed Faoril.

I kissed her cheek, bending my spine to do it. I was just too tall. I rolled off of her, my dick plopping out of her ass. I glanced at Thyrna in the corner, my dick lying shiny on my dark pubic hair and belly.

“Pussycat, come lick me clean of Faoril's ass.”

“Yes, Master,” she moaned with wanton alacrity.

“Mmm,” Faoril sighed, her voice sleepy. “Do it, kitty.”

Thyrna turned around and crawled on the floor, her breasts jiggling. She reached the bed and crawled on it, climbing over Faoril to reach me. The pirate captain settled between my thighs, licking her hungry lips as she stared at my cock.

Purring, Thyrna leaned down and took a long, slow lick up my cock, her tongue swiping me clean. I groaned as she reached the crown, brushing the sensitive spot. I savored the bathing heat. Her tongue flicked my cock ring.

“Get him all clean,” sleepy Faoril purred. “That's a good pussycat.”

“All clean, Mistress.”

My eyes flicked to Faoril's pale asscheeks. They were round and tight. I couldn't see my cum trickling out of her asshole, but I knew it was happening. It was leaking out of her. A wonderful, delicious, creamy tide. I glanced at Thyrna licking up my cock.

I knew what she would have to clean next.

My dick swelled beneath her bathing tongue, throbbing with new desire. Her tongue licked up and down my shaft slowly, dragging it, making sure to clean Faoril's sour musk from my cock. Her eyes stared up at me with such submissive heat.

I stroked her wavy-brown hair as she licked. Her purring increased. Her tongue swirled about my crown. She engulfed it for a heartbeat, giving me a single, hard suck. I groaned, my hips rising as I savored her teasing.

“That's it, pussycat,” I groaned. “Get me all clean. Then you have to lick Faoril's ass. I left so much cream in her.”

“Pussycats love their cream,” Faoril sighed, still looking away, half dozing.

“They do, Mistress,” Thyrna purred, hips shaking. If she had a tail, it would be lashing back and forth, eager for play.

Thyrna sucked on the tip of my cock again, longer, harder. Her lips bobbed down until my cock ring pressed on the back of her throat. Then she slid back up it, leaving my dick shiny with her saliva in the wake of her lush lips.

She popped them off. “I think you're clean, Master.” She pouted. “But I can keep licking and sucking.”

“Faoril needs her ass cleaned, pussycat.”

“Yeeesss.” Faoril wiggled her ass.

Thyrna licked her lips and moved to Faoril. She grabbed my lover's butt-cheeks and parted them. She spread Faoril wide. I caught a glimpse of a cum-stained sphincter before Thyrna's hair obscured my view. Faoril squealed.

I grinned, my dick aching now as I watched my pussycat lick my wife's ass clean. Wife. I hadn't thought of my first wife, my first love, in a while. I looked up at the ceiling, wondering if Serisia was watching us from the Astral Realm, a smile on her lips. Her spirit had approved of Faoril. Serisia wanted me to be happy again. To live and enjoy my life. Anger and conflicting guilt washed through me. Anger at the Ghost Wolves for violating and killing her, and guilt that if she hadn't died I never would have met Faoril.

To receive the love of one woman, I had to lose the other. It was so wrong. I wished they were both here.

“Oh, that's so nice, pussycat,” purred Faoril. “Lick up all of Thrak's cum.”

I stood up, feeling restless. I stretched my back, spine popping. An unearthly song drifted through the walls of the ship. It was beautiful, perfect. It wrapped about my senses. My dick thrust hard before me, throbbing with need. There was such sweet promise in the song.

I blinked, shaking my head.

“Oh, yes, yes, yes, lick it all out. Probe that nasty tongue into my dirty ass.” Faoril let out a giggle. “Oh, Thrak, she's devouring me.”

I gave a grunt, walking to the door. “Need to... Check on something...”

Who was singing this beautiful melody? It promised such rapture. Such ecstasy. I ripped open the door and went to find out.

~  *  ~

Chaun

I dived into the waters of the Nimborgoth. The cold sea engulfed me. I shuddered, kicking for the surface. Even underwater, the song promised such rapture, such lust. My dick throbbed hard before me. I broke the surface, bobbing in the swells, the Golden Hunger sailing by.

I didn't care. I stared at the siren as she smiled at me, her breasts bobbing at the top of the waves, her blue-green hair clinging to sky-blue shoulders and face. She was lovely. Beautiful. Gorgeous. Her lips moved with sensuous grace as she sang her song. One of a dozen. She beckoned me, finger curling as she sang for me.

“Chaun, no, she'll drown you,” my wife called from above.

But she didn't understand. Xandra couldn't. She didn't have a dick. She didn't have an aching cock demanding to be buried in the rapture of the siren's pussy. The beautiful creature's eyes flashed as I swam towards her.

“Help, help!” Xandra shouted.

I reached the siren. Her slim arms went around me, pulling me to her body. Such bountiful breasts pressed on my chest. Her nipples were hard, throbbing with her passion. Her lips met mine in a passionate kiss.

And the song... That sweet, rapturous song still sang from her throat. It hummed through my entire body. My cock throbbed against her belly.

I had to be in her. I had to be buried in her. I had to fuck her hard, fast.

Her hands seized my silver hair, holding me tight as her tongue probed my mouth. I met it, kissing her with every ounce of passion I possessed. Her song engulfed me. The cold of the sea faded away, the frightened screams of my wife, the sound of waves splashing on the Golden Hunger's hull.

None of that mattered but her kiss, her embrace, her cunt.

I had to be in her cunt. All three of my balls ached to unload in her, to give her my seed. I shifted my hips. My dick slid down her crotch, meeting the wet caress of her pubic hair. And then I was between her thighs. She undulated her hips, helping me enter her.

I slid into her furnace. Hot, wet silk engulfed my cock. It was all the pleasure that her song promised. The siren sang louder as we kissed. My entire body quivered as her thighs embraced my waist. Her pussy slid all the way down my cock.

I was in her. Sweet rapture.

The friction was ecstasy. My hips pumped as my hands seized her ass. I gripped her as she pulled us beneath the waves. We floated in azure, our bodies writhing together, loving each other, sharing our pleasure, our passion. I pumped away as we drifted weightless.

Her hair was a fine net spreading about us as we spun. Dark blue beneath us, pale blue above. I couldn't breathe, didn't need to breathe. I just had to keep pumping my hips, savoring the embrace of her pussy.

I distantly felt the burning of my lungs. My vision fuzzed. The pleasure only increased the foggier my head grew. Her fingers dug into my scalp, her thighs locked tight about my waist as I hammered her cunt.

All three of my balls boiled. She needed my cum. Her song demanded it.

The friction of pumping through her cunt combined with my dizzy head. Everything was fading: the sea, the sounds, the world. Everything except the feel of her body. I kept fucking her, slamming into her. The need to cum kept the darkness from dragging me down.

I had to last a little longer.

The friction was exquisite. Pussy. Hot. Tight. Pussy. All that mattered. Nothing else. Balls boiled.

I slammed into the siren. I moaned into her mouth. My vision fuzzed to darkness. My cum exploded from my cock. Rapture slammed through me. I spasmed in her embrace as everything slipped away from me.

Darker. The pleasure fading.

Her hot pussy the only sensation I felt. Her hot sheath milked my cock, sucking out all my cum. Darkness pressed down on me and...

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

The song pulled me out of my reverie. I blinked as I stood in the crow's nest. I shook my head, ears twitching. Despite the song, my thoughts were still on my problem. Minx. Somehow I had fallen in love with her. And that couldn't be. I was married. This was a mistake. We had spent too much time together.

I peered over the side of the railing. In the water, I spotted two dozen women surrounding the ship. They sang ugly songs, their voices belching gurgles and splutters. I frowned, studying them. What were they? I wasn't familiar with the things that dwelt in the sea.

Xandra cried out in warning. Chaun dived over the railing. My eyes widened in realization. Sirens. The daughters of Las born when his seed fell into the deep oceans. Creatures who attracted males with songs that were supposedly beautiful.

Already, other members of the crew threw themselves overboard, swimming towards the sirens. Chaun reached one, Xandra leaning over the rail, screaming with frantic fear. The siren embraced him, arms locked tight as they kissed.

I moved.

My heart raced as I leaped over the side of the crow's nest and landed on the topmost spar. I swung down, grabbing the rope netting the sailors used to climb. I raced down it with nimble grace, naked nipples grazing rope.

My bow was down on the deck. I had to reach it and help. Xandra's fear sang across the deck as more sailors raced for the decking. They had to be stopped. Minx, landing on the deck below me, pulled out one of her alchemical bombs. She threw it. White-brown foam exploded about the feet of three sailors, locking them in place.

Smart.

I landed on the deck beside her. “Keep the crew from going overboard.”

“Yeah,” she snapped, giving me an angry, hurt look.

My heart quivered. I didn't want to hurt her. But she had to understand. My place was in the Deorc Forest with my wife. I had to love Atharilesia. Once I stopped spending every moment with Minx and gotten some distance from her, I would remember to whom my heart really belonged.

Atharilesia. She was the mother of my child.

Another sticky bomb trapped four pirates as I snagged my bow. I limbered it with practiced ease, pulling out the elf-hair string coated in beeswax from my belt. I snagged my quiver, throwing it over my shoulder, and raced to the side of the boat.

“No, no, Chaun!” Xandra shouted. “You'll drown.”

Chaun was beneath the water, along with another half-dozen pirates, all locked in the sirens' embraces. Chaun spun as he fucked his siren, their bodies shadows beneath the dark waters. I knocked and drew an arrow, aiming, timing their spin.

I released.

My arrow struck the water. It knifed in only a few feet before slowing to a stop and bobbing back up to the surface. My stomach twisted. They were too deep. “Where is Faoril? We need her magic!”

~  *  ~

Minx

“Keep the crew from going overboard,” I muttered with a mocking sneer, a strange surge of anger shooting through me. “Good enough to boss around and fuck, but can't love. Because of her wife.”

I threw my second sticky bomb, trapping another four sailors in a whoosh of foam. It expanded around their legs in a heartbeat, reaching up to their waists and then solidifying. They grunted, struggling to move.

“No, no, we have to go to the song,” a brawny Thlinian pirate shouted, desperate lust on his face.

“Idiots,” I muttered.

“Where is Faoril? We need her magic!” shouted Xera.

“Where else? With her lover,” I snapped, turning to the cabin.

The door crashed open and Thrak burst out naked, his impressive cock thrusting hard before him. I took one look at his eyes and understood. He was enthralled by the sirens, too. His dick thinking for him. I didn't get how any of these idiots could like the caterwauling rising about the ship. It was disgusting. As painful to hear as fingernails scraping across slate.

He was as stupid as Xera.

I threw my last sticky bomb hard. My aim was off, my hand shaking as I released it. It struck Thrak in the chest. I winced as the foam burst around him, sliding up and down his body, expanding to fill the entire doorway. It came up to his neck, almost engulfing his head. One hand thrust out before him, fingers wriggling.

“Cernere's nimble fingers,” I groaned, staring at the blocked doorway. “Idiot.” Now how would I get to Faoril?


Chapter Five: Desperate Passion

Xandra

I stared at the dark waters. I could just see my husband beneath the waves. I moved down the railing, the ship sailing past him as he drifted with that damned hussy. That was my man. She was drowning my husband. He couldn't breathe. He was fucking himself to death.

“No, Chaun.” Tears poured down my cheeks. I reached the end of the railing, running into the stern deck rising up over us.

“Xandra, you have to do something,” Xera shouted.

I raced up the stairs of the stern deck. The wheel stood empty. The helmsman must have thrown himself after one of those disgusting women. I raced to the end of the stern deck, peering back at Chaun twisting in the wake.

“Get Faoril!” Xera shouted.

“Faoril!” Minx screamed. “We need you!”

Thrak let out a bellow. “Need to get to the song!”

I gripped the railing at the stern of the boat so hard. How long could Chaun hold his breath? There had to be something I could do. It was so hard to think. I struggled to breathe. I sucked a deep one through my clenched teeth. What could I do?

Stop being an idiot. That was what I could do. We didn't need Faoril's magic. I had magic.

I shoved my hand into my pouch and seized my water totem. The piece of mangrove wood carved with undulating lines quivered in my fingers. I focused my power through it, stroking the lines. Elementals were around us.

I seized as many as I could. I sent them at Chaun and the other pirates. The waves flowed strangely, sweeping against the prevailing current as the elementals moved under my command. My heart beat faster as I stared at my husband's form. He was so hard to see. The waves rippled, reflecting the gray cloud, acting like a mirror.

“Chaun!” I screamed as my elemental wrapped him up and hauled him to the surface.

The siren broke the kiss and glared at me.

I glared back. “That's right, bitch, that's my husband you're trying to kill!”

I controlled all the elementals, making them my puppets, pulling the other drowning pirates above the surface. But with my focus split between so many elementals, they weren't big, their bodies weak. I couldn't free the men. I could only keep them from drowning.

Something else had to be done. But what? Why was it so hard to think when danger was around?

I shoved my left hand into my pouch and grabbed my air totem. The ship was sailing farther away. I had to stay close. Xera's arrow fired, shooting at the sirens closest to the ship. But she had a limit on her range, and the winds were gusting so hard, so strong, driving the ship farther and farther away.

I had to act. I grit my teeth and summoned another elemental.

~  *  ~

Chaun

The darkness fell away in a rush as I breathed. Lips left mine. I blinked, dazed. My cock ached, buried in rapture. The song engulfed me. I bobbed on the surface, embraced not only by the siren, but by the water around me. It caressed me, held me up, let me breathe.

So I could keep enjoying rapture.

“Oh, yes,” I moaned as I pumped away. “What a sweet pussy. Keep singing. Keep making me feel wonderful.”

“Chaun!” a distant voice shouted, almost silent over the waves. “Chaun, stop fucking her. She's trying to kill you.”

How could I stop fucking this wonderful creature? It was ecstasy being in her, feeling her body against mine, the silk of her pussy. I squeezed her nubile body, her thighs holding me tight. She undulated her hips, our flesh smacking together beneath the water. Her nipples were so hard against my chest.

I kissed at the siren's neck. She tasted so wonderfully salty. I licked at her, groaning as my balls built another load of cum to unleash into her fertile pussy. My fingers kneaded her ass, prying apart her butt-cheeks. My fingers dipped in, stroking her sphincter.

Her song grew even throatier. The siren shivered in my arms as I probed into her asshole. She was hot and tight in there. Virginal territory. I could sense it. I rammed my finger in deep, wiggling around in her hot bowels.

“You like that, you slutty siren?” I growled.

She bucked in my arms, her song answering with wordless lust.

“That's what I thought. You just want to fuck my huge cock and feel me finger your ass. Your pussy's aching for more cum. You want me to flood your cunt.”

“You have to stop fucking her, Chaun!”

A shadow soared over me. Xandra hovered above me, held up by an air elemental. I could see up her skirt, her pussy dripping with my cum. It leaked down her thighs. I groaned, thrusting harder into the siren's cunt, fingering her asshole harder.

“Chaun, stop fucking her. She's trying to kill you.”

“Can't stop fucking her! She needs this, Xandra. Can't you hear the passion in her voice?”

“Are you tone deaf? She sounds hideous!”

What was Xandra talking about? The siren sounded lovely. Her song burst from her throat. It wrapped about me. Such sweet lusts beckoned. My hips hammered her harder, faster. I shoved a second finger into her asshole.

She loved that.

Her hot pussy spasmed about my dick. She bucked in my arms. Her cunt milked me, desperate for more cum. I fucked her harder, turning in the water as we bobbed. My balls ached. I had more jizz to give her. She needed it. Every last drop.

“Keep singing that sweet song,” I groaned. “And I'll cum in you.”

“Song...” whispered Xandra.

~  *  ~

Xandra

I had heard my husband sing songs of stirring passion, songs of heroic courage, of lulling sleep, and calming peace. He knew the real magic of the song, beyond the technical aesthetics of a trilling voice singing in perfect harmony. He could sing as beautifully as any avian, myself included, but he also understood the underlying principals of song, how to manipulate them in ways I did not. He had to study to achieve what came naturally to my race.

But that study allowed him to go beyond the normal limits of song. To achieve something beautiful. Magical.

And he had shared those songs with me. I didn't understand the philosophy behind his note choices, but I could mimic them. I could pour my true emotions into my song and direct them at him. I focused on my husband as he pumped away in the siren's cunt, my fingers dancing on both my totems to keep them occupied. The sirens fought my water elementals.

They wanted to drown the men. And I wouldn't let them.

The wordless song trilled from my voice. I chirped with all the beauty of the birds I was denied in becoming. I stared at my husband. He looked up at me, midnight-black face glistening with drops of sea water, silvery hair matted by waves, black ears twitching. His violet eyes stared at me even as he fucked the siren hussy.

In my song, I put all my love and desire for my husband into the notes, playing the lusty songs I had heard him sing. I mimicked him perfectly, pouring it all out to him. I sang with more passion than I ever had in my life.

I was his songbird.

“Xandra...” he said, frowning.

The horrid, gurgling song of the siren grew louder, trying to drown out my beauty with hideous screeching. I wouldn't let her. I was an avian. I was born to sing. I floated lower, the waves brushing my bare toes as I stared into my husband's eyes.

I put the memory of the night I danced, before him. How I moved my body, my hips, dancing naked before this handsome man, hoping he would stir with passion. And he had. He hardened beneath my sensuous grace, his eye landing on me with such lust. And I responded. I poured out my excitement as I slid down onto his lap, rubbing my virgin pussy on his hard shaft. His dick prodded the entrance.

And I sank down him. Uniting us. Taking him as my husband. Beneath Luben's gaze, our passions were welded into one.

My pussy grew hot as I remembered pumping my virgin flesh up and down his cock for the first time, his hands groping my ass, our lips meeting in the sweetest kiss. Juices and his cum leaked down my thighs as I undulated in the air, held aloft by the air elemental.

“Xandra,” he groaned again. His hips stopped pumping. He floated, the siren undulating against him, trying to keep him interested in her deathly embrace.

He shook his head and frowned. He looked at the siren and recoiled. His hands seized her, pushing at her shoulders, struggling to break free of her embrace. But she held on tight. He growled, growing larger, swelling into Thrak, gaining the orc's big strength.

“Bitch,” he growled in the orc's voice, hands squeezing about her throat. “You tried to kill me.”

I kept singing. I couldn't stop. Other sirens' songs filled the air. They could still ensnare him. The siren gurgled, thrashing in his squeezing hands. Her eyes bulged. And then there was a loud snap. Neck breaking.

The siren went limp. The monstrous woman's body sank beneath the waves.

Chaun flowed back into his normal form. “Xandra,” he gasped. “That song... That passion. My songbird.”

Tears flowed down my cheeks. The water elemental holding him surged upward, lifting him until he stood above the water. I hugged him, hands full of my totems, naked body pressing against his dripping form. He shivered from the cold as he held me.

And I kept singing.

~  *  ~

Knave Angela

“What is going on?” I asked, gaining the deck naked. Sophia was still in the hold, recovering from our passionate session. The ship turned. Captain Thyrna was at the wheel, naked. Faoril was beside her. Thrak hovered in the air, half-encased in foam, thrashing.

“Sirens,” Xera said. She drew back her bow and fired, an arrow taking a blue-skinned woman in the throat. The siren let go of the sailor she held, her blood staining the dark waters of the Nimborgoth. “Two dozen of them.”

“Sirens?” I gasped. “In the Nimborgoth? I thought they stayed out in the deep oceans.”

“Perhaps they came up Shilter Straight from the Vilianth Ocean,” grunted the captain. “Someone reef the sails or we'll never get back to them.” No one sailed on the Vilianth Ocean. The monsters dominated those deep waters, cutting off our lands from the fabled countries to the east.

I gained the stern deck and peered around. Xandra floated in the distance, holding Chaun in her embrace. Over the horrid wailing, I could hear snatches of her beautiful voice. A shiver ran through me, my nipples hardening.

Water splashed. Faoril's magic slammed into the Nimborgoth. Sirens screeched as they were yanked under the water, their songs cut off. Thrak shook his head as he floated in the air, more chunks of foam falling off his body. Other members of the crew were stuck around the deck by more alchemical foam, shaking their heads as they, too, came clean of the sirens' songs.

“I'll hold them under,” Faoril said, arms folded. “Two dozen sirens. A whole school of them.”

“Should never have taunted Las,” Thrak grunted as the force holding him lowered him to the deck.

“I doubt that's why they're here,” Faoril said.

“What did she say?” Minx asked, a big grin on her face.

“That I had a cock to rival Las's,” Thrak laughed. “Then some of his daughters go and attack us.”

“Maybe,” I said. “Or maybe it's not a coincidence. One of my enemies. Slata could have arranged it.” I had defeated both her erinyes daughters and her priestesses accompanying the Knights Deute sent to arrest me. Pain for my relationship with Kevin throbbed my heart. “Or whoever hired Fireeyes to kill me.” Was that you, Lady Delilah? Or someone else.

“Bounty hunters are still after us,” Minx said. “That efreet caught up to us in Grahata. Have to be others on the prowl for us. Maybe they figured out a way to attract sirens. Little Damiana in the water or something.”

“Or a spell,” Faoril said. “Or it could have been random chance. I doubt we'll ever know.”

“I hate not knowing,” Minx sighed.

“It is terrible,” Xera said as she gained the stern deck.

“Yeah.” Minx shook her head then hopped off the stern deck. “Used my last sticky bomb. And I won't get a chance to restock for a while.”

I took a deep breath. Another danger overwhelmed. And we would face worse in the Haunted Forest. So many monsters were birthed there. Drakin Castle was the source. What idiot had hidden the final piece of the High King's sword there?

“I have to check on Sophia. She's still recovering.”

“Recovering?” Faoril blinked.

Thyrna let out a knowing laugh, her hair whipped by the wind. I smiled at her. She understood. When you pushed a submissive too hard, they were wiped out, drained, and needed caring for. My Sophia needed my loving to recover.

~  *  ~

Acolyte Sophia – Mouth of the Kemoh River

Rolling plains of golden grass spread out on either side of the Kemoh River. Its mouth was wide, but shallow as it dumped into the sea. I could see ripples of submerged rocks and other debris. The Golden Hunger couldn't sail up the river.

We had to get off here.

The sun set behind us, painting the plain with golden hues. Two days of sailing to get here and then we would have to walk. We had no horses. I was not looking forward to it. I missed Purity. I wondered what happened to my mare. Was she still in the stables of the Saltspray Palace? Or had the Doge sold her off along with Angela's warhorse Midnight?

We had to follow the Kemoh River southeast into the Haunted Forest and into the interior. Supposedly, one of its feeder streams flowed right from the Drakin Castle. All we had to do was follow the river, and we would find the lair of the Biomancer Vebrin, the most infamous warlock the world had ever known. Only the God Las had produced more monstrosities than the Biomancer had.

Tomorrow, we would put onto the shore and begin the final leg of our quest for the High King's sword.

Then the real quest could finally begin.

~  *  ~

Bebhinn the Soulborn Witch – The Haunted Forest

The werewolves lounged around me, curled about each other in the hollows of tree roots or on soft beds of pine needles. They were lethargic, mostly hunting by night. But they were all my bitches. At any time, I could strap on my dildo and fuck them, proving my domination.

It helped to past the time. Angela and her party couldn't travel as swiftly as a bird.

A red conjuration spirit drifted out of my pouch and danced before my face, buzzing with agitation. I smiled at its dance. As a soulborn witch, I could see the energy that abounded through the world as small sprites of varying hues. I grabbed my pouch and pulled out my mirror. Purple energy buzzed around it, enchanted.

“Show me,” I whispered to the conjuration spirit. It had traveled far through the mirror. I left it behind at the mouth of the Kemoh River.

The red spirit did a quick swirl, eager to obey me, and dived into the mirror. The polished silver bled to crimson and then into an image. The Golden Hunger at anchor at the mouth of the river, a figure in a white robe at the railing staring almost at me.

They had arrived. I suspected they would use the Kemoh River to find the Biomancer's lair. They were right on schedule. Around me, the werewolves sat up, all in their human forms, all lovely and female. They stared at me, sensing my mood.

“Soon, you will get to hunt,” I promised them.

They howled their delight. The bounty I would collect on Angela and her companions would make me as rich as a duchess. It was worth skulking for a week or more in the woods.


Chapter Six: Naughty Elements

Chaun – The Haunted Forest

“What is this green gunk?” Sophia asked, lifting her robe. “And why was it spewing it?”

“It had a cold?” I suggested, staring at the dead...thing. It was a hideous beast, a brown, misshapen thing, leathery skin giving way to brown scales. It had five legs, three wings, and two mouths with mongrel teeth.

“Are you saying it sneezed on me?” Sophia gasped. “Eww.”

Angela wiped her sword clean on the beast's hide. “One of the Biomancer's failed creations.”

“I'm going to wash off my robe,” Sophia said. “I hope there's not another one around.”

Xandra giggled as I strummed an ominous note on my lyre. Sophia gave me a hard look before vanishing into the brush, heading towards the sound of the Kemoh River. Angela sheathed her sword and followed her.

“Not one of his more inspired creations,” Thrak said, nudging what might have been a tentacle or a lump.

“I wasted a vial of cum on this thing,” snorted Faoril. “I think it suffocated on that green gunk, and it was a just a coincidence that it expired when Angela plunged her sword into its side.”

“Xera's arrow took it in the eye,” I pointed out, stowing my lyre in its case. It seemed pointless to keep it out. “That might have dealt the mortal blow.”

The elf turned, naked as always. She was on her second day of heat, her cock dangling between her thighs. I was shocked Minx wasn't on her knees sucking it right now or just impaling her pussy on it and having Xera carry her around the woods.

I leaned against the tree, my feet sore. After seven days of walking, six just to reach the forest, I had hoped my feet wouldn't be sore after walking for half a day. But they were. I missed Maiden. She was a good mare. Placid. Kept me from having to use my feet.

Minx flipped a dagger in her hand, a bored look on her face. She had been moody for the entire walk. It was drudgery crossing the Vyman Plain. It was all the same. Grass, grass, and more grass. When I wrote my epic song about our quest, I would gloss over that part of the journey.

“How long is she going to be?” Minx groaned. “We're going to be a month walking through this forest if she keeps having to clean herself.”

“It's the first time,” Xera said. “And we won't be a more than a week.”

Minx threw her dagger. It stuck into a tree, the blade wiggling. She stomped over and ripped it out. “I have to pass water.”

As Minx stalked off into the woods, I realized my bladder was full. I gave my wife a smile. “Be right back.”

“Don't get sneezed on,” she smiled, her hands clutched behind her back as she swayed her hips. She reminded me of Minx, down to the mischievous grin.

I frowned at her then headed off into the brush.

The Haunted Forest was dark away from the river. The trees formed a thick canopy that strangled out the sun. The choking brush by the river faded away to bare dirt wrinkled by tree roots. The dark tree trunks slowly vanished into a dark haze. It was eerie. There were no birds singing in the trees. No animals scampering. Just the rustle of the branches and the distant babble of the river. I could be alone right now, one of the Biomancer's foul things watching me.

Not that we had much to worry about. We killed the Minotaur. Well, the others killed the Minotaur. I only gave an assist. Support. But that was important. So what could a foul creation of the Biomancer or the packs of werewolves roaming the woods do to us?

I groaned as I finished relieving my bladder. A twig snapped. My heart beat faster.

Wind whipped about my cock.

In a flash, a breeze caressed the tip of my dick in a way I had never felt. A surge of pleasure shot through my body. I groaned, leaning against the tree, my eyes searching for the source of the twig snap. For the unnatural wind. Was it another creature of the Biomancer?

I groaned. The wind almost sucked at my dick, like it had come alive to give me a blowjob. My cock hardened to its full girth, aching beneath the wind's sucking. It was such a different experience. No warm, wet mouth, nor flailing tongue caressed my cock. But the pressure was there mixed with strange gusts that teased the sensitive crown. My fingers clenched against the tree.

What was causing it? A monster? Something with the power to control the air?

A giggle echoed through the woods. Something mischievous. My eyes darted around as the pressure swelled in my balls. The sucking air bobbed up and down my cock, taking more and more of my shaft, engulfing every inch of it before sliding back up it. The pressure was so much. Precum leaked out, smeared about my shaft and crown by the wind, adding an exciting thrill to it.

It was indescribable.

“Who's doing this?” I groaned, my head snapping back and forth.

A flash of sky-blue peeking out from behind a tree. More giggles. Another flash of cloth—a swaying hip in a skirt.

“Xandra?” I groaned. “Are you blowing me with an air elemental?”

“Yes,” she answered, leaning her head out around the tree, her delicate face covered by a broad smile. “Do you like it?”

“Yes,” I groaned, shocked. She had opened up so much about her sexuality. “When did you come up with this idea?”

“A few days ago,” she said, her fingers stroking the air totem she held in her hands, puppeteering the air elemental bobbing on my cock. “This is fun. I can almost feel the elemental. It's like I'm giving you the blowjob.”

“It's a lot different than one of your blowjobs.”

“Do you like it?”

“Yes!” I grinned at my wife. “You are such a naughty songbird.”

She beamed at me, her fingers stroking the totem. The air elemental sucked harder.

~  *  ~

Xandra

My pussy burned beneath my skirt as my fingers danced along the balsa wood totem. I traced the sinuous lines as I controlled the elemental. It was my puppet. I could almost feel what it felt, the throb of my husband's cock, the slickness of the precum staining his crown. I sent the wind gusting harder into a tight vortex, sucking at him while the elemental reached out and played with his three balls. His head snapped back, ebony face twisting with pleasure.

Oh, yes, this was fun. Why didn't I think of using my elementals to have fun with earlier?

Because I was taught to use them to serve the aerie. But I wasn't part of an aerie. I was Chaun's wife. I left my home to be with him, to live where he dwelt. And that meant my elementals were for our home, to serve the aerie we created.

And so why not have fun with them?

His fingers clenched against the tree. His ears twitched as they thrust from his silvery hair. He was such a sexy man. My changeling husband had such a beautiful face, his body tall and lean. I loved seeing him naked.

“Xandra,” he groaned as the air elemental danced around him, winds undoing knots and buttons of his clothing, stripping my husband naked so I could admire his midnight-black flesh. He wasn't the muscular rock that was Thrak, but he was still fit.

“Love admiring my changeling,” I sang, rubbing my thighs together. My pussy was so juicy right now.

“I know. I can smell your excitement,” a voice purred behind me.

I let out a startled jump, whirling around to find Xera standing a few paces away, her ears twitching, her dick thrusting straight at me. It looked so hard, so swollen with girl-cum. Her pussy lips, wrapped about the base of her elf-dick, were engorged with her excitement. Her thighs glistened with her juices. Hard nipples topped large breasts.

“I am very excited,” I told her, my fingers still dancing. “Just look at Chaun. Mmm, I'm playing with his body.”

“Yes,” Chaun groaned as the air elemental whipped about his body, caressing more than just his cock, stroking his flesh, all at my control.

“Can I play with you?” Xera asked, moving before me. “I'm so horny. I need to cum so badly.”

“I'm surprised Minx hasn't helped you out,” I told her.

“I think she's bored of my dick,” Xera said, looking down. “And that's fine. There are other women in the party that enjoy it, too.”

“Yes,” I moaned. Since she was a woman who just happened to have a dick, it didn't break my marriage vows to sleep with her. I could stay faithful to Luben and still have fun. “Let me summon another one.”

Xera groaned as she fell to her knees before me on the pine-needle-covered ground. Her hands hiked up my skirt as the air elemental gusted about her body the same way the other played with Chaun's. I could feel both their dicks through the elementals, both so hard and throbbing. My elementals stroked and sucked them.

But Xera had big, fat nipples to play with, too.

Oh, this was so much fun. I felt both their bodies, Chaun so lean and strong, Xera so soft and curvy. I shuddered, the fingers lifting my skirt higher and higher. Her tongue licked at my exposed, inner thigh, traveling up to my pussy.

I found her ears, touching the sensitive tips.

“Yes,” Xera moaned, her dick throbbing so hard in my elemental's hand. I stroked her harder while sucking on Chaun's dick.

“This is so much fun,” I sang out, my passions bursting out of my body. I trilled notes of joy as Xera's tongue climbed higher and higher up my leg. She licked and nuzzled, reaching for my pussy. My eyes fluttered, my small breasts jiggling beneath my sleeveless top. “Oh, yes, Xera!”

The elf's tongue licked through my pussy's folds. My spine arched. I rose on my tiptoes. Such wonderful pleasure churned through me. I swayed, fingers dancing, keeping my elementals moving on their bodies, touching them, pleasuring them, stroking their cocks, sucking on Xera's nipples. Her tongue dove through my folds, licking with such pleasure.

Such urgent need.

She loved my pussy, moaning as she drank my juices. My song trilled louder and louder, passion pouring out of it. Chaun hummed a deeper baritone, adding to the song I invented, following along to my melody, harmonizing with me as we shared our pleasure.

I smiled at him as I humped against Xera's licking tongue. My nipples ached beneath my top. “Yes, yes, Xera,” I sang. “You sweet elf.”

Then I caught Chaun's gaze. He had a roguish smile, his violet eyes twinkling. He bent down and snagged something from the ground. A rock. Then he pointed at Xera and made a gesture so universal—he slid his pointer finger from one hand through a ring formed by his pointer and thumb on the other.

“Yes,” I moaned, my hand shoving into my pouch and finding my kapok totem.

I summoned an earth elemental.

Unlike an air elemental, it had shape, vaguely humanoid as it burst out of the ground behind Xera. I shaped its body, forming a hard, smooth cock thrusting from in front of it. Chaun nodded at me, grinning as he fucked his hips, savoring my air elemental's sucking mouth.

Xera wiggled her tongue into my pussy, her fingers gripping the cheeks of my ass. She devoured me, ears twitching as the elemental played with them. Its winds whipped about her body, catching strands of green hair.

And then the earth elemental grabbed Xera's hips. It thrust.

Xera moaned, “Xandra!”

“Yes,” I grinned at her, puppeteering the earth elemental. It was like I was fucking Xandra. I could feel her hot pussy walls polishing the earth elemental's rocky dick. It couldn't feel anything, it was just a spirit, but I sensed what touched it. “I'm fucking you, Xera. Oh, yes!”

“You naughty girl,” panted Xera. “Oh, you have no idea what this feels like. It's so thick. And the air elemental...Matar's cock, I love it!”

“Fuck her, songbird,” Chaun groaned, his head throwing back.

Xera buried her face back into my pussy, licking even harder as I controlled the three elementals. I was four beings, four different sets of experiences. I fucked Xera, I had my pussy licked, I played with the elf's cock and breasts, I sucked my husband's dick. I did it all at the same time. My mind swam with sensations.

Hot pussy wrapped about my cock.

My winds sucking two thick dicks, savoring the precum leaking out.

Soft, pillowy breasts and hard nipples to play with.

A lapping tongue diving through my folds.

I sang out my pleasure, grinding on Xera's face as I fucked her pussy so hard. I sucked her cock. I jerked Chaun's dick. I pleasured them both while my fingers danced along the elementals. Flesh slapped rocks as I directed the earth elemental to fuck her faster and faster. Her ears twitched. She moaned into my pussy.

She loved my rocky cock.

“Your pussy's so wet and tight,” I moaned. “Chaun, your cock's so thick. I love your tits, Xera. And your elf-dick. Oh, yes! Eat me!”

Pleasure built in my core. All those wonderful sensations shivered through me. They built and swirled and mixed together, forming a hot flood of sensations that had me singing ever louder and louder. I puppeteered the air elementals to suck hard on both their cocks. I could almost feel them in my mouth, shaped slightly different.

Xera's pussy clenched on my dick. Chaun's cock throbbed in my mouth.

“Xandra,” my husband groaned. “Oh, yes, my naughty songbird.” His back arched. His sexy body tensed as the pleasure burst through him.

Cum erupted from his dick into the air elemental's swirling winds. I caught the pearly delight, holding the thick jizz as Chaun's three balls unloaded. He gripped the tree, swaying. I stared at his body, lusty eyes watching each blast of his jizz spurt into the wind.

And then I brought it to me.

“Yes,” Chaun grinned, breathing heavily. “Eat it all, you naughty songbird.”

The air elemental kissed my lips. I was kissing myself, and then snowballing Chaun's cum into my real mouth, tasting the salty cum finally. I drank it down as the air elemental swirled about my body. My top billowed as it swept around my breasts, playing with my nipples.

The earth elemental fucked Xera harder and harder as my pleasure built. I gulped down the last loads of my husband's salty jizz. Xera's tongue flew through my pussy. It was all so much. My fingers danced on the totems, maintaining my control on the elementals.

But it was all so hard.

Xera squealed into my pussy. Her snatch spasmed about my rocky dick. The friction felt wonderful. Hot and wet. My body bucked, grinding on her mouth while she came into my air elemental's winds. I gathered her cum, bringing it to my hungry lips.

“That's it,” Chaun grinned. “Enjoy your pleasure.”

He hugged me from behind, his dick pressing on the cheeks of my ass, still hard. Xera's fingers kneaded it as she moaned her orgasm into my pussy. I drank her cum, sweeter than Chaun's, but just as hot and creamy and thick.

“My naughty songbird,” groaned Chaun.

I exploded.

My orgasm burst through me. Pleasure cascaded through my body as I gulped down the last of Xera's cum. My nipples throbbed as I sucked on them. My dick ached as I fucked Xera's spasming pussy. Juices gushed from my pussy into the elf's hungry mouth.

I shuddered in my husband's embrace, his hands wrapped about my body, stroking my stomach. His lips kissed at my neck, licking up to my ear. I bucked harder, my entire body convulsing with the thrill of cumming.

“Chaun,” I moaned. “Oh, yes, Chaun! This is... Yes, yes, yes!”

The pleasure spasmed my body. My fingers lost all control. The air roaring around me dissipated. The earth elemental fell apart. My dick was gone. But the pleasure... The pleasure still shuddered through me.

Wonderful, delicious pleasure.


Chapter Seven: Forest Passion

Xerathalasia

I groaned as the rock cock pulled out of my pussy with a wet plop. I licked my lips, stained with Xandra's sweet pussy juices. I stared up at the trembling avian, her flushed face framed by sky-blue hair, her delicate nose twitching. Chaun's midnight-black hands swept up her pale stomach, lifting her blouse, exposing small breasts.

He cupped them as he nibbled on her neck from behind.

My dick ached. I needed to cum again. I was so backed up with seed. When my dick sprouted yesterday, I avoided Minx. I saw her looking at my dick, such lust in her eyes. I wanted to let her play with it. To suck it. To fuck it.

Matar, I would love to be in her tight cunt right now.

But it was for the best. Distance. We had to let our emotions separate. To spend time with others. Then this infatuation would die and we could be friends again. I was married. I only loved Atharilesia. My stomach twisted.

“Xandra, that was fun,” I purred. “The elemental fucked me so hard.”

“It was fun,” Xandra said, her voice so sweet and song-like. “It was like I was fucking you. I could feel your hot pussy.”

I leaned back on the ground, spreading my legs. My pussy lips parted. I ran a finger through them, shuddering as I stroked my flesh. My dick throbbed. Precum bubbled out the tip, smearing on my belly. “This pussy?”

Xandra grinned. She glanced at her husband over her shoulder. He whispered, “Devour her. You know you want to.”

Only my keen senses let me hear him. A human wouldn't have.

“Yes,” Xandra squealed, falling to her knees and burying her face between my thighs.

I stared up at the dark forest. It was an ominous place, devoid of any real life. Despite all the trees, it was like a desert. Before I could dwell on those thoughts, Xandra's licking tongue slid through my folds.

My dick throbbed with every lick. I groaned and shuddered as she delved her tongue into my folds, her fingers stroking my petals. She sucked and nuzzled, making happy chirps as she wiggled her ass at her husband.

He took the invitation, falling to his knees and grasping her hips. He was sexy, for a male. The only male I ever found attractive. Because he had that soft, delicate face. Beautiful eyes, lips I wanted to kiss. He just lacked soft breasts. But who was perfect?

“Chaun,” squeaked Xandra as he plowed into her pussy.

My ears twitched, hearing the wet slide of his dick against her tight pussy walls. She clenched on him, increasing the friction, changing the sound of their flesh caressing. I shuddered, my dick throbbing again.

Her hand grasped my dick, stroking it as she licked and nuzzled. Chaun's strokes made her moan into my pussy every time his dick bottomed out in her. She loved it, her heart beating faster and faster. It roared in her chest.

She loved him so much.

Minx's smiling face shot through my mind.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I gasped, humping against Xandra's lips, concentrating on her tongue and her hand jerking my dick. “Make me cum. Jerk my dick. Splatter my tits with my jizz.”

“Then I'll lick them clean,” Xandra promised, her sapphire eyes twinkling.

“Good,” I moaned, squirming, my tits jiggling.

“Jerk her faster,” Chaun groaned.

“Eager to see your songbird lick me clean?” I asked, my ears twitching.

He grinned at me, his strokes speeding up. “Yes.”

Xandra giggled between licks. Her hand stroked me hard, her palm silky. Pleasure shot down my dick to my pussy. I groaned, my heels drumming against the ground as the sensations shot through me. Her tongue lapped through my folds, drinking my juices. I smelled both our pussies—hers sweet, mine smelling like marigolds.

Her blue eyes stared at me around my dick. Her tongue licked swirls while her fingers slid lower, tracing my taint and pressing into my butt-crack. I groaned as she found my sphincter, teasing it while her tongue probed deep into my pussy.

“Xandra,” I moaned as her finger thrust into my bowels.

My sphincter clenched on it. Hot, burning itch seared through me. I humped against her mouth, the pleasure building. She teased me in so many different ways. I stared past my bouncing breasts at the tip of my dick. It throbbed and pulsed.

My cum wanted out.

Her finger probed deeper into my bowels, stimulating me. My pussy clenched on her swirling tongue. Her moans hummed through my flesh, stirred by Chaun's thrusting cock. I bucked. My dick throbbed.

I came.

“Matar's cock!” I moaned in Elvish as my dick erupted.

Jizz splattered my heaving tits. Hot and warm and salty. I savored the white cream coating my tits. Lines ran down my body. My pussy spasmed. The pleasure rushed through my body, leaving me gasping and moaning.

Xandra squeezed out more cum as she jerked my dick. She lifted her lips from my pussy, juices dripping from her chin, and grinned at me. She licked her lips, her hips bucking back into her husband's thrusts.

And then she crawled forward.

Chaun groaned as his dick plopped out of her cunt with a wet plop. Xandra's wet tongue licked up my body, gathering the cum that spilled on my stomach. She moaned, savoring the jizz as she licked higher and higher, aiming for my big, pillowy tits. I groaned as her tongue reached my breasts. Her wet tongue climbed up my breast, following the lines of jizz.

She had the same mischievous look in her eyes as Minx, so playful, enjoying herself.

I blinked my eyes, shaking my head. She wasn't Minx. I didn't need the halfling.

“Xandra,” I moaned as her mouth engulfed my nipple. She sucked on the nub, savoring the jizz found on it.

I did not need the halfling for pleasure. Xandra, Angela, and Faoril would be more than glad to enjoy my body. And Sophia when my cock vanished. And Chaun... He was a good fuck.

I closed my eyes, concentrating on Xandra's lips sucking the jizz off my nipple. The only person I needed was my wife. I tried to picture her. I tried so hard.

~  *  ~

Xandra

I squealed as Chaun spread my butt-cheeks apart. His tongue licked through my crack as I sucked Xera's cum off her nipple. My husband found my sphincter, rimming it, stirring such hot delight down to my dripping pussy. I popped my lips off the elf's nipple and licked at the cum on her other large breast. It was so soft in my hand.

“Oh, yes,” Xera moaned, her eyes closed. “Clean up all that jizz, Mi...Xandra.”

“It's so good,” I sang. Then my eyes widened as Chaun's tongue probed into my asshole. “Oh, and that's even better. Lick my ass. You want to fuck it.”

“Yes,” my husband moaned, his voice throaty with desire. “You know you want two cocks in you.”

“Yes,” I grinned and licked the line of jizz off Xera's tit.

I cleaned up all the cum I could, gathering the salty delight as Chaun devoured my asshole. My pussy felt so empty without his cock in it. Or any cock. Juices dripped out as I kissed higher up Xera's body, his hands squeezing my butt-cheeks hard.

And then I reached her mouth, kissing her hard. My lips stained with both her pussy juices and cum. She moaned, ears twitching as I ground my cunt on her cock. My small breasts pressed into her large tits, still sticky with her cum.

“Slide that pussy down her cock, songbird,” Chaun groaned as he moved up my body. He kissed and licked at my spine, making me shudder. “And I'm going to pound your asshole.”

“Yes,” I moaned, breaking the kiss with Xera and undulating my hips.

“Yes, yes, ride my cock,” moaned Xera. “I need your pussy on it, Xandra. Yours! Fuck me hard! I need it so badly!”

“Mmm, I can tell. I can't have one of my companions suffering.” I felt so wicked. It seemed so long ago that I was that timid creature scared of having sex outside of Chaun. But pleasure was such a wonderful thing.

I glanced at my husband behind me, smiling at him.

“What?” he asked, his dick prodding my ass.

“I just love you so much,” I told him as my pussy found the tip of Xera's cock. I groaned as I slid down it. “Just so much!”

He seized my hips, sliding me down her cock. “I love you, too, songbird,” he groaned as I bottomed out on her dick.

My back arched. My pussy stuffed full of cock. Chaun moved behind me. His dick, soaked by my juices, slipped between my butt-cheeks. I groaned as his cock found my sphincter. He pressed on it. My eyes widened. My back arched, lifting my tits from Xera's.

The second cock slid into my body. Two dicks, one in each hole, filling me up. Stretching me out. Friction burned in both pussy and bowels. They were so thick. So wonderful. My eyes fluttered as I sang out my pleasure.

I loved it. All those poor avian women from my village didn't have a hot hermaphrodite to share with their husbands. They didn't know this pleasure of having two dicks filling their holes. But I did. I was so lucky.

My hips undulated as I moaned, “Chaun! Xera!”

The three of us found a rhythm, our bodies heaving and pumping together. Their dicks slid in and out of both my asshole and pussy. The two frictions, one hot the other silky, rippled through my body. I groaned, pressing my back into my husband's chest, my tits jiggling before me.

Xera's delicate fingers found my breasts, squeezing them. Her fingers brushed my nipples. I groaned, my holes clenching on both their dicks. I sang out my delight, rocking my hips, grinding my clit into Xera's pubic mound, and loving their dicks in me. Two wonderful cocks.

“Love your dicks! Fuck me! Let's cum together.”

“Yes,” Chaun growled, his groin smacking into my ass as he drove his cock deep into my bowels.

His lips kissed at my neck. I groaned as he sucked, marking me as his wife. His naughty songbird. Both my holes clenched on their dicks, the friction increasing, swelling the pleasure. Which only made my hips dance more, eager to be filled by their jizz.

Xera's hips bucked up, slamming her dick into my cunt as I came down on her. My pussy gripped her dick while her fingers played with my nipples. I stared down at her green eyes burning with desire, her lips singing out her passion while her ears twitched.

I grasped those ears, stroking up to their points.

“Xandra,” she gasped, fingers pinching my nipples hard. “Yes, yes, yes. Do that. I'm going to cum so hard into your pussy.”

“Oh, yes,” I groaned. “Then you can lick me clean. Huh, I bet you want that?”

Xera only shuddered as my fingers danced over her ears. I understood. Chaun's lips sucking at my neck made my entire body shiver. My holes clenched and relaxed on their shafts, the pleasure swelling in me.

Chaun groaned as he nibbled and sucked. His strokes grew so hard, so powerful. His hands gripped my hips as he pounded me, driving me down Xera's dick. I sang out louder and louder, letting the passion flow out of me.

“I'm going to flood your ass, naughty songbird.”

“Do it! Flood both my holes. I want both your jizz in me. It'll be so wonderful!”

“Xandra!” Xera gasped, her ears twitching violently beneath my fingers.

I gasped in delight as her cum spurted into my pussy's depths. It was such a hot thrill. Her jizz splashed through my snatch. I slammed down on her cock, my back arching. Chaun sucked so hard on my neck as my pussy savored Xera's elf-jizz.

Chaun slammed into my asshole.

My clit pressed into Xera's pubic bone.

My neck arched.

I sang as I came.

My pussy and asshole writhed about both my lover's dicks. The hot pleasure shot through me. I milked Xera's dick as I impaled myself on her cumming girl-cock. I shuddered, writhing, my husband's shaft thrusting into my convulsing bowels.

He sucked so hard on my neck. His hands gripped my hips. He slammed his cock into my bowels. His triple balls, so full of his yummy jizz, thwacked into my taint. He grunted. And his cock erupted. Two loads of cum flooded my body.

My asshole and pussy swam with jizz.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned. “Luben's sacred oath, yes! It's so good!”

“Gods, yes,” grunted Chaun.

“Matar's cock,” moaned Xera, her eyes fluttering. “I...”

“Are you three done!” snapped Minx.

I let out a startled gasp.

“Sophia's clean. Everyone's waiting on you.” Minx glared at us from the trees. “So stop fucking the elf and let's go. Or we'll be in these dumb woods forever.”

“Minx,” Xera said.

The halfling darted off, back to the others.

“She's right,” Chaun groaned, pulling his dick out of my asshole. “Let me go get my clothes.”

“Yeah,” I nodded then stared down at Xera. I swallowed. “Is everything all right?”

“Huh?” Xera asked.

I glanced at the retreating halfling. “With you and Minx? You two were so close when we met, but since Grahata...”

“We were never close,” Xera said. “She just likes hermaphrodite dick. But, everything gets old after awhile. That's all. I have a wife.”

I blinked. “Oh, you do? You never talk about her.”

Xera flinched and looked away.

“Oh, I'm so sorry. I didn't mean to hurt you. It's just... I thought you and Minx... Since you were spending all that time together. But if you're married.” I glanced down at her cock in my pussy. “Oh, no, is this breaking your marriage vows?”

“I can't break my vows with a dual-sexed female,” Xera answered. “It's only cheating if I fuck another elf's, or other hermaphrodite's, pussy. That's how our customs work.”

“Oh.” I smiled. “Good. I would hate for you to be in trouble with Luben.”

She shook her head. “Matar's the only Goddess I worry about. Well, and Henta, her daughter. But she just keeps you safe on hunts.”

“Oh, Henta. I've never heard of her. I thought Matar's daughters were Slata and Saphique before she, um...” My cheeks warmed.

“Grew a cock and then fucked herself with it to birth Henta and the five hermaphroditic races.” Xera grinned at me. “You blush so cutely.”

“She does,” Chaun said. “And Xandra, you can't stay impaled on Xera's cock forever. We have to go.”

“Oh, yes,” I said and then groaned as I rose off her dick. It felt such a shame to pop off of it.

Then her cum spilled out. Poor Xera wouldn't get to lick me clean.


Chapter Eight: Halfling's Pain

Acolyte Sophia

“Night, my Queen,” I told Angela, leaning in to kiss her on the lips.

My lover's hand caressed my cheek as she sat on the stump before our dying campfire. It was growing chilly at night. The days were still warm, but it was autumn and summer was only a memory once the sun set.

“Night,” Angela said. It was her turn to take first watch.

“I hope another one of those disgusting things isn't out there,” I said. It had taken so long to get that green gunk out of my robes even with magic. It resisted it, which had Faoril all abuzz.

“Thrak!” the mage moaned, writhing in her tent. “Xera! Yes, yes, fuck my holes.”

I glanced at Minx who still sat at the fire, her face downcast. Had she enjoyed Xera's cock even once this heat? Something had changed between them, but what? I sighed and yawned, wanting to inquire, but also wanting to find my bed. We had another long day of walking. And another. And another.

I missed Purity. I loved my mare. She was a great horse. I hoped she was cared for wherever she was.

I slipped into my tent I shared with Angela, our bedrolls already spread out on the ground. I peeled off my robe and sank naked on it. The firelight bled through my tent. Shadows moved as I played with my belly piercing, my tongue stud clicking on the back of my teeth. I grabbed the blankets and pulled them over my body.

I hated falling asleep without my Queen. I loved her breasts pressed into my back, her arms holding me. And it was so much warmer with her in the blankets.

The tent burst open. “Hey, Sophia,” Minx said, bounding in. “Want to fuck?”

My pussy grew wet. I was so tired, my legs sore, but there she stood—she was so short, she could stand inside the tent with plenty of space over her head—a cocky grin on her face. She peeled off her shirt and wiggled out of her tight, leather britches.

She was so small yet so perfectly proportioned. You could mistake her for a child until you saw her naked. Her curves were so womanly. Breasts small and round, nipples hard, pussy shaved, a landing strip of bright-metallic hair leading down to her yummy snatch.

“Yes,” I groaned, throwing back the covers.

“Good,” Minx moaned. “You are the best at eating pussy. Make me scream. Let everyone hear me.”

“Sure,” I grinned, licking my lips as she threw her small body next to mine.

She pressed to me, nipples hard. My hands seized her. I rolled her onto her back, settling atop her. I wasn't that big, but I felt towering in bed with her. My small breasts rubbed on her stomach as I kissed her lips. They were so tiny.

Our tongues dueled as my hands stroked her sides. She shuddered and wiggled beneath me, her wet pussy rubbing just below my breasts as she humped against me. Slim thighs hugged me as we both moaned.

My hands found her small breasts. I cupped them, loving how they felt in my hand, so small yet round. My thumbs swiped over her button nipples, making her squirm, her pussy growing hotter against my stomach.

I broke the kiss, nuzzling her nose with mine. “Mmm, I'm going to devour you, Minx. We're going to cum together.”

“Good,” she moaned.

I moved down her body, my brown hair brushing her face. I leaned down, unable to resist nipping those cute nipples. I swirled my tongue around them. She squealed and grinned as I flicked them. Her legs hugged me tight, my tits now rubbing against her hot pussy. She wiggled her hips, sliding her cunt back and forth, brushing my hard nipples.

I massaged her nipples with my tongue stud, pressing the hard, round end on her small nubs. Then I sucked on them. I went back and forth, making her squirm and gasp. Her sticky pussy juices covered my tits. The smell of lavender rose—her excitement.

“Mmm, you are smelling so yummy,” I grinned. “Lavender pussy. Halflings have interesting tastes.”

“Yes,” Minx groaned. With her legs still gripping me, the small halfling flexed her hips and somehow rolled me onto my back, riding up to sit on my tits. She squirmed, her pussy finding my nipple. “Make me cum!”

“Yes,” I moaned, my nipple aching in her pussy's warm depths.

She slid up my body, dragging her pussy across my body. She squirmed then planted herself right on my face. My hands grabbed her small ass, gripping her as she smeared hot pussy across my lips and chin.

I licked, dragging my tongue stud through her folds.

She squealed her delight.

My fingers kneaded her small ass as I devoured her pussy. It was so tiny. I could cover it with my tongue. I fucked into her depths, caressing her with my stud. She was so elastic. She could take my dildo with ease.

“Yes, yes, eat my snatch, Sophia,” she moaned. “You do it so well! Just the best pussy eater in the world!”

She wasn't joking about screaming her head off. She was so loud.

She squirmed harder, grinding on me. I found her little clit, sucking on it before I batted it with my tongue stud. She moaned louder, riding me, her small tits jiggling. I stared up at her as she grabbed my hair with her hands, holding tight.

My tongue flew across her pussy, licking her faster and faster as her juices poured into my mouth. I gulped them down as her moans exploded from her lips. She kept screaming my name, her orgasm building so fast.

I was temple-trained to please a woman. No one knew more about giving a woman orgasms than the priestesses of Saphique. And I had absorbed their knowledge. I sensed Minx's arousal and needs. Right now, she needed me to make her cum hard and fast.

So I sucked on her clit and jammed two fingers into her tight asshole.

“Sophia, yes!” Minx squealed as her bowels clenched on my fingers. “Gods, that's good. Oh, your fingers are as nimble as Cernere's! Yes, yes, yes! Make me cum!”

I moaned as I sucked hard on her clit, her lavender juices flooding my mouth. My fingers plunged hot and fast into her asshole, teasing her. I savored her hot, tight flesh stretching to take my fingers. She shuddered on my face, tits dancing, her fingers twisting into my hair.

“Oh, gods, yes! Sophia! Yes! That's how you make me cum!”

Her words exploded out of her mouth at the same moment her lavender cream gushed from her cunt. She squirted. She drenched me in her juices. I loved it, gulping them down. I shoved my fingers so deep into her bowels, making her groan and twitch, grinding so hard on me.

My pussy burned with excitement. I loved pleasing a woman. I loved making them cum. It was so hot. So wonderful. I sucked so hard on her pussy, drinking down all the juices as she spasmed and squirmed.

“You are the best, Sophia!” she shouted at the top of her lungs. “Just the best! No one makes me cum harder than you!”

I blinked at that. Was she speaking to Xera?

“Minx,” I groaned as she spasmed on me. I pulled my fingers from her ass. “Is there—”

“Where's your strap-on? I want to fuck you.” She threw herself off of me.

“In my pouch,” I told her, smiling. I brought my fingers to my lips, savoring the sour flavor of her asshole.

~  *  ~

Minx

I ripped open her pouch and found her marble dildo and its leather harness. I shivered. Having a cock was nothing special. Any woman could strap on a dildo and fuck just as hard as Spray, my nixie lover and thieving boss back in Raratha, did. Or Xera.

I yanked on the harness, pulling the straps so tight to fit my narrow body. The dildo thrust huge from me, the base pressing on my clit. I grinned, stroking it like it were real as I stared at Sophia. She had her legs spread, her shaved pussy glistening. With the firelight bleeding through the tent's canvas, I could see the swell of her small breasts, her fat nipples. Metal flashed as she licked her lips.

“Come fuck me, Minx,” she moaned.

“Oh, yes, you know I'm the best with a dildo, too,” I moaned loudly for the entire camp to hear. “I just want to fuck you! I'll make you cum hard!”

“Oh, yes,” Sophia moaned. Then she grinned. “Holy Saphique, give life to my toy so I may give pleasure to all who love you.”

I gasped as the toy hummed to life, vibrating my clit. A hot shiver washed through me. “Oh, yes, vibrating dildos are the best! Who needs real cocks?”

“Exactly,” Sophia moaned as I jumped between her thighs.

My small hands grasped her hips. Her long legs wrapped about my narrow waist. I felt so tiny as I thrust the humming dildo into her pussy. We both moaned our pleasure. The vibrating stone pressed harder onto my clit while it churned her pussy to a froth.

She arched her back, her tits bouncing. I drew back and slammed into her, pumping my narrow waist as I fucked the taller human. Her head tossed back, brown locks—which was such a strange color for hair—flying about her face as she moaned out her pleasure. My bronze hands stroked her pale stomach as I pounded her.

“That's it. Gods, you love being fucked by my dildo!”

“Yes, yes, yes,” Sophia moaned, her hips bucking up into the thrusts, making her tits bounce more.

They were such nice tits. Not too big, but just perfect for my small hands to grab. If only she wasn't so tall. I would have to stretch out to grab them. So I kept a hold of her hips as I fucked her hard, driving my dildo over and over into her depths.

The humming was wonderful. My clit throbbed beneath the massaging base. I couldn't believe the naughty pleasure shuddering through me. My eyes widened. My entire body quivered. The pleasure raced through me.

“Sophia, your toy is so hot! I love it! Gods, this pleasure! Cernere's nimble fingers!”

“You're going to cum fucking my pussy, aren't you?” she moaned. “Mmm, yes! Slata's hairy cunt, fuck me!”

“I will fuck you so hard,” I moaned, my hips pistoning away.

Her eyes widened as I drove the dick in and out of her. “You fuck so fast! Oh, gods, this is amazing! Saphique's perfect tits and tasty pussy! I love it! Fuck me! Make us both cum.”

“I will! Gods, I will.”

Her thighs were so tight about my waist as I fucked her hard. My pussy clenched. The humming on my clit was incredible. Every second built the pressure in me faster and faster. My fingers, looking so tiny on her big body, clenched her waist. Another powerful orgasm built and built in me.

My body tensed. My breasts bounced before me as I reamed deep into her pussy. I snapped back my head, moaning as loud as I could. I just had to fuck and fuck and fuck. Pleasure bathed my mind, drowning out everything else.

“That's it,” Sophia hissed. “Drive that dildo into my cunt! Oh, Minx, yes! You know how to fuck!”

“And your toy makes me cum!” I gasped as my orgasm exploded through me. “Sophia!”

“Yes, yes, yes,” she moaned, bucking, her body thrashing. She was cumming, too. I pictured her pussy spasming on the dildo, trying to milk it like it were a real cock.

The pleasure burst through me. It was so strong. So powerful. I was consumed by it. The rapture devoured me. I kept fucking her, savoring the toy's humming base on my clit. It throbbed through me. It left me gasping and heaving. I shuddered, my eyes rolling back into my head. I couldn't believe how amazing this was.

It was stupendous. Perfect.

The rapture kept bursting out of my pussy. My hips kept fucking her. We both moaned and gasped, crying out our bliss as our bodies heaved. I leaned over her, planting my hands on the ground, staring down at her jiggling tits.

“Sophia,” I moaned, almost mad with pleasure, my clit aching beneath the vibrator. It was too much. I needed it to stop. “Sophia, please!”

“Yes, yes, yes, Minx!” she moaned. “I know! The buzzing almost hurts after several cums! It's wonderful!”

And then the humming died.

I collapsed on her, my face resting on her tits. I groaned, seeing a hard nipple. Out of reflexive instinct, I latched on, sucking. She shuddered. Nothing happened for my first few suckles, and then her milk flowed. She could control it with her priestly powers.

I savored the creamy warmth flooding my mouth as I lay on her. I squirmed, closing my eyes. I had cum so hard. It was wonderful. I didn't need anything else but fucking. If I wasn't in the middle of nowhere, I would just leave.

“Minx,” Sophia said, stroking my hair. “What's wrong between you and Xera?”

I froze. My mouth popped off her nipple. “Nothing. I'm just bored of her.”

“Bored?” She frowned at me. “But you love her.”

I flinched. How did Sophia know? “I don't love her.”

“Minx.” She said my name with such sighing disappointment. “I know you do. I see how you look at her. What happened? You two were so close.”

I looked away, tears burning at my eyes. We were so close. “She's married.”

“I know, but...” Sophia stroked my cheeks. “But she still loves you.”

Anger flared through me. “No, she doesn't! She made that quite clear! She doesn't care about me. I was just a hole to fuck until she gets back to her wife.” I sneered. “Atharilesia. That's who she loves. Not me.”

“That's not true,” Sophia said, grinning at me. “Did she tell you that?”

“Yes.”

“She's just confused. Because she does love—”

“She doesn't love me!” I ripped the dildo out of my cunt as I sat up. My hands nimbly undid the straps despite shaking with anger. Tears stung worse. “Stop saying that.”

Sophia sat up, reaching for me, but I scurried back. “Minx, you have to talk to her. Make her realize that she can't run away from her heart.”

“You don't understand anything.” I threw the dildo at her.

She gasped in pain, the stone cracking into her head. She winced, rubbing at her scalp. “Minx...”

I snagged my clothing and darted out of the tent into the cold night. Angela looked at me from her position on watch. She opened her mouth to say something, but I grit my teeth and marched away from her.

I was done with this stupid group. I could find my way to civilization on my own. I just had to head north and I would reach the Free City of Thaville. It was a halfling city. I could start a new life there. I didn't need dumb Xera and her dumb cock.

Tears fell hard down my cheeks as I walked into the darkness.

~  *  ~

Bebhinn the Soulborn Witch

The orange evocation spirits dancing before my eyes let me see the world as if it was bright daylight. Angela sat before the fire. She stood up as Minx stalked naked into the darkness. The halfling's shoulders hunched.

Sophia peered out naked from a tent. “Minx,” she called, “what are you doing?”

Moans of passion came from the other two tents. Shadows moved as Thrak, Faoril, and Xera fucked in one. Chaun and his wife Xandra were in the other. I liked the changeling, I did, but the bounty was too much to pass up on.

I reached out, stroking Moon's silvery fur. The werewolf let out a low, growling rumble. “Enjoy your prey.”

The werewolf pack, gathered in the darkness around the camp, lunged forward almost at the same instant, instincts guiding them. I straightened and readied my spirits. It was time to gather the bounty and get out of these Las-damned woods.

I shivered at how rich I would be.


Chapter Nine: Howling Attack

Knave Angela – The Haunted Forest

I blinked as Minx burst out of the tent she shared with Sophia, marching forward, her tiny body bristling. She was naked, her clothing thrown over her shoulder, her small breasts bouncing. I opened my mouth to say something, but I had no idea what to say. What was going on? It sounded like she was having a good time with Sophia. But now the halfling marched towards the dark woods in a huff.

I was on watch as we camped in the dark woods. For the last hour, I had to listen to everyone having fun in their tents while the trees creaked around us, the temperature dropping. I was glad for the fire's warmth. The woods were dangerous. It was our second night in the woods and already we had had three skirmishes with the foul creations of the Biomancer Vebrin who haunted these woods. In addition to his aberrations, other monsters also prowled the woods.

“Minx!” Sophia shouted, popping her head out of the tent.

“What did you do?” I asked my concubine. Sometimes she was a little too eager to have fun with another woman. I let her indulge herself too much.

“Trying to talk to her about Xera,” she answered.

“There's a problem?”

Sophia shook her head. “My Queen, there is definitely something wrong between them. They're in love and—”

I spun, my sword whisking out of its sheath as I stared into the woods. The hairs on my arms prickled, my eyes narrowing. I had heard something rustling out in the woods. Tall trees rose around us, the crimson light painting the barks, stretching out the shadows.

“What is it?” Sophia asked.

Brush rustled behind me. I whirled as something dark and furry burst out of the night and landed on Sophia's tent. The wooden poles snapped. The canvas collapsed, knocking Sophia to the ground and pinning her. The thing growled, furs bristling, Sophia gasping, struggling to escape.

Anger surged through me as I stared at my concubine trapped beneath the beast in the ruin of our tent. I took a step towards the tent. Movement blurred to my right. My sword slashed, made contact with flesh, biting into bone. The furred body's momentum hit me, claws scratching at my breastplate.

The werewolf died howling.

~  *  ~

Minx

The moment I was into the dark woods, I knew this was a mistake. I was stuck with the party. Trapped. I would never make my way out of the woods to Thaville on my own. The woods were Xera's domain. They were her home.

I leaned against a tree, the tears falling faster. I wished that damn redheaded elf never approached me. I could have stayed in Raratha thieving for Spray. I was bored and longing for more, but at least I didn't hurt. Love sucked.

I loved my sister, Fox, and it hurt so bad when she was hung.

“Stupid heart,” I muttered, banging my head into the tree. How did this even happen? I was here to steal the sword from Angela and her friends, an amazing feat of thievery. And I somehow fell in love with Xera. I let myself care.

“Idiot!”

My head banged again.

The ground rustled. Something large moved in the darkness. My ears pricked as I straightened. It didn't come from the camp. It wasn't Sophia or Angela rushing after me. My hand shot to my clothing over my shoulder. I found my belt, yanking out a dagger and throwing it in one motion.

The shaggy form crashed to the ground at my feet, gurgling, my knife buried in its throat.

“Cernere's black cunt,” I growled as Sophia screamed.

As I bent down to yank my dagger out, I heard a feminine voice speak off to my right.

~  *  ~

Thrak

“Fuck my ass,” Faoril moaned as I rammed my cock deep into her tight, velvety bowels. My balls ached, the friction intense. She was so tight, her pussy impaled on Xera's elf-cock.

The elf's ears twitched, her green hair spread across the bedrolls as Faoril thrashed between us. My hands gripped my wife's tits, kneading them hard. My fingers found her nipples, pinching them, making her bowels squeeze even harder on my dick, the velvety massage driving me to thrust harder and harder.

I stretched her nipples. I loved how she gasped and quivered beneath me, her moans bursting out of her as she came. Her bowels spasmed about my dick. The friction growing intense. My cock throbbed.

“Gewin's mighty cock,” I snarled, driving harder and harder.

“What's that?” Xera gasped, her eyes widening, her body heaving. “Oh, no!”

“I'm cumming on your big dicks,” Faoril moaned. “That's what's happening. You're flooding me with your seed, Xera”

“No, outside the tent!” the orgasming elf moaned through her pleasure. “We're under attack!”

I grunted, my dick throbbing so hard. I was so close to cumming. But Sophia's panicked screams ripped through the night. Beasts snarled and howled. Angela shouted out a warning. I growled, driving into Faoril's ass a final time.

And bellowed in rage. “I was about to cum! Gods damn it!”

I ripped my cock from Faoril's ass. My spasming wife shook her head, trying to regain her senses as Xera rolled her to the side. The elf's cock softened. It wasn't painfully hard like mine, close to its eruption, denied by whatever hoary beasts deciding to attack us right now.

The rage seethed in me as I snagged my ax. The black tide threatening to drown me. Only now I could breathe in it. I could control it. Faoril's magic had given me that gift down in the Labyrinth while we fought the Minotaur. I didn't have to fear it any longer. I could use it. Channel it.

Embrace it.

I raged with a bellow and ripped out of the tent, stepping into the darkness.

And into the path of a furry, wolfish beast, eyes glowing in the firelight. The beast slammed into me, jaws biting into my shoulder. Blood welled hot as claws raked across my chest. The rage didn't feel pain. The fury didn't care about wounds.

It only wanted to kill or fuck, to satiate my most bestial desires.

So I let it kill.

The werewolf howled as I seized its neck. Thick muscles resisted my hand. But they weren't enough. I snapped, laughing my dark pleasure as it went limp with a whimper. I heaved the body up in one hand, holding it as a promise to the other beasts tearing through our camp.

They would die.

~  *  ~

Warlock Faoril

Xera darted out of the tent after Thrak. I shuddered, struggling to regain myself. I had cum so hard. Xera's seed swam in my pussy. I seized it, shuddering as her sexual energy burst with the element of life. Of the five elements—earth, water, fire, air, life—elves were strongest to the latter, their cum best for using life magic.

Only life magic was the most subtle and most pernicious magic. The Biomancer Vebrin used life magic to make his monstrosities and Fireeyes had used life magic to create his undead, to dominate the minds. And I had used it to let Thrak rage.

His bellows echoed as I stood on trembling legs and pushed out through the tent. Blood sheeted down his chest as he threw the body of a dead, furry wolf-thing into another. The corpse bowled over the living werewolf.

Knowledge flitted through my mind as I seized my magic. Werewolves were the daughters of Las, birthed out of his indiscriminate masturbation like so many other creatures from changelings to imps. They were all female, needing dual-sex males to mate with, taking them back to their dens. They would fuck the men until they died of exhaustion, the entire pack taking turns. They could shift from human women, looking of the same race and species as their father, but then could shift into hybrid creatures, shaggy, wolf-like beasts. They were one of a dozen lycanthropic species, and among the most violent.

And their pack poured out of the woods. Angela fought, her sword slicing, being driven back from her shield lying beside the log. Sophia screamed, pinned beneath her tent as a werewolf tore at the canvas to get to her. Xera only had her wooden dagger, dancing with grace as another beast came for her.

My husband whirled his ax, the nimble monsters dodging and yelping in fear.

Wind surged out of me, seizing the werewolf attacking Sophia and hauling the beast into the air. It thrashed impotently, howling her rage. Eyes fixed on me, glowing blue in the firelight. Saliva dripped from sharp teeth.

“Kill you, Mage,” it growled through bestial mouth.

I rolled my eyes and seized another two werewolves pressing on Angela. They yelped in shock.

“Thanks,” Angela shouted and dived for her shield.

~  *  ~

Xandra

I clutched my air totem as I sat on Chaun's mouth, wiggling my hips, grinding on his licking tongue. The air elemental I puppeteered sucked on his cock with whirling air. I smiled, watching his cock wave back and forth, his precum whipped away. I was having so much fun playing with my elementals this way. I wondered if other shamans had.

Did Shaman Farsight, the eldest, summon air elementals to suck his cock? He had always leered at me, berating me for showing too much flesh, accusing me of tempting him with my nubile body. He was a widower, doomed to a life of celibacy.

At that moment, I realized that he lusted for me. I didn't tempt him. He wanted to take me, to fuck me, and couldn't. I was a sexy, young thing who wasn't his wife. And since he couldn't touch me, he took his anger out on me.

What a horrid old man.

“Oh, Chaun,” I panted. “Oh, I am a sexy avian.”

“Yes,” he groaned between licks.

Outside, Sophia screamed her head off.

“Oh, she's really cumming,” I giggled, tracing my fingers along the sinuous line of the balsa wood. “Hear her?”

Chaun stopped licking. “Xandra, I don't think that—”

Thrak bellowed. Something howled. My pleasure died in an instant. We were under attack.

I was off Chaun in an instant, pausing only to snag my pouch of totems and sling it over my shoulder, and burst out of the tent into the chilly night. I hardly felt it, my body hot from my orgasms and my heart pounding excitement. Furry beasts raced through camp. Three thrashed in the air, held up by Faoril's magic. Thrak cut one down with a stroke of his ax.

He laughed, pounding his chest. “Come and feast on me if you dare!”

The orc raged, his swarthy body coated in blood. His cock thrust hard before him. I blushed for a moment, remembering that cock fucking me when he raged out of control at the oasis back in the desert.

“Werewolves,” Chaun shouted behind me, making me blink.

I shoved my hand into my pouch and pulled out the first totem I brushed. It was my new kapok totem, allowing me to control earth elementals. Holding a totem in each hand, I summoned servants. The earth burst at my feet, two bulky bodies made of dirt and rock standing before me, stone grinding on stone as they lumbered into the fight. Air elementals danced around the camp, whirling hard, sending gusting winds to drive back the werewolves surging at Angela.

“Male!” a werewolf shouted nearby, her eyes fixed on me.

Chaun strummed his lyre behind me, his song bursting from his lips. No, the werewolf was staring past me at my husband with hungry eyes. I realized she was female and eyeing my man like she owned him. Two other werewolves answered her summons, licking their chops.

Anger surged through me. My earth elementals rumbled at the three werewolves.


Chapter Ten: Fur and Spirits

Xerathalasia

I fought in the wake of Thrak. It was strange being near the orc while he raged. I had witnessed his ferocity unleashed before. The first time, in the tundra on the way to Murathi, happened when we were ambushed by orcs of a rival tribe. He had butchered them then turned his attention on Angela, breaking her arm as he battered at her shield. Only Faoril, stripping naked and using her body to awaken his lust, had stopped him from killing us all. Another time, in the Halani Desert, Xandra used her body to stop his rage.

But now he could control it. My skin itched, but I trusted Faoril's magic. So I moved behind him, stabbing at the werewolves trying to hit him in the flank. They were quick, darting back and then snapping in. They fought like wolves, never hitting their prey from the front, but from the sides, circling, nipping, trying to weaken.

Wolves could pull down prey far larger and stronger than they were by working as a pack. And I had no doubts these werewolves could as well. But we had Faoril's magic and Xandra's elementals.

I slashed with my wooded dagger, forcing a werewolf back.

“The male is ours,” one snarled, snapping at me as I dodged back gracefully.

“Perhaps she is male. She has a cock,” another snarled.

“And tits.”

My dagger found flesh. The werewolf whimpered, retreating back. I whirled around, my ears twitching as the werewolves melted back into the darkness. But I had keen eyes. I could see as well beneath starlight as sunlight. The woods were dark, but I could penetrate their depths. The werewolves circled, prepared for another charge and—

Minx moved through the brush naked, a bloody dagger in her hand. She wore her belt with her brace of knives and her pouch full of her alchemical bombs. She stalked like a hunter, circling the group with the skills I had taught her, closing in on her prey.

But what was she stalking? My ears twitched. I heard a woman speak, not the guttural voices of the werewolves growling through fanged muzzles, but a human with dulcet tones. There was someone else out in the woods.

~  *  ~

Knave Angela

The werewolf crashed into my shield. I grunted, feet sliding, and thrust my sword past my defense. I felt the resistance of flesh. The werewolf yelped and leaped back, blood staining a brown-furred shoulder.

“Angela,” Sophia panted, running up to me, blood matting her shoulders.

“Are you well?” I asked as my naked concubine joined me, clutching her enchanted dagger in one hand, the blade glowing bright pink.

“I think so,” she said.

“You're bleeding.”

“I am?” She groaned. “Slata's hairy cunt, my back feels like you scratched it while cumming. Hard.”

She turned away from me, facing the camp. I could see long scratches welling blood that trickled down her back. I winced, but none appeared severe. “You'll be fine,” I told her, setting my shield. “Stay by me.”

“Yes, my Queen,” she said.

The werewolves howled. The four held up in the air by Faoril's magic, thrashing and clawing in a vain attempt to escape, suddenly dropped to the ground. They landed on all fours with dangers snarls. The nearest, gray furred with a white belly, leaped at me, crashing into my shield and knocking me back into Sophia.

“Faoril,” Sophia squeaked. “Why did you do that?”

~  *  ~

Warlock Faoril

“Las's putrid cum,” I gasped in absolute shock as my spell just...unraveled.

The currents of air that I had wrapped the werewolves up in just dissipated back into the atmosphere like I had never controlled them. I had never seen anything like it in my life. I still had my magic. I could feel the energy in me, aware of the world around me. The ground would answer my power, the air swirl and gust, waters crash, and fire burn. I could even sink my magic into the werewolves themselves and seize control of them like I had poor Relaria.

I had never heard this was possible. It wasn't an antimagic bomb detonating before me or an antimagic ring protecting the wolves. A force had attacked my magic. And I saw nothing. I felt nothing. It wasn't magic that had done it, but another power. I had never heard any lore on werewolves claiming they had innate talents.

A growl snarled nearby. The werewolf I yanked off Sophia lunged from the ruins of the tent right at me, eyes full of murderous rage. I sent out wind before me to seize the wolf. The air unraveled into a breeze that only ruffled the creature's fur.

I shoved my magic into the earth. Stone answered, bursting out of the ground.

Only to crumble into soft dirt as my magic dissipated.

“Slata's cunt,” I gasped as the werewolf burst through the stone, claws reaching for me. What was wrong with my magic?

Thrak's ax swung. A silver-red blur slammed into the werewolf's back, driving the creature's body to the ground at my feet. It spasmed, cut in half by the blow. I stepped back, clutching at my naked breasts, struggling to breathe.

“Thanks,” I squeaked out.

Thrak grunted and bellowed, “That's my woman! Try to touch her, and I will flay you alive and wear your bloody hide as my cloak!”

I took a deep breath, forcing myself to calm down. I had to think. What was causing my magic to fail?

~  *  ~

Bebhinn the Soulborn Witch

The abjuration spirits danced through the camp with glee, happy to obey me and dispel Faoril's magic. Every time her magic surged out to seize wind or shape earth, my spirits attacked it. The mage couldn't see them. Only a witch could see the spirits that lived around us, and only a soulborn witch could ask for their help without binding them first.

They loved me.

“That it,” I said as I watched in the shadow of a tree. The werewolves were dying, but there were plenty of them. So long as I could keep their magic users from interfering, Thrak and Angela would be overwhelmed.

Though the orc worried me. He fought with brutal power I had not expected. Was he a berserker? Why would Angela travel with such a dangerous barbarian? His rage would turn on the group and kill them all.

But then I would just have to wait for the orc to tire himself out after he killed his companions. Then I could finish him off. I smiled. The bounty was mine.

A twig snapped.

I froze, snapping my head to the right and—

Minx charged in naked, a bloody dagger in hand. My heart fluttered in shock, beating ice through my veins. Where had she come from? I last saw her stalking out of the camp right for the werewolves. She should be torn to pieces.

Her dagger stabbed right for me, a fierce screech bursting from her lips.

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

“Spirits of evocation, defend me!” the strange woman shouted.

Minx screamed.

I caught a glimpse of her flying back and landing in a roll, smoke rising from her naked body. She came up in a crouch, her knife missing from her hand. The strange woman stepped out from behind a tree, wearing a dark dress with colorful scarves tied about her sleeves and waist. She somehow ripped a curved dagger from one scarf while faint shapes danced around her. They were almost imperceptible, like faint blurs across my vision.

Minx's hand flicked. A throwing dagger arced through the air. One of the faint, wispy balls shot out, knocking the dagger from flight. Minx grit her teeth, drawing another dagger to fight with, crouched low as the woman advanced.

“Clever to try and flush me out,” the woman said over the roar of Thrak and the snarl of werewolves.

A ball shot forward and slammed into Minx's chest. She didn't even react. She couldn't see them at all. She just gasped as light flared and she was thrown down onto her back, her dagger sent flying and embedding in a tree trunk. She lay coughing on the ground, stunned, helpless. The woman turned, ignoring Minx, believing her defeated.

I gripped my wooden dagger and darted on soundless feet for the woods. I had to help Minx. I would creep up on the woman and take her from behind. I left the camp and the fight behind, entering the dark, every step careful.

I was an elven hunter.

The woman turned her head, pointing at the fight. “Spirits of Abjuration, bind the shaman's totems to the high branches.”

Rising from the ground came a half-dozen almost imperceptible balls shooting off into the camp. She was a witch, controlling spirits. And with ease. Her hair was red, her face pale. A Tuathan soulborn witch here?

I hesitated. Did I go after the witch and kill her. Or did I go to Minx's aid. She lay on the ground, quivering, smoke rising from her body. Pain knifed through my heart. A hollow ache ripped open my guts.

I headed for Minx and ignored the witch as she moved through the woods to watch the battle. The thief was in pain. I had to help her.

~  *  ~

Chaun

“Great,” I muttered, strumming my lyre as I racked my brain for the best song to use on werewolves.

Lust wasn't needed against them. I could hear the ardor in their voices, see the desire burning in their eyes as they stared at my muscular body. They were children of Las like me. Lust defined them. And I knew they captured males to fuck. Inflaming their desires would only make them more desperate to seize me.

Xandra's elementals rumbled forward, grinding as they marched. Her wind elementals swooped down, howling with fury, ready to seize any of the attackers. The first slammed into the silver-furred werewolf. She snarled, driven to the ground, her fur ruffling, dried leaves whipping about her.

“Take him,” the silver-furred wolf howled.

“No,” Xandra hissed. “That's my man.”

She stood fierce and tiny, naked and unafraid. She no longer cowered when the attacks came. She no longer ran in fear. She had learned she was strong, that she could fight and defend her friends and loved ones.

She glanced over her shoulder as I struck up a discordant tune, one designed to kill any lust. My cock, still hard from the air elemental blowjob, wilted as my ears winced at the tones I produced. The werewolves shook their heads as the earth elementals bore down, drawing back crushing blows.

“Why do they want you?” Xandra asked, her sapphire eyes twinkling.

“Because I'm so sexy,” I grinned at her and gave her a wink.

“Chaun,” she said, rolling her eyes. “This is serious. We're fighting.”

“They want to fuck me to death,” I told her, strumming the terrible notes. “It's how they reproduce.”

Her back bristled. “No way!”

Her earth elementals threw hard punches, driving back the other two werewolves. The silver-furred one clawed at the ground, struggling to get up, but the wind had it pinned. Xandra's fingers danced along her elementals, puppeteering them with an intense passion, a fierce need to defend and protect me.

“You have a cute ass when you're fierce and fighting,” I grinned. “You should fight naked more often.”

She turned around, her cheeks crimson. “Chaun, take this seriously. They want—”

Her totems ripped out of her hands and soared up into the air, vanishing into the darkness of the towering trees. The air elemental stopped gusting. The earth elementals crumbled into piles of rocks. In an instant, the silver-furred werewolf gained her feet and charged.

“Xandra,” I shouted, throwing down my lyre and seizing my wife. I shoved her to the side, out of the beast's path.

The werewolf crashed into me. I grunted, slammed down onto the ground. The wind burst from my lungs. Her eyes were silver moons staring down at me with such lust. Her tongue licked rough across my lips.

“Yes, yes, what a man. What daughters you shall make.”

“Pass,” I groaned. “l really only like married women.”

I struggled, but she was strong. She hauled me up and threw me over her shoulder. My naked flesh pressed into her fur. And then she bounded away, howling in triumph, the other two werewolves hot on her heels.

“Chaun!” Xandra screamed in terror as the camp's light dwindled and vanished as the dark woods swallowed us up.

I was really fucked.


Chapter Eleven: Fear's Chains

Xandra

Panic seized me. I gained my feet, staring into the dark woods. He was swallowed up by the gloom. Lost to my sight. They were going to fuck him to death. My husband. I clutched my breasts. I had to chase after them.

But they moved so fast. Not caring, I darted into the woods. I grabbed my fire totem out of my pouch, summoning a small elemental out of the camp's fire. It blazed to life, a ball of fire lighting my way. I could hear Chaun's shouts growing weaker and weaker.

Farther and farther away.

“Chaun!” I screamed in frantic fear. “Chaun!”

They couldn't take my husband. I had to move faster. But how? Something had ripped away my air elemental. Using an air elemental to carry me was the only way I could move fast. I needed to fly right now. It was the only way. My stomach twisted, fear pulling down at me. A great, yawning terror gripped me.

I stood on the mountainside, everyone watching me, waiting for me to transform, but I couldn't. My parents urging me on. But I was so scared of failing. So paralyzed by terror that I couldn't become a bird and fly.

I stumbled through the woods, tears falling down my cheeks as I scrambled over roots and hillocks, Chaun's cries fading away. He was getting away. They would kill him. I couldn't be afraid. I had to save him.

There was something greater than fear in me. Desperation.

I reached the top of a small hill and jumped as hard as I could, willing myself to go faster. To soar.

I changed. The fear couldn't hold me back any longer. The mirror couldn't pin me to the earth with terror. My husband needed me. That was more important than being a scared sparrow. I had to be fierce and fast.

I became a small, brown screech owl, the type of nocturnal bird that prowled the Collserola Jungle beneath the aerie of my home. My arms became short wings, my skin feathers. My entire body shrank, changed, becoming what I had always been terrified of.

Why?

Why was I afraid of this? Why had I cowered before my aerie? There was nothing frightening about flying. I had never been scared of heights. I had masturbated on the edge of the highest point of Black Rock Aerie. I had climbed ladders high above the ground. I had happily stared down at the jungle far below. I wasn't afraid of heights.

So where did my fear come from?

An image of a mirror flashed through my mind. Hair like fire.

I shook my head, the fear reaching at me, trying to pull me back to the ground.

I screeched in anger at it, flapping my wings faster and faster. I moved with speed. My eyes were so sensitive. What had once been dark now was merely twilight. Chaun's screams echoed. I spotted him ahead, the three werewolves racing through the brush with my man.

I pursued. I would save my husband.

~  *  ~

Minx

Pain wracked my body. My skin burned, smoked. I groaned, confused. The woman had just pointed at me and I fell on the ground in a spark of explosion. It was so different than Faoril's magic. When she sent fire, she threw it like balls. She didn't just make something explode in your face without warning.

I had to move. To do something. Werewolves howled through the night. Xandra screamed in fright. My friends needed me. Xera needed me. Those beasts could be killing them and I was lying here in pain.

“Move,” I hissed at my body, tears pouring down the corners of my eyes. “Just move.”

I blinked, looking down at my body. My breasts looked fine. I didn't see any burns on my metallic flesh. But I felt like I had just danced through a furnace. What did that woman's magic do to me? I shivered, drumming my heels.

I had to get up. But the pain gripped me.

And then Xera was over me, naked, leaning down, her breasts dangling. She touched my face with such tender fingers. I froze, staring at her eyes. For a moment, the pain vanished, and I was lost to her gaze.

I did love her. I wished I didn't. It wouldn't hurt so much. I hated the pain. But right now, staring into her eyes, feeling her fingers on me, I didn't care. She had come for me. My heart beat faster and faster.

“How bad is it?” Xera asked. “I do not see a wound.”

“Just...pain...” I spat out, my teeth clenched tight, the agony shooting through me again, my fingers twitching. “Magic.”

“She's a witch,” Xera said. “I'll get you to Sophia. She'll fix you.”

She put her dagger between her teeth and reached down to grab me. Behind her, a furry, dark beast rose. It had stalked her with such stealth the elf hadn't even noticed. My eyes widened. I struggled to scream out my warning.

Xera moved as the beast swiped. A furred paw crashed into Xera's shoulder, throwing her to the ground. Her dagger fell from her mouth. And then the werewolf was on her, snarling. The elf thrashed, her hands grabbing fur, her feet kicking up as she fought back against the monster.

I had to do something. “Las...damn...you...pain...!”

~  *  ~

Thrak

I whirled, searching for the next bitch to kill, Faoril crouching behind me. I didn't care why her magic wasn't working. I just wanted to rip into the beasts that wanted to hurt her. They stalked before me, bleeding, snarling, anger boiling off them.

I had killed their packmates.

I smacked my hand against my bleeding chest, raked with claws. More blood flowed from my shoulder. “Come get me. Kill me if you can!” I spat at them and threw my arms wide in invitation. “Kill me, bitches! Stop being cowards!”

“Thrak!” Angela shouted, pointing ahead.

The werewolves snarled in unison as a woman in a dark dress wrapped in colorful scarves stepped out of the woods. My ax slammed at a werewolf, a nimble thing that leaped back at the last minute. The blade slammed into the ground, digging a furrow.

I let it go and lashed out with my fist at the wolf to the right, smashing her skull in with a satisfying impact. The woman, her hair fiery red, raised her hand, saying something as I whirled to hit the other werewolf.

Light exploded before me. I grunted, knees buckling as agony roared across my flesh. I shook my head, struggling to stay upright. The pain shouldn't touch me in the rage. The fury should cocoon me from agony.

The werewolf crashed into me, throwing me to the ground. Claws bit into my flesh. My shaking hands gripped the beast's muzzle, pushing it back. I growled through my teeth. The agony spasmed my muscles.

I snapped the werewolf's neck. The body collapsed on me.

“Soulborn witch!” Faoril shouted. “Angela, don't let her speak.”

I heaved the werewolf off of me. I could take agony. I could take pain. I struggled to rise. The woman spoke, her words lost to the rage pounding through my veins. Light flared, slamming me back on the ground. Invisible ropes bound me.

~  *  ~

Bebhinn the Soulborn Witch

I smiled as the abjuration spirits bound the raging orc to the ground. Chaun and Xandra were gone. Moon had fled with the changeling and his wife had gone after. She didn't matter. There was no bounty for the avian girl. But Chaun...

I did not really want to kill him. If he survived the werewolf's passion, I could set him free for what he did for me. But his companions... I wanted that money. They had committed crimes in Raratha, and justice would see me rich for the rest of my life.

In the woods behind me, Xera fought a werewolf, the elf outmatched. Minx lay incapacitated by the evocation spirit. Angela turned, charging after me on Faoril's urging. The mage tried to send her magic, but the abjuration spirits dancing around her dispelled her magic.

“Spirits of evocation, strike down my enemy,” I shouted.

Angela raised her shield. The orange spirits slammed down against it. She stumbled, spinning from the force, her shield arm flying wide, exposing her body. Other evocation spirits slammed into her legs and chest, sending pain through her body. She stumbled, falling on the ground. She stared up at me with murder in her eyes. She crawled forward through the pain.

“You have a blessing on you,” I realized. “Gewin's? No wonder you defeated the Minotaur.”

“Kill...you...” Angela growled.

“Not likely,” I smiled as one of the werewolfs charged at Angela.

Somehow, the pain-wracked knight found the strength to thrust her sword, taking the beast in the throat. But it didn't matter. Faoril was ineffective, Xandra fled, Chaun captured. The real threats to me were nullified.

“Spirits of abjuration, bind my enemy and—”

The hand clamping over my mouth choked off my words while the dagger pressed to my throat made me freeze. A chill ran through my body. A spasm of fear gripped me, shivering away from the cold edge of the blade.

~  *  ~

Acolyte Sophia

“Surrender,” I hissed into the witch's ear, her red hair brushing my cheek. “Or I will slit your throat!”

The witch had been so focused on Angela and Thrak, she didn't even care that I moved around her. I tried to stalk like Xera, making every step silent, placing each bare foot with care. I was so scared as I did it, gripping my dagger in my hand. But it was clear this woman had to be stopped.

“Nod your head if you do. Then release the orc and the pain spells, and stop nullifying Faoril's magic.”

Another nod. The woman shivered in my hands. Angela suddenly gasped out in relief, rising. The orc let out a roaring burst of anger, gaining his feet and staring with such hate at the witch. And me. I shivered.

And then Faoril's magic lashed the witch's arms to her side. Air forced my hand away but the witch didn't speak. She was gagged with Faoril's power. I released my knife, stepping back, shivering. My back throbbed from the werewolf's scratches.

Thrak and Angela advanced on the witch.

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

The werewolf scratched and clawed at me. I howled in pain, struggling to throw the beast off of me. I wrestled it. But she was strong. My hands clutched at her muzzle, keeping her from ripping off my face as we rolled on the ground.

“Xera!” Minx shouted, her voice suddenly free of pain.

And then crimson smoke burst around me and the werewolf. The cloud of spicy damiana billowed. The werewolf shuddered. She let out a howl and then tore off of me, charging off into the night. I blinked in shock, my cock throbbing hard, the damiana seizing my lust.

Why didn't she stay and fuck me? Oh, I needed to fuck. My cock was so hard right now.

“Xera,” Minx moaned, stumbling at me through the fog, her tiny body quivering, looking so delicious, her small but round breasts bouncing on her body. She was so lithe and sexy. “It worked. You're alive. And you're so sexy.”

“Yes,” I groaned, seizing her and kissing her hard on the lips.

Oh, her lips were wonderful. My tongue danced with hers as my hands seized her small breasts. I could easily cup them, her small nipple rubbing on the palm of my hand. My ears twitched as we kissed, tongues dancing, caressing, teasing each other.

She was so sexy. I caressed her body, leaving her tits behind. I had to touch her everywhere. I brushed her belt. It kept me from feeling her skin. She should be naked like me. Her body was so sexy. I tore off her belt, our lips parting for a moment.

“I love you,” I moaned and kissed her again, hard.

“Yes,” she panted. “Love you, Xera.”

Our kisses were short and hot, breaking apart as our hands caressed each other's body. She gripped my heavy tits, digging her fingers in as I devoured her lips, whispering my love for her over and over. I loved this halfling so much. She was so wonderful, so sexy, so adventurous.

And so naughty.

“Fuck me, Xera,” she moaned, pulling me down atop her. My large breasts rubbed into her tiny tits, our nipples kissing. Mine were so much larger, fatter, bumping her cute buttons. I loved it.

“Yes,” I groaned. “Need to be in you. My sexy halfling thief. Love you.”

Nothing mattered but her. I was drunk on her. It was more than the damiana clouding my mind with lusts. I ached for her. The last week had been miserable not having her at my side, not teaching her brush craft and stalking techniques, not enjoying her mischievous passion.

No more.

“My halfling thief,” I moaned, sliding up her body.

“My busty, elven hunter,” she moaned, squeezing those breasts. Her small face pressed between them. “Love you, Xera. Love you so much.”

My cock nudged at the folds of her pussy. Her hot flesh beckoned, begging to be filled by my huge dick. I groaned, pressing forward. Her pussy parted to engulf my cock. I shuddered, sliding into her flesh, driving deeper and deeper into her depths.

I was in her tight pussy. My halfling. Her mouth sucked at the slopes of my tits. Her small hands squeezed and clenched at my breasts. I buried into her. Small thighs locked about my waist, gripping me. Her hips undulated, sliding that hot, wet pussy up and down my cock.

“Yes, yes, Minx,” I moaned. “My naughty minx. Mmm, yes. You're so tight and hot.”

“Pound me! I love it when you fuck me with this amazing cock! Do it, Xera.”

“Yes, yes, yes.”

I wanted to please her. I wanted to fuck her so hard. It wasn't about satisfying the burning lusts shooting through me, it was about giving her all the joy and pleasure I could. My ass clenched as I drove my dick into her pussy. I fucked into her, driving my cock in over and over. Her hot flesh gripped my dick; her hips squirmed, bucked.

Her fingers found my nipples, pinching them. The pleasure shot down to my pussy and cock. Juices flooded out of my depths as my cunt clenched. The friction of her pussy shot down my shaft to the core of my body, meeting the tingles from my nipples.

Her lips kissed at my breasts, moving up the slopes. Her little teeth nipped between sucks. And then she reached my nipples. Her mouth engulfed them, sucking on the ends while her fingers rolled the base. They were so skinny and my nipples so long she could roll them and suck at the same time. Her tiny tongue swirled about the tips like the crown of a cock.

“Matar's cock,” I moaned, thrusting harder, working my cock over and over into her tight pussy. “Yes, yes, yes. You love it. Tell me how much you love it.”

“It's so wonderful,” moaned Minx between sucks. Her lips moved back and forth, pleasuring both my nipples. Her cunt clenched on my thrusting dick. “I'm going to cum!”

Her pussy spasmed about my dick. That wonderful moment of powerful contractions writhing about my dick. The pleasure of her convulsing flesh spurred me to fuck her faster and faster. My nipples ached and throbbed. My body shook.

My ears twitched as my back arched. I drove my cock all the way into her depths, her small body taking every inch. The caress of her hot, silky flesh sent shudders down my cock. I gasped out, eyes widening.

And came in her.

My cum spurted and pumped. Blast after blast of jizz poured into her depths. I moaned, “Love you, Minx,” as the pleasure rushed rapture through me. “Love you!”

“Yes,” she moaned. “Cernere's nimble fingers, yes! My elf. Keep fucking me!”

“Always! I'll always fuck you!”

I fucked my erupting dick over and over into her pussy. I stayed hard, the spicy scent in the air boiling my blood. Pleasure shot through me as her pussy spasmed over and over on my cock. My cum spurted over and over into her pussy.

I was drunk on her. I loved her. She was all I needed. Her and her tight pussy about my cock.

~  *  ~

Xandra

The sounds of Chaun's moans and the werewolves' howls grew louder and louder. More surged in, fleeing the camp as I landed in the trees on the bough above. The werewolves were all women again, but still snarling like beasts, their bodies naked. The silvery wolf had become a pale-skinned woman with tawny hair and huge breasts.

She rode my husband. He lay stretched on the ground spread-eagle, vines wrapped about his wrists and ankles. Pleasure crossed his face as he thrashed, moaning into the vines shoved into his mouth as a gag.

“Fuck him, Moon,” a blonde werewolf with blue eyes said, rubbing her pussy. “Make him cum. Then it's my turn.”

“No, mine, Huntress,” snarled a swarthy werewolf, her hands kneading her round breasts.

“Cum in me,” howled Moon, the leader bouncing on my husband.

I changed into an avian, my body growing larger and larger until I perched naked on the tree branch overhead, my hand still gripping the fire totem. When I changed into the owl, my possessions came with me, vanishing and only reappearing when I reverted to my true form. I stroked the triangles carved into the dark mahogany totem.

Seven werewolves prowled around my husband, the eighth fucking him hard. They were all fast and deadly. And I was on my own.

I summoned my fire elementals and prepared to save my husband's life.


Chapter Twelve: Aurora

Chaun – The Haunted Forest

The werewolves howled as they carried me through the dark woods. I thrashed. I punched. I kicked. The bitch didn't feel it. A chill settled onto me. Werewolves were an all female race, single-sexed like all the creatures born from Las's masturbation. The God of Lust had spewed his seed across the world, spawning different creatures from changelings like me to the bitches racing through the woods—vaguely humanoid, furry beasts with wolfish features. They needed men to breed.

They fucked them to death.

I didn't know what was going on back at camp. Something more than werewolves had attacked us. Faoril's magic was nullified and my wife's totems were ripped out of her hands by forces unseen. Without her elementals keeping the werewolves at bay, they grabbed me with ease. I was a bard, not a fighter. I battled with my voice, my fingers dancing on lyre strings.

And being jostled on the back of a racing werewolf did not make singing easy.

Was Xandra okay? I was being carried off to my death, and all I could care about was my wife. Love had changed me. It was hard being selfish when you had someone else you cared more about. I once thought I loved Princess Adelaide. I had feelings for the woman, enjoyed our time together, but she hadn't burrowed into my heart the way Xandra had.

Would I see my songbird again?

The werewolf carrying me howled, a horrid sound, no beauty, just a primal call rising from her throat. In moments, others howled from different directions, answering her call. The three werewolves reached a clearing and threw me to the ground. I landed with a grunt, coughing, the ground cold on my back and ass. I was naked. When they attacked, Xandra and I had been in our tent enjoying each other.

“You are hung, male,” the werewolf said, her eyes silver. Fur retracted into flesh, a woman emerging from the horrid monster, skin pale. Large, pillowy tits swayed as she loomed over me, her face beautiful, tawny hair falling about her shoulders, legs long. She ran her hands down her human form to her pussy lips, rubbing them. “Big cocks equal strong daughters.”

“You won't get any from me.” I stared up at her. I couldn't show fear. I knew that. It was hard to control, but questing with Angela had given me a stiffer spine and a stronger stomach. “I'm birthed from Las, like you. I can only breed with a married woman.”

Her foot rubbed up and down my cock. “Big cock.”

“Very big,” a blonde werewolf said, her blue eyes shining. She was petite, hips narrowed. Werewolves took after the race of their father. “Fuck him, Moon. I want a turn.”

Moon, the werewolf rubbing my cock, snapped her teeth at the blonde before she fell to her knees, straddling me. A hot, wet cunt, covered in silky pubic hair, rubbed up and down on my dick. I grunted, fighting the lust.

I couldn't.

I was born of lust. It dwelt in all of the races spawned by Las. I focused on the most boring subjects—history, mathematics, philosophy. I focused on the rationalist arguments for the natural law of liberty.

And there was a hot cunt rubbing on my dick, a pair of large, pillowy breasts swaying over me, a woman's face twisting with passion, silver eyes flashing with lust. The scent of hot, wet cunt filled my nose. And my cock responded.

Hardened. Swelled. Throbbed.

“Such a big cock,” the werewolf Moon moaned, sliding her cunt up my shaft, rubbing at the crown, trying to engulf my cock.

“Las's putrid cum,” I groaned, feeling her pussy lips wrap about my cock's tip. Her back arched, tits bouncing as she slid down my shaft. Pleasure raced down my dick and spread through my body, banishing philosophy.

“Such strong daughters,” she moaned. “Ebony beauties.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” the blonde moaned, rubbing at her hot cunt and twisting a pink nipple.

Songs. I had to sing. I tried discordant music and that disrupted their fighting, but now lust was motivating them not violence. I had to find the right harmony, melody, style. Something to lull her and weaken her lusts.

A lullaby.

I opened my mouth, sang.

“None of that,” snarled the third werewolf, her skin the rich ebony of the Halani desert, but her eyes were bright, vibrant green. Her hand slapped over my mouth, her round tits dangling over me. “No more of that awful song.”

“Fucking time,” Moon moaned.

She threw back her head, howling with the same intensity she had as a beast, sliding her pussy faster and faster. I groaned into the hand clamped over my mouth. Moon's pussy felt too good. My cock throbbed in her hot, silky depths. The friction building and building, my balls boiling.

Other werewolves appeared out of the trees, some bloodied by the fight. They became naked women, a diverse group of beauties staring at me with hungry eyes. They rubbed at their cunts, fingering wet snatches.

“Fuck him,” they moaned to Moon, each eager for their own piece of me.

My cock throbbed, tingled. There was something in her pussy. Something that made my dick tingle, ache to cum. An aphrodisiac produced by her cunt. I squirmed, trying to buck her off, realizing that they could keep fucking me and fucking me until I died.

Bucking was a mistake.

My dick slid faster and harder through her pussy. Her cunt clenched down, her body shuddering. She smiled at me, licking her lips, loving the pleasure I gave her. The pressure in my balls built and built, boiling, about to explode.

I was so fucked.

I stared up at the dark trees above, past the heaving, ebony breasts of the Halani werewolf. Trees swaying, snatches of the dark sky bleeding through the roof of thick branches. I tried to focus on anything but the feeling in my cock.

“Cum,” Moon moaned, her tits slapping together. “Cum, cum, cum! Breed us!”

I groaned, fighting my orgasm. But it was so hard. I wanted to breed her.

And then water gathered a few feet away. Drops rose from the ground and descended from the trees, mist condensing out of the air and forming into something amorphous and writhing, the surface rippling and undulating. The werewolves reacted in shock, leaping back, yelping in surprise.

A form dropped from the trees and landed in the water with a splash. It was a woman, slim, hair swirling, holding two totems in her hands. My eyes widened in shock. Xandra. My wife had tracked me down.

Fire exploded into being, painting the clearing in bright reds and angry oranges. Rage glowed in Xandra's eyes, her body painted in lurid, dancing light as the water surged away from her and slammed into Moon. Tendrils wrapped about the werewolf's body as it ripped her off my cock and slammed her to the ground beside me.

“That is my husband you're fucking!”

~  *  ~

Xandra

My fingers danced on the two totems I held. The fingers of my right hand traced the undulating lines carved onto the mangrove wood, puppeteering the water elemental to rip the silver-eyed werewolf off Chaun's cock, his dick hard, glistening in the fire elementals' light.

I conjured three fire elementals. The temperature plummeted as they drew heat out of the air to create their fiery bodies. My fingers traced the triangles on the mahogany totem in my left hand, surging the fire elementals at the other werewolves. The blonde screamed as a fiery fist slammed into her chest between her small breasts.

Smoke flared. She reeled back, skin burned as she crashed into a tree, whimpering in pain.

“That's right, he's mine!” I howled, a possessive anger surging through me. The fire elementals burned hotter, rushing at the surrounding werewolves, leaving smoldering footsteps behind, the smoking detritus swirling through the air. “Mine!”

They howled in fear, flinching back from the living flames. I was the fire elementals. I moved them all at the same time, my thought split five ways between myself and my four elementals. They raged, swinging, driving back the werewolves.

They broke and ran into the dark in all directions, yelping in fear. They were beasts. They may look like women, but they were afraid of fire like all animals. In moments, all the werewolves were gone save for the one who tried to fuck my husband. She writhed on the ground, body pinned by the water elemental.

“Xandra,” Chaun groaned as he stood up, his cock still thrusting hard before him. He looked so hard, so aroused.

My anger turned into jealous passion as he moved to me, engulfing me in his arms. His hard cock pressed into my naked stomach, so wet with that bitch's juices. She tried to fuck my husband.

She whimpered, the water elemental tightening its grip on her body.

“How?” he asked. “Your air totem was ripped away. How did you follow so fast? Faoril?”

“I...” I stared up at him as his midnight-black fingers cupped my cheeks, his silvery hair spilling about his face. He was darker than night. “I flew, Chaun. I transformed. I became a bird.”

His eyes widened.

The fire elementals snuffed out as I dropped the mahogany totem. I brought my left hand up to his face, touching him, feeling the smile building on his lips, felt the joy. He understood what that meant. I became a bird. I was fully an avian adult now.

“It was wonderful, Chaun,” I said, tears beading my eyes. “I sprouted feathers, became an owl, and soared through the woods. I moved so fast. The air rippled about me. I was graceful and... and...”

He kissed me as I cried tears of joy, the fingers of my right hand dancing along the lines of the totem, controlling the water elemental. I savored the kiss, his arms, and his cock. The juices on it made my stomach tingle, a hot flush shooting down to my pussy.

I saved my husband. I flew and saved my husband.

I broke the kiss, laughing for joy. “I did it, Chaun. I flew.”

I wasn't a failure as an avian.


Chapter Thirteen: Elvish Passion

Minx

“I love you,” Xera moaned as I nuzzled at her big breasts.

My hermaphrodite elf loved me. She did. She couldn't fight her feelings in the grip of the aphrodisiac damiana. The spicy herb permeated both our bodies. My pussy clenched on her huge dick, her cum swimming in my depths.

“I need to taste that pussy,” moaned Xera as she lay on me, her hips moving, her dick throbbing. “Lick out all my yummy cum from my halfling's pussy.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned in eager need. I burned. I had to keep cumming. In the back of my mind, I wondered how the rest of the fighting was going. Had the party defeated the witch attacking us? Were the werewolves still marauding?

But it was hard to care about anything but cumming right now. Cumming with my elven hunter. The only person who could sneak like me, who could track me through a city. She was wonderful.

Xera rolled off of me. I groaned as her thick cock slid out of my tiny pussy with a wet plop. I clapped my hands over my pussy, holding in the tide of her cum. Xera stretched out on her back, her large tits pillowing, her ears twitching as they thrust out of her green hair, and her amazing dick thrust over her belly dripping with my pussy cream.

She was so beautiful, so graceful, delicate yet strong. I scrambled to straddle her face. I plopped my wet pussy right on her hungry lips, pulling my hands away. I ground my cunt on her lips as the cum poured out of me.

Thick, delicious, creamy jizz flowed right into her mouth. I groaned, squeezing, forcing out as much as I could into her hungry mouth. She moaned, her tongue lapping, savoring her elf-jizz flavored by my lavender musk.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned. “Lick all your jizz out. Mmm, you fired so much into me.”

“I did,” she moaned, her hands stroking my skinny thighs.

I leaned over her, grabbing her breasts while staring at her dick. She was too tall and I was too short to suck her dick and let her eat my pussy at the same time. But I could play with those huge tits. My small hands grasped them, fingers digging into pillowy flesh while I savored her tongue digging into my pussy.

I shuddered as she lapped through my folds, her tongue sliding in deep, scooping out her jizz. My small breasts jiggled before me. My eyes rolled back into my head, my hips working, loving her tongue lavishing my pussy, making me tremble, giving me such wondrous joy.

“Oh, gods, that's good,” I moaned. “Cernere's black cunt and nimble fingers. You know how to eat pussy!”

“It's the best,” groaned Xera. “You taste so good.”

Her tongue fucked into me, swirling, stirring up my orgasm. With the damiana surging through me, I was so horny, so eager to cum. My fingers pinched and played with her nipples, staring at her cock, watching it throb, begging to be touched. I wanted to play with it.

I wanted to cum on her lips.

She found my clit, sucking, nuzzling, loving it. I gasped, my back arching. I tugged hard on her nipples. She groaned into my pussy. Her dick twitched, rising an inch from her belly before slapping down. I shuddered, shivered.

Came.

“Xera!” I moaned. “Cernere's nimble fingers, yes! Oh, you know what I love! You know how to make me cum! Love you! Love you! Love you!”

Those words came so easily as I buzzed from cumming and the damiana. My nipples tingled as I pulled on hers, my pussy spasming about her probing tongue. It was so long, swirling through my flesh, making me quiver and groan.

My back arched as the pleasure rolled over me. I gasped, singing out into the night, the trees swaying over us. I squirmed, writhed, and gasped out my joy. Such sweet pleasure shuddered through me, stirred by my lover's tongue.

And I needed to give her pleasure.

“That was so good, Xera,” I groaned, sliding my pussy off her face. I rubbed my hot, wet flesh against her tits, climbing her mounds as I moved lower. “I bet your cock is so hard again.”

“So hard,” she moaned. “I need to cum so badly.”

“I'll make you cum.” I giggled over my shoulder at her.

“Yes! Love you so much! My halfling!”

Painful need crossed her face. I reached her stomach, rubbing my hot cunt on her flesh. Then, with a nimble display of acrobatics, I hopped up, spun, and landed back on my knees, facing her now, my pussy rubbing at the tip of her cock. I wiggled, feeling her dick sliding into just the right place, and moaned as I worked down her shaft.

I shuddered as her huge girth filled me. My head pressed into her tits, just in reach, and pushed them against my cheeks as I sank lower and lower down her shaft. My pussy savored it. Hermaphrodites were the hottest.

And none of them were hotter than my elf.

“Oh, yes, Minx,” she groaned, my lips finding a fat nipple, sucking hard. Her cock throbbed in my depths. “You're so tight. Ride me. Make me cum! I need to cum so badly!”

I grinned, rolling my hips as she rose, abandoning the fat nub. “I'll ride you. Mmm, you'll scream your head off.”

Her pointed ears twitched more, a smile crossing her lips. “Yes! Love you!”

Those two simple words sent my hips pumping. I rose up and down on her huge dick. She reached so deep into me. Halflings had elastic pussies. We could take dicks from the big races with ease. But as I slid down her shaft, it was like she was reaching into my guts.

I loved it.

So much pleasure rippled through me as I worked my pussy up and down her dick, gasping, groaning, savoring the bliss churned by the friction. I clenched down hard as I rose on her dick, savoring the slide of our flesh. I lifted slowly, leisurely, taking my time. I reached the tip of her dick, undulating my hips, stirring just the crown through my cunt.

And then I impaled myself hard, slamming down her cock. My tits bounced. I gasped, savoring the pleasure rushing through me. My head swayed. I gasped, eyes fluttering. I reveled in the pleasure shooting through me.

And then I did it all over again.

“I'm going to make my sexy elf cum,” I moaned.

“Yes,” she grinned. “Mmm, make me cum. Make me erupt into your pussy again.”

I ground my clit into her pubic bone as I grinned at her. I leaned over, planting my hands on her stomach, working my hips, riding her. I slid higher, brushing the bottoms of her large tits. They jiggled, her fat nipples beckoning. They were pink but tinged with the same greenish hue that permeated her skin. I licked my lips, staring at them as I fucked her, giving us both pleasure.

Her hands seized my ass, cupping my small cheeks. She gripped them, sliding me faster and faster. The pleasure shivered through me. I gasped out in delight, twisting, wiggling my hips, loving every second of my pleasure.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned in delight. “Oh, wow, your cock stirs me up. Cernere's black cunt, Xera! Love it! Love you!”

“Matar's cock, you're so tight. The best pussy, Minx. The best.”

I beamed at her, pumping faster and faster. The urge to cum rising in me. My head tossed, my short, metallic-red hair caressing my cheeks as I shivered. My pussy clenched, tightened. Every inch her dick slid through my snatch brought me closer and closer to exploding.

Cumming.

Orgasming.

I loved those words.

“Xera,” I panted, voice strained as I bounced on her hard and fast, her dick's tip slamming against my cervix. “Cum in me! Give it to me!”

“Yes,” she moaned, her hands squeezing my asscheeks. “Oh, I'm going to flood you. My ovaries are tingling. Just a few more strokes.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned, wiggling my hips as I rode her hard and fast. “Do it! Flood me!”

“Matar's wonderful cock!”

Her ears twitched violently. Her fingers dug hard into my ass. Hips bucked. Cum fired. I savored the creamy blasts splashing against my pussy. My eyes widened, groaning, savoring every moment of pleasure as it raced through me.

My pussy milked her dick. I bucked and spasmed on her. My eyes rolled back into my head as the pleasure burst over and over through me. It cascaded through me. It made me gasp and moan and ache. I was so glad she was cumming in me.

Rapture burned through my mind. I collapsed forward on her, burying my face between her soft, warm breasts as I writhed on her. My pussy spasmed on her cumming cock. Her jizz splashed over and over into me. We both sang out our pleasure.

“Xera!”

“Minx!”

It peaked in me. I held onto it, savoring it, and then it retreated. It left me buzzing. I mewled into her tits, pushing them against my face, loving how they smelled so sweet, how they tasted so salty, and how they felt so silky.

Xera's cock softened. It stayed in me, my pussy gripping it. I loved how she felt in me as I breathed. The spicy musk of damiana gone from the air, worked out of our system. I sighed, closing my eyes, loving this moment.

“Minx,” Xera whispered, stroking my back with light fingers.

“Hmm?”

“We should...talk.”

My head snapped up. “No, you can't take it back. I know you love me.”

Her green eyes brimmed with tears. “I do love you, but... I have a wife. A child I've never met. We're nearing the end of the quest. One more piece of the sword, then we're off to reforge it and slay the dragon.”

“And?” I asked, my stomach quivering. I hugged her tight. I wasn't letting go of her.

“And the group will break apart. We will get back to our lives as best we can. I'll return to my forest. To my family.” She gave me a soft smile. “I have to. I have a daughter. I have responsibilities.”

“What about me?” Tears beaded in my eyes.

She stroked up to my hair. “I'll always love you, but...”

“I'll come with you.” I sat up. “I can live in the forest.”

“Minx...” She said it with a sigh.

“No,” I continued. “I'll come with you. I'll be your lover. I'm sure the other elves will love me. You can teach me to be a hunter, and there'll be a pussy around for the other elves to use so they don't cheat. I know how much you love dual-sexed pussy, Xera.”

“You're a creature of the cities, Minx. You love sneaking through streets, blending in crowds, hunting atop rooftops. My home is like this place. Not as foul-feeling, but as dark, as mysterious. It is a quiet place. Life is slow.”

“There are cities by the forest,” I said, tears burning in my eyes. I didn't want to lose her. “I'll live there and we can visit each other.”

“And what will my wife think?”

“So what?” I hissed. “I'm not an elf or nixie or a sylph or a gnome or even a dragon. I'm not a hermaphrodite. You can't get me pregnant. That means that we can have all the sex and kisses and it's not cheating. She won't care.”

“It's a different sort of cheating.” She stroked down my spine. “I shouldn't love you.”

“But you do.”

“I do.”

“Then I'm not letting you go.”

“Minx...” She shook her head, tears in her eyes as I hugged her tight, burying my face back into her tits. “This isn't—”

“No!” The word exploded out of me, shocking me. “I'm not letting you go. I'm going to enjoy this for as long as I can. No more talking about the future. Let's just enjoy this, us. Okay? I love you.”

“I love you, Minx,” she whispered. Her hands found my cheeks. She lifted my head, pulling me to her.

I slid up her body and smiled at her.

“We'll just enjoy this as long as we can,” she said.

“Good,” I said, my heart twisting with pain. I would show her that it was me she needed. Not her wife. Not her...

Daughter...

I couldn't give her a daughter. Hermaphrodites like her and dual-sexed races like me couldn't breed. I could only breed with another halfling.

No, I wouldn't think about that. I kissed her hard, hugging her. I would make every moment we had together count. And she would realize what she wanted more was me. She had to. I didn't want to lose her.

Tears fell down my cheeks as I kissed my elf.

~  *  ~

Acolyte Sophia

My fingers plunged into my pussy. I groaned, trying not to look around camp at all the blood and the corpses of werewolves. Thrak stood watch with Faoril, staring at the Tuathan witch we had captured, held up by air, gagged to keep from sending her spirits out to get us. Angela stood by me, sword out, shield ready.

“You are just a naughty slut,” Angela purred, drawing my attention to my task. “Mmm, finger that cunt. I want you to cum, concubine. That's an order.”

“Yes, my Queen,” I moaned, plunging my fingers faster and harder into my cunt. My flesh clenched around them, pleasure buzzing through me.

“Find Chaun and Xandra,” groused Angela. “I need them returned. Only you can do it.”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned. In the background, Minx and Xera both screamed out their pleasure, still rutting, caught up by one of Minx's alchemical lust bombs.

I had to cum for the divining spell. My back arched, my ass clenched beneath my open robes. Angela stood in front of me, looking so sexy in her armor. My powerful Queen. We almost had the High King's sword reassembled. Her ancestor’s sword.

What a queen she would make. It was ridiculous women couldn't rule. Just because Pater, the father of the gods, ruled the universe only men could rule a nation. Angela would make an amazing queen. So regal and beautiful and mighty.

Her blue eyes bored on mine. “Cum, you naughty slave,” she purred. “Let me hear those sweet moans.”

“Yes, yes yes,” I panted, my small breasts quivering. “My Queen!”

My orgasm exploded through me. My pussy spasmed on my fingers as I pictured Angela sitting on the throne in Shesax, ruling over the High Queendom of Hamilten, reclaiming her ancestor's massive empire. And I was kneeling at her feet, her lovely concubine.

I was so caught up in my fantasy, I almost forgot to cast the spell. “Saphique, I pray that you find what I seek.” My pussy burned hot around my fingers, soaking them in enchanted pussy cream. I ripped them free and rubbed the juices on my right nipple. “Guide me with your loving wisdom.”

A tingle rushed through my body as my breast milk squirted from my nub, anointing my fingers. I shuddered, turning, my fingers pointing out into the forest as my divination spell went into effect. “That way, my Queen.”

She hefted her sword. “Let's go.”

I nodded, trembling. With a whispered word, I conjured a pink light. It birthed from my nipple like a bubble then danced before us as we marched out into the darkness. I hoped Chaun and Xandra were all right.

Damned werewolves.


Chapter Fourteen: Songbird's Anger

Xandra

The angry, jealous lust tingled through me. I broke away from Chaun, my stomach tingling from where the werewolf's juices had rubbed off his dick onto my flesh. I turned to the silver-eyed werewolf pinned by the water elemental and gave her a vicious grin.

“You thought you could fuck my husband?” I demanded, primal lust consuming me. I had never felt anything like this before. But I had to dominate this bitch and put her in her place. “Huh?”

“Need cock to make babies,” the werewolf whimpered. “Mercy. Mercy. Did not know his cock belonged to such strong female.”

Chaun grinned at me. “What are you up to?”

I puppeteered the water elemental, yanking the werewolf up onto her hands and knees. Her breasts dangled. I swept watery tendrils about her body, squeezing those large tits. They jiggled, her nipples aching so hard. I could feel what the water elemental felt, caressing her skin, sliding the tentacles around those mounds until the ends reached her nipples.

And sucked on them. Water engulfed each nub. The werewolf's silvery eyes widened. She let out a whimpering moan, her hips wiggling, pussy growing hotter and hotter. Chaun hummed a song, a stirring melody of lust.

“She wants your cum so badly, Chaun, she kidnapped you,” I moaned, reaching out, playing with his big cock. “This cock drove her wild with lust.”

“It did,” moaned the werewolf.

Chaun hummed louder, his song making me tingle.

“Why don't you give it to her?” I grinned, the water elemental dragging the werewolf closer. I seized her hair through my conjuration, yanking back her head and shoving her face between my legs. “Give her what she wanted so badly she attacked us.”

Chaun's violet eyes twinkled at me. He loved this game. Chaun enjoyed sharing women with me. I had my appetites broadened. I wasn't a repressed avian woman who only would sleep with her husband. I craved feminine flesh, too. I would never touch another man again, I would be faithful to Luben and honor my marriage vows. Being with a woman wasn't breaking them.

Technically.

“Lick me,” I moaned, grinding my pussy into her face. “Devour me. You thought you could fuck his cock without my permission, so now you have to pay.”

“Yes,” she moaned and then licked at my snatch.

Chaun drove into her pussy as bawdy words burst from his lips:

And the maiden wet

was seized by a letch,

to suck the warrior's cock.

And the maiden fell,

'pon the grass o' the dell

to blow the warrior's cock.

Her mouth opened wide

and her lips did slide

along the warrior's cock.

I groaned, the words spilling through the glade, making my pussy so wet. I shivered, rubbing my cunt into the werewolf's licking mouth. Her silvery eyes shone up at me as she licked and devoured my snatch. My breasts jiggled beneath me as I ground on her lips.

“You nasty slut,” I gasped. “Oh, yes, you're fucking my man's cock because I let you. So you have to make me cum!”

“Yes, yes, yes,” moaned the werewolf. “I will, great female. Mmm, Moon will make you cum so hard.”

Her tongue dove through my folds. I shivered, grinding on her, loving her tongue diving through my folds. My eyes rolled back into my head. Short gasps burst from my lips. She caressed my pussy lips and up to my clit.

My nub throbbed on her tongue. Her lips latched onto it. She sucked. I gasped, my left hand sliding up to my small breast, squeezing it. My nipple throbbed. I rubbed it with my hand, playing with it while I controlled the water elemental. I caressed her body and sucked on her nipples. Tendrils of water touched her everywhere.

I smiled at Chaun as his bawdy song spurred me to new lusts. “Oh, yes, you naughty werewolf. Mmm, you're just a lapdog now.” I giggled. “And you lap so well. Mmm, yes. Oh, that's nice. You're going to make me cum while I play with your body.”

My fingers danced on the mangrove totem, tracing the undulating lines.

Moon's silver eyes widened as a thick tendril of water slid between her butt-cheeks and pressed on her asshole. Chaun grinned at me as he fucked her hard, his midnight-black chest rippling. He was such a sexy man.

He nodded.

I shoved the tendril into her bowels.

“Great female,” moaned the werewolf as the watery tendril fucked into her asshole. I could feel the tight, velvety heat of her asshole about the water elemental's tentacle. I shuddered, my clit throbbing as she flicked her tongue across it.

“You love it up the ass, don't you?”

“I never felt this,” she moaned. “Waste of cock back there.”

“Mmm, I know,” I grinned. “And you love it. You naughty bitch. Tell me how much you love it.”

“So much!” she moaned and lapped harder. “Thank you, great female.”

She licked and lapped at my pussy with such intensity. I gasped, my eyes rolling back into my head. Chaun reached out with a hand, grasping my hip, steadying me as my head snapped back. I trilled out my song of pleasure, matching the bawdy melody of Chaun's song.

And came on the werewolf's mouth.

My orgasm was powerful. Intoxicating. I had never felt the like before. I reamed the tentacle deep into her bowels, the others tendrils squeezing her pillow-soft tits and pulling on her hard nipples. My juices squirted into her mouth.

And she drank them down.

“Yes, yes, you naughty bitch,” I moaned. “Oh, yes. You love that. You're paying the price for fucking my male!”

“Great female!” she moaned, howled, and then her bowels spasmed about the watery tentacle. I shuddered, feeling her flesh writhe.

“Pater's cock,” grunted Chaun, snapped out of his song. “Oh, damn, I'm going to cum in her.”

“No,” I hissed. “She doesn't deserve your cum. I do. I'm your wife. If you're going to breed someone, breed me. I want to hatch your egg.”

Chaun grinned at me and ripped his cock out. I stumbled back from the werewolf and fell to my knees facing her, our lips inches apart. Chaun moved behind me as the werewolf whimpered and moaned, her silver eyes locked on his bouncing cock.

“All his cum is mine,” I groaned, still bursting with that primal lust. “You're lucky I even let you have an orgasm.”

“Yes, great female,” she whimpered, still shuddering and cumming.

I leaned forward, kissing her hard on the lips, tasting my sweet pussy juices. I moaned as Chaun rammed his cock into my still spasming pussy. My orgasm was just dying, but feeling my husband's dick in me sent a resurgence of pleasure through my quivering flesh.

I shivered, my cunt massaging his dick as he plowed into me. His three balls smacked into my clit. He fucked me so hard, grunting, groaning, loving my pussy more than the werewolf bitch's. I broke the kiss, moaning out my pleasure.

“Yes, yes, yes, Chaun! Please cum in my pussy. I want all of your seed. All of it!”

“Yes,” he groaned.

I sang out in wordless delight, a complex melody of joy, as his jizz pumped into me. I groaned, my pussy spasming on his dick, pleasure shuddering through me as I milked him. Rapture shot through me. I hoped he quickened my egg. I wanted to hatch his child so badly.

My eyes rolled back into my head as his cum spurted a final time into me.

“Xandra,” he groaned. “My sweet songbird.”

“Yes,” I trilled, shuddering. My eyes fluttered open. I stared at the werewolf. I released her. “Go!”

“Great female?” she whimpered, putting her face down to the floor between her hands, staring up at me.

“Go,” I snarled. Water splashed against the ground beside the werewolf, spraying up detritus. The water elemental swirled and splashed, throwing a punch at her.

She whimpered and then fled into the night.

“Wow, Xandra,” Chaun groaned, pulling his dick out of me. “That was amazing.”

“Xandra isn't my name any longer,” I told him as he pulled out. “I'm officially an adult. Xandra was my adolescent name.”

“Right,” he panted. “First you were Sky.”

I nodded. “My hatchling name. Then I began adolescence and had my vision of my role, learning I should be a shaman. So I became Xandra. And now I can fly. I need a new name.”

“Like what?”

I blinked. “I... I don't know. It's my choice. But... I never thought I would have this. I was always so scared of...”

“Flying?” Chaun asked.

I shook my head. “No. Just... just afraid of...” A mirror flashed in my mind. The terror gripped me for a moment. “I...I don't understand why I was afraid. It just scared me for some reason. It held me back. And then when I saw you taken, and my air totem was ripped from my hands, I realized I had no choice but to fly to find you. I couldn't be scared of it.” I bit my lip. “Why should I be afraid of it?”

“The heights?”

“Chaun,” I said, rolling my eyes. “You saw where I lived. I would masturbate from the highest point of Black Rock Aerie, my feet dangling over the edge. Heights do not bother me. It was just...”

“Pressure. You felt so much pressure to achieve it that you couldn't. I bet you were afraid of disappointing your parents and your people.”

Memories of two years ago, everyone watching me as I struggled and tried to overcome my fear, popped through my mind. “Maybe.” And then I laughed and became a songbird. My body shrank as feathers grew. I was a colorful finch, my stomach blue and yellow, my wings bright green. I trilled out my song as I launched to Chaun.

He grinned, holding out a finger for me to perch on. “Will you look at that.”

I trilled to him, but he couldn't understand me. But I didn't care. I hopped on his fingers, flapping my wings as I sang to him. He smiled, swaying as he listened to my song. He understood the joyful emotions bursting out of me.

“Aurora,” he said as he stared at me.

I let out a trilling question.

“It's what they call these sheets of green and blue light that dance across the skies far to the north. They are supposed to be so beautiful but rare. Like you.” His thumb stroked the down of my belly.

I liked that.

“So, how about it, Aurora? Your new name?”

I trilled out a happy song, chirping for joy as he stroked my belly.

“Well, this isn't what I expected,” a woman said.

I let out a trill of surprise as Chaun turned. I clutched my talons about his fingers to hold my balance. Sophia smirked as she and Angela stepped out of the forest, a ball of pink light hovering by the pair. Angela sheathed her sword, giving Chaun a quizzical look.

“You're petting a bird by yourself,” Sophia said, shaking her head. “What are you doing, Chaun?”

“Listening to Aurora sing,” he answered. “Isn't she beautiful?”

“Aurora?” Sophia frowned, glancing at Angela. “What's going on?”

I launched myself into the air, flying to Sophia, singing her a greeting. She had a bemused look on her face as I landed on her shoulder. I chirped to her, and she just arched an eyebrow, glancing at Chaun.

“Okay, what is going on?” Sophia asked, her green eyes blinking.

“Where's Xandra?” Angela asked, bending over to pick up my discarded fire totem. My water totem had merged into my bird form along with anything else I wore or held.

I couldn't take it any longer. I had to show them. I flapped from Sophia's shoulder and became my avian form, flowing into legs and arms and long, silky blue hair. I appeared naked, holding the water totem in my hand.

“Slata's hairy cunt!” Sophia gasped, stumbling back and tripping over a log, landing on her backside.

Chaun laughed while Angela let go of her sword hilt, relaxing.

“I can turn into a bird!” I grinned. “I did it! I'm an adult for real. I have my true name now! Aurora! Isn't it beautiful? Chaun named me.”

Sophia frowned. “Well, then you're not the nameless shaman any longer. Huh? Does that mess up the prophecy?”

I frowned while Angela shrugged. “She was nameless when she joined. And it is a beautiful name, Xandra. I mean, Aurora.”

I smiled as the armored knight gave me a hug, my nipples pressing against her cold breastplate. That felt nice. I hadn't made love to Angela yet. Chaun and I should invite her to our bed. I bet she would be fun to play with.

And then I became a bird. I couldn't help myself.


Chapter Fifteen: Blossoming Danger

Warlock Faoril

Xera and Minx stumbled out of the brush, the elf's mouth smeared with pussy juices and cum, the halfling dripping so many loads of jizz out of her snatch. A surge of hunger shot through me to fall to my knees and not let all that yummy cum go to waste.

I controlled myself.

“So, what do we do with her?” Minx asked, pointing to the Tuathan soulborn witch held by my magic. The woman floated in the air, her green eyes wide with fear.

“Kill her,” grunted Thrak. He sat by the fire, running a whetstone across his ax, the muscles in his swarthy back playing as he stroked.

“Sure,” Minx said, drawing a dagger from her belt. It was all she wore. Like everyone but Angela, Minx was fucking when the attack happened. And she and Xera hadn't had a chance to dress. Of course, Xera only wore a belt on which to carry her supplies and quiver of arrows.

“No, we can't kill her,” Xera gasped. “We took her prisoner.”

“Be simpler,” Thrak grunted. “I understand how repugnant it is, but she is dangerous. Her magic nullified Faoril's.”

“Angela wouldn't want us to execute a prisoner,” I said, planting my hands on my hips, pressing the fabric of my red robes tight to my body. “Thrak, you know that. She's a knight.”

“Technically, she's not,” he countered.

“Spiritually, she is. So we are not killing the prisoner.” I glanced at the woman. “Though I have no idea what we should do with you.”

“She'll just cause problems,” Minx said, gripping her knife. “This is cleaner than having her attack us again.”

The woman moaned through her gag, shaking her head while her dangling feet kicked.

“Yeah, right, I'm sure you won't attack us again,” Minx said, rolling her eyes. “Let's just dispatch her before Angela gets back. Then she won't feel bad about it.”

“She's already back,” Xera said, ears twitching. She turned her gaze. “With Chaun and Sophia and...a songbird?”

I blinked. There was a happy, chirping sound. I hadn't heard any birds sing since we entered the woods. And it was at night. No songbirds were active in the night. What was going on? And then a colorful finch flitted out of the woods, singing as it flapped about us.

Xera smiled. “Hello, Xandra.”

“Xandra?” Minx blinked.

“What?” I stared at the bird as she morphed, changed, feathers vanishing, her body expanding into the form of a slim, delicate woman, hair sky-blue, eyes shining sapphire. Xandra appeared, stretching her back.

“I can fly!” she sang out as beautiful as the sounds she made as a bird.

“Wow,” Minx said, jaw dropping. “You... Wow.”

“And it's not Xandra any longer. I have my adult name. Aurora!” The avian giggled. “Isn't that wonderful?”

Thrak nodded. “I have seen their beauty many times dancing in the winter skies above white snow. Blues and greens and even purples. Great sheets and ribbons across the entire sky. Well-named, Aurora.”

“Thanks,” Xandra—no, Aurora; I would have to remember that—beamed.

Chaun, Angela, and Sophia appeared out of the brush a moment later. Xan...Aurora became a bird, flitted over to Chaun, and landed on his shoulder, singing a happy song, her tail feathers twitching. He grinned at her and then glanced at our prisoner.

Froze.

“Bebhinn?”

Angela sucked in a sharp breath. “You know her?”

“Yes,” Chaun said. “She made my troubadour's trunk after I helped her out a few years back. She was attacking us?”

“After the bounty,” Thrak said. “Found a writ signed by the Doge himself on her.”

Chaun's jaw dropped in shock. “You hunted me, Bebhinn?”

~  *  ~

Bebhinn, the Soulborn Witch

I flinched at the pain in Chaun's face. He had saved my life and... No, he was a criminal. There was a bounty on his head. A huge bounty. On all of them save for the avian. I squirmed in the bonds, my heart racing.

Everything had gone wrong. I had come so close to defeating them and now... Would they kill me?

“Ungag her,” Chaun said.

“No,” the mage objected. “She is a witch. If she can speak, she can summon her spirits.”

“Then gag her before she can finish her spell,” the changeling said, the avian glaring at me from his shoulder, her eyes beady black as a bird. “I need to know what she's doing here. I know her. I... Bebhinn...”

“Do it,” Angela ordered, her sword rasping as she drew it from her sheath. Thrak rose on the other side, turning, gripping that huge ax.

I shivered.

The gag vanished. I worked my jaw, my mouth so dry. I licked my lips, staring at Chaun.

“Well?” he demanded. “Did you just try to kill us? Me?”

My stomach churned with guilt. “I did.”

Chaun shook his head, pain in his eyes.

“You're all criminals,” I objected. “You robbed from the Doge of Raratha. Sophia put a knife to his throat.”

“I can put one to yours again,” the priestess hissed.

“You assaulted his guards, his court mage. He signed warrants for your arrest. Your crimes demand execution. I have his writ empowering me.”

“To come kill me?” Chaun demanded. “I saved your life, Bebhinn. Those brigands would have killed you if I hadn't befuddled them with my song.”

“I repaid you,” I said, but it didn't feel enough. One little trunk that could hold as much space as possible.

He shook his head.

“I...I...” Tears fell down my cheeks. I couldn't believe how greedy I was. I wanted that bounty so much. I could live the rest of my life in comfort. No more traveling poor, amusing villagers with simple tricks and giving them fortunes. I could settle down and forget...

The pain ached my heart. I would never see my spiritual sister again.

“I'm sorry, Chaun.” Tears fell down my cheeks. “I... I just... It was...” What good excuse was there? “You were criminals. I...I probably wasn't going to hurt you, Chaun.”

“But the rest of us?” Angela demanded. “You would have killed us. Even though we stole from the Doge to slay the Dragon Dominari. We just wanted the piece of the High King's sword. We're reforging it. And then we'll slay the most dangerous dragon in the world. That's worth the Doge losing a few baubles and being embarrassed.”

I closed my jaws, flinching from all their hard gazes. They were going to kill me.

“Too dangerous to let go,” Thrak growled. “We should just get it over with.”

I flinched, staring at Chaun, begging him. “P-Please. I...I...”

“There's nothing she can say or do that would convince me she won't try again,” Minx said, anger in her voice.

“No, she deserves a second chance,” Xera objected. “Angela, you can't just kill her. We captured her. She surrendered.”

“There's a way,” Chaun said. “Though why I should save your life again, Bebhinn...?”

Hope surged. More tears fell as I stared at Chaun.

“How?” Faoril asked. “Her magic is formidable. She's a soulborn witch of the Tuathan. Fairy blood is in her veins.”

I blinked at that.

“I can hypnotize her,” Chaun said, moving closer. “But only if she is willing.”

“I'll be willing,” I quickly said. “I'm sorry. I am. I thought you were criminals and... I was just trying to support myself. And...” Their glares were all angry. I shut my mouth.

“And she won't be a problem?” Angela asked.

Chaun shook his head. “No.”

“Do it.”

Chaun cupped my tear-stained cheeks. I stared into his violet eyes as he sang. It was wordless and enchanting. The words spilled around me. My mind's focus sharpened on Chaun's eyes, on his words. I could feel them pouring into my mind, serenading me. A part of me wanted to rebel, to throw them out, but I grit my teeth.

I did not fight as...

I blinked, shaking my head. No one was where they should be. Only a heartbeat had passed. Right? The rest stood up from the fire, giving Chaun questioning looks. He let out a weary sigh and stepped back. Confusion gripped me.

“How long?” I asked.

“An hour,” Minx said. “Soooo long.”

“Well?” Angela asked.

“She won't hurt us,” Chaun said. “She can't.”

I opened my mouth to say something and realized... I didn't want to hurt any of them. Just the idea twisted my stomach and made me break out in a cold sweat. It was horrifying even to contemplate it. Only a terrible person would hurt these wonderful people.

“I won't,” I said. “You're all so important and special.”

“Then go,” Angela said. “You're free, witch.”

The magic holding me released. I summoned my spirits and let them carry me away. I needed to find a new life. Bounty hunting was just too dangerous, too hard. I almost killed people that were special, important.

Thank the gods they defeated me.

~  *  ~

Aurora Xandra

“I think that's it,” Faoril said as the foreboding, stone ruin reared out of the forest, its walls made of dark stone. Vibrant green vines with wide, spade-like leaves crawled up the walls, breaking apart the stone. Purple blushed the center of the leaves, matching the shade of the flowers dotting the foliage. They contrasted with the dark, weather-pitted stone something so alive against something so dead. “Drakin Castle.”

Minx snorted. “You think? Of course it is. Look at the place.”

I swallowed, shivering at it. We had finally found it. Eight days of traveling deeper and deeper into the woods since the werewolf attack and we had arrived. A shiver ran through me. I wanted to turn into a bird and fly away.

But Chaun and the others would need me.

He took my hand, giving it a squeeze as Xera and Minx ghosted ahead to scout the ruins. The final piece of the sword was inside. Angela drew her sword and Faoril downed a vial of cum. Thrak stretched his back before unlimbering his ax.

“Wonder what horrors have been breeding in there,” Minx muttered.

I nodded my head in agreement.


Chapter Sixteen: Drakin Castle

Warlock Faoril – Drakin Castle, The Haunted Forest

After ten days of traveling through the Haunted Forest, eight since the werewolves and that twinborn witch attacked us, we had arrived at Drakin Castle. It lay just where rumors claimed it would be, up the Kemoh River from the coast. I studied the vine-covered ruins, the walls stretching overhead, glimpses of towers and other structures peeking through gaps in the dense foliage above us.

A shiver ran through me. Here, the most infamous warlock of history had lived. The Biomancer Vebrin, creator of some of the worst monsters prowling the world, had used this fortress from some ancient and lost civilization as his laboratory. Here, in this remote place, he worked centuries even before the High King founded his empire and even longer before the Magery Council came together to put an end to rogue warlocks, codifying rules to keep the practitioners of magic from abusing their powers.

“What unusual vines,” Xera said, her ears twitching as she approached the walls. The elf, naked as always, stroked the spade-like leaves. They were larger than Thrak's hand. “This color is most unusual on a leaf.”

“Plants can show a great deal of differences even among the same species when separated by distances,” I answered, pulling out a vial of Xera's cum. Biomancer Vebrin was an expert of life magic, and if he left any of his creations behind, having a greater skill in that element may prove useful. I generally used Thrak's cum which gave me no advantage in any of the five elements. But Xera, being an elf and intimately tied into the element of life, had jizz that would enhance that branch of magic.

“I've seen ivy like that,” Angela shrugged. “Not with purple, but with cream at the center of leaves.”

“As have I,” Xera said. “But ivy does not flower.”

Angela looked up at the castle. “We'll go slow. Be careful. Xera, watch for traps, Faoril and Xan... I mean, Aurora, have your magics ready.” Everyone was adjusting to calling Xandra, Aurora. Now that she could turn into a bird, she had chosen her adult name. “Chaun, lyre out.”

“Already out,” Chaun said and struck a boisterous and adventurous chord. The notes hung in the air, stiffening my spine and relaxing my nerves.

Angela drew her sword, nodding to Thrak. He unlimbered his ax and moved up to her. Sophia's enchanted dagger came out, only tinged with pink. Danger, but not immediate. I rolled my shoulders in my robe and nodded my head.

“Let's find the last piece of the High King's sword.”

~  *  ~

Thrak

I pushed aside the ivy vines and peered into the castle. Rubble covered the ground, everything coated in thick dust. More vines snaked through the room, crawling in from the collapsed ceiling. Sunlight penetrated through gaps in the structure. No hulking trees obscured it from reaching the castle.

I sneezed, shaking my head. “Lots of dust,” I grunted, stepping forward, kicking up the fine powder on the ground. It danced through the sunlight, drifting on the wind. “Nothing has walked in here in a while.”

“Not even animals,” Xera said, ears twitching. She didn't leave footprints on the dust.

“So how did the sword even get here?” Sophia asked as Angela and I stepped over the ceiling rubble to a rotten door leading deeper into the castle. “I mean, the Haunted Forest is pretty remote.”

“How did any of the pieces of the sword get anywhere?” I grunted. “My people were entrusted ours.”

“As were mine,” Aurora said. “By the fiery lady.”

“Whom we haven't met yet,” Sophia said. “The last member spoken of in the Lesbius Oracle. Do you think she's here? Waiting for us after a thousand years?”

“Would that make her a form of demigoddess?” Faoril asked.

“What else can live through centuries?” I grunted and opened the door.

The wood disintegrated into pieces, sawdust falling about my arm. It clattered loud on the floor, bursting with more dark powder. I stared at the tarnished handle in my hand then tossed it to the ground and peered through the hallway.

“Elves,” Minx said, her voice lacking her normal exuberance.

“Yes, my kind can live a thousand years,” Xera said. “The eldest of us. Most die in their six to seven hundreds. And the other hermaphroditic races are also long-lived. Gnomes can live even longer than elves.”

“So a demigoddess or an elf,” Minx said, her voice thoughtful. “Like the redheaded elf with the gnome bounty hunter. You thought you saw her once before, Angela.”

“Yes, but how could they be the same one?” the knight said, advancing down the hallway with me. “One we saw running just briefly through the Deorc Forest, the other was a bounty hunter on our trail.”

“Well...” Minx licked her lips. “Maybe I know this red-haired elf.” I turned, seeing her blink. She sneezed, shaking her head, motes of dust drifting through the beams of sunlight lancing around her. “Boy, this place is dusty.”

“What do you mean, you know a red-haired elf?” Angela asked.

Minx lifted her chin. “Well... her name was Adel...something. One of those long, elfy names.”

“Elfy?” Xera asked, ears twitching, a smile on her lips.

“And she recruited me for a job.” Minx flipped her dagger in her hand. “To steal the High King's sword from Angela after she reforged it.”

Angela blinked.

“What?” Sophia gasped. “You... you...”

“It wasn't an accident I picked Chaun's pocket. Though I feared I ran away too well and thought I lost Xera. But she found me with her elfyness.”

“You were going to steal the sword?” Angela asked, her face hardening. “From me?”

“I'm a thief, Angela,” Minx said like it was the most casual thing in the world. She sneezed again. “Ugh, this dust is everywhere.”

“And are you still planning on stealing it?”

“Of course not,” Minx said, waving her hand. “I really wasn't going to mention it, but...” She shrugged. “Why not.” She let out a giggle, her eyes wide.

Sophia suddenly burst with giggles, too. “She was planning on robbing us. Oh, Slata's hairy cunt, that is funny.”

“Yep.” Minx grinned. “And Xera would have chased me, and maybe I would have let her catch me.”

“Maybe?” smiled Xera. Then she let out a giggle, too. “Oh, you naughty, little minx.”

Xera scooped up the smaller halfling and gave her a hot kiss on the lips. I blinked, glancing at Angela, whose jaw had dropped. She shook her head, the point of her sword waving as she struggled with it.

“Y-you were planning on betraying us?” Angela said. And then she giggled, too. “Why am I shocked by that? You're a thief.”

Xera broke the kiss, setting her lover down.

“I know,” Minx giggled. “it would have been this amazing robbery, but then I grew to like you all and... Now we're going to kill a dragon instead. So let's find the piece of the High King's sword.”

“Sure,” Angela nodded, another giggle bursting from her lips. “Mmm, one more piece.”

“That's it?” I grunted, shocked by how...nonchalant everyone was acting. “She was holding back this elf thing.”

“She knew the lady on fire,” Sophia said, giggling, “and lied to us. Minx...”

And then I snorted with laughter. Minx just had this incorrigible grin on her face. Chaun struck a thoughtful chord while the snort turned into full laughter. I shook my head, grinning back at Minx.

“So a redheaded elf got Minx involved in the quest, and a redheaded human got me,” Chaun said. “Interesting.”

“So Lady Delilah is the elf?” Sophia giggled. “Oh, Slata's cunt, that woman doesn't make any sense. She helps the warlock and turns into elves. What is she up to?”

“Being annoying,” giggled Angela. She leaned against me. “Right?”

I stared down at her large tits swelling the front of her armor, the low-cut breastplate showing off her magnificent cleavage. Her blue eyes sparkled as she looked up at me, a saucy smile on her lips, her red hair glowing in a shaft of sunlight dancing with dust motes.

My cock throbbed. What would those tits feel like on my dick? Behind me, Aurora was giggling about the fiery lady being Lady Delilah with Faoril, my mage wife nodding her head, her nose ring flashing in another beam of sunlight. Sophia, giggling worse, stumbled back and bumped into Xera while Minx did a little dance, shaking and wiggling her ass. Meanwhile, Chaun strummed a joyful song on his lyre.

My eyes drifted back to staring at Angela's tits. I pictured them soft, spilling about my dick, sliding up and down. My eyes looked around the hallway, the vines wrapped about the ceiling and walls, adding splashes of color. A nearby door, half-rotted away, looked promising.

“We should search in there,” I nodded to Angela. “For the...uh...thing we're here to find.”

“The sword?” she asked with a giggle.

“Yeah...that...” Those were such lush tits.

Angela sheathed her blade and nodded. She walked to it, her ass wiggling, the thin strip of chainmail loincloth swaying, showing flashes of her butt-crack. Red hair bounced. She kicked the half-rotted door apart, her blue eyes flashing as she gave me a look over her shoulder.

I grunted, setting down my ax and following. I sneezed once, my cock throbbing harder and harder. Damned dust was trying to ruin my excitement. My dick tented the front of my kilt, a large shaft aching to feel those tits.

I ducked through the door. I was taller than the builders. A long room, one end of the ceiling collapsed and forming a pile of rubble. The vines grew in here, too, broad leaves spread wide, the occasional flower open in shafts of sunlight, slender beams shining through tiny holes in the remaining ceiling. They dappled Angela's body as she turned, her loincloth swinging over her pubic mound and between those lush thighs.

“I think I found it,” Angela purred as I walked to her. She licked her lips, so moist and pink.

“Oh?” I asked, looking around. “I don't see it.”

She dropped her kite shield to the floor with a clatter then lifted the front of my kilt with eager hands. She found my hard cock, stroking it. I groaned as her grin grew as mischievous as Minx's. Her thumb rubbed across the tip, smearing precum and brushing my crown's piercing.

“It's right here.”

“Yes,” I grunted. “But you have to work it free with those big tits.”

“Oh, do I?” she asked, letting go of my cock. She reached for the straps holding on her pauldrons and breastplate.

As she unbuckled, I moved to the collapsed rubble, sneezing again. My nose tingled as I breathed in. It raced down to my lungs then spread through my body. My cock ached more as I sat down on the rubble, kilt bunched over my thick, swarthy cock.

“Oh, yes, I need that final piece,” Angela groaned, sliding out of her breastplate, unveiling those large, bouncing tits. A beam of sunlight landed right on her fat, pink nipple surmounting her right breast. And then she moved, jiggling it out of the bright light.

Her hips undulated as she walked to me, chainmail clinking and swaying. She cupped her breasts, fingers digging into pillowy flesh as she pushed them up and together. Her fat nipples thrust before her. My cock throbbed hard as I leaned back against the rubble.

“You're going to have to work so hard,” I groaned as she fell to her knees before me.

“I will,” Angela moaned, leaning forward, her red hair sweeping off her shoulders. And then her soft breasts wrapped around my hard, throbbing dick. She pressed them together, sandwiching my cock between them. Precum bubbled from the tip. “So hard.”

I groaned as she slid her tits up and down my dick, her silky flesh caressing my sensitive crown. Precum smeared on her flesh. My bone ring piercing shifted, adding more pleasure. My balls grew tense. I groaned, loving her pale tits sliding up and down my swarthy flesh.

Her hard nipples rubbed on my stomach. Angela cooed, her blue eyes sparkling as she worked her tits up and down. She stared up at me with such lust. I groaned, my head shifting, brushing the vines growing on the wall.

“Ooh, it is such a big, thick piece of the sword,” Angela moaned. “I can feel the power throbbing in it.”

“So much power,” I grunted. “Keep sliding those lush tits up and down, and the power will drench you.”

“Yes, yes, yes! I love all that salty power.”

Angela slid her tits faster and faster. My balls churned, the pleasure shooting down my cock straight to them. I let the sexy warrior work her tits, her charms so soft. She squeezed harder, increasing the pressure.

My groans grew louder.

Her tits grew slick from my precum. They glided on my dick. My bone ring twisting. My balls boiled. I grunted, back arching as the pressure built and built in my balls. My hands clenched as I loved those tits sliding up and down my dick.

“That's it, you naughty knight,” I groaned.

“Not a knight.” She gave a wicked smile. “I'm a knave. A nasty, slutty, wicked knave. Mmm, don't you just love my tits sliding on your dick? Oooh, I bet my big titties are teasing you so much. Huh? Don't you just want to explode all over my tits? You do, don't you? Mmm, admit it.”

“All over them,” he groaned. “I'll unleash so much power on your tits. Gewin's mighty cock, Angela, you are making me swell.”

“And throb.” Her tits slid down. My dick emerged. Her tongue swiped across the crown.

My eyes widened. The pleasure from that brief swipe shot straight down to my balls. I grunted as they tightened. The pressure boiled through them. She slid her tits back up, soft flesh enveloping the crown again.

Then down. Her tongue licked.

“Angela,” I grunted. “Gods, yes!”

Salty power spurted from the tip of my cock. It shot up and splattered across her face. I groaned, squirming, the vines rustling as my jizz painted her face. Each eruption sent a surge of ecstasy through my body.

“Yes, yes, yes, so much power,” moaned Angela as my cock bathed her face. Other lines splashed across her huge tits. Cream ran over her curves and dripped from her chin. She licked her lips. “Mmm, yes, that's what I need.”

“But it's not enough to free it,” I groaned.

“Guess I'll have to use other methods.” Angela licked salty lips again and then licked at the tip of my cock, gathering a large dollop of creamy jizz.


Chapter Seventeen: Heady Perfume

Chaun

My dick throbbed as I stared at Minx's small ass writhing in the tight britches she wore. She danced to my music, her body so lithe. The cloth tied about her breasts came loose. Her small tits bounced free, nipples hard, metallic-pink as they flashed through beams of sunlight.

Then, with a saucy laugh, she darted down the corridor, her metallic-red hair flowing and waving. She reached a corridor branch, stopped, shook her ass at me, then darted to the right. I let out a groan and followed after her.

“Ooh, yes, we need to search this place, Chaun,” she moaned.

I passed an open doorway. Thrak grunted as Angela slid her big tits up and down his dick. I didn't care. I reached the end of the corridor, looking right. Minx, already wiggled out of her britches, pointed at a tapestry surrounded by the vines.

“Look what I found,” Minx giggled, hips shaking. “A tapestry.”

I moved to her, the lithe halfling dancing before me, ass shaking. My dick was so hard, my three balls all boiling with cum. Flashes of a halfling youth, someone she knew from an early age, danced through her mind. A male she had a crush on. I couldn't see Xera in her thoughts—my powers only let me turn into males, not females or hermaphrodites.

“Isn't it impressive?” Minx giggled. “Look at it. It must have been here for over a thousand years.”

“Yeah, that's why it's so faded,” I said. “But I know something far more impressive.”

“What?” she asked, hips shaking.

I unlaced my britches and pushed down my cod piece. My hard, midnight-black cock flopped out. I moved down, cupping my balls. I felt all three of them swelling my nut sack. I groaned, and said, “Turn around and see.”

She did, my cock right at mouth level for her to suck.

“I've seen a dick before, Chaun. I suck on Xera's every chance I get.”

“But have you seen three balls?” I asked, realizing I had never slept with the halfling. I lifted my cock, showing my nut sack.

“No,” she gushed. “Oh, wow, Chaun. Three balls. Mmm, I'm usually more a pussy with a cock type of gal, but...”

She sucked my central ball into her small mouth, her sapphire eyes twinkling. I shivered, my dick twitching as her mouth went to work. I groaned, my dick throbbing, my hips swaying. I took a deep breath, loving the pleasure shooting through me.

Minx moaned as she sucked, her hands stroking my thighs. Precum beaded from my dick, falling into her hair. Her little hands reached up, grasping my dick. Bronze fingers stroked up and down as she nuzzled and sucked on my balls.

She went back and forth, enjoying each one, stroking me faster and faster. The tip of my dick tingled, ached. She churned the cum in my balls with each of her sucks. Her lips latched onto ball after ball, sucking for a moment, then moving onto the next.

“Oh, yes, that's it,” I groaned as her hands stroked faster. “You naughty halfling. Oh, you are sucking my balls so hard.”

“You have three of them,” she moaned. “I can't believe it. I've been spending too much time with Xera. I should have fucked you earlier. But Xandra was already around you.”

“Aurora,” I groaned. I gave her that name. My wife had loved it.

“Uh-huh,” she moaned and sucked on another ball.

The tingles raced up to the tip of my dick as she pumped her hands up and down my shaft. My crown ached. Every stroke up my dick built the pressure in my three balls. And every suck of her lips brought each one close and closer to boiling over.

I groaned, my back arching. I peeled off my doublet and shirt as she sucked, wanting to be naked. Dust drifted around us. Every time I breathed in, my dick tingled just a little more. Her soft fingers brought me closer and closer to erupting.

“Gods, that's good.”

“Mmm, yes,” she purred. “Cernere's nimble fingers, this is fun.”

“Yes,” I groaned as she sucked on my middle ball, her hands stroking faster, fisting me.

My balls tightened. She sucked, the tingling rush shooting to the tip of my dick. My cock throbbed. I grunted as my cum exploded over her head. Jizz splattered the old tapestry. My body shook, cock bobbing, cum splattering to the right, landing on one of the ivy leaves.

It rustled.

“Pater's cock, yes,” I moaned as the pleasure shot through my mind.

~  *  ~

Aurora Xandra

Giggling with Faoril, we passed through a door that led to a set of stairs. “She would have joined the party to rob us,” I laughed, my eyes dancing. “That is so like her.”

Faoril nodded, her short, brown hair swaying about her face. She climbed the stairs, her ass swaying in her red robes. A hot flush shivered through me as I took a deep breath of the dusty stairs. I ran my fingers along an ivy vine, brushing a flower as I followed.

For a moment, I thought the flower sucked on my digit.

That only made me giggle louder.

“What?” Faoril asked as she reached the top of the stairs, stopping on a landing in the tower, and turned back to stare at me.

“Just thought the flower sucked on my finger like it were a cock.”

“Oh, cock,” Faoril groaned, looking around. “I could use one of those right now.”

I nodded my head in agreement. “Could you make one?”

“Make what, Aurora?”

Aurora. My new name. I loved it when people called me it. Sometimes they forgot, but Chaun never did. I could turn into a bird and fly. It was wonderful. “Make a cock. With your magic.”

“You mean a dildo?”

I nodded my head.

“Sure.”

“How big?”

A saucy grin appeared on her lips. “How big do you want it?”

“Big!”

We both giggled at that, falling into each other's arms. And then we were kissing. Her lips were hot on mine, her tongue dancing. I shivered as her hands grasped my bare midriff between my skirt and blouse. They slid up, grabbing the hem. I kissed her harder as she slid my top up, hands finding my small breasts, my nipples hard.

Tingles shot down to my pussy. Juices trickled down my thighs. My snatch clenched, aching to be filled by something big and thick and wonderful. I just had to be filled. My poor cunny desperate for the experience.

Stone groaned and ground behind me. I broke the kiss, Faoril twisting my nipples. Rising out of the ground was a polished, stone dick. An exact replica of Thrak's mighty cock. I moaned as it floated towards us. Then another one rose out of the ground, shaped the same, and met the first. Their bases merged together.

A double-headed stone dildo, shaft smooth as obsidian.

“Oh, we can both enjoy it,” I moaned, my pussy clenching.

“Uh-huh. I need a cock in me so badly.” Faoril shivered, unbelting her robe. The various arcane objects in her pockets clinked as she dropped the garment to the floor.

“How do we do this?” I asked, peeling off my top, my small breasts bouncing free. I shook my head, pushing my sky-blue hair over my shoulders to fall down my back.

“We kneel, asses together, and fuck each other with this amazing toy I built,” Faoril moaned. “Doesn't that just sound perfect?”

“Yes!” I moaned, untying the knots holding up my skirt. It fell to the ground, leaving me naked. I stroked the sky blue landing strip leading to my wet pussy. “I need to be filled right now!”

The ivy leaves rustled as my voice echoed up and down the tower.

Faoril fell to her knees, too, wiggling her naked ass, her pussy covered by the tight curls of her brown bush, pink flesh peeking through. Her silky hairs matted by excitement. She brought one end of the dildo to her, groaning as her toy slid into her flesh. She wiggled her hips, the other end thrusting out of her.

“Now just back up and fuck me,” she moaned.

“Yes,” I panted, crawling backward.

My eyes widened as the thick tip of the stone dildo brushed my pussy lips. It wasn't warm like a dick, but cool and marble smooth. I shivered, my pussy lips stretching around the huge dick. My eyes widened as I pressed down farther and farther, the thick dildo filling my pussy, reaching deeper and deeper into me.

“Luben's sacred oath,” I moaned as the tip nudged my cervix, my curving rear pressed into Faoril's soft rump.

“Yes, yes, Pater's cock,” Faoril moaned. “Gods, let's fuck each other, Xandra!”

“Aurora,” I moaned and rocked my hips, sliding my pussy down the slick shaft, the friction sending wonderful flutters through my body.

Faoril bucked back, driving the dildo deep into my pussy before our asscheeks slapped together. I gasped as the tip nudged my cervix. Ripples of pleasure shot through my body. My nipples tingled as they topped my small, jiggling breasts.

I groaned, rocking and driving back, my pussy clenching onto the dildo this time. Faoril gasped, the end sliding through her flesh. I slammed back, shuddering as the end pressed on my cervix as I fucked it into her tight pussy.

Clap!

I loved the sound of our asscheeks smacking together.

Clap!

“Oh, yes,” I moaned, enjoying the dildo as it slid through my hot pussy, stretching out my depths and shooting delight through me.

Clap!

“Fuck me, Aurora,” gasped Faoril. “Rock back into me!”

Clap!

“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned.

Clap!

The shuddering impacts rippled through my ass. My butt-cheeks grew warmer and warmer with each one as we fucked ourselves up and down on those dildos. Sometimes, my pussy clenched on tighter, holding it in place while it fucked in and out of her cunt, other times she gripped it, the end pistoning in and out of me.

Clap!

Our voices sang and echoed through the stairwell. Juices dribbled down my thighs, churned up by the big, thick dildo. Heat shivered through me. I groaned, clutching at the stone, my eyes dancing around the vine-covered landing of the tower.

Clap!

“Fuck me!” I gasped. “Luben's sacred oaths, this is amazing.”

Clap!

“About to get even better,” moaned Faoril. “Ooh, yes, check this out.”

Clap!

My eyes widened. The dildo grew warmer and warmer in us, hotter than our flesh. It shivered through me. I moaned, biting my lip, loving the heat plunging over and over into the depths of my cunt. My head tossed back and forth, the pressure growing and swelling in my depths.

Clap!

I let out a throaty moan as I savored it, fucking back harder and faster. Our asscheeks slapped together more and more. Stinging pain entered, sending shivers through me. I loved it. I gasped, groaned, my tiny tits jiggling beneath me, nipples so hard.

Clap!

“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned. “Oh, gods, Faoril. I'm going to cum on your hot dildo!”

Clap!

“Uh-huh! Me, too. Aurora, it's so good. Oh, yes, slam back into me. Drive it so deep into me!”

Clap!

“Yes!” Faoril squealed, her voice thick and throaty. “I'm cumming.”

Clap!

She bucked back hard into me, my asscheeks stinging from the impact. I savored it, my pussy clenching on the dick sliding into my depths. It ignited such fire in me as it drove to my cervix. I groaned, head snapping back.

Clap!

I exploded.

Clap!

“Yes, yes, yes,” I screamed as I bucked and writhed, my pussy spasming on the stone dildo. Pleasure shot through me. It inundated my mind. Rapture burned through my thoughts and body. I trembled, savoring it.

Clap!

“So good,” moaned Faoril.

Clap!

“Yes,” I panted, back arching as the pleasure crested through me. I rode it. My pussy spasmed so hard on the dildo as it slid in and out of me. And then I fell forward. The toy popped out of me as I fell on my belly, squirming, savoring the pleasure.

“Oh, damn, that was good. Gods, Aurora, you fucked back so hard my butt stings.”

I nodded my head, looking at her, pleasure shivering through me. Vines reached out to Faoril, leaves brushing her fingers as she wiggled her hips, the stone dildo, dripping with my juices, wagging like a tail as it thrust out of her cunt.

I licked my lips, eager for more.


Chapter Eighteen: Naughty Flowers

Xerathalasia

“Look at these flowers,” Sophia gasped, darting away from me as we wandered giggling through the ruins. I had no idea where everyone else was.

Exploring, searching. We would cover more of the grounds in pairs.

I followed Sophia into a room. It was full of the flowers. There were more on the vines than in other parts. Sophia, her hands unbelting her robe and shrugging out of the white cloth, reached the wall. Her robe slid off her body, revealing her gorgeous rump as she bent over to sniff at one of the purple flowers. Her hips wiggled, and she let out a wanton moan.

“Mmm, this flower smells delicious.”

I breathed in, my ears twitching. The room smelled so heady. My clit ached and tingled, my pussy growing wetter and wetter as I stared at Sophia's wiggling ass. Her shaved pussy peeked between her thighs, nectar dripping from her petals.

“It smells so familiar, too,” Sophia said. She looked over her shoulder, green eyes twinkling.

“Oh?” I asked, leaning my bow against the wall and walking into the room. “Like what?”

“Your pussy,” she grinned, turning. “Mmm, it smells just like your pussy.”

I breathed in. Elf pussies, unlike humans and most other races, had flowery aromas. “They do smell a bit like marigolds. Not quite.”

“Oh, I say it's close enough.” Sophia stretched, her small breasts jiggling before her, the garnet on her belly piercing sparkling as it swayed against her smooth stomach. “And I am a priestess of Saphique, an expert on pussies.”

“I thought you were just an acolyte,” I grinned, my clit throbbing harder.

“Close enough to an expert.” She licked her lips, tongue piercing glinting.

“Well, there really is only one way to find out,” I told her, moving closer. “You had a good sniff of the flower, now get a good sniff of my pussy.”

Sophia grinned just like Minx would, then she darted forward, fell to her knees, and buried her face between my thighs. I let out a shuddering moan as her tongue slid through my folds, caressing my pussy. Her tongue piercing was so hard on my petals compared to her soft tongue, an exciting contrast that had me shivering.

And then gasping when the hard end brushed my clit.

Sophia's green eyes twinkled as she stared up at me, her tongue swirling about my clit, her lips nuzzling. Her hands stroked up my thighs, sending ripples of heat shooting to my pussy. I groaned, my ears twitching, hips writhing.

The heady scent of flowery perfume had me swaying as Sophia latched onto my clit and sucked so hard. My nub throbbed in her mouth, shooting pleasure through my body. My pussy clenched, and soft moans escaped my lips.

“Matar's cock,” I gasped, eyes fluttering.

“Mmm, Saphique's sweet snatch,” Sophia purred. “You taste better than the flowers smell.”

“Oh, that's wonderful,” I moaned, undulating my hips as she sucked on my clit again.

My ears twitched more as her fingers, sliding up my thighs, reached my pussy. She caressed my folds, sending amazing flutters through me. I squeezed my eyes shut, drinking in the sensations of her deft fingers and hard tongue stud.

She flicked her tongue and stud on my clit, batting it over and over. The sensations shot through my body. My toes curled on the dusty floor. My moans echoed through the room as the pleasure built and built in me.

Then her fingers shoved into my snatch.

I gasped, clenching down on her digits as she penetrated me. Her fingers wiggled, teasing me, then they curled. She latched her lips on my clit, sucking hard as her fingers found that one spot inside my pussy. That place where pleasure exploded through me when touched.

“Sophia,” I gasped, hands grasping my big, soft breasts. I squeezed them, squirming as her mouth attacked my clit and her fingers that special spot in my pussy. “Matar's cock, that's good.”

She moaned about my clit, eyes sparkling as she stared up at me. I could see the joy, the pleasure she received by giving me such sensations. My fingers dug into my breasts. My pink nipples, tinged with green, were so hard, so big, begging to be sucked on.

I lifted my right tit and engulfed my nipple. My pussy clenched on Sophia's fingers. The pleasure shot through me as I sucked. Her fingers and lips slammed pleasure through my body. My clit throbbed harder and harder.

I came.

“Sophia!” I moaned, my lips popping off my nipple. “Yes, yes, yes! Matar's cock, yes! So good!”

Rapture shot through my body. I trembled, my ears twitching hard. I pinched my nipples, eyes fluttering as my clit ached and throbbed in her mouth. It grew thicker, larger, thrusting forward. Sophia kept sucking and sucking.

I looked down and groaned, Sophia's lips opening wider and wider as my elf-cock pressed into her mouth. There was something not right about this. Sophia...avoided me when I had a dick... Her vows... No men... No cocks...

And I wasn't in heat... That ended... Eight days... Ago...

“Oh, gods,” I moaned, her lips sucking so hard on my elf-cock. The lesbian acolyte bobbed her mouth, her tongue stud swirling about the tip. It was so hard, dancing on the sensitive crown. I had never felt the like. “Sophia, yes, yes, I'm going to cum in your mouth.”

Her fingers, buried in my pussy, kept assaulting that spot. My orgasm kept rippling through me. I pinched and teased my nipples harder and harder as the pressure swelled at the tip of my dick. My eyes rolled back into my head.

I came into Sophia's mouth.

The acolyte moaned at her first taste of elf-cum. She gulped it down, sucking so hard as the pleasure rippled through my body. My voice sang through the room, my body bucking as the powerful blasts of ecstasy shot through my body from my dick.

Something was very wrong. My cock shouldn't have sprouted. I shouldn't be cumming into Sophia's mouth.

“Matar's cock, yes, drink my cum, Sophia!”

~  *  ~

Minx

“Oh, yes, fuck my ass, Chaun,” I moaned as I knelt on my hands and feet before the tapestry. His cum ran down the ivy leaf before me. It wiggled and writhed, the leaf's tip bending to stir through his pearly jizz. “I want your cock in my ass, Chaun.”

He rubbed the lube from my pouch—an alchemical concocction I carried just in case—on his shaft, and then fell down to his knees behind me, his black cock smacking my ass. I shuddered, still tasting the salt from his three balls on my lips.

That had been so sexy.

His lubed cock rubbed on my tight sphincter. I moaned, vines moving, reaching towards me. I shivered as they wrapped about my hands, climbing up my arms as his dick thrust into my bowels. My eyes widened, his dick slamming into my asshole's depths.

He was as thick as Xera, but she didn't have three heavy balls that smacked into my taint. I groaned, shivering and clenching down on his dick as the burning pleasure washed out to my pussy. I shivered, loving it as he drew back and rammed in again.

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck my ass, Chaun. Pound me.”

“I will. Damn, you have such a tight ass. So cute, too. You were wiggling at me, shaking that ass.”

“Uh-huh,” I gasped as the vines climbed higher.

A flower formed at the end, petals pressing up to my face. I breathed in the scent. It was so similar to Xera's pussy. I moaned, pressing my mouth into the flower, nuzzling at it, licking at the nectar beading the center.

The flower was hot. The petals wrapped about my face, holding me as I tongued it, exploring the inner folds. The nectar was thick and syrupy, tasting just as good as Xera's pussy. Flowery, marigold delight coating my tongue. I moaned, tonguing the flower-pussy as my bowels clenched on Chaun's dick.

“Damn,” Chaun groaned. “Such a tight ass. Keep clenching it.”

“Uh-huh,” I moaned into the flower-pussy.

Vines climbed up my thighs now. I gasped as another flower rubbed at my pussy, sliding its soft petals on my folds. This one had a long, thick stamen that slid into my pussy like a cock. I groaned, clenching on the flower-dick and Chaun's cock as they thrust into both my holes.

I shivered, toes curling as the flower and Chaun fucked me. My pussy savored the thick girth of the stamen-cock sliding in and out while my ass burned from Chaun's hard thrusts. I moaned into the flower-pussy, tonguing the nectar as I bucked and writhed.

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck me!” I moaned. “Both of you!”

“Las's cock,” groaned Chaun. “Something's in your pussy, Minx.”

“The flower's fucking me.” I shivered. “So well. I love it. Fuck me so hard. Make me cum!”

“Yes,” groaned Chaun.

I tongued harder and harder at the flower-pussy as my pleasure built and built. My cunt and asshole both ached from the vigor of my lovers' thrusts. Both their dicks slammed so deep into me. The stamen-cock had fuzz on the end that tickled my depths, shooting pleasure through me as it fucked so deep into my cunt.

I shivered. Every thrust of both their dicks built the pleasure in my core. It swelled, growing and growing, threatening to consume me. I wanted it to consume me. I wanted the pleasure crashing through me, coating me in wonderful bliss.

I drank the flowery nectar. It trickled down my chin towards my small, dangling breasts. My clit ached as the flower fucking my pussy tickled it with soft petals. The stamen-cock rammed so fast and deep into me, the pleasure shivering through me.

“Chaun! Flower!”

“Yes,” he grunted, burying deep in me. “Gonna cum!”

“Flood my ass and pussy. Give me your cum and nectar! I want it!”

The stamen-cock rammed into my pussy's depths. It buried in me, throbbing. Thick, hot nectar-jizz flooded my cunt. I shivered, my bowels and pussy clamping down on both. Chaun grunted as he thrust into my asshole.

I came hard.

Both my holes spasmed on their dicks. I milked more and more nectar-jizz from the flower's cock. Chaun grunted, hammering me, clearly loving my writhing bowels. His dick's thrusts kept my orgasm burning through me. It crashed into my mind, leaving me swaying and gasping.

“Cum in me, Chaun!” I moaned into the flower's sweet folds.

“Yes,” he grunted. “Gods, yes!”

His cock slammed into me. Hot jizz burst into my bowels. I loved it. I savored it, milking jizz from both of my lovers. The world swayed around me. Such a heady thrill washed through me. Stars danced in my head.

And I wanted more.

~  *  ~

Acolyte Sophia

I gulped down her salty jizz, my head reeling. Her cum tasted so good. Almost as good as pussy. I couldn't believe I had just done it. I...shouldn't have. But...but... Her cock was wonderful. I fell backward, spreading out on the ground, legs parted.

Pussy burning.

“Fuck me!” I moaned.

“Sophia,” panted Xera, stroking her big elf-dick. “You're a servant of Saphique. No cocks. Your oath.”

“Slata's hairy cunt, just fuck me,” I moaned, my pussy clenching. I licked my lips, savoring her salty jizz staining them. “Come on! Ram that big, thick girl-cock into my pussy. I need it!”

Xera shivered and then she fell to her knees. Her large tits bounced. They were bigger than my queen's tits. I reached out, grasping them as Xera brought her girl-dick to my pussy. The tip rubbed there, so soft and spongy compared to the marble and wood dildos I was used to.

This was a living cock.

A shiver ran through me. I had avoided fucking Xera when she had a cock... Why? I...swore an oath... Connection to Saphique... Broken when the karabasan fucked me possessing Angela's body... Shouldn't... do...

I breathed in the scent of the flowers.

“Fuck me, Xera!”

“Yes,” the elf moaned. Her tits jiggled in my hands as she thrust.

I gasped as her elf-cock filled my pussy. My back arched. My pussy clenched down on her girth. I groaned, savoring it as it plunged so deep into me. Pleasure rippled through my body as she filled me. My head tossed back and forth on the ground. I groaned, bucking, humping, writhing in absolute delight.

I needed this. It was wonderful. Perfect. Just what I craved. A huge dick filling me. Pumping in and out of me. Why was I so afraid of this? I shivered, squeezing my fingers into her tits as her hard dick pumped away into my pussy.

A real dick.

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck my pussy,” I moaned. “Saphique's sweet snatch, it's good.”

“You're so tight,” moaned Xera, her ears twitching as they thrust out of her green hair. “Matar's cock, I love it.”

My fingers found her nipples, pinching them as she leaned over me, planting her hands on both sides of me. She pounded me hard, my thighs wrapped about her waist. My belly piercing bounced and my small tits jiggled.

My pussy clenched on her dick. Pleasure surged through me. Friction sending intense rapture, twitching my body. I licked my lips again, savoring the taste of her jizz. It lingered on my mouth with her flowery pussy juices. I loved it.

“Oh, Xera. Oh, yes! Fuck me.”

She thrust harder, moaning, elvish words spilling from her lips. I humped against her, my eyes rolling. Vines rustled around us, reaching for us as we gasped and bucked. I clenched my pussy down on her dick over and over, savoring the friction.

“Is my pussy making your girl-cock feel amazing?” I moaned.

“Yes,” she gasped, eyes squeezing shut. “Soooo good.”

“Mmm, only the second cock to be in my pussy. And the first was a bad cock.” I shivered. Was hers a bad cock?

I breathed in deeply.

“Fuck me! Oh, gods, Xera, fuck me so hard. Pound me. Cum in me. I want to feel your jizz splash in me. Angela, Faoril, Minx, and Xandra all love it.”

“Aurora,” groaned Xera. “Aurora loves it. They love feeling my jizz splash in them. It's so hot. Such an intimate moment with your lover.”

“Do it,” I moaned, humping harder, my clit throbbing against her pussy. “Oh, gods, Xera, I want to feel it so badly.”

Wouldn't it be hot if my Queen had a cock?

Her cock slammed hard and deep into me. My flesh clung to her. I squeezed and pinched her nipples, twisting them as the pleasure shuddered through me. My orgasm swelled and swelled. Every thrust churned my pussy.

Her dick slammed into me hard, deep, then drawing back. My pussy clung to it. Friction shivered through me. I came hard. I exploded on her dick. My pussy spasmed. I gasped, my tits heaving, bucking into her thrusts.

Her face twisted. She groaned, feeling the pleasure of my pussy massaging her cock. I had spasmed on dildos before, but my lovers never had the experience that Xera received. The convulsing of my cunt massaged her dick. I felt her orgasm building in her depths.

Preparing to flood me with her girl-jizz.

“Cum in me, Xera,” I begged as the rapture flooded through my mind. “Slata's hairy cunt, do it! I want to feel it splash in me.” My eyes widened as she buried her dick into me. Jizz spurted into my pussy. Her elf-spunk bathed my depths. I groaned, my pussy clamping down on her cock. “Yes, yes, yes, Xera!”

“Matar's cock,” she moaned as she flooded me.

The rapture poured through my mind. I shivered, loving every moment of it. My entire body heaved and spasmed. She drew back and thrust again, her jizz spilling in me. Her ears twitched and wiggled, the tips almost a blur.

And then she groaned and drew her cock out of me.

“Yes,” I panted as a vine wrapped up her leg. A flower reached for her cock, covered in my juices.

“Matar's huge dick,” Xera groaned as the flower engulfed her cock like a pussy, sliding down it, the petals sealing around the shaft.

I giggled, stretching my arms over my head. Vines wrapped about my wrists, binding them just the way I liked it. My tits jiggled as I squirmed, cum leaking out of my pussy. Other vines seized my ankles, tying me down.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned, vines crawling around my body. A flower reached for my pussy, its thick stamen twitching, dripping nectar. “Fuck me!”

“No,” Xera groaned, staring down at the flower sucking on her dick or fucking it like a pussy. “These vines. They're a monster. One of the Biomancer Vebrin's creations.”

“Yes!” I moaned as the stamen-cock entered my cum-filled pussy.


Chapter Nineteen: Flowering Passion

Knave Angela – Drakin Castle, The Haunted Forest

Dust danced through the beams of sunlight as I raised my big, heavy tit to my mouth and licked at the salty cum staining my mound. I moaned, savoring the flavor of the swarthy orc's jizz. My tongue dragged across my pale flesh to my pink nipple coated in a glob of his cum.

I sucked it into my mouth, tingles racing through me. I shivered, a heady thrill racing through me, growing with every breath. Thrak's dick thrust hard before him, the pierced tip twitching as he watched me suck on my nipple. Pleasure shivered through me down to my wet, dripping pussy.

It was so hot searching for the last piece of the High King's sword this way. It was here, somewhere, in the Biomancer Vebrin's ancient ruins. My pussy clenched. Maybe it was in there. Maybe Thrak had to fuck his huge cock into me to find it.

I stretched out on the floor, my naked body undulating, my lips still sucking on my nipples. The vines and their beautiful, ivy leaves blushing to purple at the center, moved towards me. I spread my legs as the leaves brushed my sides.

My nipple popped out of my mouth as a vine with a purple flower crawled up my side. “Mmm, Thrak, maybe the piece of the sword's hidden in my cave.” My fingers slid down my body, trailing tingles. I reached my shaved pussy, parting my folds. “Maybe you have a way to explore it.”

Thrak grinned, stroking his cock. “I think I have the perfect tool right here.”

I shivered as he rose to his towering height. The flowering vine wrapped about my pillowy mound, squeezing in as the soft petals of the flower nuzzled at the cum staining my tit. I gasped as it drank the jizz.

“Naughty flower,” I giggled.

Thrak only grunted. “Must be a female flower. They come in different sexes on some plants, some male and some female. Others have both.”

“Oh, hermaphrodite plants. I bet that's Matar's work. She is the Mother of Nature.” I giggled at that as the flower licked up more cum, drawing nearer to my nipple.

“Yes, that is a leading theory,” Thrak said, falling to his knees and seizing my legs. He lifted my hips, bringing my pussy to his big, thick cock.

The flower reached my nipple, engulfing it, the petals forming a tight seal. I gasped, the flower sucking at my nub. I tossed my head from side to side as it went to work pleasuring me. I groaned, my eyes fluttering.

And then the orc stabbed his dick into my pussy.

My thighs locked around the swarthy orc's waist, my thighs feeling his hard muscles. His scarred chest was masculine perfection. He was such a brute. So powerful. So ravishing. His cock ring slid through my pussy walls as he speared me.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned. “Probe my cave. Make sure the final piece of the High King's sword isn't in me.”

“Yes,” he snarled. “Oh, you have such a hot, tight, wet cunt. You want this so bad.”

“So bad,” I squealed. “Just pound me. Ream me. Make me explode on that wonderful cock. Oh, yes, Thrak, I need it. I want it. Flood me with your jizz.”

“Yes, yes, yes,” he snarled, his face twisting with pleasure. That amazing cock ring rubbed so hard on my pussy walls as they clung to his thick, plunging cock.

The vine wrapped about my tit clenched and relaxed, squeezing my tit into a big mound as the flower sucked so greedily at my nipple. My nub throbbed and my areola tingled. The soft petals caressed it.

My hips pumped and writhed, my head tossing back and forth. My eyes fluttered. I moaned and gasped, my tits jiggling from the force of Thrak's thrusts. He fucked me the way only a powerful warrior could. No restraint, driving his dick into my depths. Stimulating me with the friction of hard cock and harder piercing. My clit throbbed against his pubic bone. His balls thwacked my taint.

“Yes,” I hissed, my hand stroking a leaf. The flower shivered, sucking harder as my finger traced down to the purple heart of the leaf, running along the central vein. “Oh, yes, suck my nipple while Thrak fucks me!”

Another flowering vine caressed my face. The sweet scent of its purple flower filled my nose. The scent was so familiar. Like marigolds. And then the plant nuzzled at my lips. I licked at it, tasting the nectar hidden in the petal's folds.

The flower on my nipple sucked harder, the vine clenching about my tit.

“You're eating out the flower,” groaned Thrak. “Tonguing it like you would Sophia's pussy.”

“Yes,” I moaned into the flower. I nuzzled in the heart of the petals. The nectar was so sweet, so familiar.

My body shivered and shuddered. I clenched down on Thrak's thrusting cock over and over. My hips pumped into his thrusts. My eyes rolled back into my head as I tongued the flower. Thrak leaned over me, planting his hands on the ground, pounding me even harder.

A vine wrapped about his swarthy torso, clenching on his muscles. A flower found his nipple, latching on to the small, dark nub. Thrak grunted, reaming his huge dick faster and faster into me, churning my depths into a froth.

That cock... Damn, it was the best cock.

The flower sucked harder at my nipple. The more I tongued the one kissing my mouth, the more the other loved my nipple. Something almost like a tongue, the tip sticky, played with my nipple as it sucked, building the pleasure churning in my pussy's depths.

“Gods, Angela, that cunt,” he grunted, slamming into me. “Such a hungry hole. Gewin's mighty cock, you want my cum.”

“I do,” I moaned into the flower. “I... Pater's cock!”

My orgasm burst in my depths. Hot, spasming pleasure shuddered through me. My body heaved and my eyes fluttered. The hot pleasure stabbed through me. I groaned and gasped, bucking into his thrusts. My pussy spasmed on his dick, growing even more sensitive. I felt that cock piercing slam into my depths, stimulating me.

The pleasure surged hot through me. I groaned, gasped, bucking into his thrusts. His meaty balls thwacked into me as I shivered and moaned. My nipple throbbed in the sucking flower. I moaned into the flower kissing my mouth, brushing its sticky depths, loving the test of her nectar.

I know I've licked a pussy that tasted like this before. But it was so hard to think. This place was magical.

“Gewin's mighty cock!” bellowed Thrak as he buried into my depths.

His hot cum spurted into me. I shivered, my pussy milking that big shaft. His jizz splashed in me. So thick. I shivered, my hips undulating, my thighs gripping his waist. His pierced face twisted in primal passion above me.

“Gods,” he groaned, the final blast of his jizz flooding me. “One of the flowers is sucking on my balls.”

I giggled. “Mmm, they're so big and fun to play with.”

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

The purple flower sucked harder on my cock, petals wrapped about my shaft. This was all wrong. I shouldn't have a cock right now. I was in the middle of my cycle. My dick only sprouted when I was in heat, three days out of the moon's phase. It was too early.

“This... is... wrong,” I groaned while Sophia writhed on the ground, wrapped up in vines, my cum spilling out of her pussy.

I had fucked her. I shouldn't have done that. She was sworn to Saphique. She was never supposed to fuck a cock. I had robbed her of her connection to her goddess. She was no longer an acolyte. And she didn't seem to care.

“Oh, that was the best,” she moaned.

Why didn't she care?

It was so hard to think. The flower sucked on my dick. The tip tingled and throbbed. My eyes rolled back into my head. The sticky petals of the flower caressed the crown of my dick as it sucked, the purple-stained leaves twitching.

This ivy wasn't natural. It shouldn't move. I breathed in, my nose tingling. My ears twitched. Dust floated through the air, illuminated by beams of sunlight spearing through holes in the ruined castle and...

My eyes opened.

“Pollen. You naughty plant. Your pollen is in the air, it's...” My dick throbbed. I had to focus.

But that sucking flower. My dick ached to cum. Needed to cum. The pressure built in the depths of my pussy. Juices dribbled down my thighs. My pleasure shivered through me. I clenched my hands. I had to rip the flower off my dick.

“Matar's cock,” I cursed. It felt so good.

My hands flexed, wanting to rip my cock from the flower, to tear off the vine entwined about my leg. How had that even happened? This pollen...

The flower flexed, suckling with a hungry passion. I shivered, my pussy clenching. Juices beaded down my thighs as my ears wiggled faster and faster. This plant, this monstrous creation of the Biomancer Vebrin, had to be stopped.

After I orgasmed.

“That's it,” I groaned. “You just want to suck all the cum out of me. Oh, yes. Oh, Matar's cock, yes!”

The pleasure swelled through me. My ears twitched more and more as I shivered, shuddered. It was so great. The bliss shivered through my body. I groaned, eyes fluttering. My fingers clenched, unclenched.

My hips thrust forward, my dick sliding deeper into the flower. More and more of its petals covered the shaft. It sucked with such greedy hunger. Sophia writhed on the floor, gasping, moaning as the vines held her. It was too much. I couldn't pay attention to her and keep any bit of my sanity. My toes curled.

My cum spurted hot, hard into the hungry flower's mouth.

“Yes, yes, drink it down,” I moaned in elvish. “You love it. You naughty flower!”

Jizz boiled out of the depths of my ovaries, shooting out my cock. So much seed. And the flower drank it down, the vine constricting about my leg. The leaves shivered in orgasmic delight. The plant monster loved my seed.

The pleasure peaked in me. A wonderful plateau of rapture. And then I groaned, tits heaving. My dick throbbed, the flower still sucking on it. Eager for more cum. It was greedy for it. If I let it, it would keep sucking me until...

I passed out from exhaustion. Died.

It was killing us achingly slowly. But that gave me time to find the source, to kill it. Sophia was lost, bound and gasping, not caring about anything. I could hear the others moaning through the building, the plant shuddering.

But it didn't seem to affect me as much. Why?

My nose tingled as I breathed. My dick throbbed.

“No,” I snarled and seized the vine. I yanked the sucking flower off my cock. My tip popped out. I shivered, wanting to let go, to enjoy the plant.

It didn't fight as I unwound it from my leg. I pulled away, marks fading on my pale, greenish skin. I stumbled out of the room, my eyes scanning. There had to be a source, a place where the vine sprouted from. That was what I had to find.

~  *  ~

Acolyte Sophia

The wonderful vines held me tight, my arms over my head, my legs spread wide. I was helpless.

I loved it.

I moaned, the flowers sucking on my nipples. Another flower with a thick stamen-cock pushed to my mouth. I opened wide, exploring it with my tongue, loving the nectary flavor of the flower-dick. I sucked on it, cheeks hollowing.

No wonder Angela was always after Xera when she became a hermaphrodite. This was so much fun. Why didn't I ever join her?

I knew there had to be a reason. Because of a vow that...

I moaned in delight, another flower cock nudging at my cum-filled pussy. I shivered, eager to be filled by another shaft again. Elf-dicks were amazing. And I hoped flower-dicks were just as good. The stamen-cock slid up and down my slit, jizz leaking out.

And thrust into me.

I moaned about the flower-cock in my mouth, cheeks hollowing as I sucked on it. My pussy clenched. The stamen-dick thrust deep into my cunt. My pussy walls clenched on it, loving the ticklish feel. It was different than Xera's elf-cock.

But just as fun.

My body writhed, pulling at the vines holding me. They were firm, taut. I groaned, my tongue swirling about the flower-dick reaming my mouth. It fucked in and out of me, using me. I loved it. Shivers ran through my body.

This was so naughty.

I was a naughty acolyte. A flower-whore.

My hips undulated, meeting the thrusts of the flower-cock. Soft petals caressed my clit and pussy lips every time the shaft buried into my pussy. I shivered, clenching my pussy down on it, increasing the ticklish friction.

Pleasure fluttered through me. Hot and wonderful. My eyes fluttered. I breathed in through my nose, savoring the tingling thrill of every inhalation. The flowers on my nipples sucked harder, my nubs aching.

So good. Almost every bit of me was used. Leaves caressed my stomach. My every breath was full of sweet nectar. The flower had the same perfume as Xera's elf-pussy. She tasted like marigolds. My toes curled, my pussy clenching again on the thrusting stamen-dick as a ripple of delight washed through me.

My orgasm built.

I moaned about the plunging flower-cock. The purple petals fluttered over my eyes, curling and expanding as I pleasured the plant. It loved my body. It caressed me, gave me such pleasure. I could lie here forever being fucked.

My eyes widened. The naughty plant nuzzled another flower against my asshole. A long, sticky stamen-dick pressed between my butt-cheeks. Hot thrill throbbed through me. If I could speak, I would beg for it to fuck my asshole with its big, thick flower-dick.

But I couldn't. I shouldn't. I swore a vow to...

The flower-dick thrust into my asshole. I moaned my delight. The sticky stamen-shaft penetrated me. My asshole parted for it. Hot friction warmed my bowels, meeting the heat generated in my pussy's depths.

Both flower-cocks thrust into my holes, reaming me. I had one in each of them. Mouth, pussy, ass. I was a true flower-slut. A plant-whore.

I bucked and thrashed, the ticklish stamen-cocks reaming pussy and asshole. I sucked so hard about the flower-dick in my mouth. My nipples throbbed. The leaves caressed my sensitive skin. My clit throbbed every time the soft petals brushed it.

I squeezed my eyes shut and came.

The pleasure burst in my depths. My body thrashed in my restraints. I screamed my bliss around the stamen-cock fucking my mouth. Hot rapture shivered through me. Stars burst in my eyes as I savored the forbidden pleasure.

This was so wrong. So taboo. I shouldn't enjoy this. But I did.

So much.

My pussy and asshole writhed about their dicks, milking them. My tongue swirled about the stamen-cock, pressing my tongue stud into the thick stalk. The vines tightened around my body. The leaves rustled. The flowers sucked so hard at my nipples.

All three flower-cocks erupted.

Nectar-jizz pumped into my holes. It splashed into my pussy and asshole. It spurted into my mouth. The sweet delight swirled around my tongue. I gulped it down with greedy lust like it was the pussy juices from my Queen. My body shivered, more pleasure surging through me. Orgasm after orgasm rippled through me as the plant fucked me over and over, pumping its nectar into my body.

I loved it. I hoped this never ended. I would just lie here for eternity.


Chapter Twenty: Entwined Lust

Chaun

I groaned as I pulled my dick from Minx's asshole. The halfling knelt before me, wrapped in vines. They were around me, too. I groaned, lust surging through me. It was hard to think, to want anything other than sex.

It was the best.

I hoped my wife Aurora was enjoying this.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Minx panted as a flower slid between the small cheeks of her asshole. “Oh, Chaun, it's sucking out your cum.”

I groaned, watching the purple petals latch onto her asshole. The flower contracted like a blacksmith bellows. The halfling tossed her head, her metallic-red hair flying. The flower-cock still fucked her pussy, nectar-jizz dripping out around the thick shaft.

A vine wrapped about my cock, a flower at the tip. It nuzzled at my cock, licking it with a sticky nub. It cleaned my cock of Minx's ass. The vine constricted around the base of my dick and relaxed, making my tip throb.

“That's it, you dirty flower,” I groaned. “Clean that halfling's ass from my dick.”

“Suck his cum from my ass,” moaned Minx. “You are such a slutty flower. Oh, yes. Mmm, I love it.”

“Yes,” I panted, the flower working around my dick, eager to taste ever bit of Minx's sour bowels.

“Why do some have cocks and others pussies?” the halfling moaned.

“Ask Faoril or Thrak,” I grunted. My eyes widened. Another flower on the same vine sucked on my balls, nuzzling at all three of my nuts. “Las's putrid cum, you are one whorish plant. Suck my balls and clean the halfling's ass from my dick.”

“And keep fucking me,” moaned Minx. “You hermaphroditic plant. You have both! Pussies and cocks! Love it!”

Another flower nuzzled at my balls, two sucking petal-lips working, massaging them as the third flower neared the tip of my midnight dick. The green vine wrapped about my cock contrasted with my black skin.

And then it reached the top. “Pater's cock!”

The flower sucked and bobbed, petals caressing my sensitive crown. My cum boiled in my balls. The other flowers playing with my three balls, nuzzling and sucking back and forth, massaged them. The sensations raced up to the tip of my dick. I shivered, my eyes locked on the flower sucking on Minx's asshole.

“I love this plant,” Minx panted.

“Yes,” I groaned. “I hope the others are enjoying it, too.”

I sank back onto my ass, then stretched out on my back. Vines and leaves brushed my body as I savored the flower sucking on the tip of my dick. My balls throbbed, ached. The cum built and boiled. This wasn't a bad way to spend eternity.

Pleasured by flowers.

The pressure built and built in my balls. I groaned, my hips fucking up into the air, pressing my dick deeper into the flower's embrace. It's soft, wet petals sucked so hard, the flower constricting about my nub, a splash of purple on the end of my dick.

No, it wasn't bad at all.

I groaned, my eyes squeezing shut as the pressure built and built in my balls. The plant caressed them, teased them, drove me wild. My balls boiled. They had to explode. To cum. I thrust my hips up, all three flowers sucking so hard.

And came.

Pleasure shivered through my body with every blast of jizz from my three balls that erupted out my dick. The flower on my cock drank my cum, leaves rustling around me. Minx moaned in the background, pleasured by the plant. It was wonderful.

Paradise.

The flower lifted up from my cock. My jizz dripped down its petals. The vine unwound from my dick. For one moment, I had nothing pleasuring me, and then a new flower arrived, latching onto my dick, sucking so hard. I shivered, eager to give the plant more jizz.

~  *  ~

Minx

Another flower nuzzled up to my face, cum dripping on it. “Ooh, Chaun, yum.”

“Huh?” he moaned behind me.

I nuzzled my lips into one flower, my asshole aching as another flower sucked on it, and my pussy clenching as a third fucked it with a stamen-dick. I tongued through the sweet nectar of the flower, tasting so much like Xera's pussy, and shuddered at the salty cum. The two flavors mixed together into a wonderful delight.

I really needed to eat cum out of Xera's twat. If we found another elf to fuck... Like her wife. Maybe I could be both their lover. Was that a solution to our...

I blinked as I breathed in, my head dizzy with passion. I moaned, tonguing at the flower, licking Chaun's cum out of the petal's depths. I shivered, loving the two delights mixed together, my pussy clenching and relaxing on the flower-dick fucking me hard.

“Yes,” I moaned. “Cernere's nimble fingers, this is the best. Fuck my pussy and suck on my ass.”

I licked through the flower-pussy again, swirling through delicate folds, searching for more of Chaun's cum. The petals caressed my lips and cheeks, brushing my nose. My asshole tingled. More and more cum rose out of my depths. The flower sucked so hard.

I shivered, another orgasm building and building in the depths of my pussy. My hips wiggled, bucking back into the thick flower-cock reaming my depths. I moaned into the flower-cunt, tonguing it as my body convulsed.

“Make me cum again,” I moaned. “Flood me with more of your nectar-spunk.”

“Suck my cock,” Chaun groaned in the background.

My tongue wiggled deep into the flower-pussy, reaching towards the base where the vine started. It was so hot and juicy. More of Chaun's salty cum coated my small, nimble tongue. I loved it. Heat burned and swelled through me with every breath. The flower smelled so good.

Everything was so good.

My pussy spasmed about the flower-dick. Pleasure cascaded through my body. Hot, surging bliss washed out of my pussy. My asshole clenched, forcing out more cum into the flower's hungry mouth. I shivered, moaning into the flower-cunt.

“So good! Cernere's black cunt! Yes! Yes, fuck me you wonderful flower!”

My body quivered. Delight shivered through me. I moaned, gasped. My eyes rolled back into my head. Sparks burst and exploded through me. I loved it. My pussy massaged the dick, eager for the flood of sweet nectar.

Juices squirted into my mouth. Jizz into my depths. I gasped, the flower sucking on my asshole also gushing a flood of nectar. The pussy-nectar filled my bowels. I groaned, savoring the heat in my asshole. The thicker nectar-jizz basted my cunt. I gulped down more nectar cream, wiggling, groaning.

I loved this. The best plant ever. It was a hermaphrodite. Pussy and cock for me to love for eternity.

What about Xera...?

The petals caressed my clit as the stamen-dick pumped me full of jizz. I shivered, another orgasm exploding through me. I moaned out my delight, my arms and knees buckling. I fell onto my stomach, quivering, my nipples aching on the stone floor.

The flowers moved, the dick popping out of my cunt. It came to my lips, dripping in my lavender-scented pussy cream. I opened wide, sucking on it while the flower sucking at my asshole nuzzled down to my pussy.

And devoured the nectar-jizz leaking out of me. Oh, what a naughty plant.

~  *  ~

Aurora Xandra

The vines flipped Faoril and I over. We were on our asses now, the huge, double-headed stone dildo trapped in both our cunts. It filled us up. Our legs scissored together as our pussies slid down the shaft until they pressed together. Facing each other, we humped and ground, tribbing each other while we were stuffed full of the fake cock.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I sang out, holding her tight, our clits grinding together. The dildo shifted in my pussy, moving by inches. The friction intense, buzzing through my body.

“Oh, this is wonderful,” gasped Faoril as flowers nuzzled at her round breasts. They engulfed her nipples. She humped harder. “Oh, I love it.”

“Uh-huh,” I panted, our bodies bound together by the vines. All we could do was hump and love each other. “Yes, you naughty plant!”

Flowers latched onto my nipples. They contracted like little bellows, sucking at my nipples with their delicate petals. Little fronds inside tickled my nubs. Tingles raced down to my pussy. I clenched down hard on the dildo filling me. I was so glad Faoril made it with her naughty magic. My sky-blue hair danced around my head. Her nose ring flashed in a beam of sunlight.

We both made sweet music. My voice trilled delightful notes while Faoril's were more primal. They were off-key but beautiful in their own way. I could feel the emotion of them as our clits rubbed and kissed, sparking delight through our bodies.

“Oh, Gods, yes,” she panted, her short, brown hair swaying about her cute face.

A new flower rose up, a huge stamen-dick thrusting from it. My eyes widened. It was fuzzy like a flower frond, and yellow in color. Nectar dripped from the tip, thick and clear like precum. I leaned forward, licking at the tip, gathering the sweet delight.

“Oh, that's good,” I moaned.

Faoril nuzzled in, too. She licked, our tongues meeting, brushing each other. “Ooh, what type of magic will your cum be good for, flower?”

“Let's find out,” I moaned.

“Gods, yes!”

Together, we tongued and nibbled on the tip of the flower-dick, our hips tribbing our pussies together. My cunt clenched and relaxed on the huge dildo filling me. Pleasure rippled through my body, meeting the delight tingling my nipples. I moaned, my cheek pressed against Faoril's as we pleasured the plant.

Sweet precum stained our chins and cheeks. It smeared between us as we kissed around the flower-cock. Our lips brushed each other as we sucked on the tip. There was no slit, the precum instead pouring out of little pores.

I latched my lips on the tip, sucking hard. A shiver ran through me. I humped against Faoril, the pleasure building inside of me. She licked at my chin, shivering her delight, her arms holding me tight as I bobbed my mouth.

“My turn,” she moaned. “Please, please, Xandra, I need to suck that dick.”

I popped my mouth off. “Aurora. I'm Aurora now. Chaun named...”

My words trailed off. I was forgetting something important. And then Faoril engulfed the dick, sucking so hard, with such a ferocity. Her cheeks hollowed, dimpling. I gasped, licking at her cheek, gathering the sweet nectar staining it.

The orgasm built inside of me. I gasped and moaned as we passed the flower-dick back and forth, sucking for a few moments, teasing it with our tongue, before sharing the nectar. The flowers sucked harder on my nipples.

“Pater's cock,” moaned Faoril. “I'm going to cum again.”

“Yes,” I panted, my eyes rolling back into my head. “So hard. Mmm, let's explode.”

“Uh-huh.”

Our tongues flailed and circled around the tip as we humped so hard against each other. Our bodies shivered and shuddered. Heat churned between our thighs. We humped together with such wanton need. We had to cum. We had to explode. It drove us both to be so naughty. My eyes rolled back into my head as it built, my pussy clenching and clenching on the dildo.

And exploded.

Juices squirted out around the stone cock. They splattered Faoril's pussy. She shivered, moaning as she sucked on one side of the flower-dick. Then her hot juices gushed out, mixing with mine. We gasped, moaned. The pleasure boiled through my mind.

“Luben's sacred oaths,” I cried out.

And then the flower-dick erupted. Nectar-cum spurted across our faces, a thick, white cream. A dozen streams splashed on us, erupting across the tip. I shivered, licking my lips, tasting the sweet delight. It felt like cum, but tasted so different.

I loved it. I wanted to drink this cum always.

~  *  ~

Warlock Faoril

Life magic swelled in me. The cum burst with it. I gulped down the flower-jizz, my head swaying. I could do so much with this jizz and...

I kissed Aurora. Why did I care what I could do with this cum? I just had to enjoy it. We both shivered, cumming together. Our tongues swirled about each other. My nipples ached and throbbed. More flower-jizz splattered our cheeks as we shared our kiss. I held her tight, our tongues dancing.

So good. It was wonderful. I was lost to this pleasure. I never wanted it to stop. I wanted to keep cumming on the stone dildo, tribbing Aurora, wrapped up in the tight vines, drinking such delicious, sweet cum.

It was almost better than the salty delight from my husband's big dick.


Chapter Twenty-One: The Castle's Bowels

Xerathalasia

I moved through the castle, fighting the urge to join the others. Their moans echoed through the halls. Vines grew everywhere, reaching for me, caressing my hard dick with leaves and flowers. Others with their own dicks tried to nuzzle between my thighs and fuck me.

And I so wanted to let them fuck me.

My nipples tingled, my ears twitched, my pussy throbbed, and my dick ached. Juices flooded down my thighs. I had never been more wet in my life. Precum dribbled from the tip of my dick. I shivered, shuddering, fighting the intensity of the heat building and churning in me. It wanted to fill me to the brim. I ached for it so much.

“Gods,” I groaned. “Matar guide me. Henta lead me clear. Don't let my senses be deceived.”

I breathed in through my nose, trying to detect in which direction the perfume lay the strongest. My ears tingled, feeling the delicate air currents wafting through the ruined castle. I clenched my hands as I delved into the castle's bowels, the moans and gasps of my companions dwindling.

The deeper I went, the denser the foliage. Entire walls covered in vines and their leaves, pushing through holes to find the daylight above. Slowly, year by year, the plant had destroyed the castle, tearing apart the stones.

The heady scent grew stronger. My lusts boiled hotter. It was all I could do to keep stumbling forward, my hand stroking my cock. I left behind spurts of cum, painting purple-blushing leaves and ancient stone with my seed. A trail of pussy cream splattered in my wake.

I reached stairs overflowing with vines. They were so thick, covering the walls, stairs and ceilings before spilling out into the hallway. The source was down there. I could smell the nectar beckoning me. I groaned, stepping onto the vines.

They were plants, accepting my weight, not slowing me. I could walk through the densest brush with ease. Elves were born of the element of life, we were attuned to it. And nature recognized us, even one so mutilated by the Biomancer.

Anger surged in me, driving back the lust. This poor thing was a normal, living creature before the mad warlock twisted it into this cum-hungry, pussy-loving, sex-obsessed monster. It had to be stopped somehow, put out of its misery.

The stairs twisted down and down, a screw driven into the earth. The purple flowers glowed, shedding an ethereal light across everything. It was as bright as starlight. Enough for me to see by. The poor thing had to press out so far to find daylight after the Biomancer's abrupt disappearance. He was probably killed by one of his foul creations. Maybe this one.

I smiled at the thought. Fucked to death by his own monster.

I reached the bottom. The vines were just as thick here, choking through room after room, spilling into them in the creature's quest for sunlight. I moved down it, my feet graceful, avoiding the slow moving vines that wanted to touch me.

The scent grew stronger and stronger. The violet glowed brighter, spilling out of a doorway choked with budding tendrils. Only a narrow aperture was left. I grimaced, squeezing through it, my breasts crushed to my chest. My nipples aching. A flower latched onto my dick.

“Matar's cock,” I moaned as it sucked so hard.

I groaned and pulled myself through, spilling into a graceful crouch in the room. Flowered vines hung from the ceiling, flowing with their soft light. It was warm, humid in here. In the center lay a single, large bud, a flower as big as me, petals sealed tight, a blush of purple at the top.

The leaves rustled. I thought I heard words in them, my brain finding pattern in the meaningless noise. My ears twitched as I thought I heard “you came.”

And then I froze as the leaves kept rustling. There were words in them. Elvish words. I heard a long greeting. I swallowed and said, “You're speaking to me?”

...Yes, cousin...

...Finally, someone has made it...

...My pollen is too strong now...

...I am too ancient...

...Overwhelm...

“Cousin?” I asked, swallowing.

The giant bud opened. Inside lay not the familiar stamen and pistil found in a natural flower, but a form, a woman, her purple flesh half melted into the petals, arms and legs vanishing at knees and elbows. The flower spread out from her body, a smooth transition. She had delicate features, her ears pointed, twitching, a cock thrusting from the folds of her pussy.

“Matar's cock,” I gasped. “You're an elf.”

...Was, cousin...

Tears burned in my eyes as I moved forward to her. She quivered, her large breasts jiggling, nipples hard and dark purple. Her eyes were glossy with tears. She opened her mouth, moved it, but the words rustled from the leaves around me.

...Alone for so long...

...Only one ever came...

...She showed me the way to the light...

“And she gave you something, right? The woman with red hair.”

...Like fire...

...She shone when she came in here...

...So weak...

...But then she left...

...Alone...

...But you're here...

“And I can't stay. My companions, the ones you are fucking upstairs, we need what she gave you. Then we have to leave. We have a quest.” Tears fell down my cheeks. “I'm so sorry.”

...Of course...

...No one should have to be trapped here...

...No one...

“Can I do anything for you?” I reached out, touching her cheek—her skin felt so silky. I brushed her tear tracts.

...I have grown roots too deep...

...I shall never leave here...

“Never?”

...Will you do something for me?...

...I will give you the sword either way...

...The fire lady made me promise...

...She gave me sunlight...

“What?” I asked, my throat choking.

Vines wrapped about me, pulling me to her body. I didn't fight her. I pressed down on her form, our large breasts pillowing together; her hard cock rubbed on my stomach as my dick pressed at the folds of her pussy. I gasped as I entered her.

...Do not fear this will marry us...

...I am no longer an elf...

...I am a plant...

...I only need your seed...

...A little more essence to finish what you and your companions have started...

I gasped as her hot pussy sucked at my cock. Her nipples were so hard against mine. “Yes,” I moaned, lusts surging through me. I could no longer fight her pollen. “Yes, Matar, yes!”

My hips pumped. I kissed the flower-elf, our tongues meeting. Her leaves rustled and moaned their pleasure as they whisked together. The flower petals closed around my body, holding me, caressing me as my cock slid through her tight, wet depths.

They sucked at me. My pussy clenched with each thrust. I groaned, the soft friction shivering rapture through my body. She writhed beneath me, undulating her body as her petals held me in a strong embrace.

I broke the kiss. “You're so hot. So tight.”

...And you are so hard...

...Wonderful...

...Spill your seed in me...

“Yes,” I groaned, driving my cock into her harder, faster. Our flesh slapped together. The force of my thrusts rocked the flower back and forth. It swayed as it cradled me.

My nipples throbbed against her as I kissed her hard again, loving the sweet taste of nectar in her mouth. Her pussy clenched hard on my dick, sucking, eager for my seed. My pussy ached, the pressure building and building in my depths.

...Cum in me...

...Sweet elf...

My ass clenched beneath her caressing petals. She squeezed them as I fucked her. The tip of one petal tickled at my pussy, stroking my lips. I shivered, pleasure shooting to the crown of my dick buried in her hot, tight depths.

I trembled on her, my lusts billowing through me. I gasped, my back arched. I shivered and buried my cock into her. I moaned into her lips as my cum spurted out of my depths and into the flower-elf's pussy. My seed flooded through her, joining more that was in there. The essence of pussy juices and cum from my companions. Angela, Thrak, Minx, Faoril, Chaun, Sophia, and Aurora merged with mine inside of her.

She quivered, bucking, convulsing beneath me. Her pussy milked my cock.

...Yes...

...Thank you...

...A gift...

“Gift?” I panted as the leaves all rustled loudly, moaning her pleasure. My cum spurted a last time. “What gift?”

The flower-elf smiled up at me, her face twisting in pleasure.

And then she fell still, relaxed, her petals falling away from me. The flowers flowing around me dimmed, their luminescence fading. I gasped, sliding off the flower-elf. In the fading light, I witnessed her stem droop.

Dead.

“You didn't want to be alone,” I whispered, tears falling down my cheeks as darkness swallowed me up.

For a moment, I shivered, trembling, and then a new light glowed. It spilled out of her pussy. A bulb, like from a tulip, glowing with the same light. Her daughter. She had gathered our essence, male and female, to birth a daughter.

I took the bulb, cradling it in my arms. “You want me to take it to other elves, to plant it in our woods so she doesn't have to be alone?”

The flower-elf didn't answer. She was gone. I hoped her soul was free to find happiness in the Astral Realm, reborn with Matar in the Silvered Forest. I turned, the bulb shedding light, and held the gift entrusted to me.

Then I froze. Something metallic glinted on the edge of my vision. My eyes widened. The sword piece. It lay wrapped in her vines, the final third of the blade. One end a chiseled point, the other jagged where it was broken a thousand years ago.

~  *  ~

Minx

I spasmed, nectar-cum spurting into all three of my holes. The stamen-dicks buried into me. I gulped it down, felt it burn through my pussy and asshole. An intense delight surged through me. My body buzzed with the energy of my orgasm.

The spurting energy overwhelmed me. I spasmed on the ground as every inch of my body buzzed. I groaned, my eyes widening. I felt so alive. I moaned about the spurting flower-dick in my mouth. My pussy and asshole massaged the other two stamen-cocks, milking out all their wonderful jizz.

I felt wonderful.

And then they withdrew. I gasped, spasming on the ground, rolling onto my back as the vines fell limp, the flowers drooping around me. I panted, struggling to catch my breath. I had never cum so hard in my life. I licked the delicious nectar-cum from my lips.

“Oh, wow, that was intense. I loved it! Keep fucking me!”

“Minx,” Chaun groaned, his voice weary.

“I need to cum like that again,” I moaned.

But the vines didn't move. The flowers lay limp around me.

“You glowed, Minx,” Chaun said. “Violet.”

“I did?” I shivered. “Well, I had a great cum, Chaun.”

~  *  ~

Knave Angela

I blinked, my mind withdrawing from the pleasure. The flower-dicks had stopped fucking me. Thrak groaned nearby, standing up, ripping away the vines clinging around his muscular body. They broke away easily. None of the leaves rustled.

“Gods,” I groaned. “What was that thing?”

“The dust in the air is gone,” Thrak said. “The plant's pollen. Gewin's cock, we breathed it.”

“I feel like Minx hit us with her lust bomb.” I shivered. “Why did it stop?”

“The plant's dead.”

Xera stood in the doorway, her thighs matted with glistening juices, her pussy lips swollen. She must have been fucked as much as I had. She held something to her breast. A plant's bulb. In her other hand she held—

“You found it!”

“She gave it to me,” Xera said, staring down with sadness at the bulb. “After entrusting her child to me.”

“She?” I blinked.

“The plant?” Thrak asked.

Xera nodded. “She died. She was tired of being lonely. She only wanted to birth a daughter. When this is over, I'll plant her daughter in the Deorc Forest. She won't have to live alone.”

“Xera!” Minx beamed, bounding in. “I came so hard I glowed! Ooh, you got it.”

“Yes,” I said, taking the piece of the sword from Xera, my eyes hardening on the halfling. “Still planning on stealing it?”

Minx blinked then groaned. “Did I actually say that?”

I nodded, my hands trembling. The final piece of the sword. All we had to do was travel to the Altar of Souls, reforge the blade, and then face the dragon. And the Altar lay in the desolation. It would be over soon.

“You did,” Xera said. “You joined us to betray us.”

“I had a change of heart,” Minx said. “Ugh, I think you guys rubbed off on me.”

“Gods,” another voice groaned. Sophia stumbled in naked, her body flushed, and her thighs...

My eyes widened. “Sophia! There's cum dripping out of your pussy.”

My stomach twisted in fear. She had sworn to never touch a man, a cock. When the Karabasan ghost had possessed me, growing a spectral cock, and fucked her, she had lost her connection to her goddess. Only a ritual restored her.

“Your magic,” I said and raced to my concubine to comfort her.

~  *  ~

Lady Delilah

The leaves drooped. The vines fell limp. The flowers curled in. I shook my head as I stared down at Drakin Castle. I sighed. The poor thing. The Biomancer Vebrin was a monster. He deserved whatever fate awaited him in the Astral Realms. I had made the poor thing comfortable, gave her purpose, and she had kept the final piece of the sword safe for Angela's arrival.

But hope warred with grief for the pain the poor, innocent creature suffered at Vebrin's hands. Angela had the final piece. She would travel to the Altar of Souls. She would discover her destiny. Nothing would stop her from claiming her ancestor's throne.

My husband's High Kingdom would be reborn. And this time, Slata wouldn't destroy it.

~  *  ~

King Edward IV – Shesax, The Kingdom of Secare

“You let her go?” I demanded of the kneeling knights and priestesses. The expedition sent after Angela had returned, though without Kevin, another of the knights, and two priestesses.

“She is still a knight,” Richard insisted, staring up at me as I sat on my throne in my castle's grand hall. “She is on her Quest to slay the most dangerous monster that threatens us. She will do what none of the three orders have. I believe she'll kill Dominari.”

“She's a criminal.” This could not be happening. Courtiers stared at me from along the wall, whispering, gossiping. I glared down at the knights and priestesses, fear churning through me. They were supposed to bring her back in chains so she could be executed.

I glanced at my wife, worry in her blue eyes. She sat beside me in her own delicate throne, looking radiant. My life and our son's future was at stake. The prophecy I received on my coronation months ago was clear—she would kill me and take the throne. Angela would revive the High Kingdom of Hamilten.

I would not let her do that.

“You fools! Do you know what you've done!” Spittle flew from my face. She must be at Drakin Castle by now. “She'll re-create the High King's sword!”

“And slay the dragon,” Richard said, eyes unflinching. “She is not a knave. She had us at her mercy and let us go.”

The priestesses nodded around him. “Our Goddess is most wroth with us, but she was honorable. It was the right thing to—”

“Take them out of my sight,” I bellowed at guards. “Clear the Las-damned court! All of you, out!”

“My love,” Lavinia said, touching my arm. My queen bit her lip, her blonde hair tumbling about a worried face. “Calm.”

“Calm?” I demanded. “How can I be calm when she's...”

“Your Majesty, are these things best discussed in open court?” my chamberlain, John, asked. The elderly man glancing at the courtiers.

“Why are you still here?” I bellowed at them. “Clear the court!”

They fled as I rose.

This was a disaster. How could she be stopped now? She was on the other side of the kingdoms. She would reach the Altar of Souls and reforge her ancestor's sword before any forces could be sent. Only a swift courier on a pegasus could reach Zeutch in time to warn one of the princes to apprehend her.

“My husband,” Lavinia said, placing her hand on mine. “Peace. This will not help.”

“Peace,” I sneered. “We're doomed. There is nothing—”

White light pierced through the ceiling. A column of pure brilliance illuminated the center of my hall. A radiant chorus sang. Something descended in the light. Wings rustled. I trembled, eyes wide in shock.

“W-What is this?” I demanded.

“An Angel of Pater and Slata,” gasped John. “Listen to the chorus.”

I trembled. The angels, a race of demigoddesses, served the Father and Mother of the Gods as their messengers. They were only sent at the most dire of moments, to deliver dooms and portends that shook kingdoms and brought down emperors.

The light faded. A beatific woman stood in its place, graceful in a gown of diaphanous white, her lush body's curves shadows beneath the thin garment. White-feathered wings spread out around her. The chorus hummed as they flapped. A halo of white light burned over her golden hair.

“My mother wishes an audience with you, oh, great King of Secare,” the angel said.

“M-Mother?” I stammered. “Y-You mean Slata herself?”

“Of course,” she smiled. “Will you receive the Mother of All?”

I choked out a single word: “Yes.”


Part Ten

~~~

The Flaming Woman
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Chapter Twenty-Two: The Mother of All

Knave Angela – Drakin Castle, The Haunted Forest

I sprang to my lover and sex slave, Sophia, fear hammering in my heart. Xera's cum dribbled down Sophia's thighs along with the plant's nectar-jizz. She had been fucked by a cock. She was an acolyte of Saphique, Goddess of Virgins. She had sworn an oath when she became a novice of Saphique, promising to never touch a man sexually.

If she did, she lost her magic.

And she had cum dripping out of her.

Ever since we met Xera months ago, Sophia had stayed clear of the elf when she was in heat, her girl-cock throbbing away. It was enough to sever the connection she had with her goddess. All the celebration of recovering the final piece of the High King's sword went out of my mind.

Sophia was tainted. Her connection was severed. It had happened once before when a malevolent spirit called a karabasan had possessed me. A spectral cock had sprouted from my body. With it, the ghost had forced me to fuck Sophia. She had to go through a ritual in a temple to recover her magic.

And we were deep in the Haunted Forest, weeks away from civilization.

“Sophia,” I gasped, hugging her tight, still holding the final piece of the sword, the top third of the blade. “Oh, Gods, I am so sorry.”

“Sorry?” Sophia blinked. “For what, my Queen?”

Her arms slipped around my body, her small breasts pressed into my pillowy frame. She was such a soft creature, so delicate and precious. Tears burned my eyes as I held her tight. She was still dazed by the plant's pollen. It grew all throughout Drakin Castle. The crumbling walls around us were covered in the desiccating vines. It was dead now, but for a while, we had all been under the effect of its aphrodisiac pollen, fucking the plant and each other.

Luckily, Xera had the presence of mind to keep her wits, find the source, and give the plant what it wanted.

“Angela?” Sophia asked, her voice breaking as I rocked her. “What's wrong? You're scaring me.”

“Your magic,” I groaned. “Do you think Saphique will understand this time? I know you didn't fight it. But it was the spores. It made us all horny.”

“Saphique...” Sophia shivered and then she laughed. “Oh, because Xera and the plant fucked me?”

“Yes,” I groaned. “We'll get your connection back to your goddess.”

“Oh, no,” Aurora said, the avian clapping hands to her mouth. She, too, was naked and dripping with nectar seed, her legs bent. Both she and Faoril had walked bow-legged into the room. “You poor thing.”

Sophia laughed harder. And suddenly my breasts grew wet. A sweet smell filled my nose. I pulled back and blinked. Sophia's pink nipples, topping her small breasts, dribbled milk. More stained my tits. Her lactation was part of her connection with her goddess. She could control it at will.

I blinked.

“But... You fucked Xera.”

“Yep,” Sophia nodded.

“And the plant. It fucked you, too.”

“Even bound me up like it knew what I wanted.” Sophia shuddered in wicked pleasure.

“How do you still have your connection?”

“Well, I guess Saphique considers Xera female. And the plant, too.” Sophia shrugged.

“The plant was once an elf,” Xera said sadly. The naked elf—not that there was anything out of the ordinary for her being naked, elves didn't wear clothing—clutched a small bulb, like a tulip bulb, in the crook of her arm. Tears glistened in her eyes, her ears twitching above her green hair.

“So it turned out I was just being paranoid. I didn't have to be afraid of Xera's cock at all.”

“But... When the karabasan possessed me, and then I fucked you with the cock, it stole your powers.”

“With the karabasan's cock. A male spirit.” Sophia shuddered. “Bastard.”

“So you could have been fucking Xera all this time...?” I shook my head. “I could have been making you fuck her cock?”

“Guess so.” Sophia leaned down and fingered her messy pussy. She pulled out a glob of elf-cum and nectar-jizz and brought it to her lips. She sucked on it and shivered. “It's actually pretty good. And it was sooooo hot being fucked by her cock.”

Minx let out a snigger, her body painted in nectar-cum, too. She smacked Xera's ass. “Looks like you got another woman who wants to fuck your cock all the time.”

“Maybe,” Xera said, her ears twitching more. She blinked back the tears. “Your loss.”

Minx sighed, leaning against Xera. The halfling was so short compared to the elf, her head only resting on Xera's hip. “My loss.”

“So we are done here,” Thrak grunted. His cum, and the plant's, painted my body.

“We're done here,” I nodded. “Time to reforge the sword.”

“So we're on to Unmik!” Minx said.

Chaun sighed. “And then north into the Princedoms and the Desolation.”

I frowned at Chaun's morose sigh. Then it hit me: Princess Adelaide. His disgrace and banishment from being a Bard of Az happened in the Princedoms. He cuckolded one of the Princes, who ruled one of the states of the fractured country. The Princedoms were almost a dozen separate kingdoms united by custom and a council of the princes, who elect one of their own to nominally be in charge. They often fight each other more often than being a threat to the other nations.

Aurora squeezed her husband's hand, giving him a supportive smile. Chaun smiled back, his mood falling away. He stared at her. “So, what were you up to?”

Her cheeks darkened. She glanced at Faoril. “Um, it was interesting.”

Faoril laughed as she pulled on her red robes.

~  *  ~

King Edward IV – Shesax, The Kingdom of Secare

My choked out word echoed through the empty hall of my throne room. Save for my wife, Queen Lavinia, and my chamberlain, John, none of my subjects, courtiers, or guards remained. Only the radiant angel, descended from above and standing before me, was left. Her beatific smile broadened at my answer.

“Then I shall summon my mother's essence,” the angel said, her voice ringing like crystal. Her white wings flapped and her glowing halo brightened, spilling pure, white light down her body. She reached up and untied the knots holding her tunic closed. It fell off her lush body.

My cock throbbed at the perfection of her beauty: bountiful breasts topped with pink nipples, fat and begging to be sucked. Curving hips and long, sleek legs. She was naked save for the golden chastity belt about her waist, a lock right below her navel.

“Your wife shall be the vessel,” the angel purred, “and your royal seed the medium of Her summons. My chastity has been well-guarded from the lecherous ways of men, kept pure for when I was needed.”

“Needed?” I groaned, my dick so hard. The angel was a virgin. “You want me to...?”

“Flood my body with your seed, great King,” she smiled, advancing, those lush tits bouncing, her hips swaying. The golden chastity belt reflected the light from the chandeliers, enchanted by my court mage to shed bright light without flame or smoke. “Lube the way for my Holy Mother to come and inhabit your wife. Her august presence would be too much for your mortal senses to witness unscathed.”

“The goddess would possess me?” Lavinia gasped, her breasts rising and falling in her low-cut, green gown. Her blonde curls fell about her face.

“You are a mother, lovely Queen,” the angel purred, kneeling before my wife's smaller throne beside mine. “You have birthed your lord and husband a child. What better vessel for Her to occupy? Do not worry, you will suffer no harm. Only ecstasy.” The angel's hands grabbed the hem of my wife's dress, sliding it up her legs. Other than the slippers she wore on her feet, she was naked beneath, legs shaved smooth, lovely.

I groaned, standing up and giving my wife a look. “You shall do this. Else Angela will come and kill us both. And our son. Once she has her ancestor's sword, she will reforge his kingdom.”

Lavinia quivered, her nipples hard against her bodice. She nodded her head. “Yes,” she purred as the angel's lips kissed at her inner thigh. “Fuck her. Take the angel's maidenhead. Summon her mother!”

“Yes,” I groaned, my hands unlacing the ties holding on my codpiece. My dick so hard.

I stepped off my throne, discarding the codpiece, and attacked the knots of my hose as I moved around the angel. Her gorgeous ass, covered by the slim band of metal over her crack and pussy, wiggled. I frowned.

“And how am I supposed to take your maidenhead when it is so well guarded?” I asked, my dick coming out, aching.

Her wings flapped, thrusting from her supple back. “My apologies, great King.” She held out her hand. Light flared and a key appeared. “My Holy Mother holds all our keys. Enjoy my virtue.”

“Oh, he shall, little angel,” Lavinia purred, one hand unlacing her bodice the other grabbing the angel's golden hair. “Now lick my pussy. Pleasure me.”

“It would be my utter delight,” the angel moaned.

I took the key from the angel's hand as she buried her face into my wife's pussy. Lavinia moaned, her head arching. Her fingers finished unlacing her bodice, and her large breasts spilled out, heavy with her mother's milk. She squeezed the right; a stream of white milk squirted from her fat, dark-red nipple. She let out a wanton moan, grinding on the angel's mouth.

My dick ached. I fell to my knees behind the angel, the tip of my cock brushing the cold gold of the chastity belt hiding her hot pussy. I reached around her with the delicate key, searching for the keyhole. My fingers slid along the metal, my dick throbbing, smearing precum on the chastity belt.

The key found the hole. Slid in. I twisted. The lock clicked.

The chastity belt vanished in a flash of light and golden motes.

I groaned, my dick pressing on hot pussy. Virgin pussy. I shivered, feeling the angel's hymen, a thin membrane with several holes. She had lived for thousands of years pure, never touched by a cock. Only a few men had ever known this pleasure, the angels' virtues guarded well by Slata.

“Thank you, Holy Mother,” I moaned in prayer to the Mother of All and thrust into the angel's pussy.

The demigoddess's hymen popped. I groaned as I sank into hot, tight flesh. I pressed deep into the angel's snatch. She moaned into my wife's pussy, her virgin depths clinging to me. More and more of my cock vanished into her, the friction burning through me.

“Pater's cock,” I grunted.

“Is she tight?” my wife moaned, humping against the angel's mouth. Her blue eyes rolled, her red-painted lips pursing. “Oh, say the angel-slut is tight. Oh, please. She licks my pussy so well.” My wife squeezed her right tit again, another squirt of her milk raining across the angel's back and wings.

“So tight,” I panted, drawing back my cock. The angel moaned her appreciation, her pussy clenching down on my dick. “And she loves it. She's been aching for a cock to fuck her for so long.”

“So long,” the angel moaned as I slammed into her, pressing her face into my wife's pussy. “Oh, great King, yes! Fuck me!”

My dick buried into her depths again. I held there, savoring this once pure pussy. I had soiled it. I gripped her hips and drew back, her flesh sucking at my dick. Eager for my cum. I thrust in again, hard, my crotch smacked into her ass, cheeks rippling, and my balls thwacked into her clit. She gasped, wings flapping, pussy clenching on my dick.

It was fantastic. I groaned, grunted, fucking her hard. I pounded the virgin angel. I reamed my dick into her depths as she feasted on my wife's pussy. Lavinia gasped, eyes fluttering as she moaned and humped against the angel's licking tongue and kissing lips.

“Oh, gods, the angel knows how to eat cunt,” my queen moaned. “Gods, Edward, the tongue on the little slut. Oh, if my bedmaids could lick this well. Yes, yes, yes, flick my clit. Oh, Slata's cunt, I—”

“Don't use my Holy Mother's name to curse,” the angel gasped, lifting her face, her pussy clenching on my dick.

“Sorry,” moaned Lavinia. “Don't stop. Keep licking me. Saphique's virgin snatch, yes. Devour me.”

The angel did, her wings flapping. Her hips moved, bucking back into my thrusts. I shivered, the pleasure racing up my dick. Her juices dripped down to my thwacking balls. They smacked into her clit over and over, her pussy squeezing down each time, increasing the friction.

And the friction was intense. Powerful. My balls boiled.

“Gods, I'm going to flood her cunt fast,” I panted. “Lavinia!”

“Yes, yes, yes, flood the little slut,” my wife moaned. “Cream her virgin depths. Soil her with a king's seed! Oh, gods! Pater's cock, yes!”

My wife bucked, her tits bouncing. Pleasure rippled across her face as she came. Her voice echoed through the throne room. She kept a death grip on the angel's golden hair. She held the angel tight against her pussy, humping, grinding.

My strokes grew harder, faster. My dick ached. It was so hot watching my wife cum on the angel's mouth. My hands gripped her hips as I thrust into angelic depths. It was so stupendous. The pleasure built and built, wrapped about my cock. My balls boiled.

“Cum in her,” howled my wife. “Flood her! Yes, yes, yes! Do it, my husband!”

“Pater's cock,” I grunted, burying into angelic cunt.

And exploded.

My balls boiled. The pressure surged out of them and down my cock. I groaned, back arching as the jizz spurted over and over into the depths of the angel's once-virgin pussy. The first load of cum to ever touch her depths.

The pleasure slammed into my brain. Dizzy bliss shot through me as I seeded her fertile cunt. I gasped, my balls unloading blast after blast. Each one shooting down my cock and sending rapture through my body.

“Yes!” I howled.

“Holy Mother!” sang the angel.

The halo over her head flared with stark, white light. It blinded me and bathed me in motherly warmth. My wife let out a moan of ecstasy. She gasped and sang out. Her moans grew throatier, more mature, motherly.

“Yes,” my wife moaned, but it wasn't quite her voice. There was a power in it. “Oh, yes, great King, what energy is in your seed.”

The angel's pussy clenched down hard on my dick.

And then vanished.

The light ended. I blinked, kneeling before my wife. She was naked now. And there was something about her, something commanding, powerful. Her legs spread wide, her pussy dripping with juices. Before, she was shaved, but now a thick, golden bush adorned her pussy, possessing the silky curls found on a statue of Slata. Her breasts leaked milk. Thick, white rivulets ran down her lush mounds.

But her eyes. They were so different. No longer my wife's brilliant blue but a sharp violet.

“Great Goddess Slata,” I gasped.

“Mmm, yes,” she purred, hands sliding up to cup bountiful breasts. “Your wife has such a lovely body.” She hefted a breast, bringing it to her mouth, suckling on the flowing milk. The goddess shuddered, bare toes curling, cheeks hollowing as she drank. The nipple popped out. “Oh, and her breast milk is divine. You chose your queen well.”

“I had little say in it,” I admitted. “My father choose a Zeutchian princess...”

“Because the Princedoms of Zeutch are so fractured they have little political power,” Slata said, waving a hand. “We are not here to discuss that. But Angela ev'Xarin.”

I shivered.

“Today, she claimed the final piece of the High King's sword,” Slata continued. She closed her thighs, crossing them, sitting regal before me. A true queen.

“Soon she'll be at the Altar of Souls,” I said, my mouth dry. “And the sword shall be reforged.”

“Never,” Slata hissed. “My husband's bastard shall not have that satisfaction even in death. I broke apart his kingdom. I doomed it. I made sure all his sons died before him. And I should have killed his daughter, too, and his two wives.”

I trembled. “What can be done? Even your own priestesses have allowed her to live.”

“Humans are ever capricious and disappointing. Not the best children I have birthed.” She leaned back. “But the most fecund. The most widespread. The most adaptable.” Her smile grew. “And they can be adapted, molded, used for purposes.”

I frowned. “My Goddess?”

“There is one who can still stop High King Peter's final plan,” Slata purred. “When his wife broke up his sword and scattered it across the world, I spared his daughter Lily's life. I cursed her instead. But it was a trick. His wife was biding her time, waiting for one of Lily's descendants to be born who had the skills to reforge the weapon. She manipulated even you.”

“Me?” I frowned in confusion.

“You know her as Lady Delilah. That redheaded snake. The bitch behind much of Peter's success. Both his wives were dangerous, but Delilah was the true threat. I was a fool not to see it.”

“Lady Delilah? But she suggested...” My stomach sank. “Gods, she suggested that Angela fight the dragon Dominari. And that put Angela on the path of collecting her ancestor's sword.”

“Prophecies are treacherous and ever self-fulfilling,” Slata said. “The daughters of Cnawen and Rithi should all have been strangled. They cause too many problems. If you had ignored the Sekar Oracle, your reign would be secure. And now I have to fix your mistake.”

I trembled. Her violet eyes flared for a moment. A presence pressed on my mind. Power, energy. The ground rumbled. The air warped about her. And, for a moment, I saw another form superimposed over my wife. The very essence of motherhood distilled in a single shape of bountiful flesh. Pain flared in my mind.

It was too much for me to handle. The geometries of her body extended beyond sight, beyond reason. Screaming in pain, I pressed my face to the cool surface of the marble floor, trembling. I could feel her presence through my skull, like my brain had eyes that could see through bone and flesh to her perfection.

“I did not know, great Goddess,” I groaned, my brain squeezed by invisible force. My ears throbbing.

Then the presence left. The pain died. The goddess had withdrawn her true form. It was too much for the world, which did not hold the angles to contain something so wonderful, so perfect. I swallowed, raising my eyes.

“No, you did not,” Slata purred, parting her thighs, exposing her blonde bush dripping with juices. It was so hard to remember that I stared at my wife's body. She acted so different. “And so I give you one chance to fix your mistake. To be my champion and kill Angela personally.”

“Champion?” I asked.

“To carry my favor, strengthening your limbs.” The goddess smiled, running a hand down her body to her bush. She shoved two fingers into her pussy. “Plunder your wife's cunt, and you shall be wreathed in my favor.”

My dick hardened in an instant. “And I would have the strength to overcome Angela and her companions?”

“Yes,” she moaned, fingers pumping. “What say you, King Edward, Fourth of your Name?”

My heart thudded. Sweat beaded my brows. My cock throbbed. I stared at those two digits plunging into her divine flesh. She moaned, back arching.

“Yes!”

Before I realized it, I was on my feet and lunging at her. She ripped her fingers out of her pussy and seized me, pulling me into her embrace. I sank into my wife's goddess-possessed cunt. I groaned, heavenly rapture engulfing my dick.

My hands seized her breasts, squeezing. Milk squirted, drenching my body. I was naked. I didn't even remember my clothes vanishing. The hot, creamy milk coated my muscles as my hips pumped through ecstasy.

“Yes,” she moaned, engulfing me with her arms and legs, holding me to her. Our lips met in a kiss.

Power flowed through me. My mind tumbled between ecstasy and rapture. I fucked her, sliding my dick over and over through divine cunt. The friction detonated my orgasm. My cock erupted over and over, cum pouring out of me.

While her energy poured into me.

My hips fucked her as I kissed those lips. Her milk anointed my chest as her bountiful breasts rubbed against me. Our bodies heaved together. More and more of my cum flowed into her. She drank it in, absorbing my seed, and using it to connect us.

To give me her favor.

My vision burst with stars. Thoughts vanished from my mind. I hung in rapture, suspended by ecstasy. Bliss engulfed me. Transformed me. I could feel it swelling out from my cock and balls, strengthening limbs, hardening bones, enchanting me.

Gifting me with her power.

The power to save my kingdom and kill Angela.

The goddess broke the kiss as darkness crashed down into me, her pussy spasming hard with her orgasm, milking more of my cum from my balls. She howled out to the heavens: “Your bastard's descendant shall never prosper, my Lord and Husband!”

And then I knew nothing.


Chapter Twenty-Three: Pussycat Play

Warlock Faoril – Unmik, Asunow Princedom, The Princedoms of Zeutch

“A proper bed,” I groaned when we entered our room at the Mermaid's Song. After weeks spent wandering the Haunted Forest, both getting to and returning from Drakin Castle, then three days sailing through the Nimborgoth and up into Holani Strait to reach the port city of Unmik, I was looking forward to it. “Wonderful.”

“And what about my bed, Mistress?” Captain Thyrna purred as she sauntered in before us, moving with a languorous, cat-like grace. Which wasn't surprising. She was a rakshasa, a shapeshifter whose real form had the head of a tiger, complete with dangerous fangs.

“Your ship rocks and bobs and sways,” I said. “It's nice, but sometimes you roll off the bed.” I rubbed my butt. It still smarted from my abrupt wake-up last night. “This bed won't move an inch.”

Thyrna stretched out on it, her lithe legs clad by her tight, leather pants, her ample bosom stretching her low-cut blouse. She was a predatory beauty, with dark-brown skin and wavy-black hair. She exuded hunger with her every movement. The Pirate Captain stretched her back, thrusting her tits into the air while her hips undulated.

“Your pussycat is getting restless,” I said to my husband.

Thrak grunted as he closed the door behind him. He had to duck to fit through. Human doors were a few inches too short for an orc. Especially one as big as him. He dropped our bags and stretched his back, muscles rippling beneath scarred, swarthy skin. He smiled, the bone piercings adorning his face—eyebrows, nose, and lips—moved. It made him look so uncouth, so dangerous. You would never know how intelligent he was.

“She is always frisky,” grunted Thrak. “I bet you wore your crew out waiting for us to return from Drakin Castle.”

“I had to keep them in line,” she purred. “You were gone a month wandering in that dreadful forest. It was quite boring.”

“And how much piracy did you commit?” Thrak asked.

I blinked. I assumed she had kept her ship at the mouth of the river the entire time. But... I guess a month was a long time to have her wait. Gods, it was such a relief to be back in civilization. Those endless days trudging through the woods, and then another week just marching along the Kemoh River through the plains to get back to the shore. Autumn was upon the world, the days growing colder and colder, the weather fouler and fouler.

Rain lashed the windows of the inn as Thyrna purred, “Not much. Just enough to whet our appetites. I found a fat merchant sailing from Thaville.”

I shivered and shrugged out of my robes. I set them, carefully, on a chest of drawers, the pockets jiggling with all the magical paraphernalia I carried on me. I slid my hands up my body to my round breasts, fingering my nipples.

“Let's get this over with,” I said. “Before I lose my nerve.”

I had promised myself for months that I would do this for Thrak. I had one piercing, my silver nose ring, but Thrak had often commented that my nipples were so bare. Saoria, his first wife, had both her nipples pierced with bone rings, and plenty in her face. She was Thosian, like me, and had adopted orc customs when she married him.

Thrak grinned. His cock tented his kilt as he moved to the bed. Thyrna let out a purring moan. “You'll love having pierced nipples. I do.”

“You have a pierced nipple,” I said. “You're not getting both pierced.”

Thyrna pushed down her blouse to bare her right breast, the dark nub pierced by what appeared to be a gold ring. It wasn't pure gold but alloyed chromium, giving her immunity to magic. Which made me powerless against her.

Which made it all the sexier when I ordered her around. She was our sex slave. Thrak had tamed the wild pirate captain. He made her purr for him. She loved it. She had dominated an entire crew of strong, burly human pirates. And then my orc seized her by the scruff of the neck and showed her what she truly craved.

Thrak knelt before me and produced the needle from his pouch. It looked so tiny in his thick fingers. My heart quickened as he brought it to my nipple. I squirmed on the edge of the bed, a strange excitement swirling around with my fear.

Thyrna pressed into me from behind, both her breasts out now, her nipples hard. Her hands slid around my body, fingers trailing shivers as they climbed up to my breasts. She cupped them, hefting them towards Thrak. “Pierce her, Master.”

“Yes,” I gasped, my pussy clenching out of fright and desire. I shivered, shook as he brought the needle closer, the point gleaming sharp. “Oh, Gods.”

I squeezed my eyes shut. I didn't want to watch.

Thyrna licked my neck up to my ear. “Relax, Mistress. He loves you. He won't hurt you.”

“I won't,” Thrak said and then proved those words a lie.

“Las's pus-filled cock!” I screamed as the needle pierced through my nipple. I quivered, my toes curling. My body shaking. Fire burned. I sucked in staccato breaths as the pain rippled out from my nub.

The needle pulled out. I winced again. And then groaned as the gold ring slipped through the new hole in my nipple. I kept sucking in breaths as it slid through my nipple. This was such a dumb idea. Why did I agree to this and...

The needle touched my left nipple.

“Oh, Gods,” I groaned and then gasped.

It didn't hurt as much as the first one. I was ready for it. But it still burned. I still groaned, my entire body clenching. Thyrna nibbled on my ear as Thrak removed the needle. I trembled, wishing I had some jizz in me so I could lash out with my magic at something, anything.

“You're doing great,” Thrak said as he threaded the gold ring into my nipple. “Okay, they're both in.”

I glanced down at the nipple rings. They were thin and glinted in the candlelight of our room. I sucked in deep breaths, my tits rising and falling. My nipples were so swollen. They throbbed with my heartbeat.

“See,” Thrak said, taking one and batting it.

“Don't do that,” I groaned, the pain shivering through me. “Oh, I want them out. This was such a mistake.”

Then I looked into Thrak's eyes. He stared at my nipples with such longing in his eyes. I sighed, stroking his face. He was so hard, so angular. So strong, but he had feelings. “Saoria?”

He nodded. “You should have heard her scream when she was pierced the first time. But she wanted to fit in. She insisted on it despite the pain. 'Orcs accept the pain,' she said. 'And I'm just as strong.'”

“She was,” I sighed. “But I'm not. Where's the healing?”

“Here, Mistress.” Thyrna moved, reaching for something. Then she thrust a vial of creamy liquid at me. I pulled the stopper and downed the healing potion. The sweet flavor of Sophia's breast milk poured down my throat.

I shivered. The soothing warmth washed through me. The ache in my butt from my fall vanished, the strain in my lower back melted away, a bruise I didn't even realize I had on my arm healed and, most importantly, my nipples stopped throbbing. The swelling went away. Now I had two pink nubs pierced by gold rings.

Thrak grabbed one, tugging on it.

“Oh, wow,” I groaned as the pleasure fluttered through my body. That felt so different. I could feel the metal sliding through my nipple, stimulating it from the inside. I shivered, my pussy growing wetter and wetter as he manipulated it. “Oh, that feels wonderful.”

Thrak grinned then leaned in, sucking on the other. His tongue batted the ring, twisting it around while his fingers played with the other. I leaned back into Thyrna's embrace, loving the feel as he sucked and nibbled, my pussy growing wetter and wetter.

It was exciting. It was so different. My nipples felt so sensitive now. They ached and throbbed in such intense and present delight. I rubbed my thighs together, my clit hard, my pussy itching to be touched. Pleasure built as he played with my nipples. He sucked on my nub and then caught my ring with his teeth, tugging on it.

“Thrak,” I groaned. “Gods, that's nice. Ooh, yes.”

“See, Mistress,” Thyrna purred, her hands sliding down my stomach, reaching for my thighs. “Wasn't a little pain worth all this pleasure?”

“Yes.” I shuddered as her hand pressed between my thighs. I parted them, shuddering as she stroked my pussy, sliding through my trimmed bush. I shivered, leaning my head against her shoulder. My hands slid across Thrak's body, feeling his strength. “Oh, yes, I love them, Thrak. I wish I had done this earlier.”

“Yes,” Thyrna moaned. “Wouldn't that have been fun?”

“Oh, you were going to pierce them when you tried to dominate me,” I accused even as Thrak sucked harder on my nipple.

“I succeeded in dominating you.” Thyrna rubbed harder at my pussy, her fingers parting my folds, searching, discovering my clit.

She rubbed hard.

I bucked, my pussy clenching, pleasure rushing through my body. My nipples throbbed as much as my clit. The pleasure shooting down from my breasts met the sparks bursting from my pearl. They gathered in my pussy, my sex clenching, my body squirming.

Thyrna nibbled on my neck, teasing me as she frigged my clit. She rubbed hard, fast. Her fingers danced over my nub. I squirmed more and more, my pussy growing juicier. My nipples ached as Thrak played with my rings. He sucked back and forth between my nipples, making them both throb, his thick, calloused fingers rubbing on my soft breasts.

I loved it.

“Your tits are just lovely,” he groaned as he went back and forth. “Perfect.”

I shivered, smiling at the joy he took in my piercings. He twisted them around and stretched out my nipples. Everything he did shot pleasure down to my pussy. It made me squirm, my hands wandering lower and lower down Thrak's body.

To his kilt. To the bulge of his cock. I found it, stroking him as my pussy grew juicier and juicier. I tossed my head back and forth, Thyrna's fingers dancing on my clit. But it was the pleasure from my nipples that had me gasping, moaning.

Cumming.

“Thrak!” I screamed out as his teeth tugged on my nipple ring, pulling it back and forth, my nipple throbbing. “Oh, Gods, yes! I'm cumming from nipple play! Oh, wow! It's sooooo good. They're soooo sensitive now. Pater's cock!”

My pussy convulsed. Juices flooded out. I bucked and moaned, the pleasure racing through my body. It reached my mind. I gasped, my eyes fluttering. Every wave, generated by my nipples, washed out of my pussy and through my body, leaving me heaving and thrashing.

I squeezed his cock. He throbbed so hard beneath his kilt. Hard for me. I groaned, wanting him in me right this second. Cumming, I worked up his kilt, eager to reveal his massive girth hiding beneath. I had to touch him, stroke him.

I slid my hand beneath and found his cock. I stroked him as the pleasure peaked in me. I ran my hand up to the tip of his dick, pierced by a thick, bone ring. I tugged on it, making him groan as he sucked on my nipple.

“Fuck me, Thrak,” I moaned.

“Yes,” Thyrna purred, her fingers sliding down, caressing the wet folds of my pussy. “She's so wet for you. She needs your cock. She's just a naughty whore.”

“So naughty,” I groaned, ignoring the bite in Thyrna's words. She didn't like sharing Thrak with me. She wanted my husband all to herself, to be his only lover, his only slave. But she couldn't. She had to submit to me, too, to make him happy. “Ram your cock into her pussy. Make her cum on that magnificent dick.”

“Yes,” I gasped, squirming.

Thrak lifted his lips, his eyes glossy with lust and joy. He loved my nipple piercings. He missed Saoria so much, and it was wonderful that I could give him something to remind him of what he lost. I couldn't replace Saoria, I didn't want to replace her, but I wanted to give my husband any pleasure I could.

Because he did the same for me.

Thyrna scooted back, lowering me to the bed as Thrak rose. His eyes devoured my naked body. He flicked down to my spread thighs, my pussy juices matting down my curls. I shivered, my orgasm dying down in me as I lay my head on Thyrna's knees, her breasts jiggling above me.

“Ravishing,” Thrak groaned. “A flower blossoming on the tundra, standing out amid the dull greens and yellows.”

“Your flower,” I moaned, my hands cupping my breasts, brushing my nipple rings. I shuddered as they slid through the holes, teasing me.

“You are enjoying the increased sensitivity,” he said. “You have more direct stimulation of your body. Gives you more pleasure.”

“Yes, more surface area of my nipples are being touched now,” I groaned, twisting my new piercings. “Makes me so wet. Fuck me!”

His kilt came off. His dick throbbed before him. He crawled onto the bed, looming over me. So big, so strong. He grabbed my hips, lifting my ass so my pussy aligned with his cock. The thick head rubbed on my pussy lips, the cock ring caressing my sensitive flesh.

And then he thrust into me.

The bed creaked. His balls thwacked into my ass. His cock rammed into my depths. Pleasure shivered through my pussy. The bone ring slid down my sheath, stimulating me. I gasped, wrapping my thighs about my husband's thick waist, holding him tight, as he fucked me.

“Thrak!” I moaned, his cock slamming in hard, my clit aching as his pubic bone crushed it with every thrust. “Yes, yes, yes! You know what I love!”

“Uh-huh,” he grunted. “You love having a thick cock ram into your cunt. You savor it. You want to cum and cum.”

“Yes!” I moaned. “make me cum, Thrak! Make me cum with your magnificent cock! Yes!”

“Mmm, yes, fuck the slut, Master,” Thyrna moaned, her hands sliding down my shoulders to my breasts. Fingers danced up my mounds to my nipples. She grasped the gold rings, twisting them hard.

Pleasure shot through me.

My pussy clenched on Thrak's thrusting dick, increasing the friction. I shivered, humping harder. Rapture tossed my body. I bucked and heaved as Thyrna smirked down at me, twisting and pulling and tugging on my nipples. Pleasure spiked through me, racing down to my pussy, adding to the delight.

I groaned out my joy, loving every moment of it. Thrak's balls smacked into my taint. He grunted, the muscles in his chest rippling. His strong hands gripped my ass, squeezing my cheeks as he plowed his cock so hard into me. So deep.

“Yes,” he growled. “This is what you want. You want to be fucked until you cum!”

“You know I do!” I moaned. “Oh, Thrak, yes! Gods, I love it when you pound me! Don't be gentle! Ravish me!”

He snarled, thrusting even harder. My pussy ached from the force of his thrusts. They reminded me that my orc fucked me. That he poured all his passions into his strokes, giving me all the pleasure I craved. Gods, I loved him. I was so lucky to meet him. To be a part of Angela's quest.

My fingernails clawed at his chest as the pleasure detonated in my pussy. My flesh spasmed about him as I left red lines down his muscles. He grunted, thrusting harder, staring down at me with such passion burning in his dark eyes.

“That's it,” he grunted. “That's what you want! Cum on my dick!”

“Yes!” I howled as his cock slammed into me. My pussy kept spasming, rapture kept flooding through me. “Pater's cock!”

My head tossed back and forth on Thyrna's lap. I shivered and shuddered, bucking into his thrusts with every ounce of my passion. I moaned, my thighs clenching so hard about his waist. My pussy spasmed, milking his cock.

“Cum in me!” I howled.

Thyrna tugged on both nipple piercings, stretching out my tits. “Flood her, Master. Give the slut what she wants! She wants cum dripping out of her cunt at all hours!”

“I do,” I howled, my orgasm growing stronger and stronger. The more she played with my nipple piercings, the more I spasmed and thrashed.

Ecstasy flooded my mind. I squeezed my eyes shut, stars bursting. Thrak groaned, burying into my depths. His jizz spurted. Power flooded through me. I gasped, my back arching. Magic burst to life inside of me.

I seized the gold rings and sealed shut the ends with earth magic.

Every spurt of cum gave my body more and more magic. I loved it. I reached over my shoulder, pulling on Thyrna's nipple ring, distending her breast above me. She gasped, squirming, pleasure crossing her hungry face.

She needed to take that off. I was bursting with energy.

“Gods, yes!” I moaned as Thrak panted above me, keeping his cock in me, savoring my depths.

His eyes locked on my gold nipple piercings. It was worth the pain to give him this joy.


Chapter Twenty-Four: Magical Lash

Minx

I grimaced at the pounding rain. It had come in fast an hour ago as I walked the evening streets of Unmik. The wind howled down the street and five heartbeats later, a wall of water slammed into me. I pulled my cloak around me, shivering as I kept walking.

I spotted an alchemist sign. Finally. I had scoured the port city, looking for one. I needed to resupply my stash of alchemical bombs. I had been out of sticky bombs for awhile, and used up three sleeping bombs on monsters on our way back from Drakin Castle.

The Biomancer Vebrin had left that forest brimming with his disgusting creations.

I was down to a sleeping bomb, two lust bombs, and a smoke bomb. That wouldn't do at all.

I reached the shop door, hoping they were still open despite sunset. I shivered, grabbing the handle and turning. It opened. I pushed into the shop, the interior lit by dreary lanterns, leaving much of the shelves, and their pots and bags, in shadows. The familiar, acrid smell of herbs assaulted my nose.

I sneezed.

I closed the door and pushed the hood of my cloak off my head. My hair, despite the protection of my hood, clung damp to my face. I shivered. I was soaked through by the downpour. Water dripped onto the wooden floor as I padded forward.

“Hello?” the alchemist said. “Did someone walk in?”

I was about to open my mouth, when a loud thumping and thudding came from outside. Metal jangled and clanked. I glanced over my shoulder at the warped, bubbled window, peering out on the dark street. Torches sputtered and burned, carried in the hands of a column of armored soldiers.

I frowned at that. Why were soldiers moving about on such a rainy night? Was that common in the Princedoms? I had never been to Zeutch before.

“A halfling,” the alchemist said. “Why didn't you say anything?”

“Sorry,” I said, turning back to look at the tall, blond man, his hair cut short and so pale it was almost white. It made him look older than his middle years should. “I am in great need of alchemical bombs.”

He arched an eyebrow. “Adventurer?”

“Yes,” I grinned.

“Another idiot heading into the Desolation,” he snorted. “Which ruin are you going to pick through? The dragon doesn't suffer trespass on her domain.”

My smile grew. With the High King's sword reforged, she would have to suffer us. “I hope you have acacia bombs, they're my favorite, and I am all out.”

~  *  ~

Thrak

“Yes,” purred Thyrna as she wiggled her naked, red ass, her back striped with lines. Her nipple piercing glinted on the nightstand.

Faoril stood before her, pale body painted by candlelight. She had her hands crossed before her as she worked her magic. A lash of flames appeared, crackling and burning. I shivered, the temperature in the room dropping as she drew on the ambient heat.

And then she cracked her flaming whip across Thyrna's back with a thought. The fire lashed out, sizzling on Thyrna's skin. The rakshasa let out a moan of pure lust. Her butt-cheeks quivered. Her arms pulled at the bonds of air holding her up.

I stroked my dick, watching Faoril enjoy herself. She had such a broad grin on her face as she let the fire lash vanish, the heat pouring back into the air. The welts on Thyrna's back were bright and red, looking painful.

Which only made more juices trickle down the rakshasa's thighs.

“Tell me how much you love it,” Faoril said, conjuring a watery cat-o-nine-tails. This one she reached out and snagged, holding the rippling flogger in her grip.

“So much,” Thyrna moaned. “Oh, that one buuurned!” She wiggled her hips, eager for more.

Faoril flicked her flail upward, cracking it on Thyrna's shaved pussy. The pirate captain gasped, rising on her tiptoes, her arms pulling hard on the invisible bonds. Her tits bounced as she let out a wanton moan.

Grinning, Faoril flicked her watery flail up again, cracking it across Thyrna's pussy. Faoril gave the rakshasa just what she wanted. She gasped and moaned. Faoril cracked the watery lash again and again on the pirate's cunt, making her shudder and cry out, abusing her snatch.

“Mistress,” she howled. “Yes, yes, yes.”

“Are you going to cum like the filthy cunt you are?” Faoril asked, suddenly spinning Thyrna in the air, her breasts jiggling. “Huh?”

“Yes, Mistress,” she moaned as the water lash splashed to the floor. Then the wood warped around the water. Out of the floorboard rose a thin, flexible cane, perfect for striking. Thyrna stared at it as Faoril seized it. “Yes, yes, hurt me! I'll cum so hard!”

My dick ached, throbbed. I stood, my passions needing satiating. Faoril gave me a subtle nod as she smacked the cane into the palm of her hand. “You think you can cum without giving your Master any pleasure, pussycat? He owns you.”

“He does!” Thyrna moaned as I moved behind her, seizing her hips, My cock pressed against her welted ass. “Fuck me, Master! Fuck your pussycat! Dump all your cum in me! Use me! Make me purr.”

“Mmm, yes,” moaned Faoril, smacking her cane into her hand, “pound her naughty cunt. She needs it so bad. She's such a naughty, wicked slut. Isn't she?”

I pushed the tip of my dick up against Thyrna's pussy. “Beg more. I want to hear how desperate you are for my cock.”

“So desperate, Master,” she gasped, wiggling, pressing her welted ass back into me. “You know I need it. The month waiting for you to return from Drakin Castle was torture. I fucked all my crew over and over. But their cocks weren't yours, Master. None of them were strong enough to make me purr, to make me their pussycat. Please, Master, please.” She whimpered, her aching need naked in her voice. “Let my pussy eat your cock. Let my cunt please you. You'll cum so hard. And so will I.” She swayed, looking over her shoulder at me, eyes burning.

I thrust my cock into her pussy.

Her hot, tight, wet depths sank around my dick. She groaned, shivering, her pussy clamping down, increasing the friction. I groaned. My eyes fluttered. My hands gripped her hips as I stared at Faoril over Thyrna's shoulder.

My wife looked so sexy, her body pale, her new nipple piercings glinting. I hungered for them as I rammed my cock into Thyrna's cunt. “Cane her tits,” I grunted to Faoril. “Remind her that you're her mistress, too. She forgets.”

“Master?” Thyrna groaned, her pussy clenching on my dick.

“I heard how you talked to my wife while I played with her nipples and fucked her.” I drew back and slammed into her cunt, my groin smacking her welted ass.

She groaned in pain and pleasure.

“You need to be reminded to respect her. To love her. She's your mistress. Your owner, too.”

“Yes, Master,” she groaned.

The cane hissed. It cracked against her tits. Thyrna screamed out in pain, her pussy clenching hard on my dick. Faoril grinned. She hadn't held back. She made sure it hurt. Thyrna wiggled, sliding her pussy on my cock.

“Again, Mistress,” she moaned. “I am so sorry for disrespecting you. You're my owner. I'm your pussycat, too.”

Hiss. Crack!

Thyrna yowled, her pussy sliding up and down my cock as she thrashed in agony and ecstasy.

“That's right,” Faoril said. “Keep apologizing!”

Crack!

Thyrna howled again, her back arching into my shoulders as I pounded her. The bonds of air held her tight. She wiggled and groaned, her arms pulled taut. Her pussy clenched and spasmed on my dick as the cane fell again and again.

“Sorry, Mistress!” Thyrna howled as her orgasm consumed her.

Her pussy milked my cock as I slammed into her depths. It spasmed and writhed about my cock, hungry for every drop of cum she could drink from me. I savored it. I drew back and thrust in over and over, the pressure building in my balls.

“Gods,” I grunted as she came harder and harder, moans of pain and pleasure exploding from her mouth. The words became incoherent.

“Yes,” Faoril gasped, her tits heaving. She had a hand between her thighs, frigging her pussy as she caned Thyrna's tits and stomach.

The cracks grew faster and faster. Faoril shivered, groaning, cumming as she punished our slave. The cane fell from her hands, sinking into the floor and merging back into the wood where it came from. Energy surged out from her. It lashed around the both of us, wind and water caressing me, heat massaging my balls.

Thyrna spasmed in my arms. I reached around her, grasping her tits. Her breasts stretched, pulled taut by invisible air. Her pussy spasmed so hard about my dick. She kept cumming and cumming. My balls ached as they thwacked into her body.

Faoril fell backward, supporting herself on air. Her own nipples stretched, air tugging on her own flashing piercings. Her juices squirted from her pussy as she writhed. She humped against her fingers, her pale face bursting with pleasure.

“Yes, yes, yes! Gods, yes!” she howled. “Cum in her, Thrak. Dump your jizz in her. Cum with us!”

“Yes, Master!” panted Thyrna, swaying, her words slurred. “Cum in me!”

I slammed into her pussy. I bellowed as the heat massaging my balls built the pressure. My cum had to explode out of me. The tip of my dick slid through spasming, wet flesh. The silk sent shudders rippling through my body.

I came.

“Gewin's mighty cock!”

My hands squeezed Thyrna's caned breasts hard, fingers feeling her puckered welts. My cum boiled out of my dick, spurting into her depths. I heaved with each one. Pleasure shot through me. Hot rapture had me trembling.

Thyrna went limp. The magic suspending her had vanished. I held her as I pumped my cum into her. Faoril gasped, grunting as she fell to the floor. She groaned, still frigging her pussy as her body thrashed in the final moments of her orgasm, her magic expended.

“Gods,” Faoril moaned. “Oh, Gods, Thrak, that was amazing.”

“Yes,” I said, gasping for breath, my entire body buzzing from the pleasure.

Thyrna mewled, trembling in my embrace. She was exhausted by her orgasms, driven to such heights of pleasure and pain. I picked her up, holding her light body in my arms, and carried her to the bed. I sank down on it, my body buzzing. I set Thyrna on my lap, petting her.

Faoril picked herself up, rubbing her ass, and staggered to the bed. My wife slid onto it, her short, brown hair swaying about her satiated face. She cuddled next to me, her hand joining me in caressing Thyrna's wavy-black hair.

We petted our slave as we came down from our orgasms. Thyrna's trembles slowed. Her breaths calmed. Purrs rumbled from her throat as she snuggled up to me.

“It's almost over,” Faoril said. “Eight days riding to the Altar. Then another few days into the Desolation. It's been five months since I met Angela.” She smiled at me. “Four-and-a-half since I met you.”

I laughed. “The way you looked at me that first day... You thought I would grunt and muck in the dirt like a pig.”

She blushed, looking down. “I greatly misjudged you.” She stroked my chest. “In two weeks, this will all be over.”

“And you question what the future holds for you?”

She didn't answer. I could feel her pain. She always wanted to be a Master Mage of the Collegiate Tower. It was why she joined Angela's quest, to cast the Reclamation Ritual, a powerful piece of magic, and prove to the Magery Council that she had the skill to take the Test again and try for the black.

But the events of Raratha had forever tarnished her. She was a Warlock, outlawed. She had no place in the Collegiate Tower. She would be a fugitive all her life.

Just like the rest of us.

“We have Thyrna's boat,” I said.

“Be pirates?” she asked. “You don't want to return to the tundra?”

“I buried one wife there. I don't plan on burying another.” I looked at her. “There are lands beyond the Vilianth Ocean.”

“The fabled lands of Oppain and Okuwa. The frozen lands of Skellmokk. What are you saying? That we...explore them?”

“Why not? No one from our lands ventures past the Velnack Strait or the Shiltir Strait.”

“Because sea monsters lie beyond. None return. And that's assuming the patrols from the Queendom of Naith or the Shizhuth Empire don't sink you.”

“Sounds like a challenge,” Thrak grinned.

“Mmm, yes,” Thyrna moaned. “Fuck those bitches in Naith.”

“Sure,” Faoril said, interest kindling in her eyes. “Imagine what we could discover.”


Chapter Twenty-Five: Acolyte's New Pleasure

Acolyte Sophia

I trembled, my blindfold so tight I couldn't see anything. The ropes bound my arms over my head. I faced the wall, my feet kept apart by a thick dowel of wood tied to both ankles. A spreader bar. I shivered, my pussy wet and excited. Rain hammered the inn. In the other room, Thrak and Faoril moaned.

The door opened. More than one person entered.

“My Queen?” I asked.

“Well, she's as delicious as you promised,” a deep, gravelly man's voice said.

A shiver went through me. What was going on?

“Yes, she is,” Angela purred. The footsteps approached us, one heavier than the other. I groaned. There was a man in the room. “She's my sex slave. A priestess of Saphique.”

“The Virgin Goddess?” groaned the man. “So no man's cock's ever plucked her pussy?”

“No,” Angela moaned. “Twenty gold dupondius.”

“Done,” the man said. Coins clinked.

“My Queen?” I asked, my voice quavering. Was she really selling my pussy...to a man? “This isn't... My vow?”

“Who do you serve?” Angela asked. “Me or your goddess?”

“I serve you both.”

“Well, you have to choose,” she said. “Will you be my concubine or my acolyte?”

“Your concubine, my Queen,” I gasped, my stomach curdling. This couldn't be real. She wouldn't really do this. I needed my magic. She needed my magic for the Quest.

Pussy juices trickled down my thighs. I shivered. My breath came in quick gasps. This really couldn't be happening. It was a game. Just a game. But...what it if wasn't?

The thought made my pussy clench, ache. I would be submitting to her fully. I would surrender my most precious gift to her. The footsteps came closer. Gloved hands grabbed my hips, strong, gripping me.

A cock nudged my pussy.

It wasn't a dildo. I could feel the difference. It was thick and warm and spongy in a way no leather cock or stone shaft could ever be. It rubbed up and down my slit, nudging me. I felt so exposed with my legs forced apart. I couldn't squeeze my thighs shut to protect myself.

But did I even want to?

The man let out a groan of pure pleasure. “Worth twenty dupondius. Now you're just a whore, little acolyte.”

“Yes!” It has to be Xera's cock. I could fuck her dick without issue. She went into heat yesterday. It was Xera's cock.

But what if it wasn't? Xera's hands weren't so thick, even in gloves. And that voice... Neither Angela or Xera could make a voice that deep, that gravely. The cock rubbed up and down on my pussy. What if it was a man's cock?

My pussy ached even more. I let out a groan of pure, wanton pleasure. My heart thudded. My entire body trembled. I couldn't believe this was happening. I pushed back, pressing my snatch against the cock, my lusts burning out of control.

The dick thrust into me.

“Yes,” moaned the man. “Oh, yes, that's hot and warm.”

His cock slid so deep into me. My back arched. My pussy clenched down on the massive dick. Shivers raced through me. The friction ignited my excitement. The gloved hands squeezed so hard on my hips as the man felt the exquisite pleasure of my pussy.

“Saphique!” I gasped. “I'm so sorry. I...I...”

I came.

I came on a man's cock.

My pussy spasmed against it. My body shook, arms pulling on the bonds. The ropes bit into my wrists. I convulsed and writhed, bucking against the man, my hips pressing back into a shaved-smooth cunt. Soft breasts rubbed against my back.

“Xera?” I gasped as I thrashed and groaned, my orgasm burning so hot through me. “Oh, thank Saphique, it's you, Xera.”

“It's me,” she purred, pressing forward, her tits rubbing on my back. Her delicate hands slid up my stomach to my tits, cupping them. “But you came so hard.”

“You did,” Angela purred, the gloved hands pulling from my hips.

“Yes, you did,” the gravely voice groaned. “Oh, Gods, Aurora, you love sucking my cock.” As the man spoke, his voice changed into Chaun's dulcet tones.

“My Queen!” I gasped, thrashing as my orgasm boiled through me, Xera's cock slamming over and over into my convulsing pussy, each thrust sending more and more pleasure through my body. “Oh, you had me so sure it was a man.”

“And you did it anyways,” Angela said. Her gloved hands cupped my face, turning me. She kissed me from the side. Her kiss grew salty.

Tears. She cried.

I kissed her hard, thrashing and swaying as Xera's wonderful elf-cock slid in and out of my pussy. I loved it. Girl-dicks were sooooo much better than dildos. Every temple of Saphique needed to have a resident elf or nixie so they could enjoy this wonderful delight.

My tongue met my Queen's. I kissed her so hard as I trembled, bucking back into Xera as she thrust over and over into me, her big, soft, pillowy tits rubbing on my back. Her nipples so hard. She gasped and moaned as she plowed me.

I was dizzy with pleasure, kissing my Queen so hard as I kept cumming and cumming. Everything else in the room vanished. There was only the sweet delight of my Mistress's lips on mine and Xera's cock ramming into my pussy.

“Matar's cock,” the elf moaned.

And then her girl-cum spurted into me. The hot, thick jizz splashed through my pussy. I groaned, my body spasming harder. My orgasm swelled brighter. Stars burst through my vision, illuminating the darkness with reds and yellows and blues as my pussy drank in every bit of her jizz.

I loved Angela so much. She always found new ways to give me pleasure. To love me.

She broke the kiss. “Mmm, I have to lick you clean. It's your reward.”

“Thank you, my Queen,” I moaned as Xera pulled her girl-dick out of my pussy, her cum running down my thighs. What a wicked feeling.

I was such a lucky acolyte of Saphique to experience all these naughty delights.

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

Angela moaned as she knelt naked before the blindfolded Sophia. I couldn't believe how fast we both came. Sophia was primed for my cock. She had exploded so hard. With almost as much enthusiasm as Minx.

I hoped my lover was fine. I still felt guilty for our relationship. But I loved Minx. I didn't know what would happen when the Quest was over. I had to return to the Deorc Forest, to my wife and daughter. And yet...

Yet I didn't want to leave Minx. I felt so close to her since Drakin Castle. Every time I made love to her pussy—three times on the trip back when she had used her alchemical ointment to grow my cock—I came so hard. I felt so bound to her as my jizz spurted into her, united in a way I had never felt with my wife.

I didn't want to lose her. So I hoped she wasn't getting soaked in the deluge. If she hurried back, I would have enough stamina to make love to her again. But until then, my dick throbbed, and I had Sophia to play with.

“What a cute ass,” I grinned, sliding my cock up through Sophia's taint. My dick, soaked by her juices, slid up to her ass. “I bet you would love to be filled with my dick.”

“Yes,” she gasped, voice throaty with pleasure, grinding on her Mistress's mouth.

Angela's hand reached around Sophia to grasp my cock. “Fuck my slave's ass! She's such a naughty slut. She's missed out on a life of cock, and now she gets to enjoy it.”

“I have,” whimpered Sophia as my dick rubbed on her sphincter.

I thrust into her asshole. My ears twitched, pricked. Outside, metal jangled. Boots thumped. Hooves beat. The scent of iron, oil, and rust caught my nose, the same scents that wreathed Angela's armor and...

“Matar's cock!” I gasped, glancing at the window. Torches burned in the rain, illuminating the soldiers moving around the inn, holding long pikes. Officers on horses shouted orders. My ears picked up the sounds over the drumming rain.

“I want the inn secured!”

“Move! Move!”

“Get around to the back! We can't let the criminals escape!”

“Angela!” I gasped, my heart surging with fear. The inn was surrounded.


Chapter Twenty-Six: Interrupted Passion

Chaun – Unmik, Asunow Princedom, The Princedoms of Zeutch

My two balls boiled. I groaned, running my pale hand through my wife's sky-blue hair. My hand normally wasn't Zeutchian-pale but midnight black. Nor did I normally have a muscular body, broad in chest and shoulders, thick thighs, and sandy-blond locks spilling about a ruggedly handsome face. I was normally slim, wiry, with an almost effeminate beauty that made women's hearts melt.

My wife sucked hard on my cock, changed in size to match the Zeutchian warrior she spotted in the common room. The moment her sapphire eyes had alighted on him, I saw the lust churning in her body. The desire for the man to fuck her hard had kindled in her married pussy.

But she would never break her marriage vows again. She would never lie with a man that wasn't me. Luckily for her, I could take on any shape I wanted. Normally, changelings used this ability to seduce married women, assuming the identity of their husbands gleaned from their thoughts to impregnate them.

And when I stared at my wife, gleaning the man dominating her thoughts, it was me I saw. That was so intoxicating. She loved me even if she lusted after the man whose form I assumed.

Her small hands stroked my cock, sliding up and down the shaft as she knelt on the inn floor. We were in the Mermaid's Song, an inn in the port city of Unmik in the Princedom of Asunow, one of the dozen princedoms which were united under the loose confederation of the Princedoms of Zeutch. I was a fugitive here. Prince Gruber of Kivnar, the Princedom north of Asunow, wanted me dead for cuckolding him. It was dangerous for me to be in this nation.

But Angela's Quest was too important.

Sophia let out wanton moans. At the other end of the room she was bound to the wall and fucked hard by Xera's elf-cock. The lesbian acolyte had discovered in Drakin Castle she could fuck a hermaphrodite and not lose her connection to her goddess. And she loved it, screaming out her pleasure. At first, she thought it was a man about to fuck her. I provided the voice while Aurora sucked my cock, helping Angela with her naughty game.

But now all my focus was on Aurora. She stared up at me, her eyes sparkling with delight as she bobbed her mouth up and down my cock. She swirled her tongue about the crown. She made me groan. My hand tightened in her hair.

“That's it, you little, married slut,” I growled. “Just want my seed flooding your mouth. What would your husband think?”

She shivered, sucking harder, loving the game. She was naked, her small breasts quivering, her nipples so hard. Her tongue flared around the crown of my dick. A naughty sweep that had me grunting and trembling, the pleasure shooting through me.

My balls tightened. I only had two in this form, but they were both boiling, eager to flood her mouth with every drop of my cum. My hips fucked my cock in and out of her mouth. I groaned, the muscles in my brawny chest tightening.

I came.

My cum spurted into her mouth. Blast after blast of hot, creamy jizz. She moaned, cheeks hollowing as she sucked hard, eager for every drop. She swallowed it, eyes fluttering. Her tongue swirled around my crown, stimulating me.

Then she pulled her mouth off my dick. “We must hurry before my husband discovers us,” she moaned, panting. “He's so jealous.”

“He should be,” I growled, seizing Aurora's shoulders. I lifted her with ease. This body was stronger than my normal one while her form was so light. She was an avian, capable of transforming into a bird, her bones hollow.

I threw her down on the bed, Sophia moaning louder and louder in the background, savoring Angela's gift. I didn't care. I had eyes only for my wife and our naughty game. My dick throbbed hard before me, soaked by her saliva.

“Fuck me,” she moaned, spreading her thighs. She ran her fingers up to her shaved folds, her slit girlishly tight, her vulva puffy with her arousal. “Take me. The moment I saw you, I knew I needed you. Oh, you made me so wet. Fuck me! Hurry!”

“Your poor husband has no idea how much of a slut you are.” I crawled onto the bed, seizing her thighs. “How much of a wanton whore.”

“No idea,” she moaned, trembling. She reached out, stroking me. “Oh, you are so big and hard. Mmm, I'm going to love this cock in me.”

I leaned down, kissing her hard, claiming her married mouth behind her husband's back. Her eager hands guided me to her dripping pussy. She rubbed my girth up and down her married flesh. I shivered, feeling her urgent desire, the need to be fucked before we were caught by her husband.

I thrust into her, groaning into her kiss. She shivered beneath me, pussy clamping down on my girth. Her hot pussy engulfed every inch of my cock. Her thighs locked about my waist. Her hips writhed, stirring my cock through her juicy cunt as she kissed me with such passion. She needed this. To be fucked by a man who wasn't her husband.

I broke the kiss. “Beg,” I growled. “Beg for me to pound that slutty, married cunt until you explode.”

“Please,” she moaned, eyes glazed. “My husband could come back. We have to hurry. Pound me. He mustn't know.”

I groaned, drawing back my hips. Her lower lip quivered as her pussy clenched down on my dick. The friction burned hot. Then I thrust into her depths, my balls thwacking into her taint. She gasped, thighs tightening about my waist, her nipples hard on my chest.

“Yes, yes, yes, fuck me! Luben's sacred oaths, I'm such a naughty wife for doing this.”

“But your hot pussy just needed to be fucked by a real cock.”

“So badly.” She bucked again, grinding her clit into my crotch. “You're so strong and muscular. Oh, I love it.” She hugged me tight, undulating beneath me as I plowed into her. “Fuck me!”

The bed creaked and rocked as I pounded her married cunt. My balls smacked over and over into her taint as I savored the sweet embrace of her pussy. The friction burned pleasure through my body. I pounded her as she gripped my back, fingernails clawing. She moaned with every thrust, singing out with her beautiful voice.

She was so hot and lithe. So eager to violate her marriage vows and be fucked by a real man with a real cock. My cock. Her pussy clenched hard. Her husband was such a fool for letting her out of his sight.

But that was my gain.

“Take it,” I growled. “This is what you wanted, little slut. A real cock.”

“I did!” she moaned, fingernails biting into my back, clawing with her passion. “Oh, yes! Fuck me! Pound me! You're such a stud!”

Her fingernails burned across my back. I grunted, loving it. I buried harder and harder into her pussy. The pleasure surged through me. It made me groan and gasp. My balls thwacked so hard into her, full of my cum. The pressure built and built.

Her neck arched. I sucked on it, marking her. Wanting her husband to see proof that another man had enjoyed her passion. Her thighs squeezed so tight about my waist as I did. Her moans sang out with such beauty.

“So close,” she moaned, hips grinding her clit into my pubic bone. “Just a little more.”

“Cum,” I growled. “Cum on my cock harder than you cum on your husband's!”

“Yes!” she howled.

Her body bucked up against me. Her pussy spasmed about my dick. That wonderful, rippling bliss of feeling a married woman's cunt convulse about my cock, eager for my cum. Not her husband's. Mine. It was so intoxicating.

“Yes,” I growled, driving into her. “Beg for my cum!”

“Cum in me!” she howled. “I need it.”

I drove into her spasming depths. My balls boiled. I erupted into her, spurting blast after blast.

“Chaun!” she screamed. “Yes, yes, yes, Chaun, cum in me! I love it! Love you, Chaun!”

As the pleasure hammered my mind, I blinked. I was Chaun. Not the Zeutchian warrior whose form I took. I wasn't cuckolding anyone. Aurora wasn't really a married slut. I shook my head, the pleasure boiling through it, staring down at my wife, at the love in her eyes. She loved me. Even in this form.

“Aurora,” I panted, collapsing on her, feeling her body tremble beneath me, her breasts pressed into my muscular chest.

“Thank you,” she whispered. “Thank you, thank you. You're such a wonderful man, Chaun.”

“You're a lucky woman. You get to cheat on your husband with your husband.”

She gave a wicked giggle, hands sliding up to stroke through my blond hair. “Mmm, I am.”

She pulled me down for a kiss, her lips gentle, loving. Her pussy clenched down on my cock. It was wonderful to be in her. Our tongues dueled. Xera, Angela, and Sophia had fun in the background. I didn't care what they were doing. I just wanted to hold my wife, to lay atop her, feel her wrapped around me and—

“Angela!” Xera cried out, not in passion, but alarm.

I broke the kiss with Aurora, turned my head, and watched Xera race to the window, her hard cock bouncing before her. Aurora stirred beneath me, blinking her eyes, her pussy clenching down on my cock as she sucked in a sharp breath.

“What?” Angela asked.

“Soldiers,” Xera reported. “Lots of them looking for criminals.”

“Us?” Angela asked, her hands shooting to Sophia's bonds.

“I thinks so. They're surrounding the inn and...” Xera's pointed ears twitched. “I hear magic.”

~  *  ~

Warlock Faoril

Metal clanked outside the window. I frowned, turning my attention from Thrak stroking our sex slave's wavy-brown hair. Thyrna sucked hard on Thrak's cock, pleasing my husband. His swarthy chest rippled as he grunted his pleasure. Her nipple ring again graced her right breast.

The metal rattle grew louder. I rolled naked from bed, my body heavy with exhaustion. I had cum hard playing with Thyrna, using my magic to whip her and bind her while fucking myself with it. My butt was still sore from falling to the ground. I was so lost to my pleasure, I burned through the power of Thrak's cum.

I should have paid more attention to my reserves, but I was orgasming so hard.

I reached the inn's window, staring out into the rainy night. It was dark, but torches spurted, held by armored men. More surrounded the torch bearers, carrying long spears as they spread out across the inn.

My heart squeezed. This wasn't good.

Beside a man on horse, wearing a black cloak embroidered with silver thread, stood three figures in red robes. Robes identical to mine hanging on a nearby hook. Journeyman Mages of the Collegiate Tower.

“Las's putrid cum,” I groaned as the mages rose into the air. The rain, which had been pounding on them, suddenly fell around them, striking invisible barriers of air. “Thrak!”

He ripped Thyrna's mouth off his dick as I darted towards my robes and my vials of cum. I needed power. My magic. Three journeyman mages. Could I even take on that many? How good were they? I had the skill to wear the black. I would have worn the black of a Master Mage if I hadn't made my stupid mistake.

I made it three steps when the window behind me exploded. Glass crashed on the wooden floor. Pain cut across my back and thighs. Then bonds of air seized me and yanked me off the floor. My arms were pinned to my side, my legs tied together. My heart thudded. I thrashed against the invisible ropes. They pressed so tight.

I was helpless. Feral panic shot through me. I had no magic. What was I going to do? “Thrak! Cum! I need cum!”

My orc growled and threw himself from the bed. His hulking body crashed onto the floor. The wooden boards groaned beneath his bulk. He snarled, lunging for the robe. Thyrna was right behind him, her gold nipple ring flashing.

Thrak slammed into the floor. He grunted, pinned there by an unseen force. Magic. I turned my head, craning to look over my shoulder. Two of the mages hovered just outside the shattered window, working their magic.

“What?” gasped a squat-faced mage.

Thyrna reached my robes. The gold ring piercing her nipple gave her immunity to magic. She darted her hands into the pockets. Glass clinked. Hope surged through me. Thyrna was immune to magic. All she had to do was get me—

The robes ripped out of her hand, hurtling towards the mages at the window. The narrow-faced mage caught it.

Thyrna hissed, “Let my masters go!”

Then she transformed. Her head swelled, orange and black fur sprouting. A tiger's striped head appeared, muzzle full of sharp teeth. She growled, flexing sharp claws. The mages cursed as she charged across the room at them and—

The wood groaned. Boards flew up, forming a solid barrier across the broken window. The rakshasa crashed into it and rebounded. She hit the ground hard, shaking her head, snarling with anger. She gained her feet, tearing at the boards, but they wouldn't budge, held in place and strengthened by life magic.

The door burst open. Soldiers in plate armor trooped in, carrying swords. Thyrna turned, snarling at them. She was wild, feral, but they were armored. Not that the pirate captain cared. She turned in a low, dangerous crouch, naked and unafraid.

“Thyrna,” I gasped. “No. They'll kill you.”

Her whiskers twitched. She glanced at me and then to Thrak on the ground. His eyes burned. He fought against the magic pinning him down, but the force was too great. I had held Thrak when he raged, when he was at his strongest, with air magic. No one could escape it.

“On your belly, beast,” snarled a guard as he stepped over Thrak. There were seven soldiers in the room, fanning out, their armor clinking.

“Thrak! Tell her to stop. They'll kill her.”

He snorted, growled. “Thyrna! Stop!”

“I can kill them, Master.”

“Try it, beast,” snarled the soldier. “On your belly or die.”

“On your belly, pussycat!” Thrak snarled. “Now!”

Thyrna hissed and spat. Then her transformation ended. She fell to her belly, eyes smoldering as the soldiers swarmed past me to reach her. Their armor jostled my naked form as I hung in the air. My heart hammered. So many soldiers. Who had brought an army after us?

~  *  ~

Knave Angela

“They're pouring into the inn,” Xera snarled.

Glass shattered in Faoril's room. Boots thudded. I shivered as I stared at the soldiers pouring into the inn. There were so many of them. Over a hundred surrounded it, cordoning it off. Sophia clung to my back, trembling.

“Faoril's our only chance,” I said.

Xera shook her head, ears twitching. “I fear she's been subdued. She's struggling in her room. The soldiers are coming up the stairs.”

“Las's putrid cum!” Anger and fear boiled through me. We were so close. We were only a week away from reforging the sword. Only a few more days after that to ending the quest. And now this? Zeutchian soldiers after the Doge's bounty. “We should have been more careful.”

“I can get my totems,” Aurora said, trembling against Chaun still in his Zeutchian form.

The armor clanked louder. Boots pounding up the stairs. I glanced at my sword sheathed and hanging from my belt looped over the bedpost. My shield leaned against the wall beneath it. But there were too many of them. I couldn't fight so many soldiers.

“Chaun, stay in that form,” I ordered, my heart trembling.

“What do we do?” Sophia asked, shivering.

“Nothing.” Gall burned my throat. So close. But if we fought, we would be killed. If Faoril was subdued, we were in trouble. And I didn't hear Thrak raging, so he must be as well—we were done. Without her magic and his brute power, it was hopeless.

The doors burst in half, kicked by a soldier, sword in hand. His plate clinked as he charged in. Aurora shrieked. Sophia hugged me harder. Xera's ears twitched as she turned slowly from the window. My heart hammered as I raised my arms.

“The knight,” the soldier spat. “Good. His highness will be pleased.”

“We surrender,” I said, my voice surprisingly clear. I raised my hands. Now we had to be smart. Figure a way out of this.


Chapter Twenty-Seven: Halfling's Challenge

Aurora Xandra

I trembled as the soldier seized me by the back of the neck and pushed me forward. Cum ran down my thighs. Just moments ago, I was loving my husband. He gave me such a wonderful treat, indulging my desire for another man. And now it was all over. We were seized. It happened so fast. The soldiers were on us, racing through the inn.

Tears trickled down my cheeks.

I tried to be brave. I wasn't weak. I was strong. I had fought, but I felt so naked without my totems. Chaun marched before me, manacled by the soldiers like Angela and Xera had been. I was the last dragged out of the room, the least consequential to the soldiers.

Brave. Strong. I could become a bird. I could wing off to safety. But how would that help my friends? I had to think. Plan. Yes, we were captured, but we had been in worse situations. I was kidnapped and taken into the Mirage Gardens. We faced a horde of Imps and braved the Haunted Forest. We ventured into the Labyrinth.

Surely escaping from these soldiers would be doable once we had a plan.

My bare feet padded on the stairs. They creaked behind me as the soldier pushed me forward. His armor clinked. His mailed gauntlet was so cold on my neck. I quivered, trying to keep the panic at bay. We would come up with a way out of this somehow.

The innkeeper and his serving girls watched as we passed through the common room. They trembled, two of the girls crying. They didn't say a word as we were pushed out into the cold rain. There were others gathered in the inn's courtyard, all the other guests, some in sleeping gowns, others naked, on their knees. The men were manacled, the women weeping. Faoril and Thrak were both bound by magic and under the eyes of watchful mages, while Thyrna was manacled hand and feet, trussed up like a deer brought back by a hunting party.

Standing in the center was a tall man in a black cloak, the rain hammering hard about him. He had short, dark-blond hair, a silver circlet on his brow. Beneath his cloak he wore a fine suit of plate mail, polished to a gleam, a raven embossed in the center, wings spread wide.

“The last of the prisoners, my Prince,” reported a guard as I was forced to my knees next to Chaun.

I shivered, the cold, autumn rain striking my naked body. Each one was a needle of pain. I wanted to gasp out from the shock of each one. I trembled, my teeth chattering. Chaun pulled at his manacles, giving me a wild look.

Fear.

I glanced at the man then back at Chaun. “Prince Gruber?”

Chaun nodded.

My stomach twisted. This was the man who had put a bounty on Chaun's head after catching him abed with Princess Adelaide, Gruber's wife. Chaun had had an affair with the Princess. He even loved her. He had worn Prince Gruber's appearance when caught and barely escaped the castle with his life. It ended his career as a Bard of Az. The College had blacklisted him for bringing dishonor to their name and because the College of Az, located in the Princedoms, relied on the patronage of men like Gruber to exist.

“No sign of the changeling,” the soldier grunted, “or the halfling thief.”

Minx! Hope surged. She was out in the town, hunting down alchemical supplies. She was still out there. That was something.

“But we found the rest of those on the Doge's warrant,” continued the soldier. “Acolyte Sophia, the elf, the orc seen entering the city with them, and the Warlock Faoril.”

The red-robed mages in the courtyard all fixed Faoril with hard looks. She managed to look confident despite being naked and bound by air.

“We found these two in the room with the knight, the acolyte, and the elf,” added the soldier, pointing to Chaun and me. My stomach clenched. “And we also have a woman fitting the description of the pirate captain Thyrna, believed to have helped them escape.”

“The changeling is here,” the Prince said, face twisting with passion, hand clenching. “Allessa, find him.”

The third mage, a slim female, nodded her head. She walked to the nearest person, a Thlinian man with orange skin. The man shivered. She shook her head and moved onto a Zeutchian woman, her blonde hair matted about her shoulders and heaving, naked breasts. The woman gasped. The mage moved on. She worked down the line, pausing for a moment before each prisoner. She skipped Thrak, Faoril, and Thyrna.

She moved closer. What was she doing? Was there magic that would reveal a changeling? I bit my lip, trembling. My companions were wanted in Raratha for breaking into the Great Vault. But Gruber wanted my husband dead. Tears fell down my cheeks, hidden by the rain. I had to do something. I could turn into a bird and attack the mage.

And she would just seize me with air.

She came closer.

I could fly off and find Minx. Maybe she had found an alchemist that sold antimagic bombs. She was eager to have those after the fight with the gnome bounty hunter in Mount Peritito's caldera. But, if I tried to flee, the mage would just seize me.

The mage came closer.

What could I do?

She stopped before Chaun. He let out a groan, gritting his teeth. His body trembled, spasmed. His skin rippled. His Zeutchian, muscular body shrank as ebony-black bled through the pale skin. Blond hair became silver. His round ears grew pointed, his rugged face delicate. My husband's true form appeared, slender, delicate. The manacles fell off his skinnier wrists.

“Chaun,” Gruber said, a cold smile spreading his lips. “Gather the prisoners. We'll take the pirate captain, too. Everyone else is free to go.”

“What about her?” growled the soldier, pointing at me. “She was in the room with Angela, Chaun, Sophia, and the elf.”

“The Doge's warrant did not include an avian trollop,” the prince said. “She's free to go.”

I blinked in shock. I trembled, the rain pelting on me. I opened my mouth to object, but Chaun shook his head ever so slightly. His violet eyes caught mine. And... I saw hope in them. He was glad I was free.

Then I shivered worse. It fell to me to find Minx and rescue my friends and husband.

~  *  ~

Minx

“This isn't good.”

I couldn't help saying that out loud as I crouched in the shadows of a warehouse, water spilling from its gutter falling behind me, splashing my shoes and pants. I didn't care about the cold spray as I watched the soldiers herd my friends into the back of a wagon. Some were manacled, others were clearly bound by the three mages hovering around the wagon.

“Cernere's black fingers!”

Aurora, trembling naked, watched from the gate that led into the inn's courtyard. I had no idea why she wasn't arrested. Her slim body shivered in the rain, her sky-blue hair darkened as it plastered wet to her flesh. I bit my lips, plans whirling in my head.

There were so many soldiers about. How could I free my friends? I had sleep bombs, smoke bombs, lust bombs, and sticky bombs. But I couldn't get all of them. Not without also hitting my friends and Xera. What good would it do to knock out all the soldiers if I knocked them out, too? I couldn't carry any of them except Aurora.

And she was the only one safe.

Officers barked orders. Soldiers marched off into the night carrying torches as the rain hammered their armor. They rung like bells as they marched down the streets, their eyes casting about, searching for...

Me.

I scrambled, darting around the edge of the building then climbing up the wooden walls. It was slippery, but I was nimble, gripping with my fingers and pulling myself up to the roof. I pressed my face flat on the wet shingles. The rain hammered my cloak. I fought the shivers as the soldiers marched past.

My heart thudding, I crawled forward, keeping my body pressed tight to the cedar shingles. I didn't move swiftly. That attracted attention, especially at night. Vision for humans was very motion-based in the darkness. After a minute or longer, I reached the edge, peering at the courtyard.

A man on a horse made an impatient gesture. The wagon with my friends rumbled away, surrounded by at least fifty soldiers. The three mages floated in the air. One pulled a vial out of a pocket, taking a drink of preserved cum or pussy juices to fuel her or his magic. Aurora still trembled at the inn, staring off into the dark.

Her knees quivered. She looked about to collapse, but she held herself upright. She had grown in strength since I first met her. She wasn't the frail waif any longer. She had fought, been hurt, and then kept on fighting. And this wouldn't break her.

Which was good, because I would need her help.

I waited for the sounds of clanking armor to dwindle, then I dropped from the roof. I didn't dart to Aurora, but walked, huddled in my cloak, just a child out in the rain late at night running an errand for her parents. Not a halfling thief being hunted by the soldiers of the city.

Aurora jumped when I said her name, screeching like a startled hawk. She whirled on me, staring down. “Minx?”

“Yep,” I said. “I leave the inn for an hour, and everyone gets captured.”

“It was Prince Gruber's men,” gasped Aurora. “He must have come down from his Princedom to the north.”

“Lying in wait for us,” I grumbled. “That dumb warrant from the Doge of Raratha?”

Aurora nodded. “It's why I wasn't captured.”

She joined us after Raratha. “Cernere's dark cunt. The bastard figured out we would come to Unmik once we had all the pieces. It's the nearest port to the Altar of Souls.”

“What do we do?” Aurora asked.

“First, get dressed and get your totems. We're going to need them.”

“Right,” she nodded. Her lower lip quivered. Her voice quavered. “And then?”

“And then we figure out how to pluck the gold from the purse without getting our fingers trapped.”

“And how do we do that?”

I shrugged. “No idea. We'll figure it out. But you need to be prepared to do anything to save our friends.”

“I'll do anything for Chaun.”

I nodded. I understood. I loved Xera. I would do anything for her, too. “Get dressed. And hurry. We have to follow them, figure out where our friends are being held for the night.”

She nodded and darted off.

I took a deep breath, trying to control my excitement. A prison was just like a vault, and I had to do this one right. It would be a challenge.


Chapter Twenty-Eight: The Princess's Bard

Chaun

The mattress in my cell was surprisingly comfortable. Not what you would find in a palace, but it was stuffed with hay and only slightly lumpy. I had paid to stay in inns with worse bedding. I stretched out naked beneath the thin blanket. They hadn't bothered to give me any clothes. I guess they wanted to make sure if I changed forms, they would know it was me. My friends, what I saw of them as they were taken to the other cells, wore gray rags provided by the jailer.

I leaned against the stone wall, the pillow hard in my lower back. My bed was in the corner of the cell. It was chilly in the room, the stones radiating the cold of the rainy, autumn night. I stared at my door, heavy oak with bars inserted in the open window. A torch burned outside my cell, the shadows dancing through my room.

Aurora and Minx were out there. That was something. They would find a way to free me. Prince Gruber was eager to hold court in the morning, to pass sentence on all of us. He must have a deal with the Prince of Asunow to allow him to operate here. I recalled the pair were close, allies united against their common enemy of Norve, a princedom to the northeast which shares a border with both.

I hugged my knees to my chest beneath the blanket, staring at the cell door. Could Minx and Aurora rescue us? We were in a castle on the edge of Unmik. It wasn't a large castle, but it was fortified and garrisoned by soldiers.

Footsteps thudded. A face darkened my door. A key inserted in the lock. Was it morning already? It didn't feel like the entire night had passed. My heart clenched. I didn't want to die. I wanted to see Aurora again. To hold her, to see our child hatch from her egg. My son raised by his father, unlike other changelings.

Unlike me.

He wouldn't have the horror of discovery at puberty that he wasn't human, that he wasn't his father's son, but an impostor. A freak. He wouldn't have to see the horror in his mother's eyes as she realized she had cuckolded her husband with a shapeshifter.

I was looking forward to being my son's father.

The cell door opened. The soldier stepped aside and...

“Adelaide?” I croaked, blinking in shock at the curvaceous princess. The woman I had loved.

It was a blow to see her again. A punch to my stomach to behold her beauty. It had been years, but she still looked the same, her strawberry-blonde hair falling about her heart-shaped face, full lips painted red, blue eyes deep with passion, cheeks rouged with a maiden's blush. Her blue brocade dress hugged her body, her large breasts half-exposed, a shelf of cleavage that I longed to rest my head upon. The two years we were lovers were a dream, cuckolding her boorish husband behind his back, hearing her declarations of love whispered in my ear.

“You are the only sweet thing in my life,” she'd whisper. “I would be lost to despair without you, my sweet bard.”

My heart fluttered. Guilt shot through me. I was married now—I loved Aurora—and yet the rush of emotions I felt for Adelaide, roared back at full strength. Around Aurora, I thought my feelings for Adelaide were weak, something I had mistaken for love in its absence.

I was wrong. I did love this woman. Time had only blunted my feelings, and being around Aurora had buried them.

The princess swept into my cell, looking glorious as she gazed at me with such awe, such wonder. I trembled as she came to my bed. I rose, letting the blankets slip off my body. Her eyes alighted, staring at my slim body. I wasn't weak, but had compact muscles, my body lean and graceful. Her hands reached out, touching my stomach, sliding her pale fingers up my midnight black flesh. The contrast made her digits glow.

“You're here,” she whispered. “My bard.”

“I am,” I said, putting on a cocky grin for her. “And you are as radiant as ever, my princess.”

A tremble ran through her body. Then, with a passionate sigh, she embraced me, pulling me tight, her curves pressing against my body. The brocade of her dress so warm and sleek on my skin. My dick throbbed as her delicate hands ran through my silver hair, her forehead pressed on mine. Her eyes were such huge orbs.

“I missed you so much,” she whispered. “I replay that night over and over, wondering if I could have done something different, regretting my actions.”

“You didn't know your husband would return,” I told her, trembling. I had to be careful. Aurora. I had to remember my wife.

But Adelaide's perfume wreathed her, the same sweet fragrance that had welcomed me into her embrace time and time again. Her lips wet, perfect for kissing. Perfect for cock-sucking. And those tits. Bountiful, glorious, as large as Angela's or Xera's, so pliant and perfect. I ached to hold them again.

Aurora. My slim, graceful wife. My songbird.

I tried to pull back.

“No,” she gasped. “I love you, Chaun. Don't pull away. I'm sorry.”

Her lips met mine in a hot kiss. Joy burst inside of me. She still loved me. I melted into her kiss, her lips as hot and hungry as I remembered. Her hands slid down my back, grabbing my ass, pulling me against her. She loved me. Another woman who loved me. Not just Aurora but...

Adelaide glowed with the white aura of a married woman, just like Aurora. But I didn't see my form dancing in her thoughts. I saw her husband, Gruber. That was to be expected. Changelings always saw the husband in a woman's mind. But I should also see myself if she truly loved me. But I didn't.

I broke the kiss.

“What's wrong?” she asked.

“You don't love me.”

She blinked, eyes wounded. “Of course I love you, Chaun. How many nights did you share my bed? How many times did I proclaim it in the dark of my bower?”

“Whatever you're feeling, it's not love,” I said. The words hurt saying them. “I'm not even sure I ever loved you.”

“Of course you loved me,” she said. “You risked your life to be with me. You loved me.”

“I loved being with you.”

“You loved being with lots of women.” Her face twisted bitter for a moment, her words vinegar. “But it was me you loved. And now you're here. Back with me.” Her hands swept around my waist as she took as step back from me. She grasped my cock, stroking my hard girth. “Mmm, see. You do love me.”

“Adelaide,” I groaned.

“I can convince my husband not to kill you if...” She licked her lips. “If you love me, Chaun.”

Her hand tightened, feeling like silk on my cock. Her free hand went to the laces holding the bodice of her dress tight. My heart beat so fast as she tugged. The lace came undone, sliding through their eyelets. Her large breasts forced open the constraining bodice and spilled out before me, fat nipples pink and inviting on her jiggling mounds.

“Love me, Chaun,” she moaned, grasping my hand and bringing it to her breast. “Just like you always did. I will save you. I promise.”

“The guards,” I croaked, my thumb swiping across her nipple.

“Paid.”

I trembled, my cock throbbing. I didn't love her. I loved Aurora, but I missed Adelaide. A lot. She couldn't save me from her husband. But she wanted to believe she could so desperately. She wanted to believe she loved me. She must have agonized over what happened, regretting summoning me to her bower, having to live with her husband, pretending she didn't know I had taken his form. That she wasn't making love to him.

I leaned in, capturing her lips. If I was to die tomorrow, at least I could spend the night experiencing one last taste of Gruber's wife, one final time cuckolding him. I'd rather have Aurora in my arms.

But Adelaide was nice.

Her lips were hot on mine. She wrapped her arms around me, holding me tight. Her lips moved, working against mine. They were hot, aggressive. I groaned, trembling. I kissed her with every ounce of passion I could muster, giving her one last memory of me to sustain her through the cold years of her marriage.

I wished I could give her more.

Her kiss grew aggressive as I squeezed her breasts. She moaned into our kiss, her tongue dancing with mine. She pushed me backwards, keeping her lips locked to mine, until my knees hit the bed. I fell back on it, my dick throbbing hard, her eyes full of lust.

She pushed her dress off her hips, letting it fall to the cell floor in a puddle of blue satin. She was naked beneath save for the black stockings clinging to her lush legs up to mid-thigh. She had a fine thatch of fiery hair adorning her pudenda, her pussy lips shaved bare, and so wet.

“Chaun,” she growled, springing on me like a hungry lioness, her strawberry-blonde hair fanning around her face. She straddled me, grinding her pussy on my cock. “I've missed you so much. You're not leaving this time. I'll convince Gruber to let you stay.”

“And my friends?”

“Shh,” she purred. “This is between us. You and me. Loving each other the way we used to.”

I almost told her about my wife. But why ruin this for her? She needed this. One last night of happiness for her. I seized her shoulders, pulling her down to kiss me as she rubbed her hot pussy on my cock.

I throbbed against her. Her juices smeared my cock as she ground on me. She purred into the kiss, her fingernails raking my chest. My hands slid down her back to her ass, cupping her plump cheeks. It was such a familiar grip. I had made love to this woman more than any other in my life, even Aurora. So many nights of rapture with her.

So many nights of rapture I wouldn't have with Aurora.

She slid up my dick, wiggling, hungry for my cock. She pressed back, my tip sliding into the folds of her pussy. I groaned into the kiss as her pussy slid down my shaft. The hot, silky flesh embraced me. I groaned in delight.

Adelaide broke the kiss. “Chaun,” she moaned, arching her back, her pillowy tits swaying beneath her. “Oh, yes, you're back where you belong.”

She leaned over me, hands planted on either side of the bed. She slid herself up and down my shaft, slow, teasing. I groaned, the pleasure burning through me as she rocked back and forth. The delight was intense. It shivered through my body. I clenched my fingers into her ass, savoring the slide of her flesh. Her tits swayed, nipples brushing my chest as she rocked faster and faster.

“Adelaide,” I growled. “Pater's cock, you're as hot as ever.”

She let out a wicked laugh. “Mmm, I kept my pussy nice and warm for you. Oh, it's been so miserable without you, Chaun. You're my sunlight. I love you!”

She rode me faster and faster, sliding her hot pussy up and down my shaft. Her cunt clenched on it. The pleasure raced down my shaft to my balls. They boiled as she rocked on me. I groaned, savoring the friction of her silky embrace.

Her eyes shone with passion. Moans escaped her lips. She clenched down as she slid up my cock, then slammed down hard. She ground her clit into my pubic bone, shivering each time. Her back arched, her hair dancing about her head.

“Yes, yes, yes, I missed this cock. Best cock in the Princedoms. The world, Chaun. My cock!” She leaned over me, staring into my eyes. “Say it!”

I gripped her ass, growled, and then rolled her over onto her back. She gasped as I drove my cock deep into her pussy, her pillowy tits jiggling beneath me. I thrust into her, fucking her hard, ramming my dick into her frothy depths. She groaned, undulating her hips.

“Oh, you stud, why won't you say it?” she moaned. “I'm your princess. You worship me. Say it, Chaun. Say you're mine.”

“No,” I growled, unwilling to go that far. “Enjoy my cock, Princess. Savor it.”

“Oh, I am.” Her pussy clenched on my dick as I thrust hard into her, my three balls smacking into her taint. The bed creaked. “But you need to say it.”

Her fingernails scraped down my chest, not hard, not biting, just giving me a taste of pain. She moaned, squeezing her thighs about my hips, bucking to meet my thrusts. She stared up at me, passion burning in her eyes.

“There's another whore,” she snarled. “Oh, you bastard. You found another woman.”

“Yes,” I groaned. I didn't want to hurt her.

Her fingernails bit. She scratched as hard as Aurora had, leaving fiery lines down my chest. Her pussy spasmed about my cock. She arched her back, her tits jiggling as her orgasm exploded through her depths.

“Who is she?” the princess moaned as she thrashed. “Who's the whore that you love!”

“My wife,” I grunted, savoring the massaging embrace of her pussy. “Aurora. She loves me, Adelaide. Truly.”

“I love you,” she moaned. “This body. This cock. I worshiped it so many times. I gave myself to you.”

“Never your heart,” I groaned, leaning down, feeling her breasts against my chest. My dick throbbed in her embrace. Her pussy spasmed harder. She squirmed, milking my dick. “You never gave me that, Princess. You just enjoyed the danger, the thrill of being with me, the pleasure I gave you.”

“Yes,” She hissed. “Does your Aurora cum so hard on your dick? Does her pussy give you this pleasure. Huh?”

“Yes,” I grunted, burying into her depths. My cock exploded. Rapture surged through me as my cum flooded the princess's married cunt. “I'm sorry. I didn't want to hurt you, but she does.”

She hugged me tight, thighs locked about my waist as she trembled. “I don't care. You're my bard. Not hers! Not that slut's! Mine!”

Her pussy milked my cock. She undulated beneath me, working her cumming pussy on my dick. I groaned, shuddering as the final blast of my cum spurted into her depths. I grunted, pleasure shooting through my body.

But she wasn't done. She kept working her hips, kept fucking me. And I was a changeling. I stayed hard, pleasure shivering through my body as her fingernails clawed into my back.

“Mine!”

~  *  ~

Minx

Aurora waited just where I left her, in the shadows of a building looking at the castle. It lay on the edge of the port city, sitting upon a small rise. It wasn't a large castle, but it was formidable. There was an outer curtain wall, the towers and ramparts all guarded, the soldiers patrolling back and forth with torches. There was only a single way in. A drawbridge drawn up with a pair of soldiers guarding it on the outside.

No amount of alchemical bombs would get me through that door. I couldn't pick a drawbridge like I could a locked door. I'd have to scale the wall.

And the patrolling guards on the battlements made that difficult. If I used any alchemical bombs on them, they would be found. Probably quickly. This had to be a stealth entrance. I couldn't afford anyone spotting me going in and raising an alarm. I had to get to Xera and my friends without causing a ruckus.

I had no idea how I would even find them. I couldn't see the castle itself. Once over the walls, I would be blind once more, having to make up the rescue on the fly. Oh, this would be so much fun. Such a challenge. I trembled with excitement as I came up to Aurora.

“Psst.”

She jumped, but didn't screech and give us away. “Minx, you're back.”

I nodded. “So, it's not going to be easy. Only way in is the drawbridge.”

“Okay,” she nodded, reaching into her pouch for her totems. “I can get us through that.”

I rolled my eyes. “And awake the entire garrison. We just need to get over the walls. You can turn into a bird and fly. But I need to climb. So I need you to make a distraction.”

“Right,” Aurora nodded, trembling. She opened her mouth, about to ask a question, then shut it. “So, what sort of distraction?”

I shrugged. “Just get all the guards, including those on the parapet, staring towards the front. And don't do anything that would cause an alarm.”

She nodded her head. Then pulled off her blouse. I blinked at that. Was she going to go fuck the guards? “Um...”

“You said I had to be ready to do anything,” Aurora said, wiggling out of her skirt, exposing her long, slim legs. “I'll keep them watching the front of the castle. Trust me. I have learned much about human men and what they desire.”

“Okay,” I shrugged. If she wanted to fuck a bunch of men to save her husband, I wasn't going to stop her. “Just don't take too long. I'll need your help inside.”

Probably.

Naked, holding her totem pouch, she marched off to the front gate, her hips swaying. Well, that would definitely make the distraction. I grinned, staring at the wall, and waited for my chance. I would break Xera, and our friends, out of there.

I rubbed my hands together in eager excitement.


Chapter Twenty-Nine: The Songbird's Dance

Xandra – Unmik, Asunow Princedom, The Princedoms of Zeutch

The rain was cold on my naked body as I stepped out from the shadowed shelter and walked towards the entrance of the castle where my husband and friends were held. Minx watched me, was counting on me, to make a distraction so she could get over the walls of the castle. We had to free Chaun and the others before it was too late.

I ignored the rain, my hands stroking the two totems I held in my hands. Energy coursed out of my body and flowed into the geometric patterns I had carved into each. One was made of mahogany and inscribed with undulating, wavy patterns; the other of light balsa wood covered in sinuous, curling lines. With my totems, I could puppeteer the elementals that lurked all around us in the air, the earth, the water, the fire. Beings that held together the fabric of reality.

I was an avian shaman. I was Chaun's wife. And I would do anything to rescue him from the hands of the Zeutchian soldiers.

Fear twisted my stomach. Chaun was a wanted fugitive from Prince Gruber, the man who had captured him. My husband had violated the man's marriage bed, seducing and fucking his wife, Princess Adelaide. He had fled one step ahead of the headsman's ax. And I would not let him die. I would save him and rescue my friends.

The guards at the gate looked miserable as they stood watch before a pair of large double doors, banded in iron and drawn closed for the night. They wore their plate armor, water running rivulets across the metal, dripping off any edges. Blond hair, matted by the rain, plastered about their necks and shoulders. They held long spears with wicked hooks jutting from the side. They were bored, not paying attention, huddled in the light of several sputtering torches.

I stepped into the light.

“Well, Pater's mighty cock, what have we here?” one of the guard's said, a man with a bulbous nose. He straightened at the sight of my naked, lithe flesh. I was slim, graceful, my legs sleek, my breasts small and firm, a narrow strip of sky-blue hair leading down across my pudenda to the tight slit of my pussy.

“Gewin's prowess, what a beauty,” the second guard grinned, straightening. “You lost? Did some ruffians set upon you? In need of some comfort?” The last was said with such a leer.

“I just want to dance for you,” I purred, “with my lovers.”

“Dance?” The first guard leaned up. “Did Gunther pay you to come down here, whore?”

I let a sway enter my hips and gave him a smoky smile, lying with my lips. A song trilled from my throat as I swayed, water beading down my body. A strange excitement birthed inside my pussy as the guards watched me, desired me. They wanted to fuck me. To bend me over and ram their hard cocks into my pussy and mouth.

Part of me wanted that. The whorish part that I had learned to accept was a part of me. I had desires that Chaun had awakened in me. But I could control them.

Slippery juices slicked my thighs as I turned, my ass wiggling, letting the guards get an eyeful of it. My song grew louder, singing out to drive back the autumn chill. At the same moment, I summoned my elementals.

As air and water swirled around me, metal clattered above. The guards on the battlements moved to watch my dance, too. I caught flashes of them in the darkness, light glinting off wet armor. They called down, words muffled by the rain, but I could hear their excitement.

The air elemental wrapped its arms about me, caressing my skin with breezes. My breasts jiggled, cupped by my lover's whirling hands. My nipples throbbed, little vortices sucking at them. Pleasure shot down to my pussy.

The water on my body slid and coalesced into an undulating lover wrapped serpentine about my body. The water elemental pressed against my pussy, rubbing it with heated touch as I sang louder and louder.

“Gods, what is she doing?” one of the guards said as watery tongues lapped at my pussy.

The air elemental lifted me into the air. I shivered, my toes curling as I hovered before them. My back arched, the watery tongue licking and lapping through the heated folds of my pussy. The air elemental sucked harder on my nipples, the vortices stretching out my perky breasts. Throaty pleasure sounded in my song as I writhed in my two lovers' embrace.

Watery tendrils slid into my pussy, delicate feelers teasing my folds and delving into my depths. The watery tongue lapped at my pussy while my fingers danced across my totems. I controlled the elementals, guiding them as they caressed my body.

Masturbating me.

“Gewin's mighty cock, I don't know what's she's doing, but I've never seen the like. Look at her. The water and air are fucking her.”

“Some sorta witch,” the other groaned. “But Slata's hairy cunt, what a beauty.”

“Yes,” I moaned, arms spread wide, the watery elemental exploring my pussy deeper; the thin tendrils, not much thicker than a hair, tickled my inner depths. The tongue lapped and circled my clit, shooting pleasure through my body.

A whirling vortex of air pressed between the cheeks of my butt, wet with falling rain. It pressed on my sphincter. I groaned, my body shivering at the rimming caress on my asshole. The burning delight radiated to my pussy, joining the pleasure the water elemental stirred in me. My pussy clenched on the feelers of water sliding through my pussy's depths.

And then the vortex-cock thrust into my asshole. I groaned as the whirling dick penetrated deeper and deeper into my bowels. The fast winds forced my asshole apart and caressed the velvety delight of my bowels.

“Rithi herself has sent me,” I said. “The Goddess of Art wishes to make a canvas of my body. Oh, yes!”

I spun in the air, twisted by my lovers. The water elemental, wrapped about my body, constricted as more and more feelers entered my pussy, tickling and exploring me. My cunt spread open as they wiggled in, friction shivering through my body. The smooth surface of the water was so different than any cock. My clit throbbed, licked by the watery mouth.

“Praise the Goddess of Art,” I moaned, the words spilling out of my soul, the air elemental fucking its vortex-cock in and out of my asshole faster, deeper. My bowels burned about it. “Embrace inspiration.”

“So inspiring,” one of the guard's groaned, his hand shoved beneath the skirt of plate to rub at his cock. Such desire burned in their eyes.

They wanted to fuck me.

The pleasure rippled through my body. Every stroke of the vortex-dick and swirl of the watery feelers brought me closer and closer to my orgasm. I couldn't help enjoying myself as I showed off my married body. These men wanted to touch me, to fuck me, to violate my oath to Luben. They wanted to pump their salty cum into my body.

To revel in the delight of my flesh.

My elemental lovers fucked me harder and harder. Both my holes stretched about their unusual cocks. My nipples ached and throbbed as the air elemental sucked on them. My liquid lover misted my mouth with sweet water. I groaned into the kiss, spasming as trembles of delight slid through my body.

I caught a flash of movement on the wall. Minx had reached the top of the battlements, slipping past the distracted guards.

My clit throbbed as my watery lover tongued it. The elemental had two mouths. I shivered, my pussy clenching on the watery feelers as they twirled through my pussy, caressing all the wonderful spots inside me simultaneously. My bowels burned as the tornado whirled faster in my depths. Sensations crashed together in me.

I came.

I moaned into my water elemental's kiss. I thrust my tongue into its mouth. It sucked on it while fucking its feelers into my spasming pussy. My cream joined the elemental's form, merging with its body. The taste of my sweet pussy tinged my watery kiss. I groaned, bowels burning, pleasure screaming through my body.

I spasmed in their embrace. The pleasure peaked in me as I tumbled through the air, spinning in lazy circles. I caught glimpses of both guards, jerking off their cocks beneath their armor, metal creaking, faces twisting. Cum spurted out from beneath their plate, splashing in the puddles at their feet.

My orgasm exploded a second time. I inspired these men to cum. As I directed my air elemental to carry me away, I thrashed, rapture burning through my mind. I was such a naughty wife. An avian female who would do anything to rescue her husband.

Anything.

“Chaun!” I panted as the elementals set my body down out of sight of the castle. I shivered, blinking and gaining my feet, my legs rubbery from my pleasure. “I'm coming, Chaun!”

I raced around the building to my clothes. I dressed swiftly, the guards still standing bemused. I had to catch up with Minx. She had to sneak past the watchful guards on the battlements who were now patrolling like they were supposed to.

I could turn into something inconspicuous. Dressed, my totems in my pouch, I became a seagull, the tips of my wings black. I was identical to the flocks of birds that prowled the port city, forever cawing. The rain fell on my feathers. I didn't mind it. I spread wide, flapped, and launched into the air, reveling in flying.

I loved it. I flew every chance I could. I was so glad I had overcome my fear and could fly like a proper avian. I let out a gull's cry as I flew over the castle. A guard looked up but didn't stop his patrol as I cleared the battlements. I peered down at the dark courtyard, buildings crowding the walls, barracks and smithies and other structures, the castle sitting in the center.

Shadows moved.

Minx.

I descended down, landing before her. I shook my feathers then blurred, growing and growing, becoming my humanoid form again, a big smile on my face. I shivered from the exhilaration of my exhibitionist orgasm and the thrill of flying.

“That was so hot,” Minx chortled. “Oh, gods, I thought you were just going to fuck them. But, wow, you had them entranced. I almost forgot to climb the wall.”

“Good,” I said. “Well?”

“Door's this way,” she said. “Let's save our friends.”

~  *  ~

Chaun

I groaned as Princess Adelaide's fingers clawed into my back. Her possessiveness shocked me. I rolled over, trying to get off of her as my cock spurted into her depths. The rickety cot in my cell creaked as I rolled onto my back. But she came with me, still hugging me, her pussy milking my cock.

“I'm not yours,” I gasped. “I'm married.”

“So am I,” she moaned. “What does that have to do with love? Yes, yes, fill me with your seed. Let me bear all your changeling sons.”

“Your husband will kill me,” I groaned.

“He won't,” she gasped. “I won't let you go this time. No one will steal you away.”

I opened my mouth. I had to sing, to calm down the wild look in her eyes, to get her to see sense. To convince her to help us escape. But before a single note could escape my lips, her hands clamped over my mouth, silencing me.

“Oh, no. No sweet croons to confuse me,” she purred. “I'm going to save you, Chaun. I love you.”

I grabbed her wrists, wrenching them off my mouth. “No, you don't. You're just obsessed about me. It's not the same thing.”

“Obsessed?” she hissed, eyes wild, her voice rising in octaves. Her pussy clenched on my cock. And then, with a wild strength, her hands seized my wrists and yanked my arms over my head.

It happened so fast, before I could even resist what she was doing. She slammed my wrists into manacles dangling from the walls. Metal clinked as they latched about my wrists, keeping me in place. She smiled down at me.

“There, now you're not going anywhere.” Her hand covered my mouth as I struggled to speak. “Just enjoy my love.”

She slid her pussy up my cock, clenching so hard, her tits bouncing.

“You're mine!”

~  *  ~

Minx

I couldn't believe that Xera and the others let themselves get captured. I mean, I know there was like a hundred soldiers and three mages of the same rank as Faoril, but, still. This was what happened when I left them alone. They were helpless without me.

Aurora and I moved along the side of the keep. Beside the keep's main entrance, which was guarded by more soldiers, I had found two other doors, both locked. Prince Gruber didn't want anyone slipping in. He must be paranoid.

And given the reputation of our party—we did break into the Vault of Raratha—I should take it as a sign of respect for my skill.

We reached the door. I pulled out a rolled bundle from my pouch and flipped it opened, grabbing my lock picks. I selected a tension wrench and a wavy rake. I pushed the tension wrench, a thin strip of metal bent into an L, into the bottom of the keyway. You needed the tension to keep the pins pushed up once you picked them. I shoved in the rake, working it in and out, the pins clicking. A rake was a brute force method, but it was fast for cheap locks.

This wasn't a cheap lock.

I pulled out the rake and grabbed a pick, a thin piece of metal that curved up into a hook at the end. I slid it into the keyway and slid it along the pins. There were seven of them. I furrowed my brow, pushing on them, trying to get a mental picture of them. Some wouldn't move. Others did. I worked by feel, going back and forth between the pins. The lock clicked.

“Hurry,” Aurora hissed. “I hear footsteps.”

In the distance, heavy boots thudded. Rain drummed on armor. “There are security pins. It's a good lock.” I pushed on the third pin. It clicked up and suddenly the lock twisted a bit to the right, giving me a false set, making me think all the pins were up, but one wasn't. The pin was shaped like a spool, narrower in the middle. It allowed the lock to twist some before binding while the pin wouldn't be able to go up any higher, making you think it was pushed up enough.

But it was also progress.

Aurora looked around, biting her lip. The footsteps grew louder. Around the corner of the building, a torch burned. I took a deep breath, heart racing as I focused on the lock. I touched pin five. It felt set. Then I moved to six. It talked to me, giving feedback as I pushed along with counter-rotation on the lock, pushing against the direction I had tensioned it.

The pin clicked and the lock twisted farther to the right, giving me a deeper false set. I was closer.

“You should see the girl they got at the Gull and Feather,” a gruff voice said in the direction of the guards. “She's Halanian.”

“Belly dancer?” the other guard said.

I pushed on the fourth pin. It clicked twice, the pin serrated with little teeth to catch the break line and bind the lock. I had to be almost there. I slid up to the front pin. It was hard to manipulate. The warding in the keyway forced my lock pick to enter low. I could barely touch it. The torchlight grew brighter. Aurora shifted her hips, letting out a whining sound.

She was scared. You couldn't let fear get to you when you were doing something delicate and complex and—

Click.

The lock turned. I pulled out my picks, shoving them into my mouth, and shouldered open the door. Aurora gasped, darting in after me. I closed the door softly, twisting the doorknob so there would be no click. The guards laughed louder. I turned it, my ear pressed to the door.

Their words were muffled, but they didn't sound alarmed. In moments, they were past the door.

“Ooh, that was fun,” I said around the picks in my mouth. I turned around and scanned the hallway we had entered. It was dark. But a torch burned farther down it.

“Fun?” Aurora said, her voice choked. “We were almost caught.”

I pulled my picks out of my mouth. “I know.” I grinned at her as I put away my tools. “Ooh, this will be a night to remember.”

“You're strange,” Aurora said as I padded down the hallway.

I shrugged. “What's the fun in doing something if you don't take any pleasure in it.” I gave her a sly grin over my shoulder, looking up at her. “After all, I heard your orgasmic moans in the courtyard. You screamed loud when you came.”

Aurora's cheeks blushed. “Let's go save our friends.”

I nodded.

We explored the keep. I figured the dungeon would be in the basement, so I was on the lookout for stairs leading down. I paused at each door, pressing my ear against it to listen before opening it. I found a lot of pantries and storerooms. Part of me itched to explore them better, to find any valuables, but I had to save Xera.

And she was more important than anything.

We moved deeper into the keep, Aurora moving almost as silently as me. She had a natural grace and affinity for sneaking. She held a totem in her hand, her rock one based on the straight lines carved on it. She was ready in case we were spotted by guards.

If we could avoid any tangles for as long as possible, it would increase our odds of success.

I opened another door, peering into a small linen closet. I sighed, closing the door and padding down the hallway. Shadows moved ahead. I froze in a crouch. Boots thudded on the stone. Armor jingled.

“Patrol,” Aurora hissed behind me.

My heart surged with excitement. I had to think fast to avoid engaging them. I glanced down the hallway, smiled. I grabbed Aurora's hand, dragging the taller avian—everyone was taller than me—down the hallway. She stumbled back.

“Where are we going?” she asked, the footsteps nearer.

I wrenched open the linen closer. “Go,” I said.

The guards were at the intersection. Aurora darted in. I slipped in, too, closing the door shut. I winced as its hinge creaked loud and mournful. Didn't the custodian keep things oiled in this blasted place?

“Hear that?” the guard asked.

“No,” groaned Aurora.

“Someone in there?”


Chapter Thirty: Nubile Thief's Passion

Aurora Xandra

My heart thudded so hard in my chest. My hands clenched on my earth totem. I slid my fingers across it, reaching out to the elementals living in the constructed rocks around us. The guards were right outside. I didn't want to hurt regular people, but I would rescue Chaun and...

“Oh, yes, lick my pussy, Gunther,” Minx moaned, loud and throaty. “Oh, you are such a stud.” She leaned against the door and undulated against it, making its rusty hinges creak and rattle. “Oh, you are going to get some hot pussy tonight. Oh, yes. Make me cum soooo hard. Oh, yes. Then you can fuck me as much as you want. Just give it to me.”

My jaw dropped. I stared at her in horror. What was she doing? Now they definitely knew we were in here. I surged out my power. The stones at my feet vibrated, grated together, coalescing into my servant.

Outside, the guards laughed. “Devour her, Gunther,” one shouted. “Then get your dick wet.”

The other banged on the door. “I better hear all about it later.”

“He'll tell you,” Minx moaned. “Trust me, boys, it'll be a story that'll keep you hard all day!”

The guards laughed harder while Minx kept moaning, pretending Gunther ate her pussy. The footsteps retreated, dwindling with the laughter. I blinked in shock. That actually worked. I stared down at Minx, a mischievous smile on her face. She looked so childish right now, enhanced by her short frame and slim stature.

“When people have questions, you have to give them believable answers. So someone's in the linen closet. Why? Make some moans, and suddenly it's not a person hiding who shouldn't be there, but a pair of lovers having a secretive tryst. You don't have to investigate any longer. Your question has been answered.”

“That's smart,” I said.

“I know. I'm smart sometimes.” She pressed her ear against the door. “Okay, they're gone.”

~  *  ~

Minx

“Finally,” I breathed, staring through the open door at the stairs leading downward. Twice we had to hide from patrolling guards as we searched the first floor. And a third time we had to hide from a maid who wasn't happy about being woken up and wanted to know who had barged into her bedchamber.

She was more persistent than the guards.

There were so many rooms for servant quarters around here, it was disgusting.

But now we had the stairs down into the dungeon. Men talked below, the type of idle conversation guards have to pass the time. I heard coins clink and the shuffle of a deck of cards. I glanced at Aurora, nodding at her.

“Be ready,” I told her in a whisper. “We're not going to sneak past them. Stay five paces behind me.”

Aurora nodded, her face pale, breathing heavily. She gripped her totem tight. Then pulled out a second one with the swirling lines.

I padded down the stone stairs. They corkscrewed into the earth. The men's voices grew louder and louder. One slapped on the table, proclaiming his winning hand. Others groaned. Coins clinked. My nose twitched. Were they playing with gold or copper?

Probably copper. They were guards. But it could be silver if I was lucky.

Aurora padded behind me, staying back five paces. When I stopped, she stopped. As I neared the bottom, seeing the opening at the end of the spiraling stairs, I slowed. I held up a hand, motioning Aurora to stay back and crept forward the final few steps. I pressed against the wall, sliding along it, peering, trying to get a glimpse into the room.

I didn't move fast as I leaned my head out around the corner. Fast movement attracts attention. I went slow, sticking my head out, letting myself scan the room. It was a guard room, a heavy, locked door beyond the table where four guards sat playing cards. One shuffled. They were all engrossed in the game, none noticing my slow movement. Sitting on a stool nearby was a red-robed mage, her pale, Thosian face tired.

I leaned slowly back and glanced up at Aurora. I slid back up to her, motioning her to lean down. I whispered right into her ear, being as quiet as I could, “I need you to keep any gas from coming up the stairs.”

Aurora nodded, hand gripping the totem with the swirling lines.

I padded back down the stairs, my hand digging into my pouch. My heart beat faster and faster. There was a mage and four guards. And I knew just how to distract the mage. Faoril had taught me so much about mages and how they worked. I shivered in delight.

This would be fun.

I pulled out the alchemical bomb, the clay sides marked with a spiral. I took a deep breath.

And then darted around the corner and threw the clay ball between the guards and the mage. It hit with a loud crack. The guards grunted in surprise. The mage's head snapped up as I darted back around the corner, red smoke bursting through the room.

“Illth's poxed face,” one grunted. “What's that smoke?”

“Damiana,” the mage gasped and then let out a groan. “Oh, no.”

The red smoke reached into the stairwell. Wind rushed past me. The air elemental burst into the doorway, swirling hard. It drove back the red smoke and kept it from engulfing us. I stepped into sight, chortling as I watched my fun unfold.

“Pater's mighty cock and Slata's hairy cunt!” moaned the mage.

Through the red smoke, I grinned as I saw her rip off her crimson robe, unveiling a curvy body. Thick, brown hair covered her pussy. She groaned, rubbing it as she fell to her knees. An excited twinge shot through me as she plunged her fingers over and over into her snatch.

“Look at that,” the guards groaned, staring at her in the fog. They wore leather armor, not the plate of the outside guards. Already they were peeling off their cuirasses, dropping the boiled leather onto the ground as they advanced on the masturbating mage.

She stared up at them with hungry eyes. “Yes, yes, give me your cocks. I need them. I want all your cum.”

“Minx?” Aurora said, joining me and peering out as the four guards pulled out their dicks. Three had straw-colored pubic hair, the fourth light brown. Their dicks were squat and thick, thrusting towards the mage's face. “Oh, my.”

I nodded my head. “We have to wait for the damiana to dissipate. But they took a good dose. They'll be fucking for a half-hour or longer, not caring about anything.”

“Like at Grahata when we left the labyrinth,” flushed Aurora, her body shaking.

“Exactly,” I nodded. “And for once, I'm not caught up in it.”

The mage reached out with greedy hands, grasping two cocks, stroking them, and leaned her mouth forward to lick at a third. She swirled her tongue around it while I shook my hips from side to side. The air elemental kept back most of the spicy damiana gas. A little got through, making me so wet. I rubbed at the crotch of my leather britches, watching the mage suck the tip of the guard's dick, her hands flying on the other two.

Aurora squirmed beside me, her nipples dimpling her sleeveless blouse. It was still wet from the rain, clinging to her round breasts. I licked my lips, naughty thoughts popping through my head. I could slip beneath her skirt and eat her pussy...

No, no. We should stay focused.

“She's really sucking on them,” Aurora said, her voice thick with longing. Even envy.

“I bet you wish you could suck on Chaun's and Xandra's cocks at the same time.”

Aurora nodded her head.

“Maybe a few other hermaphrodites, too.”

Aurora smiled, her hips shaking.

I smacked her ass. “Naughty wife.”

“I am,” she smiled, sounding proud.

She had changed so much. Like me. Something about this quest had affected us all. I cared about others. I mean, more than just my dead sister Fox. I had Xera, whom I loved, and I didn't even want to betray Angela any longer. Because I liked her. She was my companion, my friend. Aurora was no longer the shy, virginal avian who blushed when Chaun did things to her. She had matured into a woman who knew what she desired and wanted, and who had embraced a husband that could assume any form to give it to her.

I shifted my hips, smiling, eager to be reunited with Xera as I watched the mage bob her mouth from cock to cock. Her hands moving, stroking different ones as she worked her way across each cock, sucking for a moment, making the men groan.

“That's it, little whore, suck our cocks.”

“Pater's cock, but she knows how to please a man.”

“I always heard female mages were cock-hungry sluts.”

I giggled. “Faoril sure is.”

Aurora nodded her head, smiling, that envious, longing look in her eyes. She wanted to be the mage, to be wild with men, but at the same time, she would not betray her marriage vows. She had a confidence about her, knowing who she was and accepting it.

One of the guards grunted. His cock erupted as the mage stroked it. His cum spurted out, splattering her blushing cheeks. The mage whipped her head around, latching her mouth about the erupting cock before it squirted a second time. Jizz dripping down her face, she gulped down the rest with hungry need.

“Slata's hairy cunt,” a guard on her other side groaned, jerking his cock hard. His dick exploded. Cum splashed on the mage's face, two powerful bursts, before she could whip her head around and suck on it.

“Fuck, I want her cunt,” a third guard said. He moved around behind her, grabbing her hips. “Cum on, slut, you know you want it.”

The mage moaned as her hips were raised. And then she shivered as the guard thrust into her pussy. My own cunt clenched in envy. Aurora let out a whimpering sigh. She wanted that, too. She wanted to be fucked so hard right now.

The guard who just came popped his cock out of the mage's mouth. Cum dripped off her face. The fourth guard who hadn't cum seized her brown hair and rammed his dick deep into her mouth. She was impaled between the two guards, her body rocked, her breasts jiggling as they pounded her.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Aurora moaned, her fingers digging into her skirt, pressing the fabric into her wet pussy.

I rubbed harder at my crotch, digging the leather against my pussy folds. My juices flowed as I watched the two guards spit-roast the mage. She rocked between them, cum raining off her face and onto the floor, her moans so loud despite the muffling cock in her mouth.

“Yes, yes, fuck the slut,” I groaned, rubbing harder and harder.

“Gewin's mighty cock,” the guard fucking her pussy grunted. “Take it. Take my cum.”

“Oh, yes,” Aurora groaned, her body swaying and shivering. Her nipples were so hard against her blouse.

“Fuck it,” I groaned. The damiana was still in the room. I couldn't take this any longer.

I ducked under Aurora's skirt. The avian gasped in shock as my damp hair slid up her thighs. My left arm wrapped about her waist, squeezing her ass. And then my lips nuzzled against her pussy lips. She was shaved, her flesh so hot and sweet. I licked through her folds while my right hand fumbled at the ties of my britches.

I had to cum so badly.

“Minx,” Aurora groaned. “Oh, you naughty halfling. Did the damiana leak through?”

“No,” I moaned. “But it's still there. And... I need to cum. Don't you?”

“Yes,” Aurora shivered, her hips undulating. “It's so hot. I want to be the mage right now. Ooh, she's being pulled to the ground. They're swarming her and... Yes, she has a cock in her pussy and one in her asshole. Listen to her.”

I could hear the mage moaning, “Yes, yes, yes, fuck my naughty body. Use me. Pater's cock, yes! Cum in me!”

I shivered and groaned in relief as I undid my britches. I shoved my hand in and found my hot, shaved flesh. My tongue flailed through Aurora's pussy lips as I stroked my hot flesh. I groaned, digging my tongue through her folds. I licked and slid through her folds. I devoured her. I tongued her wonderful pussy.

Sweet cream poured down my cheeks. My eyes fluttered as my tongue slid up to her clit. I found it, sucking on it. Aurora gasped, squirming. She ground her pussy on my hot mouth while I listened to the mage and the guards fuck.

My fingers pumped fast and hard in and out of my pussy. The heel of my hand ground on my clit. Pleasure shot through my body. My snatch clenched on my digits. The silky friction rippled through my body. The excitement of our mission, the sounds of the gangbang, the feel of Aurora's pussy on my lips shot through me.

“Oh, Minx,” Aurora groaned. “Oh, another guard's cum. He's ripped his dick out of her asshole. She's gaping open. Cum's dribbling out and... yes, another guard's fucking her.”

“Good,” I moaned.

“Pound my ass and cunt!” the mage moaned. “Fuck me!”

“Fuck the whore,” groaned the guards.

My fingers curled in the depths of my pussy. They slid along my walls, searching for that delicious spot inside me. I shivered, brushing it. Pleasure shivered through me. Delight burned in my depths as I massaged it.

I moaned about Aurora's clit as I sucked on it. Her throaty moans become more song-like as she squirmed. I kept rubbing my spot, building the pleasure in me, satiating my horny cunt. The moans in the guardroom grew louder and louder.

And then I came.

Pleasure exploded through my body. I spasmed. Rapture shot through me. I nipped Aurora's clit. A moment later, she sang out her pleasure. Her juices gushed down into my mouth. I drank them down as ecstasy raced through me. It was wonderful. Stupendous.

“I'm coming, Xera!”


Chapter Thirty-One: Jealousy

Xerathalasia

My ears twitched as I sat cross-legged in my cell. The sounds of sex echoed through the halls. They came from Chaun's cell where he bedded the Princess Adelaide, writhing in her possessive embrace, and from the guard room. Four men fucked the female mage and, beneath their moans, almost imperceptible to my hearing, I heard two more sets of moans.

Minx and Aurora.

One of Minx's lust bombs had detonated. I hoped they weren't caught up in it. I took deep breaths, focusing on the sounds of their love making. I think Minx was beneath Aurora's skirt, licking the avian's pussy while frigging her own snatch. They both moaned in orgasmic delight.

I'm coming, Xera.

The words were so faint, but I smiled. She was coming for me. My pussy clenched on the bulb gifted to me by the elf-plant of Drakin Castle. I managed to hide it in my snatch before the guards seized it, unwilling to let it fall into their hands. I was entrusted with it.

Minx was coming to save me. She was such a special thing. I didn't want to leave her when this was over. I wanted to take her back to the Deorc Forest, but she would have no place there. And it was where I belonged with my wife and daughter.

I wasn't even sure I loved my wife any longer. I wasn't sure if I ever really had.

~  *  ~

Minx

“Okay,” I panted, pulling my face from beneath Aurora's skirt, her juices coating my mouth. “I think we can slip through.”

“Okay,” she panted, face flushed. “Some of the damiana got through, didn't it?”

“Just a touch,” I admitted. “But we should be good. Just skirt the edge and don't let those horny guys see us.”

Aurora nodded. We stepped out. Everyone was naked, fucking the mage. Cum coated her body, her breasts dripping with it. She was on her back now, a guard rutting away, the other three standing around, stroking their dicks, eager for their turn. As we padded across the room, I snagged a set of keys discarded with the clothing. I reached the heavy doors, inserted the key, twisted.

It opened onto a long corridor of cells. There was a branching intersection. Torches came down the left-hand branch. I stole down to the intersection, leaning against the corner. I was tense. There were two more mages in the castle. And I bet they were guarding Faoril and Thrak. They'd have to keep them bound up and out of trouble.

Thrak could rip this place a part, and if Faoril got any cum...

So that was why there were torches burning there. They'd be in front of Thrak and Faoril's cell. I shivered, really wishing I found the antimagic bomb. But no alchemist knew how to make it. Only that gnome bounty hunter. And she was dead.

But it was time to be bold. I slipped my hand into my pouch and grabbed a bomb with an X carved into it. I stepped out into the intersection, arm raised to throw the alchemical weapon at the mages. I blinked. The torches were burning at the end of the hallway, but there was no one there like I expected. Just a line of wooden doors with barred windows set in them.

Cloth rustled behind me.

I turned and gulped. The two mages stood in the darkness down the other hallway, staring at a pair of cells. They glanced in my direction, drawn by the movement. My heart raced as I spun around. I had to be quick.

I hurtled the bomb as hard as I could.

Magic slammed into me. I grunted, thrown to the floor, pinned by an invisible force. My alchemical bomb flashed through the darkness. I bit my lip and—

One of the mages caught it inches from his face with magic-controlled air. He flinched back anyways, stumbling into the other mage, his wide, crimson sleeves rustling. I groaned. I messed up. I was so sure they would be in the torchlight like a normal person.

“The thief,” the mage said.

“What did she throw at us?” asked the second.

Xandra stepped over me, stroking her totems. Wind rushed down the hallway. She gasped, slammed down beside me at the same moment her air elemental reached my alchemical bomb still held in mid-air.

And crushed it.

Purple smoke burst from the shattered jar as the alchemy substance reacted with the air. The two mages crashed to the ground, the smoke already dissipating. The chamomile didn't stay around as long as the damiana.

“Why didn't you use a sleep bomb on the guards and the mage in the other room?” Xandra gasped as she sat up, rubbing at her chest.

“Oh, yeah, didn't think about that,” I said, hopping to my feet. “Besides, wasn't the lust bomb more fun?”

~  *  ~

Thrak

I took slow, deep breaths as I lay on the floor of my cell, pinned by the magic holding me. The air was stronger than iron, diamond, or even adamantium. It held me in place. No amount of struggling or raging would free me. There was nothing I could do but wait.

I had to conserve my strength. If there was an opportunity to escape, I had to be ready to act. Pointless struggle would only waste my energy. Patience. Like hunting on the tundra. Sometimes, you had to wait hours, even days, for the prey to move into the right spot and—

The magic vanished around me. Two thuds resounded outside the cell.

I raged.

It was wonderful to unleash my fury and control it. I held the brutal, bloodthirsty, amoral storm that resided in me with reins of Faoril's magic. I chose what it hurt. Who it killed. I decided when it would end and when I would regain control.

It was the greatest gift I had ever received.

Snarling with fury, I was on my feet and throwing myself at the door. I exploded through it. Wood burst into splinters. I landed in a crouch over the stunned bodies of the mages, their faces relaxed in peaceful sleep.

My rage wanted to raise my foot and slam down, crushing their heads like overripe melons. They bound me. They captured me. They threatened my wife. But I was in control. My head snapped down the corridor and gazed at the puny thing waving her hand. She would break beneath my grip and scream...

I ended the rage.

“Everyone's gear was thrown in this room for some reason,” Minx said. She stood before an open cell door. Already Aurora, holding a set of keys, opened the next door.

“Saphique be praised,” a naked Sophia said, bursting out of the cell and into Aurora's arms. “You freed us.”

“I freed you,” Minx huffed as Sophia rained kisses on Aurora's face.

The avian squirmed out of Sophia's embrace. “I need to free the others.”

“Right,” Sophia said. Then she noticed me. “Don't look at me, Thrak, I'm naked!”

I chuckled as she darted into the open cell Minx stood beside. The halfling shook her head, muttering beneath her breath. Angela burst out of the next cell door, standing tall and confident despite her nudity.

“Your armor is in here, my Queen,” reported Sophia.

“The pieces of the sword?” Concern flashed across Angela's face. The redhead hurried down the hallway as Aurora freed Faoril. My wife stepped out, gave me a smile, then hurried to the room with our supplies. Thyrna stretched as she strutted from hers.

I followed after, itching to grab my ax. I nodded to Minx. “My thanks.”

“At least someone's grateful,” the halfling muttered.

~  *  ~

Aurora Xandra

My heart clenched as I worked down the hallway. I freed Xera next, eager to see Chaun. I reached what had to be his cell and paused. A low, throaty, feminine moan issued through the cell door. My cheeks went pink. Chaun was...fucking.

Whom?

I peered through the barred window. A strawberry-blonde woman rode my husband, her skin so pale compared to his midnight-black flesh. Her large breasts bounced as she slid up and down his cock, her moans throaty, reveling in the pleasure of his shaft.

“Yes, yes, yes, my bard,” the woman moaned.

I recognized her from Chaun's description. Princess Adelaide, the woman he loved before me. And now he was fucking her. Reunited with her. I shivered, fear twisting through my stomach as I watched them writhe, make love. The princess's back arched, her pale butt-cheeks clenching as she enjoyed my husband's cock.

“Never letting you go, Chaun. I'll convince my husband. I will. Or maybe we'll disguise you as a guard. Oh, I love you, Chaun. You're mine.”

I shoved the key into the lock, my fear turning into something else—anger. Hers? He was my husband. I twisted the key hard, the locks clicking, and threw open the door. I strode into the room, hands on my hips, glaring at the woman.

“Excuse me, he's yours?”

The woman snapped her gaze over her shoulder. She frowned at the sight of me. “Who are you? I don't recognize you as one of the servants.”

“I'm his wife,” I huffed, marching forward. “Chaun, what are you doing?”

Chaun tried to speak, but his lips were muffled by her hand placed over his mouth, his wrists manacled over his head to the wall. He struggled, staring at me. “Doesn't look like my husband wants to be yours...bitch!”

I had never called a woman a bitch before. But it felt so good to call this one that name. I glared at her as her face contorted in anger. She kept riding him, her tits jiggling, anger molting across her beautiful features.

“Bitch? You dare call me a bitch? Do you know who I am?”

“The hussy fucking my husband behind your husband's back! Just a cheating slattern.”

“Slattern!” her voice rose an octave every time she spoke. “You call me a slattern!”

“You're fucking my husband! I'll call you what I want.”

“Is there a problem?” Angela asked from behind me.

At that, Princess Adelaide stopped riding Chaun, her eyes widening. “Why are you out of your cell? Where are the mages? The guards! Help! The prisoners are escaping!”

“Yes, we are,” I said, darting into the cell and unlocking my husband's manacles.

He seized Adelaide's wrist and pulled her hand from his mouth. “Princess, this is my wife. She loves me.”

I nodded. “So get off my man, hussy. And... get locked up. We're leaving.”

“Leaving?” She glared at us. “You think you're leaving with Chaun! He's mine!” Wild anger flashed across her face. And then she touched her belly. White light flared in the shape of an arrow penetrating a heart.

The symbol of Luben.

And then an alarm blared as holy magic radiated out from the Princess. I clapped my hands over my ears, crying out in pain. It was so loud I heard the stones of the walls creak and groan. It was so loud that...

The entire castle must have heard.


Chapter Thirty-Two: Jealous Alarm

Aurora Xandra – Unmik, Asunow Princedom, The Princedoms of Zeutch

The alarm resounded through the cell, my delicate ears flinching from the piercing reverberations while the smile grew and grew on Princess Adelaide's face. The strawberry-blonde woman shuddered on Chaun, eyes casting to the ceiling of his cell.

My stomach twisted with fear and anger. She triggered an alarm. She had just alerted the entire castle to our presence. Minx and I had spent the last hour sneaking into this place. I distracted the guards with a sexy performance, Minx had picked locks, we had disabled the guards protecting the cells, and all we had to do was slip back out again with our friends and loved ones.

And this spoiled bitch of a princess thought she owned my husband. That she had the right to keep him here when her own husband, Prince Gruber of Kivnar, wanted to execute Chaun for the crime of cuckoldry.

“You bitch,” burst from my lips.

“Now you're not going anywhere, Chaun,” the princess gushed. “You're all mine.”

Chaun stared up at Adelaide in shock. “What have you done?”

“Claimed you.”

“He's my husband!” I screeched. “Not yours!”

Sophia burst into the cell, her white robes half-belted, barely covering her slender body. “That's not...” She groaned, staring at the glowing symbol on Adelaide's stomach, a heart being pierced by an arrow. The symbol of Luben, God of Love. “That's a fidelity warding.”

“My husband's foolish insistence after he caught us last time.” Adelaide leaned over Chaun. “But I took a little precaution. I can trigger it at will.”

“The entire castle will have heard it,” Sophia groaned. “Especially her husband.”

“Who wants to kill Chaun!” I fumed. “And send the rest of us to Doge to be executed.”

The princess shrugged.

Anger surged through me. I shoved my hand into my pouch and seized the first totem I could. I ripped it out, my fingers tracing the straight lines. The stones at my feet buckled and then bulged outward, the earth elemental fashioning a vessel for its spirit. Princess Adelaide shrieked as I puppeteered the elemental's hand to lash out and seize her by the throat, hauling her off my husband's body.

“Make it stop,” I snarled, wanting to crush the life from her throat. This was the woman whom Chaun used to love. This was the woman who supposedly used to love Chaun, and she was endangering him?

It would be so easy to break her neck.

“Xandra,” Chaun gasped, rolling naked off his cot, his dick still hard and covered in the hussy's juices. “What are you doing?”

“Make the alarm stop!”

The princess let out a gurgling sound and touched her belly. The piercing sound died, the light fading away until the mark vanished, leaving pale, unblemished skin. She shivered, her eyes wild in shock.

“I'm...Princess...I'm...Gruber's..wife...” she choked out.

“And I'm Chaun's,” I answered, tossing my hair, glaring at this woman. My fingers danced faster on the totem's straight lines. It would be so easy.

~  *  ~

Warlock Faoril

Xera's cum warmed my belly. I had three vials in my pouch. It was the best for life magic. I sent out the tendrils into the female mage and the guards who were gang-banging her. She dripped with cum, lost in the fog of damiana induced lust. The spell wormed into their brains, touching spots identified by Fireeyes's journal as controlling the sleep response.

All of them fell into a heap. They would sleep for days, perhaps as long as a week. Without Fireeyes's obscene research, I never would have the knowledge to put a human to sleep for so long. I tried not to think about the poor people he vivisected to learn this information.

“Useful,” Thrak grunted.

I nodded my head. I had used up half of Xera's reserve of energy. I grabbed another vial, of Thrak's cum this time. I carried ten vials of his around, preserved magically so it was still as warm and fresh as when he donated it weeks ago. I savored a hot tingle racing through my body as I swallowed it.

I loved cum.

“Fireeyes's research?”

I nodded my head. “But safe to use. They'll recover without any ill effect. But we won't have to worry about the Prince's mages coming after us.”

“Three journeyman mages,” Thrak grunted. “Who has three mages on retainer?”

“Someone expecting trouble.” I shook my head. “We've been lax. Clearly, those who seek the Doge's bounty have figured out our goals and—”

The blaring alarm resounded from the cells. My head snapped around, eyebrows furrowing. Thrak let out a grunt and hefted his greataxe. It was a wicked weapon, double-headed, each blade a crescent that could hew through a man thanks to Thrak's strength. He headed to the stairs leading down from above, readying himself.

“A trap we missed?” I asked, frowning, my stomach curdling.

“Perhaps,” grunted Thrak. “The entire castle has to hear this. We're fighting our way out now.”

I grabbed a second vial of Thrak's cum and downed it. I would need power. I stared up at the ceiling and sent out tendrils of earth into the stone, feeling the vibrations of the castle. People were moving, assembling. It was the middle of the night, the soldiers who had arrested us woken up from their sleep.

But this time I had my magic. This time we were ready.

Xera stepped out into the room. She opened her mouth to speak and the alarm died. The elf's ears twitched and she let out a sigh of relief. The alarm was ear splitting, and she had keener senses than all of us combined.

“Princess Adelaide triggered a fidelity charm,” the elf explained. “Soldiers are assembling throughout the castle.” She bent her bow, limbering a beeswax string on it. “We have several minutes before they group up.”

“We should move,” Thrak growled. “Cut our way out now.”

~  *  ~

Knave Angela

“And kill how many of the soldiers just doing their duty for their Prince?” I asked, stepping into the guard room. I wore my armor, feeling comforting in the metal cladding my breasts and the chainmail loincloth dangling off my heavy sword belt.

Blessedly, the pieces of the High King's sword were still in my pouch. Our belongings were not despoiled.

“And so we should just surrender our own lives to the justice of this Prince Gruber and the Doge of Raratha?” Thrak grunted.

“We are criminals,” I answered. I no longer said that with a bitter twist. I had accepted it. “Killing these guards is wrong. They are the lawful authority here.”

“So we should surrender?” Thrak grunted. “I don't want to swing from a Rarathan gibbet. And I won't let Faoril swing either.”

“You won't.” I glanced at the mage. “Seal off the entrance.”

“That will trap us in here.”

“It will give us time to plan.” I took a deep breath. “We have to think of some way to get out of here without killing. We are trying to protect these people, not murder them.”

Faoril licked her lips, her silver nose piercing glinting in the torchlight. She nodded her head and turned to face the entrance. Stones groaned and shuddered as her magic shaped the wall, closing off the entrance into the cells. Above, metal clattered, soldiers gathering to storm down here.

“They'll break through with picks,” Faoril said.

“And it won't take them long,” Minx said from behind. “That wall doesn't look like it's made of the sturdiest of stone.”

“It doesn't have to hold for long,” I said.

A naked Chaun spilled out, his clothing held over one arm, his lyre in the other. Then Aurora appeared, an earth elemental following behind her, holding a naked woman in its grip. Her face was pale.

“Princess Adelaide, my Queen,” Sophia answered when I gave her a questioning look. “The source of the alarm. She is...attached to Chaun.”

“She wants him to stay,” Aurora said, her face livid. “She'd rather see the rest of us dead just so she can have Chaun. She thinks she can convince her husband not to kill him!”

“He won't...” Adelaide groaned. “He'll do anything for me. Loves me...”

Minx let out a derisive snort. Then she sighed and flopped down on a chair, lounging. Men rushed down the stairs, their armor clattering. Exclamations of shock rang out. Metal struck the wall. More shouts came, passing along upstairs. Minx gave me a look. “So, what now?”

“We figure out how we're getting out of here. Ideas?”

“You know my thoughts,” Thrak said, leaning against the barrier Faoril made.

I shook my head.

“It's simplest,” purred the pirate captain, lounging beside Thrak with a feline grace.

“Well, Faoril can use her magic and bind up all of them,” Sophia said. “She's done it before.”

“To a whole army?” Faoril swallowed. “It would take a lot of cum, and... I could only hold them for so long. And once I'm too far from them, I won't be able to maintain the spell, then they will be chasing us. I would have to expend more energy to hold them down.” She glanced at Thrak. “It would be...easier if I did something more permanent.”

“No!” I clenched my fist. “Then we truly will be outlaws.”

Sophia gave me a supporting nod. She understood. What we did in Raratha, stealing from the Doge, wasn't right. But it hadn't hurt anyone. When his guards attacked, I had defended myself. I tried not to kill them... But... What if I had? Even if my order stripped me from their ranks, I still felt I was a knight. And it was my job to protect people, not kill them.

“We will not fight.”

“And if we have no choice?” Thrak asked. “If there is no way out for us except fighting? Do we die?”

I glanced at Sophia, at her beautiful face, her green eyes. I led her here. It was my duty to protect her on the Quest. I couldn't let her die. My stomach twisted. “If we have no choice,” I conceded. “But we do. There has to be a way out.”

“We're underground,” Minx said, ticking off her finger, “our only way out is blocked off by Faoril's magic, there's about a hundred angry guards on the other side, and even if we do get past them, there'll be more. We'll be hunted all the way to the Altar of Souls.”

“Just let me have Chaun,” Princess Adelaide said, squirming in the elemental's grip. “I'll free the rest of you.”

“No!” Aurora screeched, her eyes angry.

Chaun, dressing, bit his lip. His violet eyes caught mine. I can see it in his eyes. He would do anything to make sure Aurora escaped here alive, even taking up the princess on her deal. But that would mean abandoning Chaun. And that was assuming this woman even had this much influence over her husband.

“Come on, we're smart, diverse, we can come up with something better than fighting,” I said, the sounds of weapons striking the wall. How long would it hold? The soldiers were shouting for tools. “We have Faoril's magic and Xandra's elementals. There has to be something we can do. Some way to make a path.”

Chaun stopped halfway in pulling up his trousers. He was bent half-over, his balance wavering as he stared at me. “We can make a new path out of here.”

“How?” I asked.

“With my magic,” Faoril said, nodding her head.

“Faoril did split apart the street when we fought the knights in Hargone,” Chaun said. “She could tunnel us through the rocks to outside the castle. Then we could escape.”

“The stables,” Minx said, snapping her fingers. “We need horses. The ones we bought are at the inn. So why not steal some fine mounts from Prince Kivnar?”

Captain Thyrna purred her approval.

My stomach twisted at that. But it was better than fighting through the soldiers.

“Where's the stables?” Faoril asked. She looked around. “I don't even know which way is north down here.”

“That way,” Xera said, pointing at the wall to the right of the closed off staircase.

“And I know where the stables are,” Minx said, hopping off her chair. “Ooh, I like this plan.”

“Where's the closest point to the stables from here?” Faoril asked, excitement in her voice.

“Well, let's see.” Minx bit her lip. “Back into the cells.”

“How long will this take?” Thrak asked. He moved from the wall. “This won't hold for more than a quarter hour.”

“Longer,” Faoril bit her lip.

“I can put a warding up at the tunnel down the cells,” Aurora said. “It should last a few hours. They will not get past it.”

“Like the warding to the caldera of Mount Peritito?” Faoril asked.

Aurora nodded. “I do not have the power or skill to make it permanent, but the elemental should last a few hours.” She reached into her pouch and pulled out a totem carved with triangles. “It will be too hot for them to approach and try to attack.”

“Good,” I nodded. “Minx, show Faoril where to start digging.”

“What do we do about the Princess?” Sophia asked.

I blinked. I didn't even think that was an issue. “Let her go.”

Sophia gave me a look, something hard in her expression. What was she thinking? But she didn't say anything.

Minx, however, had no problem, saying, “Take her as a hostage. If her husband cares about her, we can use that. Threaten to kill her.”

“Kill me?” squeaked Princess Adelaide.

“We're not going to kill you,” I told her quickly, giving Minx a glare.

Minx shrugged. “Prince Gruber doesn't know that. We're dangerous criminals, after all.”


Chapter Thirty-Three: Flight

Chaun

“Chaun,” Adelaide gasped in shock as I pulled her arms behind her back and bound her wrists. She was now dressed in the blue brocade gown she wore when she slipped into my cell. It molded to her body, enhancing her natural, curvaceous beauty. Her strawberry-blonde curls fell about her shoulders. Her green eyes shone with tears. “What are you doing?”

The words were expertly pitched to make me feel terrible as I pulled the hemp rope taut, binding her wrists together tightly. Aurora watched, fingering her earth totem, her eyes still hard. Our travels had changed her so much. She was far more quick to act with violence now, all her innocence lost through the dangers we had faced.

My heart ached. I was her husband. I should have sheltered her from such pain.

“I'm tying you up,” I told her. “Relax. You won't be harmed. Trust me.”

“I do, Chaun,” she said then glanced at my wife. “I love you, Chaun. I know you won't let your friends hurt me.”

Aurora let out an annoyed chirp.

“I don't love you, Adelaide. I'm not sure I ever did. I think I just loved the idea of loving you.”

“What does that mean?” she asked, eyes blinking.

“She needs to be gagged,” Aurora said. A smile crossed her lips. “I can do it.”

I gave my wife a look. “I'll do it.”

Farther down the cells, stone groaned as Faoril ripped into the corridor's wall. She had drunk half her cum vials already. “I'll need a lot of power to do this,” she had said before getting started. The tunnel was already deep, her and Minx walking down it as she forced the ground out of the way.

“You don't have to gag me,” gasped Adelaide. “I won't call out. I give my word.”

“We wouldn't be in such danger if you hadn't already sounded one alarm,” Aurora huffed, her arms folded.

“Which is why we have to gag you,” I told the princess. “I am sorry, but you brought this on yourself.”

“By loving you?” she gasped. “By wanting you? By missing you so much? These years have been so dull and gray without you.”

“I'm sure you had other lovers to amuse yourself with.” I tore off the sleeve of one of my shirts.

“They weren't you, Chaun. No one could replace you.”

Aurora nodded her head in agreement then stopped herself, setting her jaw.

“I am flattered I affected you,” I said as I rose. “But I'm sorry, Princess. You'll have to find another toy.”

“Toy!” she gasped right before I shoved the gag into her mouth. The rolled up cloth forced her jaws open. I tied it tight behind her neck. She tried to speak, her words muffled.

“I don't think you're a toy, Chaun,” Aurora said, her body trembling.

I reached out, touched her face. “I know. When I look at you, I can see myself in your thoughts. The man you love and the man who is your husband. I only see Gruber in her thoughts. Her husband. She either loves him or loves no other man.”

Princess Adelaide let out a loud, muffled groan, her eyes wild.

“I know, you think you love me, Princess, but you do not.” I sighed. “You want to own me. You think of me as a toy, as a possession. And that's not love.”

I pushed Adelaide out of my cell and towards the tunnel. Thrak stared down the hallway at the crackling wall of fire, the warding Aurora had summoned. Even from here, I could feel the heat rippling. If there were guards on the other side, I couldn't hear them.

“Can your earth elemental repair the wall after we go through?” Thrak asked as I pushed Adelaide into the tunnel. The orc lounged nearby, the pirate captain kneeling beside him, her cheek resting on his knee like a cat rubbing up on her owner.

“Yes,” Aurora said, her voice sounding lighter, like she normally did. “That is a good idea.”

Thrak grunted.

It was cramped in the tunnel. A pink light danced around Sophia, summoned by her magic. She stood up with Faoril and Minx. Stone ground behind me as Aurora sealed the tunnel smooth, hiding any evidence of how we had escaped. Maybe we could be well on our way towards the Altar of Souls before we had any pursuit. It lay in the Princedom of Kot-Ner, an enemy to Prince Gruber. But his Princedom of Kivnar lay between Asunow and Kot-Ner. We'd have to cross through Gruber's realm to reach the Altar. If we could stay ahead of him and cross the Nyer River into Kot-Ner, we'd be out of his reach.

Faoril grunted as she worked, sweat pouring off her forehead. She formed an upward ramp after the tunnel cleared the central keep, climbing us up to the stables located, according to Minx, against the back of the courtyard abutting against the outer curtain wall. Princess Adelaide panted as she walked up the steep incline.

“It will be all right,” I kept telling her. I was still...fond of the woman. I didn't want to see her afraid or bound. I didn't even like using her as a hostage, but we couldn't let Prince Gruber stop our quest or execute us.

I was attached to my head. And I would prefer to see my wife live.

Faoril was on her seventh vial of Thrak's cum when the tunnel broke open into the stables. The smell of dung and the musk of horses flooded down the tunnel. I wrinkled my nose against the shock of the reek as Faoril staggered out and leaned against the wall.

“I never want to do that again,” she groaned.

“You'll have to do it one more time through the exterior wall,” Minx pointed out.

Faoril let out a bitter sigh.

The castle still rang with activity. Through the stable's open doors, we could glimpse people hurrying around in the rainy night, holding torches. Lights blazed in many of the castle windows. I imagined Prince Gruber fretting, worried what we were doing to his wife, hating how we were escaping. He thought he had us. He was the type of man who did not react well to surprise.

I could attest to that personally.

The horses were chosen by Angela. I helped saddle them as Faoril ripped the hole in the curtain wall while Aurora sealed the tunnel we bored through the floor. She nodded her head in satisfaction when she finished as I lent her a white mare to ride.

She gave it a dubious look.

“No different than a camel,” I said, “except horses have a smoother ride.”

“We should kill the other horses,” Minx said as Faoril scrambled up into a saddle, a resigned look on her face.

“No!” Angela, Sophia, and Xera said at the same time.

“They're such majestic animals,” said Angela.

“They're beautiful,” said Sophia.

“They are regal and noble creatures,” Xera said, scratching the nose of Sophia's roan gelding.

“Sorry,” Minx said. “But... They'll use the horses to pursue us.”

“They would just buy new ones in the city,” Angela said. “It won't do anything to slow them down.”

“Well, it would,” Minx muttered. “They'd have to take the time to buy the new ones.”

I swung into the saddle of a black gelding, patting the horse on the neck as he snorted. Angela shook her head, mounting a warhorse, a mean brute that stamped his iron-shod hooves and snorted. Angela looked small on the big mount, but at the same time, she looked natural. She belonged on a warhorse. I knew she missed Midnight, her stallion she had to abandon in Raratha.

I wondered what happened to our horses. Maiden was a great mount. We had wandered the lands since my flight from Prince Gruber's court and my downfall as a Bard of Az. Was she still in the Doge's stable? Did he ride her now and then? Or had he sold her?

“Then let me rig a trap,” Minx said. “A nonlethal trap.” She pulled out an alchemical bomb and her knife. She pried up a paving stone and dug out the dirt beneath it, setting her bomb into it. Then she carefully set the stone over it.

“Pressure plate,” nodded Thrak in approval.

“First person that steps on it will get hit with a sleep bomb. Probably knock out some of the horses and the men. That might slow them down.” Then Minx scrambled onto the back of Aurora's mount. “Let's ride!”

I took the reins of Princess Adelaide's mount. She slouched over it, her skirts hiked well over her knees. A horse blanket was thrown over her shoulders as an impromptu cloak. The rain poured out there. She was in for a miserable night.

We rode out of the castle, Aurora sealing up the wall behind us. It was on the edge of the city. With all the bustle in the castle, none of the watchmen were paying attention. Thyrna broke away, riding for the cove where her pirate ship lay to ensure it was safe, following orders from Thrak.

She wasn't a part of our quest. Not really.

In a quarter hour, we were on the highway leading north from Unmik. It would take us northeast to Kivnar and then into Kot-Ner. And once we reached the Altar of Souls, it would only be days before we fought the dragon. In two weeks, this would be over.

~  *  ~

Sophia

I shivered as we rode. The rain finally let up near dawn, leaving us bedraggled as the sun lightened the horizon, rising over the Despeir Mountains. The sharp peaks loomed into the air, daggers thrust into the sky. The desolation was the plain before those mountains, the lands burned by the Dragon Dominari when she claimed them five hundred or so years ago. There were ruins of cities, towns, and villages in the shadows of those mountains.

And beyond them was an even worse place: the Shizhuth Empire.

I pulled my wet cloak about me. It hadn't helped to keep me dry. Rain had still leaked through, my robes damp about my body. I just wanted to curl up by a campfire, bound by ropes, while my Mistress used my body for her enjoyment. Warm and loved.

But there would be none of that. We had to get away.

The sky grew brighter and brighter as the sun came closer and closer to rising over the distant mountains. And then, it peeked out, shedding golden light that painted the bottoms of the gray clouds with rosy hues.

“We are being followed, Angela,” Xera reported.

I glanced behind me, staring down the road we were traveling. The steely gray of predawn was fading into the dun colors of autumn. Trees dropped their leaves in curtains of oranges and reds. Fields of ripened grains ready to be harvested surrounded us.

And metal glinted on the horizon.

“Prince Gruber?” Angela asked.

Princess Adelaide straightened on her mount. She looked as bedraggled as I felt, her eyes puffy with exhaustion, her hair plastered to her cheeks. The horse blanket she wore was soaked, molded to her body as she shivered on her mount.

“Indeed,” Xera said.

“Let me try something,” Minx said, slipping off Aurora's horse. “Keep riding.”

She darted down the road, using her dagger to gouge out three dimples in the hard-packed road and setting her alchemical bombs into them. She didn't bother burying them, but let the tops of the clay spheres peek out of the ground. Then she ran to catch up with the horses, vaulting back onto Aurora's mare.

“Let's push to a cantor,” Angela said, biting her lip.

I nodded my head, heeling my gelding. Horses could cantor for a while and then slow to a walk to rest. You couldn't push a horse too hard. If you galloped them, they would collapse of exhaustion pretty fast. But with cantors spaced with rests, we could move faster. For a while. After a few days of such hard travel, they would grow fatigued. They could die from exhaustion if we pushed them too hard.

The hooves beat on the road, Thrak and Xera jogging beside the horses. The pair had inexhaustible stamina. She was so light on her feet, she looked like she danced. And Thrak just had boundless energy, plodding along with his large bulk.

After an hour cantering, Xera's ears twitched. She looked behind her. “They hit your traps, Minx.”

The halfling chortled. “Two sleep bombs and a sticky bomb. That should slow them down. I spaced them out, too. And hopefully, some of them went off in the middle of their group.”

“Make them cautious, too,” Thrak grunted.

Angela gave me a hopeful nod. “Let's slow the horses and walk them. They need a rest.”

I patted the lathered neck of my gelding. His breath steamed in the morning air.

We walked them for an hour before we went back to cantering. Aurora gripped her reins in the same sort of death grip Faoril had first used when we left Esh-Esh all those months ago. Pain crossed the avian's face as she shifted in the saddle.

I understood. My legs were chaffed from riding and my butt was growing sore. When you rode every day, you got used to the discomfort. It was still tiring, but you didn't actually hurt. It had been...months since we rode horses. I'd have to heal everyone when we stopped for the night.

My stomach rumbled as noon approached, our horses slowed to a walk again. We ate as we rode, munching on the trail rations we had purchased in Unmik before being arrested. I grimaced as I tore at the hard jerky. It was so salty, drying my mouth out with every bite.

“Angela,” Xera reported, half a stalk of grass sticking out of her mouth. The elf could just eat the greens growing along the side of the road. “They are gaining on us. We were an hour ahead, but I say it's now forty-five minutes.”

“How?” Angela groaned, looking over her shoulder. “If they are pushing their horses faster than us, they should be collapsing. They're all wearing armor.”

“Well, they do have spare horses,” Xera reported.

Angela and Thrak both groaned.

“Is that an issue?” Xera asked, ears twitching.

I nodded my head. “They can push their horses faster because they can change mounts and let them rest by not carrying a rider.”

“We need to find a place to fight them,” Thrak growled. “As soon as possible. The longer we ride, the more tired we'll become. We haven't had any rest since arriving in Unmik.”

“Surely we can keep riding faster,” Chaun said.

“Not without killing our horses,” I groaned. “And then they'll still catch us.”

“Time to use our hostage,” Minx said. “It's why we brought her.”

“Let's hope your husband actually likes you,” I told the princess.

“There's a rise coming up,” Thrak said. “If they charge, they'll have to go uphill.”

Angela nodded, her face set. She hated this. She didn't want to have to do this, but what choice did we have? We couldn't get caught. We had to keep going on our quest and then... What? What would happen to us once we defeated the dragon?

We'd still be hunted by everyone. Fugitives. Unless... My eyes fell on the pouch dangling at Angela's waist, thoughts dancing through my mind.


Chapter Thirty-Four: The Knight's Resolve

Knave Angela

“Lift her up, Aurora,” I growled, my anger surging. I hated doing this. It was detestable.

But what other choice was there? It was the only path that could get us away that wouldn't result in bloodshed. I stared at the approaching column of knights and soldiers. Men who were just following the lawful orders of their prince. Violence had to be avoided at all cost.

So I had to be confident. I had to convince Prince Gruber that I would kill his wife.

It made my skin crawl.

How had this become so complicated? It should have been so simple. The ritual at the Temple of Saphique in Secare chose my quest, at random, and then I had to prosecute it. I should have the support of everyone. Especially with the Quest I was on.

I was trying to kill the Dragon Dominari. The very beast that had despoiled parts of the Princedom of Zeutch. The beast that lurked in the mountains to the east. The most dangerous monster in the world. I was here to kill it. Prince Gruber should be thanking me. Helping me.

Maybe... Maybe I could use that to appeal to him. Then I wouldn't have to threaten his wife's life.

Princess Adelaide gave a muffled shriek as Aurora's air elemental lifted her into the sky. Faoril could have done it, too, but I wanted her to have all her magic at her disposal. The last forty-five minutes, waiting on Prince Gruber to catch up, had not been unproductive. Faoril had gotten two loads of cum from Thrak, two from Xera, and two from Chaun. Plus she had another five vials in reserve—two of Xera's, and three of Thrak's.

She was bursting with magic.

The leader of the column, presumably Prince Gruber given the regal cloak draping the armored man's pauldrons, lifted a hand. The column trotted to a halt, the soldiers and knights wielding lances. At the back, servants managed trains of remounts strung out in lines tied together. I shivered. A black-robed figure rode beside Gruber.

A master mage. Where had the prince produced that?

Then Gruber trotted forward alone, his head lifted up the hill towards his wife dangling above. She had to be unmistakable in the vibrant-blue dress and her strawberry-blonde hair. Not quite my fiery curls, but they stood out.

“Stay here,” I said, my heart thudding as I heeled my horse.

“Be safe, my Queen,” Sophia said, gripping her dagger in one hand and a healing potion in the other. She had her robe open, her nipples bare and dribbling with milk, already blessed to heal. Just in case.

Her words comforted me as I rode down to meet Prince Gruber. My hand itched for my sword, but I hoped words could win the day, not deeds. Not strength of arms. Not death.

I wanted to squirm as I rode down, feeling the eyes of my friends on my back, the army on my front. Everyone watched me. I didn't like it. I wasn't one who sought fame or glory. There were many who joined the Knights Deute for that. I did it because of Lady Delilah. She was so regal, so powerful, so sure of herself. I had such a crush on her. It was just as foolish a reason to join the order.

But then I learned about Honor. Fidelity. Courage. I learned about the nobility of protecting the weak, of sacrificing so that others could prosper. It didn't matter to me if the world loved or hated me. I just wanted to protect them. To give them safety.

Gruber reigned up his horse as I approached. His eyes flicked to my mount. “Gladiator,” he grunted. “My best warhorse.”

“My apologies for borrowing him, Prince Gruber,” I said. “My need was pressing.”

He pulled off his helmet, revealing a rugged face with a prominent nose. Dark-blond locks fell down to his neck, spilling over his cloak. He had a harsh look about him, a man quick to judge the actions of others.

“Yes, I am sure it was pressing from your perspective.” He worked his jaws. “Thieves always find justifications for their crimes.”

“I am only trying to defend your lands from the deprecations of the Dragon Dominari.”

He furrowed his brow, cocking his head. “What?”

“My Quest, your Highness, is to slay the Dragon Dominari. It is why I have come to your lands, stolen your horses.”

“And assaulted the Doge of Raratha.”

I licked my lips. “That was...unfortunate. I was only there for the piece of the High King's sword in his vault, but an erinyes interfered. It was...regrettable what circumstances forced upon me. But the greater good will be served with the beast's death.”

“And you think you can do it?”

My hand reached down, shaking the large pouch. Metal rang. “With what I have in here, yes. I will reforge the High King's sword and slay Dominari. Your people will not live in fear of her shadow.” I pointed to the mountains. “You can reclaim the farmland lost, the productive mines of gold and silver and iron. You can enrich your princedom, your Highness.”

“By letting you reforge the instrument of conquest? And where will your ambition take you after you've done the impossible, woman? Do you have dreams of reforging his Empire? Of making me and the other Lords bend knee to you? A woman?”

I shook my head even as the thoughts of glory danced through my head. “No woman may rule. Lordship must be in the hands of a man, just as our Holy Father, Pater, rules the universe.”

“As in Heaven, so is it on Earth,” Gruber nodded.

Why? Sophia's question echoed in my mind. Why couldn't a woman rule?

“My ambition is to slay the dragon and fulfill my Quest. Nothing more.”

“A Quest given to you by an order of Knights who have attainted your name and declared you a Knave? The three orders all hunt for you, Angela. You are a fugitive.”

I nodded my head.

“And still you're going to slay the dragon.” He snorted, which turned in to a full, belly-shaking laughter. The mocking chortles made me grit my teeth.

“Yes!” My voice rang, cutting through his laughter. “That is exactly what I am saying! I shall slay her and end her tyranny! Help me! Let me continue on my quest!”

He shook his head. “No, no. Why should I help you achieve your ambition? You want to rule us all. Do not deny it. You have the High King's sword. Everyone will lust for it. Whoever possesses it has the right to his kingdom. That blade was broken up for a reason!”

His hand reached for his sword.

“So you would reforge it?” I spat. “You would break our parley, cut me down, and then reforge the sword.”

“You have gathered all the pieces for me,” he said. Greed burned in his eyes. “I was deep in my thoughts when you escaped last night, pondering what to do with it. You had delivered to me the most dangerous, most powerful relic in the world. It was there, in my dungeons. I just had to have the courage to seize it.”

“And you didn't,” I said. “You don't think you're strong enough to wield it. That your enemies would destroy you for possessing it.” My eyes narrowed. “And that you will have to venture into the land of your bitterest rival to reforge it. That's why you didn't remove it from my belongings when you captured me. You're scared.”

“Yes,” he snarled, his face twisting. “Maybe I should just dump it into the sea! Maybe I should claim it for myself! Either way, you are not worthy of wielding his sword, criminal!”

His sword flashed from his scabbard. Such greed burned in his eyes, masking the fear. The High King's sword would change the balance of power in the world. Why hadn't I seen that? I was so fixated on killing the dragon, on completing my quest.

I would complete my quest.

“I have your wife,” I snarled. “At a command, she'll be dropped to her death.”

He froze, his eyes flicking up to Adelaide in the air. His jaw clamped shut. He lowered the sword.

I drew mine. His eyes flicked to it as my warhorse stamped his hooves. He had his moment to strike while I was unarmed. He was a coward. I could see it in his eyes. He wore all that armor, and he was afraid of me.

“You won't kill her,” he said, eyes narrowing.

“I will,” I growled. “You will let us continue on unmolested. We shall ride through your princedom without being shadowed. Without seeing any of your soldiers. We shall free her once we cross the Eyer River. She can find her own way back to you.”

He shook his head. “You won't kill her,” he growled and sheathed his sword. “You aren't that sort of person, Angela. You believe yourself to be honorable, righteous. An honorable knight doesn't kill a princess.”

“I thought I was a criminal! A power-mad woman willing to do anything to conquer the world.”

He wheeled his mount around. “You won't kill her, Angela.”

“You're going to attack us?”

“Yes. I will take back my whore wife,” he snarled.

“And if she dies in the fighting? War is messy, your Highness.”

He shrugged in his armor. “The whore was down in the cells. With him! She always protested she didn't know that it was the changeling in her bed and not me. But I wondered. It ate at me. Now I know. She can die with her lover.” He heeled his steed and galloped back to his men.

“Las's putrid cock,” I growled and hauled the reigns of the warhorse around. I heeled him, galloping back to my friends.

Mud was churned by his steel-shod hooves, flying around us as I raced up the knoll to where they waited, ready to fight. My stomach churned as I reached the top and yanked my mount around, anger boiling through me.

“Well?” Chaun asked.

“He said his whore-wife can die with her lover,” I growled. “He wants the sword. I fear he's been up all night thinking about making himself High King, trying to work up the courage to go down into the dungeon and seize it from my pack.”

A muffled shriek came from above as Aurora lowered Adelaide to the ground. The princess's eyes were wide. She was trying to scream, but her words were muffled by the gag.

“And that is a master mage?” Faoril asked, standing at the hill's edge.

“Yes,” I nodded.

“It will take all my concentration to thwart him,” she said, her face going pale.

“Then I'll have to pick up the slack,” Thrak growled, stretching his arms over his head, anger twisting his voice.

My voice came out a lot more calm than I felt as I gave orders: “Chaun, stay close to your wife. She'll have to protect you. Sophia, stay by them, but be ready to move to heal anyone. Xera, try and put an arrow into the master mage. Minx, if that fails, maybe you can sneak up on the mage while he duels Faoril.”

“Love to try,” Minx said, a huge grin on her face.

I set my shield as the column of horses advanced. Not at a gallop, but at a slow trot, conserving their horses for the charge up the hill. My heart beat faster and faster. Xera raised her bow, arrow knocked, standing calm, naked and unaffected by the chill in the air.

A wind rose, growling from the east. The column came closer and closer. Faoril suddenly grunted. Flurries of air exploded before the column, whipping at the mud of the road and the grass growing up the hillock. It blew over green blades, ripping up entire swaths of tufts. Faoril cocked her head, skirmishing with the master mage.

The wind howled louder from the east, drowning out the gale whipped up by the master mage. A storm approached.

“Angela!” Xera called out, her head whipping towards the mountains. There was fear in her voice.

A shadow fell across a nearby farmhouse. The peasants working the fields were running. And then I saw it in the sky. The immense wings spread out, membranous like a bat's, the color of blood. The dragon's body was the size of a small inn, belly made of banded scales, neck thick and long, ending at a lizard-like head with curling horns rising black, forming a spiked mane. An even longer tail swished behind it. Smoke billowed from an open mouth.

My heart lurched. Dominari.

The soldiers, about to charge up the hill and fight us, broke in a panic. Prince Gruber turned around in his saddle, waving his sword in the air as his men galloped in every direction, crashing into each other as the monstrous dragon bore down on them. Her wings flapped, a powerful wind flattening the field of ripe barley she flew over.

“Saphique's gentle love,” Sophia gasped.

Fire exploded from the dragon's mouth. A great gout of orange roared forth. Like liquid, it spilled across the ground, mighty waves of flames that slammed into the column of soldiers. Prince Gruber vanished in the inferno. A moment later, his horse burst out of the flames, burning, a screaming cherry-red lump slumped over the saddle. The horse made it three steps before collapsing in a heap, spilling the prince to the ground, his armor melted by the immense heat.

One hundred soldiers dead in a heartbeat. In a single breath.

The dragon soared past, the flames billowing in her wake. I could feel the heat from here. I flinched from it. It was like looking into an open oven. On the road, the inferno raged. Men stumbled out of the blaze, their armor glowing cherry red like Gruber's before they fell to the ground dead. The fields of barley burst alight, ignited by the sheer heat of the cataclysm.

“Cernere's black cunt,” Minx gasped. “How are we fighting that?”

I gripped my sword, staring at the dragon as it banked over, the tip of her wing digging a furrow through a field of barley not yet burning. She turned towards the inferno, flying back to feast on her meal. Dragons enjoyed their meat charred.

All I had to do was charge down there and fight her. Kill her. Fear hammered in my chest. How could I fight her? The immense heat of her flames would kill me before I could even close in on her. My armor would melt.

The dragon landed in the midst of the inferno, the flames obscuring the monstrous form except in flashes. Smoke billowed into the sky, rising in a thick column. Someone threw up behind me. Aurora whimpered in fear.

“My Queen,” Sophia said, placing her hand on my sword arm. “It's not time, yet.”

I glanced at her, shivering, shaken. “Time?”

“We're not ready. We don't have the sword. We don't have the magics to...protect us from that.” Her eyes were so soft. “We have to go, my Queen.”

“She's killing them,” I croaked, tears falling down my cheeks.

“She's already killed them.” Her hand slid down to my fist gripped about my sword. “We will kill her, my Queen. When we're ready. Dying today won't stop her from killing tomorrow.”

I nodded my head.

“Saddle up,” I said, my voice hoarse.

The dragon roared from inside the inferno. Her head appeared from the flames, eyes molten gold. There was such...pleasure in the roar. Such a release. The head vanished, and I heard the crunch of metal as it tore into the half-melted armor of a soldier, eating the man.

I wanted to throw up.

Instead, I heeled my warhorse around. Sophia was right. We would kill the dragon when we were ready.

~  *  ~

King Edward IV – Shesax, the Kingdom of Secare

My eyes opened. A tremble ran through my limbs. I felt energized. Slata had blessed me. She had given me the power to slay Angela and keep my kingdom. My son would succeed me onto the throne of Secare. No woman would rule.

“Edward,” my wife, Lavinia, gasped. She appeared over me, her blonde hair mussed, her blue eyes bloodshot and haggard. “You're awake. Thank the gods.”

“I'm awake,” I grinned. “And I feel amazing. Reborn. I can feel it. She changed me.”

“She put you in a coma,” Lavinia gasped. “The court physicians were sure you would die. It's been twenty days since Slata appeared.”

“Twenty days...” I blinked at that. “Metamorphosis takes time. The caterpillar doesn't become the butterfly overnight.”

“Butterfly?” she blinked.

I threw aside the blankets, my stomach growling. “Send for food and ready a pegasus.”

“What?” Lavinia shook her head. “No, no, you can't go anywhere. You must be exhausted.”

I cupped my wife's face, stroking her with my strong fingers. “I am anything but exhausted. Slata has given me the power to hunt Angela down and kill her. I just have to find her. She must be nearing the Altar of Souls by now. Maybe I can reach her before she reforges the sword.”

“And if not?”

“Then I'll kill her and take it.” A surge of exhilaration shot through me. “Our son can inherit more than just Secare once Angela is dead!”


Chapter Thirty-Five: Rain

Faoril – Asunow Princedom, The Princedoms of Zeutch

The rain hammered my rain cloak, beating the oiled canvas. Water dripped off the peak, falling onto my saddle. It didn't help. The rain was too heavy. The road drank it in like the driest earth after a monsoon, becoming sodden, thick.

I didn't care.

It was hard to care about anything after what happened an hour ago. I could still smell the reek of burning flesh, like it clung to us. The roar of the dragon's flames crackled through my mind. The single gout of breath that incinerated a hundred soldiers, Prince Gruber of Kivnar, and his master mage. The mage hadn't had a chance. He was dueling me when the dragon attacked. One moment, I was fending off his elemental attacks, the next he blazed with the others.

Dominari...

She was huge. I had studied dragons. They were rare. Most had been exterminated centuries ago. They lurked in the far corners of the world, eking out their existence. Only Dominari was bold enough to seize the Despeir mountains, the border between the civilized world and the dark Empire of Shizhuth to the east. She had claimed the mountains, established her desolation by burning down cities, towns, and villages. Until today, she had been academic on our quest. The monster we were working so hard to kill, but a distant threat that lay at the end of the long road we walked on.

And now, suddenly, she was so real to me. To all of us.

We all rode or walked subdued down the highway, leaving behind the dragon to feast on her carnage. I shuddered just remembering the sound of her eating the burning men, their half-molten armor crunching in her jaws. This was the beast we had to kill. How? No wonder every knight who Quested against her never returned. A single breath, and she would melt their armor to a puddle of molten steel, roasting them alive. Even with the High King's sword, a weapon of great power, how would Angela survive?

How would the rest of us?

I had to start thinking. Wallowing in the shock of Dominari's appearance wouldn't stop us from facing her. Angela's resolve was too great to waiver. I saw it. If Sophia hadn't talked the knight out of it, she would have charged down the hill and fought the dragon right here, right now. But Sophia's words, begging her to wait, had worked.

Next time we faced the dragon, we had to be ready.

First problem, I thought, is warding against fire. Then speed. Thrak and Angela and Minx will need to move faster to be able to get in a fight. Or they need some sort of predictive magic. Faith magic. Like what the knights and the priestesses of Slata had. Sophia will need to delve into her Goddess's powers. What could I do? I could ward off the fire, but that would burn through my energy, and I wouldn't be on offensive. Could Aurora's elementals provide warding for us?

“Could my elementals do what?” Aurora asked, her voice subdued.

I blinked. I hadn't realized I was talking aloud. “Warding. Against fire. Could your elementals protect us?”

Aurora, riding her horse ahead of me and beside her husband, turned around. Her sky-blue hair plastered about her innocent face, her sapphire eyes wide. She bit her lip. “Maybe. Wardings are...different.”

“You blocked off the tunnel back at the castle,” Chaun said. “You didn't have to concentrate on it.”

“That's what makes warding different,” she said. “I put the elemental on a simple task. To block something.”

“Could they block heat? Like a water elemental. So we could survive the dragon's fire?” I asked.

Angela, riding at the front, turned her head around, her red hair plastered to her head, taking away its normally full volume. Her shoulders lifted, no longer sagging like they had been, a twinkle in her blue eyes. “Yes, can they?”

“Maybe,” Aurora admitted. “I don't know. And enough to stop that fire...”

“Her flames were hot enough to partially melt steel,” Angela said. “That's the heat of a coke furnace. That's a lot of temperature.”

“I can produce that heat,” I said. “We can test it on something inanimate. Like a rock.”

“Why would you need...?” Princess Adelaide, looking even more bedraggled than the rest of us, asked. Her strawberry-blonde hair peeked out of the horse blanket she wore as a cloak, wrapped about her body and the fine dress beneath. “You're not planning on fighting the dragon?”

“It's why we need the sword,” Angela said. “It's my Quest.”

“Quest? I thought you were stripped from your order.” The princess's eyes were wide. “Chaun, are you really...?”

“Really,” the changeling nodded.

“What songs would be good against a dragon?” I asked, ignoring the princess. She didn't matter.

“I have no idea,” Chaun said. “I think it'll help us out. Keep up our courage and stamina. Keep us from losing hope.” His back shifted and his voice rose. He had a beautiful voice, and perfect control over it. His song was stirring, uplifting. Minx, riding behind Sophia, straightened in her saddle. The acolyte lifted her head as Aurora added her trilling voice to Chaun's song, harmonizing with him, a smile touching her lips as she gazed at her husband.

“Sophia, we'll need faith magic to enhance us. Give us preternatural reflexes. Something like what the priestesses of Slata gave the knights.”

Sophia writhed her shoulders. “I... I don't know those spells. I'm sure my order has them, but... They don't teach acolytes more than the basics. Advanced spells are for when we're full priestesses and have access to Saphique's magic normally.”

I sighed.

“Healing potions,” Thrak growled. “She should make more. Hand them out to all of us. Just in case.”

“I die?” Sophia asked, her voice tight.

“You are unable to get to us,” my husband said. Even he marched with his back straight now as he walked beside my horse, the rain running down his bare, scarred chest. His kilt clung sodden to his massive thighs. “This fight will be hectic.”

“And enchant weapons,” Angela added. “I imagine dragons have tough hide. You can enchant Thrak's ax, Minx's daggers, and Xera's arrows.”

“I can do that at least,” Sophia said.

“You are all crazy,” the princess gasped.

“We are,” Minx laughed. “I doubt my alchemical bombs will be much use.”

“You'll probably put us to sleep instead of the dragon,” Thrak grunted.

“And given her size, I imagine that the dosage of any of your alchemical bombs will not be enough,” I added.

“So no making her so horny she just fucks her cave wall while we slit her throat?” Minx asked. “That would make it easy.”

“No, I doubt that will work.”

Xera, walking naked and unconcerned in the cold rain, said, “Your damiana bomb would just make us all horny.”

Minx grinned at the elf. “That's fun, too. It helped us beat the knights. Fucking is more fun than fighting.”

“Definitely,” the elf nodded, her ears twitching.

The mood had changed. We had hope again. Purpose. We would defeat the dragon. It would be hard. Difficult. Some of us may even perish. But we had agreed to walk this road with Angela. We could not abandon her now. Not after all we had been through together. I rode with my back straight despite the rain, Chaun's song stirring my soul.

We had more of a chance than any would-be hero before us.

~  *  ~

Aurora Xandra

The rain drummed on the roof of our tent. It was a new tent, bought in Unmik before our arrest. Prince Gruber kept all our gear together, so when we fled, we still had our saddlebags and camping gear, along with our food and items of comfort. Gods be praised. Weather of eastern Zeutch was miserable. So cold and wet and rainy.

It did not get cold on Mount Peritito. Every day was warm. Even a cold day was moderated by the volcano's heat bleeding out into the world. But this was miserable. So I was glad to get out of my wet clothes and crawl into bed with Chaun. He already lay stretched out on the bed, naked, his body dark and lithe, a shadow in the tent. I crawled to him and—

The tent flap opened. Princess Adelaide fell to her knees inside, her bedraggled skirts whisking against each other. The rain and travel had ruined her expensive gown, the silks stained and tattered. I blinked at the sight of her, silhouetted against our sputtering camp fire.

“You're sleeping with Angela and Sophia,” I said, anger swelling through me. She was the reason we had to flee a chasing army. Because she thought she owned my husband. The gall of the hussy. “Their tent is...”

A sob escaped her, ragged and full of pain. Her shoulders shook. Her wet hair curtained around her face, hiding her expression as she sobbed again. Then a keening wail rose from her throat, so full of pain and loss.

I bit my lip. Her husband had died today.

“Adelaide,” Chaun said, his voice gentle. He sat up, glancing at me.

I sighed, nodding my head.

Chaun moved to the Princess, grabbing her shoulders and lifting her upright. She sat at the entrance of our tent, sniffling, as Chaun brushed back her wet hair. I could just make out her face in the darkness, tears falling down her cheeks.

Then she threw herself at my husband, her wet silks rustling. She buried her face into his neck, her body shaking worse. More sobs came as Chaun rocked her. I wanted to hate her, I did, but it was so hard when she sounded so broken and lost.

“I'm sorry,” Chaun said as he rocked her.

“I th-thought he loved me,” she said through hiccuping sobs. “H-he always t-told me he did. And...and...”

Chaun didn't say anything. His eyes caught mine over her shoulder, wet with emotion. Her husband had died today. The poor thing. Among my people, losing a nestmate was a tragic day. But she kept saying she loved Chaun. It seemed to me she didn't care about her marriage.

“And then... You heard him.” Adelaide pulled back, her hands cupping Chaun's face. “He d-didn't care if I d-died. He j-just wanted Angela and th-the sword. He...”

She melted into incoherent tears again, collapsing into Chaun's chest this time. He stroked her wet hair as she cried, her face rubbing against him. I wanted to say something, but what? I didn't know Adelaide as anything more than the woman who wanted to steal my husband away. And now she was in so much pain and...”

I felt bad for hating her.

“I truly thought he loved me,” she whispered after a few minutes.

“You never loved him,” Chaun said.

Adelaide flinched. “But...” She looked up at him. “Did you ever love me, Chaun? Or...or were you like him...? Pretending?”

“Like you were pretending you loved him?”

She ignored it. “You did love me, right? You always told me you did.”

“I was...fond of you,” Chaun admitted, glancing at me. “I thought I loved you. I did. But... I hadn't really discovered what it meant to love someone.”

“I loved you,” she said fiercely, squeezing tight. “And I know you loved me, Chaun.” She sounded so desperate as she looked up at him, fresh tears spilling down her cheeks.

Tears fell down my cheeks. The poor woman. Her entire world was thrown upside down today. It must have been horrible hearing her husband say such callous words about her. To think that he didn't love her after all these years of her thinking he did. Even if she didn't love him back, she had valued his feelings.

“Tell her,” I whispered, moving closer to them.

Chaun stared me in the eyes. I nodded my head.

“I loved you, Adelaide. Back then. And for years later, I thought about you so much, dreamed of the day we could be together.”

She shivered. “All my fault. I...” She bit her lip. “If I hadn't asked you to my bedchamber that night... If he hadn't...come home early... We could have...”

“Yes,” Chaun said, stroking her hair. “We could have.”

Adelaide struck quickly, her hands seizing Chaun's silvery hair, gripping it as she planted her lips hard and hot on his lips. She kissed him with passion. She moaned, pushing him back, hungry for him. To be loved again. She believed two men loved her, and she needed to know that one of them still did.

Chaun pushed on her shoulders, breaking the kiss. “Wait...”

“Wait?” She shivered. “I...” Her voice trembled.

“My wife.” Chaun glanced at me. “She has to be a part of this. I love her, too.”

Adelaide snapped her head around, looking at me. Noticing me for the first time. For a moment, fiery possession seized her face, her brow twisting, her lips pursing. And then she shivered, nodding her head.

“I understand. You love her...more than me.”

“I am sorry,” Chaun said. “It just...happened. She loves me.”

“I love you!” Adelaide said, her voice fierce, possessive. “I don't care what you believe, Chaun. I love you.”

Then she kissed him hard, claiming his mouth at the same instant her hand reached out towards me, fingers wiggling, beckoning. I took her hand and she pulled me close to them. I shivered, a wave of excitement washing out of my pussy, my nipples hardening on my breasts. I leaned down, nuzzling against Chaun, my body brushing her wet dress as my lips nuzzled in, joining their kiss.

All three of us moaned as our lips met, tongues swiping, licking. I shivered, feeling Adelaide's desperate passion. It consumed her. It possessed her. She had to share it with Chaun. She had to feel it. I moaned, my heart beating faster and faster.

I liked sharing women with my husband.

Our hands stripped her sodden silks from her form as the three of us kissed. We exposed the princess's body. She writhed between us, our hands stroking her, her hands stroking us. I gasped as she found my small nipples, pinching, rolling them.

I returned the favor, playing with her fat nipples.

She whimpered as Chaun and I pushed her on her back, the both of us sucking on her nipples. Our cheeks rubbed together, our shoulders touching. I savored it, pleasuring this woman with my husband, my pussy growing wetter and wetter.

“Chaun,” Adelaide sighed as my tongue swirled about her fat nub. Then I engulfed it, loving how it felt in my mouth. “Oh, I missed you.”

“I missed you,” he groaned between wet sucks.

“And her big tits?” I asked, a naughty glint in my voice.

Chaun stiffened.

“They are lovely tits.”

“Mmm, thanks,” the princess purred, her hand swiping through my damp hair. “Your breasts are lovely, too, Aurora.”

I smiled, my nipples throbbing as her right hand found them, pinching and pulling them, moving back and forth as I sucked hard on her nipple. She groaned and shivered, writhing as we loved her nipples, the rain drumming louder on the canvas above us.

Together, Chaun and I moved down her body. We kissed across her stomach, our tongues licking, making her squirm. Her fingers stopped playing with my nipple as we reached her groin. She had a shaved line of pubic hair, just like I did, reaching towards her pussy. The scent of her spicy musk swelled.

“Mmm, let's devour her,” I groaned.

Chaun chuckled. “I thought you hated her.”

“A little,” I said. “She did try to steal you.”

“You can't blame me for that,” moaned the princess. “He is so sexy.”

“Yeeeees,” I groaned, my pussy clenching.

Together, Chaun and I lowered our lips down to her pussy. We were hungry for Royal cunt. Our cheeks pressed tight as our tongues licked through her folds and across her plump vulva. Her spicy musk coated my tongue. I savored her flavor, wiggling my hips, my own juices dribbling down my thighs.

Our tongues brushed as we licked through her folds. We found her clit, batting it, making her squirm more and more. Her moans echoed through our tent, louder than the rain as we devoured her naughty snatch. I nuzzled lower, wiggling my tongue in while Chaun flicked her clit.

Her pussy clenched as he did it.

“Chaun,” she gasped. “Oh, wow, that's nice. Oh, yes, suck on my clit while your wife... Yes!”

The princess's squeals were exciting. My tongue wiggled and swirled through her depths. I loved how her pussy walls felt as they contracted against my licking tongue. She gasped, spasming, the pleasure building in her as I assaulted her.

Chaun lifted his face, his dark fingers rubbing at her clit. He slid up her body as she moaned. I buried my face deep into her pussy, tonguing her as Chaun claimed the princess's lips, kissing her hard, letting her taste her own pussy.

“Mmm, you're getting so hot and wet,” I purred, sliding two fingers into her pussy, pumping them in and out. “Aren't you?”

She broke the kiss with Chaun. “Yes! I'm on fire.”

“Good,” I moaned, tonguing around my plunging fingers.

Chaun's digits danced on her clit. I licked his fingers, too, flicking up and down on her slit, drinking her spicy folds. I shoved my fingers in deep, savoring the silky feel of her pussy. Chaun had fucked this pussy so many times. He knew the sublime delight of being in her snatch when she came.

“Cum,” I moaned, fingering her faster and faster. “Let me hear you explode, Princess.”

“Yes,” Chaun groaned, twisting his body and engulfing her fat nipple.

She ran her fingers through his silvery hair and let out a whimper of delight. Her body bucked and heaved. Hot pussy spasmed about my fingers. Her juices flooded out. I lapped them up, moaning my enjoyment as the princess came.

She screamed her head off. She bucked and groaned. Chaun's fingers were a dark blur frigging her clit. My own nub throbbed in my pussy folds, aching to be touched and played with in the same way. I shivered, thrusting my fingers deep into her snatch, feeling her pussy spasm about them.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I groaned. “That's it. Oh, you love it. Just keep cumming. Mmm, yes. Enjoy it. Then you get to fuck my husband's cock while I fuck your ass.”

“Oh, you have a dildo?” the princess moaned.

“In a way,” I grinned, licking my lips, savoring her spicy cream staining them. I had an idea to use an elemental in a very naughty fashion.

“Let's do it,” Adelaide moaned. “On your back, Chaun. Let me ride you.”

“Yes, yes,” I groaned, rising up and ripping my fingers out of the princess's pussy. They dripped with her juices.

Chaun rolled onto his back, a huge grin on his face. He was eager for it. I bet all three of his balls were just bursting with cum to flood the princess's pussy. His thick dick throbbed ebony-black as the princess's pale hands grabbed it. She didn't hesitate to straddle his waist. I stared at her ass as it clenched in delight, her pussy sliding down his girth.

“Gods, that's wonderful,” groaned Chaun.

“Pater's cock, I missed this,” Adelaide moaned. “I thought about this night every day. I wished I'd made a different decision. That I didn't—”

He placed a finger to her lips. “You didn't know your husband would come home early. It's not your fault.”

She shivered on him, her ass clenching again as she writhed her hips. Then she slid her pussy up and down his shaft, leaving glistening juices staining that delicious cock. I groaned, shoving my right hand, covered in her juices, into my pouch and searched for my totem.

I grabbed the mangrove totem, stroking the undulating lines. I pulled it out and summoned the water elemental. It gathered its small body from the rain outside then flowed into the tent. Chaun glanced as me as I rose, my left hand sliding up to cup my small breast. The water flowed up my thigh to my clit, attaching onto it.

I shivered, my fingers dancing on my totem, controlling the elemental as it fashioned its watery body into a cock thrusting from my clit. It pulsed, contracting my little nub, shooting sparks of pleasure through me. I forced the water into a rigid shape, the surface rippling slightly.

“Fuck her,” groaned Chaun.

Princess Adelaide threw a look over her shoulders. Her eyes widened when she saw my watery cock. “Oh, gods, yes. Fuck me with that. I haven't been double penetrated in a few weeks.”

“Oh, I will fuck you hard,” I moaned, moving behind her. My left hand grabbed her left butt-cheek, pulling it to the side. I shoved my watery cock into her crack, searching for her asshole. I felt what the elemental felt through the totem. It slid across her flesh and found her puckered asshole.

I thrust hard.

“Luben's sacred oath,” I groaned as the pressure increased on my clit as I fucked the elemental dick into her asshole.

Her bowels were tight on the watery cock, pressing in on the elemental as I sank deeper and deeper into her. She moaned, wiggling, her back arching. I leaned over her, sliding my left hand around her to grab her round breast. My right hand gripped the totem, fingers dancing, controlling the elemental.

I drew back and then thrust in, groaning as the pressure increased on my clit. It was wonderful. The elemental teased my clit, playing with it, almost licking it as I fucked her asshole, driving her down my husband's cock.

“Gods, that's amazing,” she moaned. “Pater's dick, yes.”

“Fuck her,” Chaun groaned, his dark hands seizing Adelaide's pale ass. “Pound her, my songbird.”

“Yes,” I sang, my pussy clenching as I thrust harder and harder.

Chaun groaned and the princess moaned. My groin smacked into her ass as I drove the watery cock over and over into her bowels. They were so tight and hot. I felt the elemental writhing in pleasure as it caressed my clit. My fingers danced on the totem, playing with its body.

A tendril crept from the elemental down through my pussy lips, penetrating me. My back arched as a watery cock filled my snatch. My pussy clenched on it as I drove the other end into Adelaide's tight bowels.

I felt the difference between our two holes. My pussy was wet and silky while her bowels were hot and velvety. I groaned, fucking her bowels faster and faster. The other end in me pumped in and out, matching the rhythm of my hips, sending pleasure shooting through me.

“Oh, gods,” I moaned to Chaun. “Oh, this is so much fun.”

“Yes,” he grunted.

“So much! Pater's cock, yes!” Princess Adelaide's back arched. “Fuck me! Both of you pound me. I'm going to cum!”

“Do it,” Chaun growled. “Let me feel that pussy massage my cock.”

“Yes, yes, massage the cum out of my husband's balls,” I moaned, my pussy clenching on the thrusting cock, my hips a blur. My fingers danced on the totem. “Let's all cum!”

My orgasm swelled through me. I squeezed the princess's breast hard as I fucked her. My hips pounded her. My clit ached and throbbed. My pussy drank in the friction of the watery dick. I shuddered, my head tossing, hair flying.

Adelaide squealed. She slammed her hips down Chaun's cock as it drove into her pussy. Her bowels writhed about the watery cock. She screamed out her orgasmic delight. Chaun groaned, experiencing the delight of her spasming pussy.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I moaned. “Cum in her, Chaun. Flood her! Breed her! Plant a changeling baby in her!”

“Yes!” gasped the princess.

“Aurora,” groaned my husband. “Gods, yes!”

I knew he was cumming. I knew those groans he made. He was flooding the princess with his cum. He was breeding her. Just like I hoped he had bred me. I hoped an egg grew in my womb. I'd know by the time we reached the Altar of Souls if he had fertilized me.

“Breed her!” I sang as I drove into her bowels. My clit throbbed.

I joined them, cumming hard. Pleasure rushed through my mind. My thoughts embraced the rapture bubbling out of my pussy. My cunt spasmed on the water elemental thrusting in and out of me. I groaned, drinking in the pleasure, my fingers still dancing on my totem.

“Gods,” the princess moaned. “Gods, I hope you bred me.”

“Yes,” I panted, slumping over the pair of them.


Chapter Thirty-Six: Halfling's Demands

Minx

“I want this cock in me, now,” I said the moment Xera stepped into our tent, her naked body dripping with rainwater. I grabbed her cock swinging between her thighs. “Prince Gruber stole last night from us. So you have to make it up to me.”

Xera laughed. “Greedy, huh?”

“So greedy,” I grinned. “Sophia got to enjoy your cock last night, but I didn't. And you won't be in heat again for another month.”

“You can make my cock sprout whenever you like,” she laughed as I pulled her deeper into the tent.

“It's special when it sprouts naturally,” I told her as she knelt down. I stroked her thick dick, her big tits jiggling as she stretched out on her back.

She smiled, her ears twitching. It was almost over. This was my last heat to enjoy before she would head back to her wife and daughter. Maybe the last one ever if things went bad fighting the dragon.

So I would enjoy myself.

I stroked her dick with both hands, my tongue laving across the throbbing crown. Xera groaned, her arms stretching over her head as I slid my tongue through her slit, savoring her salty precum. My hands stroked down her cock, finding her wet pussy.

I played with her snatch with one hand, the other fisting her cock. My fingers danced through her folds, making her squirm more. Those delicious boobs jiggled as I latched my mouth onto the crown of her dick. I couldn't open my mouth wide enough to swallow her cock—but I could suck on the end.

“Minx,” she groaned as I sucked hard, my tongue playing with her slit. “My naughty minx.”

“So naughty,” I moaned about the tip of her dick, my fingers rubbing at her pussy.

Her pussy was shaved and she had so many folds, an extra set of pussy lips for me to explore. My fingers danced through them as I stroked her dick. Her shaft throbbed in my fisting hand while her body twitched and she gasped.

Her hot juices, smelling like marigold nectar, coated my fingers. She squirmed and gasped, her hips bucking, her dick throbbing. My small fingers pressed into her hot depths, feeling her sheath clench as the pleasure built in her.

I popped my mouth off. “I bet you want to cum?”

“So badly,” she moaned.

“In my mouth?” I shoved my fingers deeper into her cunt.

“Yes!”

“In my asshole!”

“Uh-huh!”

“In my pussy!”

“Matar's cock, yes! I love cumming in your pussy.”

Because she couldn't breed me. It wasn't technically cheating with me. She couldn't impregnate me like she could another elf or another of the hermaphroditic races. Elves were super weird. I stared into her green eyes. I loved her so much. And I knew she loved me even if she was married.

I didn't want to lose her. I wouldn't lose her.

“Then let's cum in my pussy all night long!” I said, rising and straddling her with my slender legs.

Her cock was so long I had to rise up on my knees just to slid her elf-dick beneath my pussy. My small frame shivered. She'd reach so deep into me. I loved taking her shaft all the way in me. I stared at the metallic-bronze skin of my stomach as I sank down her girth.

My belly bulged as I took all of her cock.

“Cernere's black cunt!” I groaned as the friction shivered through me. I loved this cock so much.

I wiggled down her cock, taking more and more of her girth. My pussy clung to her. It was so wonderful. My back arched. Her hands grasped my hips, her fingers, so pale and tinged with green, wrapped about my narrow hips.

“Matar's cock, I love this.”

“You love me?” I asked.

“I do.” Her body shook. Her big boobs quivered.

“Good,” I moaned as I bottomed out on her cock. “I love you so much, Xera. I'm coming with you.”

“With me?” she groaned as I rode up her dick.

“To your forest. I'll be your halfling mistress. You can share me with your wife.” I grinned. “You know how much I love hermaphrodites and their cocks.”

“I don't know,” she moaned as I leaned over, sliding my pussy down her girth again. Her dick throbbed in my depths.

“You do know.”

My small hands grabbed her big boobs. I squeezed them as I pressed my face into them. Stretched out on her belly, I was just tall enough to snuggle into them. I stared up at her from the valley of her big tits, her green eyes fluttering.

“You do want me to come back with you, right?”

“Yes,” she gasped, her hands sliding down my body to grip my ass as I slid my pussy up and down her cock. “Yes, yes, yes.”

I shivered, my pussy clenching down so hard on her dick. “Good! Fuck me! Cum in me! Over and over, Xera!”

Her hands squeezed my ass hard as she rolled me over. I shivered, crushed beneath her lithe body. I felt so tiny when she was on top. Her breasts smothered my face. I could die happy this way, my hands squeezing her tits, my pussy impaled on her cock, unable to breathe but buried in her soft, pillowy tits.

She moved her hands, rising up on her elbows as she drew back her hips and slammed her girl-cock into my pussy. I groaned, clenching down on her girth. Her big tits dangled over my face, swinging, her nipples bushing my lips.

So I sucked on one, my cheeks hollowing.

“Minx,” she groaned, fucking me harder.

I wrapped my slim thighs about her, my clit throbbing every time her pubic bone smashed into it. I loved it when she bottomed out in me. Her cock filling me to the brim. I gasped about her nipple, sucking so hard while her voice was so musical.

My pussy grew hotter and hotter. I clenched on her dick, savoring the increased friction. It carried me higher and higher, closer and closer. I nibbled on her nipple, making her tremble atop me, her thrusts harder, stronger. More frantic.

She neared her orgasm.

“Minx,” she groaned. “Oh, you're so hot. Matar's cock, yes!”

“Cum in me,” I moaned. “Flood me. Give it to me. All that yummy elf-seed. I want it!”

My pussy tingled as she slammed into me. Her cum spurted as she moaned. I buried my face into her breasts, squeezing them both as she basted me. Her elf-jizz splashed against the depths of my pussy. So hot and thick and wonderful.

I came.

Hard.

I bucked and spasmed beneath her. Stars burst before my vision. My head writhed between her tits. I rubbed her silky mounds on my cheeks as my pussy milked her dick. I shivered, rapture flooding through my body as she groaned atop me.

“My naughty minx,” she panted. “Oh, yes. Oh, you're so hot. Oh, I love you.”

“Love you,” I squeaked, voice muffled by her wonderful tits.

I shivered beneath her one last time. My pussy clenched about her cock. And then I groaned, blinking. Such rapture buzzed through my body as my orgasm receded. I wiggled on her dick, savoring her thick shaft.

“Mmm, do that to me again,” I moaned.

“Yes,” she groaned, drawing back her hips.

~  *  ~

Acolyte Sophia

“My Queen,” I said, bowing as Angela entered the tent. She had the first watch.

“I thought you'd be asleep,” she said. The rain had stopped an hour ago, but her armor was still wet.

“I have a favor to ask,” I told her, rising and helping to unbuckle the straps holding on her pauldrons. I had grown quite skilled at removing her armor over the last six months.

It was spring when we left Secare. It felt longer.

“Yes?” she asked as I knelt down, unbuckling her sword belt, her large breasts heaving above me.

“Help me contact my goddess.”

A smile played on her lips in the darkness of the tent. Just enough light from the campfire, fed by Thrak as he took his turn at watch, bled through the canvas to allow me to see. “I bet it's naughty.”

“Very naughty,” I moaned. “We will both have to focus on the pleasures of feminine delight, calling out to our goddess.”

“So she's our goddess?” Angela asked.

“Of course, my Queen. She's every woman's goddess. Particularly those who love each other.”

“And I do love my concubine,” Angela said as I unbuckled the greaves strapped over her leather, thigh-high boots.

I shivered in delight.

“Very well. This must be important.”

I nodded my head. “I need to learn all the spells I can.”

“Well, she did give you your magic early,” Angela said. “She must have known you'd need them.”

“Uh-huh,” I nodded.

“So,” Angela asked, falling down to her knees before me, her hands sliding up my naked body. I shivered as they reached my breasts. “How do we do this?”

“We must unite our sexes, pressing them as close as possible, and concentrate most hard on her virginal love.”

Angela's smile grew. “And you're not trying to control how we make love tonight?”

“I would never do that, my Queen,” I gasped.

She laughed, moving her legs, scissoring them with mine as she leaned back. “I know you wouldn't. You're my concubine.”

“Always,” I breathed, my heart racing as she pushed her pussy closer to mine, her ass sliding up my right thigh. I leaned back, too, my pussy clenching.

And then our cunts met.

I groaned at the contact of our hot flesh rubbing together. Our shaved flesh, both wet and slippery with our excitement, slid across each other. My clit throbbed as her pussy lips caressed it. And then our buds brushed, sparks flying.

I groaned, my heart racing as our hips undulated together. Her breasts jiggled as she tossed back her head, moaning loudly. Her pussy grew hotter and hotter as our flesh slid together. She sank lower, stretching out on her side.

“Mmm, yes,” moaned Angela. “Saphique, can you feel how much we love each other? How we revel in each other's flesh?”

“Yes, yes, my goddess,” I moaned, lying on my back. I grabbed Angela's right leg, bringing her foot to my lips. “We love each other and need your guidance. Shine your light upon us.”

Angela groaned as my tongue swiped through her toes. I shivered, tasting the leather, not caring because they were my Queen's toes. She shivered, humping harder against me as I sucked on her toes, loving them, worshiping them.

Our hips humped faster and faster, sliding our pussies together. My labia ached and throbbed against her flesh. Our clits kissed over and over. I shivered each time, moaning as I sucked on her toes, my hands stroking her thighs. My nipples rubbed on her calves as I shivered; each throbbing, shooting pleasure down to my pussy.

“Oh, Saphique, feel how dedicated my concubine is to you. How much she loves you and all women. She worships us. She's your most devoted servant. Come upon her.”

Angela humped harder against me, hugging my right leg between her tits as she ground her pussy on mine. I shivered, the pleasure building and building. It swelled swiftly as I tongued the sole of her foot. Angela shivered, loving it.

“Saphique, yes,” Angela moaned. “She's such a worthy acolyte.”

“I need you, my virgin Goddess,” I moaned, grinding my pussy hard against Angela's. Our flesh kissed, growing hotter and hotter, wetter and wetter.

“Yes, yes, yes,” my Queen moaned.

I felt her orgasm approach. My training had taught me how to read the signs of a woman's arousal. And it built in her swiftly. It swelled and rose. I ground harder on her, eager for her to explode in a shower of delight. I rubbed and humped, trembling, my body shivering in anticipation of her explosion of pleasure.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Angela gasped. “Oh, Saphique, bless her. Bless her!”

“Bless me, my Goddess!” I groaned, trembling.

“Saphique!”

Angela trembled. Her juices flooded hot as she came against my pussy. I sucked hard on her toe, trembling, savoring the heat of her cream. Our hips both undulated. Our clits met in a fiery kiss. Sparks flew.

I joined her in rapture.

My pussy spasmed. My juices flooded out. Our musks mixed in the air. Tangy and tart, an incense to please my goddess. The rapture shot through me. I gasped, my eyes fluttering as the ecstasy boiled my mind and—

The world vanished.

I was lying on warm sand. Water lapped at my legs. Women moaned around me. I blinked, staring up at blue skies. The scent of hot pussy wreathed the air as I sat up on the beach of the Isle of Women—Saphique's paradise in the Astral Realm.

“Welcome, my child.”

I shivered, recognizing that voice. I turned to see Saphique, the Virgin Goddess, standing in the surf, looking like a slim, young woman. Her body petite and her face youthful, innocent. The waves splashed about her legs, beads of water glistening like diamonds on her skin.

“You answered,” I gasped, rolling over on my knees and bowing before her.

“Such genuflection is not needed here,” Saphique said, moving to me. She knelt over me, her hands stroking my light-brown hair.

“I am so sorry, my Goddess,” I said, my voice hoarse. “I was too immature to learn before. I didn't pay attention in my lessons. If I had, I would know the spells to protect us against the dragon. To help us fight. I am humbly sorry, my Goddess, for not being a better acolyte.”

“And that is why you're here?” Saphique asked. “So that I may impart upon you the knowledge of all my magic?”

She raised my face from the sand to stare up at her. “Yes, my Goddess. We need more than the healing magic I know. I need something to ward my friends and protect them.”

“Even the men?”

I winced. “They are...my friends, too.” I swallowed. “Nothing in your teachings say we have to hate men, just not submit to their lusts. I do not know them carnally, but I know them...emotionally. Thrak and Chaun are dear to me. I want to protect them as much as my Queen.” Tears beaded my eyes. “Please, my Goddess. You gave me your milk early for a reason. Before I was a priestess. It must be because you want Angela to kill the dragon.”

“I do not care about the dragon,” she said. “I merely addressed something monstrous that had been done to you.”

“Monstrous?” I frowned. “What?”

She stroked my cheeks. “Protect your friends, my dear Acolyte. Even the men. I do not want you to perish. You are special.”

I blinked. “I am?”

She nodded her head as she drew my lips to her pink nipple beading with her milk. “Drink and gain the knowledge you need. You will change my church, Sophia. And that is something remarkable.”

I latched onto her nipple. Change her church? Me? I was just an acolyte. Angela's sex slave. She would change the world. She would be the High Queen. She would reforge her ancestor's empire with his sword.

Would that change the church?

I drank deeply of Saphique's milk. I shuddered as rapture engulfed me. The moment the first drop of her creamy milk splashed on my tongue, my orgasm exploded through my body. I gasped and groaned, my thoughts awash in bliss.

And knowledge.


Chapter Thirty-Seven: The Last Leg

Chaun – Kivnar Princedom, The Princedoms of Zeutch

I climbed off my horse as we reached the crossroad. Three days since the dragon, and we had reached the road that lead northeast to Echur, the capital of the Princedom of Kivnar. I stopped before the princess's horse. Her dress looked much improved, fixed by Faoril's magic.

She swung down from her brown mare's saddle. I grabbed her waist, helping her to the ground. I stared at the princess. The last few nights had been...wonderful. Aurora and I had shared our bed with the princess, loving her. The pair even seemed...friendly.

“You can come with me,” Adelaide said. “I know your friends are committed to this folly, but you and your wife can come to my court. You will not be a fugitive, Chaun. I will write to the Bardic College of Az, have them reinstate your status as a bard.”

“I am committed to this folly,” I told her, stroking her fair cheek.

She sighed, her blue eyes squeezing shut.

“We will survive,” Aurora said, her voice firm as she joined us. “Okay, Adelaide?”

My wife embraced the princess. They held each other fiercely. Both their eyes beaded with tears. Their lips met in a quick kiss. Then my wife turned, her arm reaching, pulling me to join them. Their arms slipped about me. The teary princess kissed me with such passion, such longing.

And it was still her dead husband I saw in her thoughts. She didn't love me. She loved owning me. It was close. But it wasn't the same. It wasn't what Aurora felt. But it was still nice to feel her hot lips on mine.

She broke the kiss. “Then come to my castle when you're done. I could use a Court Bard and his songbird. A place for you to nest and lay your egg. To see your son grow.” She rubbed her belly. “I...I wasn't using magic as a contraception. I haven't been with my husband in months. I know you've quickened a child in me, Chaun. The changeling who shall rule Kivnar next.”

“As Gruber's son?”

“Only to the world. He'd know who his true father is. And with your help, he can hide who he is, blend in. And...” She smiled. “In a generation or two, changelings might rule Kivnar openly.”

I glanced at Aurora.

“Maybe we will,” she said, glancing at me.

“Maybe,” I agreed. I took a deep breath. “You should be safe on the road, Princess. I am sure there are local lords who will recognize you and convey you home. Especially after the tragedy that you escaped.”

Adelaide nodded her head. “I will be fine. I'm not the one going to fight a dragon.”

“My wife's powers will protect me.” The tests using water elementals as wardings had proven successful. Thrak had volunteered to be warded after the rocks survived Faoril's fires. The big orc came through unscathed.

“Then come back to me,” Adelaide said. “Both of you. It's a command. I am the ruler of Kivnar now. You stand upon my soil.”

I bowed my head. “Your Highness, we are your humble servants.”

Fresh tears fell down her face. Then she turned and mounted her horse. I held my wife as Adelaide started back. Lady Delilah promised me I would be a Court Bard again when she recruited me months ago in Lor-Khev. I doubted she meant at the court of Kivnar.

I glanced at Angela waiting on her warhorse. She would be High Queen one day. Somehow, Lady Delilah knew that. She promised me I'd be a Court Bard again. And I would be, to Angela. We were five days from the Altar of Souls. Five days from reforging the High King's sword.

~  *  ~

Knave Angela – The Altar of Souls – The Princedoms of Zeutch

I trembled as we approached the hill.

It lay on the edge of the desolation. Beyond were the fields scorched by Dominari, a dun stain on the horizon. But here, rising out of the plain, was the verdant hill upon which rested the Altar of Souls. Where the God Krab had forged the mountains of the world, mighty devices of antiquity, and the weapons of gods and heroes.

Including my ancestor's sword.

I trembled as we approached it. Since Dominari's attack eight days ago, we had no problems crossing through the Princedoms. Yesterday, we crossed the River Nyer and entered the Princedom of Kot-Ner. We had left the highway, cutting across what was once good farming land, but abandoned because it lay too close to the Desolation.

We spotted the hill two hours ago. As it blossomed larger and larger, my stomach twisted more and more. What would happen after we killed the dragon? The sword was split apart to keep anyone from having High King Peter's power. From reforging his empire.

I didn't want to rule. I didn't want to have power. But would the rulers of the world believe that? Prince Gruber thought I was reforging the sword for that reason. I know Sophia believed I would do it. I was pretty sure that was why she called me Queen to begin with. The rest of the party kept staring at me, such speculation in their eyes.

Were they ready to help me conquer the world?

The dragon. Focus on the dragon. We might not survive Dominari. Then it was moot.

“Such power,” Aurora said, her voice tight. “It's warded by elementals. I can feel them in the hill, waiting.”

“And the spells that ward it,” Faoril said in awe. “Ancient magics laid down...”

“It whispers,” Xera said, her ears twitching. “It's waiting.”

“For you, my Queen,” Sophia said.

I patted my large satchel, the five pieces of the sword, the Minotaur's heart held in the enchanted box, and the adamantium ore. All the pieces needed to reforge it with Faoril's magic. My stomach twisted as I led my friends onto the path.

It spiraled up the hill, the stark white chalk of the dirt contrasting with the bright green of the heather covering the mound. It was too...perfect. As we circled it, the hill felt like a perfect mound raised above the ground, a nipple thrusting from the earth.

The air buzzed with energy. I felt it in my bones and rattling in my teeth. Tingles raced up my arms and legs, like I had struck my funny bone. I squirmed in the saddle, my heart beating faster and faster as we climbed higher and higher. Six months of journeying, questing, and we were almost done.

The last step before the dragon.

The sun burst out of the clouds, shining bright for the first time since we reached the Princedoms. It warmed my back as we reached the pinnacle. My breath quickened. What would we find? Would there be any guardians protecting the altar? Any last defenses we had to overcome?

I craned my neck, struggling to see over the crown of the hill and spot the altar. I rose in my stirrups. Through the grass, I caught glimpses of something gleaming bright and silver. I heeled my horse to a trot. His hooves clopped on the chalky path and...

I saw it.

The silvery altar, resembling more an anvil than something you would find in a temple's sanctum. Bright runes were carved into it, catching the sunlight in mirrored reflections that dazzled my eyes. And there, standing by the altar, was a woman.

A woman I knew.

Lady Delilah, wearing armor similar to my own, her fiery hair spilling about her pauldrons. She was a curvy woman, her beauty overpowering, burning as bright as the altar shone beside her. I groaned at the sight of her, my girlish crush speeding the beat of my heart.

“Welcome, Angela,” Lady Delilah said, her voice throaty.

“The Flaming Woman,” Sophia breathed, quoting the Lesbius Oracle—our final companion.

“I have been waiting for you and your companions,” Lady Delilah continued, “for so very long.”

But even as girlish desire rose in me, so did anger. “Good, because I have questions. And you are going to answer them!”


Chapter Thirty-Eight: The Flaming Woman

Knave Angela – The Altar of Souls, The Princedoms of Zeutch

My demand hung in the air as I advanced on Lady Delilah, emotions swirling wildly through me. I had so many questions about all the strange things that had happened since my Quest's start. And she would give me answers. My hand fell to the hilt of my sword. I didn't care that she was a senior Knight Deute. I didn't care that she made my heart race with lust's desires.

I would get my answers, or the Gods would witness my anger.

“I am sure you have many,” Lady Delilah purred, her stance shifting; the chainmail loincloth swung between her thighs. She wore armor similar to mine, a low-cut half-breastplate showing off her lush mounds, pauldrons shiny on her shoulders, her chainmail loincloth hanging from her wide sword belt, knee-high boots with greaves strapped over the shins, and vambraces covering her forearms.

Sophia stood beside me, trembling in her white robes. Thrak edged to my right, Minx to my left, moving in slow circles to surround her. Wood clunked behind me, Aurora pulling out her totems while Faoril's robes rustled as she reached for her vials of cum, ready to perform her magic.

If Lady Delilah was at all disturbed by the menacing looks the hulking orc gave or the sharp daggers in Minx's hands, she showed only relaxed confidence. Chaun stepped up to my left, his head cocking.

“That's the woman who hired me,” he said, voice coached low.

“Nudged you on the path,” Lady Delilah corrected, giving Chaun a slow smile. Then she inclined her head. “You gave me a wondrous gift that night.”

“Why did you hire Chaun?” I demanded as I ripped the garnet pendant from my pouch. “Why did you give me this amulet? And why did I find its twin on the warlock Fireeyes after he tried to kill me? Are you the elf who enlisted Minx to steal the sword? Were you the elf we saw in the Deorc forest? How is that even possible? Who are you really?”

“I scarce know where to begin,” she answered, her hands sweeping her fiery hair off her pauldrons and behind her back.

“Are you the Flaming Woman?” Sophia asked.

“Flaming woman...” Her head tilted, an amused smile forming on her lips. “Is that how the Lesbius Oracle described me? Usually, the prophecies give me a different title. But that is apropos, I suppose.”

“Other prophecies?” I furrowed my brow. “What are you talking about?”

“Why, the prophecies about the return of the High King's heir. The Hero of Lilies who will reforge his empire and take up his sword.”

“Hero of Lilies?” I glanced at Faoril.

The mage blinked her eyes then shook her head. “The study of prophecies is not something pursued at the Collegiate Towers. Most do not delve into such esoteric fields.”

“It is a savior prophecy,” Thrak grunted. “Or so I heard. Spoken at the time the High King died. The Hero who would return and save the world, a second coming of the High King Peter. I heard a lecture on it briefly at my time at Allenoth. But, I must confess, I made a study of philosophy not prophecy.”

“Not many do,” Lady Delilah smiled. “But I have. I have spent a thousand years studying every prophecy given by every oracle.”

I blinked. “What? You can't be that old.”

“Not even elves live that long,” Xera said. “If you are truly of my race and found a way to appear human.”

“I am not an elf. Nor am I human.” Lady Delilah licked her lips. “I am unique. There are none living who are like me. I have spent the centuries studying the prophecies, waiting for the Hero of Lilies, the descendant of the High King through his only surviving daughter, Lily.”

“And?” I frowned. “I am not the only descendant. Why not my mother? My cousins? It's been a thousand years. There must be scores of his descendants.”

“But none are the Hero of Lilies. None were given an impossible task. None found the companions and the sword. 'And thus did the Hero of Lilies, a Knight of Flames, venture forth to quest for the impossible,' spoke the Oracle of the Sands seven-hundred-and-three years ago.

“'In the Temple of Purity, anointed by virginity, was the Hero of Lilies charged with the impossible. A task no man had completed. But the Hero of Lilies would slay fire, defeat betrayal, and wield the Broken Blade once more,' spoke the Oracle of Whispers five-hundred-and-thirty-three years ago.

“'For Duty shall the Hero of Lilies set out, death's maw waiting at journey's end. Seek boon companions to avoid betrayal's trap, oh Hero of Lilies. The Whore untouched by Men. The Hunter of Love Unseen. The Mage of Grief and Guilt. The Barbarian who Mourns Love's Lost,. The Bard with a Thousand Faces. The Thief who Steals Her Love. The Shaman Cursed to Walk. The Guide Who has Seeded the Path,' spoke the Serpent Oracle nine-hundred-and-thirty-three years ago.”

“Whore?” muttered Sophia.

“You haven't answered my questions,” I said, anger growing at the nonsense she spouted. Old prophecies about me? “Why are you interested in this? Why have you involved yourself with me? Why did you give Fireeyes a matching amulet?” My anger boiled over. “He tried to kill us! Why help find my companions, and then send a warlock to attack me over and over. To use magic to stop me?”

Lady Delilah's mouth twisted with distaste. “I gave that amulet to King Edward. Not Fireeyes!” Her fingers flexed. “The King lied to me. He feigned interest in your quest. I have long advised him before he became King, as I advised his father. When he learned of your Quest to kill the dragon, he wanted to support you, or so he claimed. He wanted to give aid. He asked for a way to track you. I supplied the amulets. I have a third.” She reached into a pouch and pulled out a matching pendant. “It is how I have monitored you on your quest.”

“King Edward?” I blinked. “Why would he want me dead?”

“He was crowned right before your quest,” Lady Delilah answered. “You know the custom of your kingdom.”

“He visited the Sekar Oracle,” Sophia said.

“And got a prophecy,” I groaned. “About me?”

“Apparently. He deduced who you were from it. The closer time has come to your appearance, the more specific the prophecies have become. It was what allowed me to find all your companions years ago. 'The Bard of a Thousand Faces, Seducer of Princesses and Shame of Princes. Disgraced. Hunted. Seek him in low places, singing bawdy tales,' spoke the Oracle of Sands one-hundred-and-seven years ago.” Lady Delilah's eyes flicked to Chaun. “And when you cuckolded Prince Gruber and fled his court in disgrace, I knew I had found you.”

“But why?” I demanded. “Why do you care? Why are you invested in this? Why have you spent a thousand years waiting for me?” I couldn't believe it. A hero? “I am just a disgraced knight. I'm going to kill a dragon and spend the rest of my life as a fugitive.”

“Or as the Queen. The High King's heir restored to her rightful place of power, ruling her ancestor's kingdom as she wields his sword.” Lady Delilah's eyes grew wide, her voice breathy.

My stomach squirmed. I did not want that. I just wanted to protect people.

“That did not answer her question,” Thrak rumbled.

“Is it because you're in the prophecies?” Sophia asked. “The Guide? The Flaming Woman who will change Angela's destiny?”

“Because I am Queen Aria of Hamilten,” she answered.

“What?” I blinked.

“Impossible,” Faoril said. “Queen Aria has been dead for a...”

“Thousand years?” A smile crossed Lady Delilah's lips.

“Wait, you're claiming to be the High King's wife?” Sophia demanded. “That you're Angela's ancestor, too?”

“No, no, that was Rose, his second wife,” Lady Delilah said. “She bore him all his children. But I was his first. I was with him from nearly the beginning. I witnessed him forge his empire. And I watched as that bitch Slata destroyed it.” True anger crossed her face, her cheeks growing as ruddy as her hair. “His sons killed by mishaps. His own body afflicted with a wasting illness. The curse placed upon his only daughter Lily so she and all her descendants would only bear girls. All the work of Slata out of her jealousy for Pater's indiscretions. She persecutes all the Holy Father's bastards, including my Peter.

“But I persevered. I swore to my husband as he died I would find the Hero of Lilies and witness his kingdom restored. That I would walk the centuries, searching for her, waiting for the signs to be right, and then ensuring she regained what was stolen from her ancestor.”

Lady Delilah's eyes fixed on me, the green depths burning with a fiery fervor. “For you, Angela. I have waited for you. I can see it in your eyes. You have Rose's face and his nose. You are their descendant. You have found his sword. You overcame all the obstacles I placed in your path when I hid the blade.”

“You hid the blade?” I demanded. “You broke it apart and scattered it across the world? This sounds crazy. The High King's wives are long dead. They're moldering in the ground. You can't have lived this long.”

“A demigoddess could,” Faoril said. “She claims she is unique. She can change her appearance.”

“But the High King's wife? That she's really a queen?”

“Chaun can prove it. He has seen my husband's appearance in my thoughts.” Her eyes softened again. “He took my husband's visage the night we met in Lor-Khev.”

“I did,” Chaun said, nodding his head. “I can see her husband's form in her thoughts.”

“Become him.” There was such longing in Lady Delilah's voice, her eyes no longer burning but tremulous. “Let me gaze upon him again.”

Chaun glanced at me. I nodded.

The changeling's form blurred. His shoulders swelled, his chest growing thicker, stronger. His midnight-black skin became paler, lighter, like my skin. He became a man of power. A man with a regal bearing. A man who knew his strengths because they had been tested time and time again.

“The High King,” Faoril said, a touch of awe in her voice. “He looks like the statues I have seen of him.”

“They have one of him at Allenoth,” Thrak nodded.

“And in Shesax, Angela,” Sophia said, her voice croaking. “In the Water Square. He stands at the center of the fountain. That man.”

“My Lord and Husband,” Lady Delilah breathed. Her hands reached out, fingers outstretched for a moment. Then she yanked them back, tears glistening in her eyes. “Thank you for letting me see him again.”

“You're welcome,” Chaun said, his voice deeper, majestic. Then he rippled, growing slimmer, taller, more effeminate as he returned to his natural appearance.

“This is madness,” I said, staring at Lady Delilah. Queen Aria. “You've been following me? You've been watching the quest, nudging my companions to join me? Why not just approach me? Why not help me?”

“I couldn't interfere directly,” she said. “Though I came close when the erinyes became involved. You had to be strong enough to overcome all the trials on your own. Without my interference. And you did. All of them. You recovered my husband's sword.” Her head whipped around, staring at the Altar of Souls. “It awaits you. Reforge it. Take up your destiny.”

“To slay the dragon?”

“That is just the start,” breathed Delilah. “The eight of us standing here, Angela, will aid you. The High Kingdom of Hamilten will be reforged. You shall bring peace to the world. United under one Queen.”

I arched an eyebrow. “It's already fairly peaceful. The Knight Orders see to that. Why do you need me?”

“You will understand,” Delilah breathed. “When you hold the sword. You will understand the power it contains. The responsibility that it grants you. Why that blade tamed me.”

“What are you?” Minx asked. “Are you really Adel? Are you the elf I met in Raratha?”

Lady Delilah's flesh rippled the same way Chaun's did. She grew taller and slimmer, pointed ears peaking through her hair, a greenish cast blossoming across her skin. Her face became delicate. Still Lady Delilah's face, but unmistakably an elf. A cock pushed past her chainmail, dangling long and hard before her.

“Oh, my,” Sophia said.

“That's her,” Minx grinned. “I sucked that cock. She can control it, Xera. Have it whenever she wants.”

“Lucky for her,” Xera said. “You are one of Matar's children? Or Henta's?”

“Matar,” Lady Delilah answered. “Her daughter. I was wild. And then Peter tamed me. He took me as his wife. And then we found Rose, and we loved her together.” Her girl-dick twitched. She blurred, shifting back into a human appearance, but her cock didn't vanish. “Have I answered your questions to your satisfaction, Angela? Do you believe I am your enemy? I have only ever wanted you to succeed. I was so wroth with King Edward when I discovered his duplicity. He has betrayed you, sent assassins to kill you. He ensured the knights sent to hunt you were joined by Slata's priestesses. Because he knows that you will depose him.”

“I won't,” I said, trembling. “I am just slaying the dragon.”

“Stubborn.” The smile grew. “Just like your ancestor.” Lady Delilah pointed at the Altar of Souls. “There it is. Reforge the blade. Then let us ride to Dominari's cave and discover what your true destiny is.”

Then she stepped closer to me. I shivered. She was as beautiful now as she was when I first saw her a decade ago. Not surprising; she was immortal. She reached out, touched my hand. “If you have more questions, we can discuss them in a more intimate setting.” Her eyes flicked to Sophia. “Your concubine can join us, too. She is a part of your decision, Angela. Will you truly be her queen?”

My heart beat faster. My cheeks warmed. My eyes flicked down to her cock. “Very well. You have answered my questions. It's insane.”

“Yeah,” Aurora squeaked. “So you knew I would marry Chaun before I ever did.”

“I did,” Lady Delilah purred, looking past me. “And I am so glad you have found such joy in it. I watched you grow up, witnessed how you suffered these last two years being unable to fly.”

“I can fly,” she said and then blurred into a song bird, her wings flapping, launching herself at Chaun. She landed on his shoulder and chirped.

“Wonderful,” Lady Delilah smiled. “It is one thing to study prophecy, but to see it unfold, to see you eight become closer and closer over the months, has been something amazing. Something I was honored to watch. And now...” She took my hands, squeezing them, smiling at me. “I am so thrilled to join you, too.”

“To face the dragon with us?”

“To face everything with you, my Queen,” Lady Delilah said, her voice so breathy. She knelt before me. “I am your humble servant. The oaths I swore to my husband, I transfer to you. I shall obey you, love you, serve you.”

I wanted so badly to believe her, but a tiny doubt nibbled at the back of my mind. Why would she give the amulet to King Edward at all? Her answer made sense. It was reasonable. Why would she doubt King Edward's intentions? But...she was the High King's wife. Chaun proved that. And if she truly was a demigoddess, she must have power like the Minotaur. I needed all the help to defeat Dominari.

The memory of the dragon's flames burned through my mind. The beast wiped out a hundred men in a heartbeat.

“Faoril, begin your preparations.”


Chapter Thirty-Nine: Forging Souls

Warlock Faoril

I had never drawn a magic circle with more care than this one. Not even when I summoned the Eldridge Horror during the Test on the Island. I scribed out the most complex of circles: the Starburst. A ten-pointed star. I used red chalk to draw it to contain immense heat.

I made it on the polished, stone slab upon which rested the Altar of Souls. My entire body trembled. There was such magic in the air. The entire hillside brimmed with energy. My heart beat faster and faster. It was time to cast the Ritual of Reclamation. I knew the theory. I understood how the energies had to be used. The materials were here, spread out on the altar. The hunk of raw adamantium, the five pieces of the High King's sword, the bloody heart of the Minotaur.

After drawing the circle and the star, I made the arcane markings. I wrote the five elements names twice, fire in the points of the star facing north and south, water in the points facing east and west. I drew each one with precision, kneeling on the ground, ignoring the ache in my back as I worked while the party asked Lady Delilah more questions.

She insisted on being called Lady Delilah. “I have grown used to the name,” she had laughed when Aurora called her Queen Aria. “I haven't used that name since I faked my death and broke apart the sword.”

It was hard to ignore their conversation as she spoke on the one-hundred-and-two prophecies she had collected about Angela and her destiny. How she pieced together the clues to find us. Minx, she claimed, was the hardest to find until her older sister was hung. Thrak was easy. The first orc to ever attend Allenoth University.

“I was so afraid she would die,” Lady Delilah laughed. “The basilisk hunted her and her hunters, and Angela and Sophia were blundering through the woods. I had to do something. Prophecies are not exact. In many ways, they are guides that you have to follow to reach the right future, but if you make a wrong turn... So I became Adel and raced though the woods to lead her to you.”

“Fortunate,” Xera said. “That hunt had gone poorly for us.”

“But it allowed us to gain Xera's help and find the Lesbius Oracle,” Sophia said.

“'Seek instruction, oh Hero of Lilies, from the Oracle of the Forest, the Oracle devoted to the Divine Virgin, for guidance, but the price shall be steep,'” quoted Lady Delilah. “So I knew where you were heading.”

I blocked them out. I couldn't be distracted, not right now. After drawing the elemental names, I added markings of warding to the outside edge. It had to be strong. Salamanders were powerful spirits to summon. They were the embodiment of fire dwelling in the Astral Realm. The Ideal of Fire.

The sun had passed its Zenith and was well on its way to setting when I made the final mark. Sweat fell off my forehead as I rose. I groaned, my back popping as I arched it. And then I studied the runes.

“Such precision,” Lady Delilah said.

I jumped, turning to find the woman behind me. She had let her cock vanish because it no longer tented her chainmail loincloth. For a moment, I wondered what properties her cum had for powering my magics. I would have to get a sample from her later.

“It has to be precise,” I answered. “No mage gains the red robes who can't make a precise circle. I will be unleashing energies and summoning powerful entities from the Astral Realm. If the geometries and markings are not drawn with enough mathematical precision, then they shall escape, and we would have a horde of salamanders rampaging.”

“It is such a pity you failed your test.” Lady Delilah shook her head. “I had assumed you would pass. Your teachers always spoke so highly of you.”

“I made a mistake,” I frowned, my cheeks warming. Embarrassment flooded through me. It was such a dumb mistake, too. “I didn't preserve the lemures' cum I had collected.”

“But you will not make a mistake today. I can see it in you. You are not a woman that repeats her follies.”

Her words banished my embarrassment. “Thank you.”

“Are we ready?” Angela asked.

“We are ready,” I told her. I pulled out three vials of Thrak's cum and drank them down one after the other. I shivered, the energy reserves flooding through me.

I faced the circle. The altar gleamed silver in the setting sun. I took a deep breath and sent fire into the circle to power it. The chalk burst to life with a ruddy glow, painting crimson across the altar. The circle hummed. There were no disruptions in the harmonics. It was perfect.

I ripped open a portal to the Astral Realm and summoned the salamanders.

The others gasped behind me as they stared at the rip in the fabric of our reality, the realm of the Gods beyond. Fire poured through. Great tongues of red and orange danced through the rift. The air wavered and danced above. The polished stone around the altar grew a dull red as the heat poured out.

But it didn't come past the circle.

“What is that?” Sophia gasped behind me.

Out of the rip came the salamanders. They were creatures made entirely of flame, similar to Aurora's elementals. But these were no constructs bound together by a shaman's will. These were Ideal Fire. Living flames. Their bodies were tongues of dancing yellows, reds, oranges, and whites. As they stepped out on all four, their bodies rippled and writhed. They had no fixed forms as their flames danced in various directions. They looked superficially like large lizards. But their legs were longer.

Four of them answered my summons, padding around the circle. Fiery tongues flicked out, brushing the edges. Their fiery tails swept back and forth, leaving plumes of black smoke rising up into the air. The choking vapors swirled and gusted, pressing against the boundary of the circle, forming a cylinder of boiling darkness rising higher and higher into the sky. Constrained, unable to escape the geometries of my boundaries.

One snarled and slammed into the barrier. I felt the impact through my senses, the geometries wavering for a moment. I poured more energy into the circle, strengthening it while I directed my will at the inhabitants. Life magic surged into the circle.

The salamanders were summoned for a purpose. And they would obey my will.

I thrust my hands out before me, sweat breaking out across my face as the salamanders snarled and hissed. They all threw themselves into the magic circle. Energy rippled from their impacts, waves of red sweeping across the cylinder trapping them. They fixed burning eyes on me, anger swarming in them. The stones glowed hotter and hotter at their feet, the glare hurting my eyes.

I ignored it as I sent earth magic now into the circle. The barrier restricted energy from passing back and forth. But I drew the barrier. I powered it. So I could slip my magic through the circle, touching the arcane runes I marked, and sending the power of the earth into the sword pieces, the hunk of adamantium, and the Minotaur's heart.

“Heat,” I said. “I need your heat. Your energy. You are the Fires of Krab. You are the Flames of Creation. Pour your power into the blade. Let what was broken be made whole!”

The words were unnecessary, but they focused my thoughts. My body trembled as the Life, Earth, and Fire magic poured out of me. My energy reserves dwindled as I burned through Thrak's cum. I furrowed my brows, focusing on the salamanders and nothing else.

“Obey, Flames of Creation.”

They hissed at me and then turned. They pressed against the Altar of Souls. Heat poured into the silver. It drank their energy with a great thirst. But it didn't glow. However hot they made it, didn't affect its silvery surface.

But the items on the altar felt it. The heat sank into the sword. The raw adamantium melted. My earth magic guided the molten metal as I added a fourth stream of magic—Air. I lifted the pieces of the sword. I fit them together where they were broken. I poured molten adamantium to fill in the gaps, welding the sword together. My senses dove into the blade, feeling the grain of the metal, how they aligned. I shifted the pattern to align them into one piece. The molten metal responded, the lattice of its structure unifying into a solid piece.

It grew stronger and stronger, drinking in the heat from the Salamanders. The blade was half-molten, blazing white-hot. It burned like a sun, blinding bright, forcing away my gaze. I worked with only my magic, feeling through the energy coursing out of my body.

And then I plunged the blade into the smoking heart, quenching it with the essence of the Minotaur. Blood hissed into the air, boiling off the blade as it drank in the power of Gewin's son, reactivating the magic imbued in this blade when Krab had forged it here a thousand years ago. The heart shriveled..more and more of its flesh devoured by the essence of the blade.

Like carbon transformed iron into steal, the Minotaur's heart transformed the mundane into the powerful. I gasped, the energy swelling in the sword. It pulsed through my magic. It grew stronger and stronger.

“I can feel it,” Angela whispered.

The final fleshy strands of the demigod's heart vanished. I grit my teeth, forcing the salamanders back through the gateway. I activated water, sliding it through the points of the star marked with that rune, and prodded the spirits out of our reality. My energy faded faster and faster. My eyes stung with sweat. I swayed.

“Go!” I snarled, pushing them towards the rift, the sword hovering in the air. I released it, the blade's own power keeping it aloft. “Now!”

My words cracked against the fire of the salamanders. The water hissed, steam flaring. They retreated from the liquid goading them. They crawled back through the portal, leaving behind the mortal world. I slammed it shut, cutting them off.

My magic ran out.

The circle died. The column of rising smoke billowed outward, no longer constrained. As it rose, it dissipated into a wider and wider cloud. The heat glowing the rocks in the circle met the cooler air of autumn. I swayed, the warmth of a forge washing over us. The stones at my feet grew hot. Without the circle to hold it back, the heat spread until the entire stone slab now glowed a dull red. I stumbled back. Grass burst into flames at the edge.

Aurora's water elementals put it out. Then they danced over the stone as Angela walked forward, staring at the glowing sword hovering in the air. It smoked and sizzled as water from the elemental splashed upon it. The knight strode through the water boiling on the surface of the stones, heat and steam dancing around her.

And seized the High King's sword.

The world trembled beneath my feet.

~  *  ~

Knave Angela

My fingers clasped the glowing sword.

I gasped.

Orgasmic pleasure exploded into my body. My legs quivered as rapture surged through my veins. My head snapped back. My entire body convulsed as my pussy spasmed. Juices flooded down my thighs as I felt the power of the sword.

It was immense. Overwhelming.

All the strength I had felt in the Minotaur when we fought the monster now coursed through this blade. My eyes widened as the euphoric bliss consumed my mind. I trembled and swayed, my fingers clenched so hard about the hilt.

The glowing light faded from it, revealing the silver sheen of the blade, a brighter burnish than steel could achieve. Gold clad the crossguard, sweeping upward from my hands like living flames, molded as the sword was reshaped. The grip felt perfect for my hand, shifting, like it was still molten for a heartbeat and then solidified to the mold of my hand as I squeezed tight.

Whatever power held it aloft ended with my orgasm.

I lowered the blade, staring at it, feeling the weight. The balance was impeccable, just enough weight to give power to my swings without making the blade at all unwieldy. I swung it once, and it felt like an extension of my body. It hissed as it knifed through the air. Like it didn't so much as pass through the air as cut it.

“Gewin's mighty cock,” I groaned. It was intoxicating holding the blade. I felt so tall, like a hero out of legend, a champion from antiquity who fought mighty monsters single-handed. The fear stirred by Dominari's appearance a week ago fell away.

This was a blade that could kill a dragon. Had killed a dragon, Dominari's mother, a thousand years ago.

“My Queen,” Sophia groaned, falling to her knees before me. She stared up at me with such worshipfulness. “My Queen. That blade...”

I shuddered, understanding why her green eyes were so wide. This was a sword meant for a ruler. For a king. An emperor. A queen. I trembled, swallowing. I glanced at Lady Delilah watching me, her smile growing. It was so knowing.

She understood what this blade was. What it represented. This blade was commissioned by Pater himself. The Lord of Creation. The Holy Father. He gave this to his half-divine son Peter to rule the mortal world like Pater ruled the immortal.

And now it was mine.

~  *  ~

Lady Delilah

Elation surged through me. My heart thudded as I stared at my husband's descendant. A thousand years I watched over Lily's descendants, following the eldest of each generation as they moved through the eons until it came to Angela. To the one my husband predicted would follow him as he lay dying of that bitch Goddess's poison.

This time, Slata would not triumph. This time, she would not ruin my husband's dream. I would see to it. I knew the signs. I knew how to follow them. And I had a true master again. Someone that could dominate me. Someone with the power to rule over me.

My husband's oaths had held me for a thousand years. But it was so trying. There were so many times I wanted to be myself. To revert to my true pleasures. I could indulge when necessary. But those times had been so few in the last centuries.

But now... With a continent to conquer...

I moved to Angela, smiling at Sophia kneeling before her. The prophecies were right. I had prepared myself for Angela, too. And I had one last gift to bestow upon her. The future High Queen trembled as she clutched the sword, her blue eyes so wide.

She was beginning to understand her true destiny. And I would guide her down the path.

I reached out and took her hand. “It is time.”

“For what?” she asked, her eyes tightening. Damn that Edward giving Fireeyes the amulet. Angela still did not trust me fully.

“For us to have our intimate talk.” My grin grew. “In your tent. Me, you, and Sophia.”

“Me?” the acolyte squeaked.

“Yes,” I nodded. “You are her concubine. And my gift to your Queen concerns you directly.”

Angela's hand tightened on me. She licked her lips. “Okay, Lady Delilah. Let's have this...talk.”


Chapter Forty: Lady Delilah's Gift

Knave Angela

We set up the tents while Faoril prepared the circle. It was obvious we would camp atop the hill. I pushed through the canvas flaps, trembling, my hand still clutching the High King's sword. I reverently set it down on a blanket before turning and facing Lady Delilah. I folded my arms beneath my breasts. I still buzzed from my powerful orgasm, my body aching.

And I had a feeling what “intimate” talk meant.

I had fantasized about being with Lady Delilah since I first saw her as a budding girl. My first masturbatory experience was to her beauty. She was why I became a Knight Deute, so I could be as beautiful and regal and powerful as the knight who visited my father's estate.

Was that the first time she had guided me to this destiny?

Sophia swept in next and moved to me without a word, unbuckling the straps of my armor. She understood. Then Delilah swept in, her dark eyes smoldering. A smile grew on her lips as my breastplate came away, exposing my large breasts, my nipples hard.

“It was always stirring watching you and Kevin practice,” Lady Delilah purred. “Especially when you finished and the loser had to pay the forfeit.”

“I remember you watching,” I shivered, my pussy clenching. “What is this gift?”

“A Queen needs an heir, and your concubine is fertile today.”

Sophia blinked as she undid my sword belt, her green eyes flashing up at me.

“She is in the middle of her cycle. She is ready to be bred by her Queen.”

“By me?” I asked, a tremor shooting through my body.

“Indeed.” Lady Delilah licked her lips. “I followed three obscure prophecies to figure this out, and had to make a deal with Matar and Saphique to give you this gift. To modify human females. The Virgin Goddess is eager for the changes to come to her clergy.”

Sophia's eyes widened. “What are you saying? You're going to make Angela into a hermaphrodite.”

“What?” I gasped, trembling.

“And then she shall breed you, concubine. A union of both your flesh. All your heirs shall be female, Angela. And they all shall have cocks, satisfying Pater's pesky rule that only males could rule. To spread their royal seed the way he spreads his divine.”

A shudder ran through me as Lady Delilah removed her sword belt, her chainmail falling away to reveal the shaved folds of her pussy, her clit peeking out. What would it be like to have a cock? Xera enjoyed hers. As did every man I knew.

“A child?” Sophia whispered as she slipped out of her white robes. “Your child, my Queen. Our child. Saphique told me I would bring a change to her church.”

“I thought you said childbirth was the messy parts of being a woman that Saphique spared you from.”

Sophia's smile only grew. “But that's when I thought only a man could breed me. But you, my Queen.” She fell to her knees before me, her hands stroking down my thighs to my greaves. “I would gladly carry your child. I would gladly suffer the mess.”

She leaned in and kissed my clit.

I shuddered, my eyes flicking to Lady Delilah. Her fingers rubbed at her clit. It pressed forward from her folds, growing longer, thicker, sprouting into a dick in the same way that Xera's grew when Minx slathered it with her ointment. I trembled, the shaft growing thicker and thicker, my pussy aching to be filled.

I loved fucking Sophia with her dildo strapped to my crotch. How much better would it be with a cock? To feel her pussy wrapped about my flesh, spasming when she cums. I knew how much men loved it when they experienced my cumming pussy.

And she wanted this. Sophia wanted to have my daughter. To have a child created by our union.

“Will you accept my gift?” Lady Delilah purred, her breastplate falling away from her breasts, so big and lush, her nipples dark red and hard.

I licked my lips. “I'm not saying I will be High Queen.”

“That choice is also yours.” She stepped towards me. “This isn't a promise. I am but a guide. I hope you will choose to walk in my husband's footsteps. Well?”

“Please, my Queen,” Sophia moaned and then she sucked on my clit.

I groaned, spasmed, and nodded my head.

Lady Delilah moved to me, her red hair flowing behind her. She seized me, kissing me hard, her girl-cock pressing into my hip, her breasts rubbing against mine. I moaned into her kiss, a surge of girlish excitement rushing through me.

Lady Delilah.

Finally. After all those years of dreaming of this. Finally, I would experience her passion. And it was so different than I imagined. She had a girl-cock. And Sophia being here made it even more exciting because I would share this with her. My hand reached down, tightening on my concubine's brown hair while the other slipped around Lady Delilah's waist and groped her butt, pulling her tight.

She moaned into my lips, her tongue dancing against mine. I shivered, shuddered. My clit throbbed in Sophia's mouth as she kept nibbling on it. Her tongue swirled through my folds, teasing me, making me tremble and ache. My hips shifted as the pleasure shot through me. My eyes fluttered, excitement beating so fast in my heart.

Lady Delilah broke the kiss, her dark eyes smoldering as they peered into mine. “You look so much like Rose. I miss them so much.”

My heart ached. “I'm so sorry.”

She kissed me again, harder, her tongue thrusting into my mouth. I shivered, my clit throbbing as Sophia's pierced tongue batted it, the hard end of the stud rubbing on my sensitive nub. My hand tightened on Lady Delilah's ass.

Her hand climbed up my breast. She reached my pillowy mound and squeezed hard. I groaned, my eyes fluttering from the pleasure of her touch. My entire body buzzed with excitement. Her fingers were so delicate. Her hips wiggled, grinding her cock against my hip.

She broke the kiss. “No talk of the past. This is about you, Angela. You and the future you shall make with Sophia.”

“Yes,” Sophia gushed, looking up at me, licks sticky. Then she licked my clit again, making me shudder.

She was eager. She had learned the joys of hermaphrodite cock. We had shared Xera. And now she was eager to have that joy from me. A cock I could summon when I want. We could make love as pure women or as something more.

My body swayed from the exhilaration. Dizzy heat washed through me with the sheer possibilities of our future lovemaking. Sophia dug her tongue through my folds, batting my clit. I shivered, the pure passion burning through my body.

Lady Delilah lowered me to the bedroll. I sank down on it as Sophia moved. She deftly unstrapped my greaves and pulled off my boots while Delilah nuzzled at my breasts. Her hands cupped both my mounds as her tongue danced across my nipples, licking them, flicking them, swirling about them. Pleasure teased through my body.

“You grew up into such a radiant beauty,” she moaned.

“Mmm, she did,” Sophia moaned. Then her tongue licked up my calf, her hands sliding up my leg before her.

Shivers raced through me as Lady Delilah sucked on my nipple. Her cheeks hollowed. Pleasure sped through me. My pussy clenched. My hips rose into the air. Sophia reached my knee as I squirmed, licking past it and sliding down my inner thigh, her fingers dancing across my flesh, reaching for my pussy.

They both teased me. My eyes fluttered as I tensed. Sophia came closer and closer to my pussy. Her fingers slid around my shaved folds, stroking my plump vulva, coming so close to touching my labia.

“Slata's cunt,” I groaned, shivering as Lady Delilah nipped my nipple. Her eyes flicked up to me. She sucked harder. “You really hate her.”

“The goddess is a whorish cunt. She usurped Matar's position as the Queen of the Gods, stole Pater away from her forcing Matar to become a Hermaphrodite to fulfill her purpose and give birth to her children.” A smile grew on her lips. “Making you into the first human hermaphrodite helps to right that wrong.”

Lady Delilah sucked on my other nipple, her breasts pressing on my stomach. I reached out, squeezing those lush, pillowy mounds as her tongue swirled and danced across my nipple. I groaned, squirming, my body trembling.

And then Sophia reached the apex of my inner thighs.

She licked my pussy.

She knew just how to pleasure me. The long, slow lick through my slit, her soft tongue contrasting with the hard point of her tongue stud, sent shivers racing through my body. My nipple throbbed in Lady Delilah's mouth. I moaned, humping against my concubine's devouring tongue as she licked again and again, stirring such rapturous pleasure through me.

My hands clenched on Lady Delilah's breasts as I squirmed. I groaned and gasped, my thighs quivering. My toes curled. Sophia's amazing tongue plunged into my pussy, swirling around, the stud so hard, teasing me. Pleasure fluttered through my body.

“Sophia, yes. You're so eager for it. You want me to breed you.”

“So badly, my Queen,” she moaned in answer.

“You will savor it,” Lady Delilah purred, lifting her lips from my nipples. “You will find ecstasy as you slide into her pussy.”

“With my girl-cock.” My hand shot down from her breast to grab the big shaft thrusting from her crotch. I stroked it, loving how it throbbed. It felt like a man's shaft until I stroked down to the base and felt her wet pussy folds wrapped about it. “I'm going to do it. I'm going to breed her.”

Saying those words built the excitement in me. I shuddered, humping against Sophia's tongue as Lady Delilah kissed me again. My pussy clenched as my body shuddered. I jerked the girl-dick, stroking it faster and faster as our tongues dueled.

“Oh, I can't wait,” Sophia moaned. Then her tongue assaulted my clit while three of her fingers jammed into my pussy.

I gasped, my eyes widening in the joy of penetration. Her three fingers sank into me, rubbing across the top of my pussy until they found that special spot. The place of concentrated ecstasy. She massaged it.

My clit burst with sparks. My pussy spasmed with rapture.

My orgasm exploded through me.

I moaned into Lady Delilah's kiss, my body heaving. Our breasts rubbed together. My hand tightened on her cock while my pussy spasmed on Sophia's plunging fingers. She flicked and licked my clit, massaging it with her tongue stud.

The pleasure flowed through my body. Stars burst before my eyes. I savored the bliss, my body twitching. Lady Delilah moved as I spasmed, her lips locked to mine, her body shifting over me. Sophia moved out of the way, pulling her fingers from my pussy.

“Make her into a hermaphrodite,” moaned Sophia as she grasped Lady Delilah's cock. “Please, please. I want her to breed me.”

I still trembled, still cumming, as Lady Delilah's cock rubbed up and down my pussy. But her hands were occupied, sliding up my sides, caressing me with hot fingers. It was Sophia guiding the hermaphrodite's cock into my pussy.

She was so eager.

“Do it,” she hissed.

Lady Delilah broke our kiss, staring into my eyes. “Are you ready? There will be no going back. You will be changed.”

“Ready!” I moaned.

She thrust.

My spasming pussy embraced her girl-dick. Lady Delilah's thick cock speared into my depths. I convulsed about her, new pleasure bursting through me as she spread my sheath open. I groaned, my thighs tightening about her waist as she drew back and then slammed in again. And again.

“Lady Delilah,” I moaned, quivering beneath her, our nipples kissing as she writhed atop me.

“Oh, my sweet Angela,” she groaned. “I have dreamed of this moment for so many centuries. To unite with Peter's flesh again, even if it is in his descendant. Thank you.”

“Yes!” I gasped, quivering, her dick pounding hard in and out of me. She fucked me with abandon, her hips rising and falling, our flesh slapping together.

“Oh, that's so hot, my Queen,” Sophia moaned. “Your pussy lips are spread so wide apart. And her cunt looks so juicy, especially with her big cock thrusting from it.”

“Uh-huh,” I groaned, trembling, my pussy clenching so hard on Lady Delilah's cock. “It's amazing.”

And then it got better.

“Sophia,” I gasped as her tongue slid around my pussy lips, teasing me.

Another orgasm convulsed through my body. Sophia lapped at my pussy and Lady Delilah's cock, her tongue fluttering pleasure through my body. It washed through me as my pussy drank in the friction of Lady Delilah's plunging cock. My body twisted with rapture. It was so amazing. So stirring. It flowed through me.

Every stroke of her dick brought me closer and closer to another eruption. Her face twisted as her hands cupped my cheeks. She stared into my eyes, groaning and gasping. She loved my pussy. She was driven to pound me. To cum in me.

To make me like her.

“Cum in her,” Sophia moaned. “Oh, please, Lady Delilah. Transform my queen.”

“Transform me,” I moaned, my pussy clenching hard. “I need it. I do. Please, please, change me.”

“Yes,” Lady Delilah moaned. “I will. I will make you into something new. Something amazing.”

“Good,” I gasped, my cunt on fire. Her every thrust sent waves of pleasure washing through my body.

Sophia's tongue flicked my labia. Lady Delilah's cock thrust into my pussy. My nipples throbbed against her. I trembled.

My orgasm exploded hot and hard through me. My pussy spasmed. My body bucked. Rapture shot through me. Stars burst across my vision. I screamed out Sophia's name. I hugged Lady Delilah tight to me as her dick kept pumping, stirring me up.

“Yes,” she groaned. “Pater's cock, yes. I'm going to cum. I'm going to change you, Angela!”

“Yes!” I howled. “Change me!”

Her hips thrust forward. Her cock buried into me. Her cum erupted. Blast after blast of jizz flooded me. My eyes rolled into my head as I drank in the rapture. The heat burned so hot inside of me. It made my eyes roll back into my head. Stars burst through my vision. Such stupendous bliss shot through me, making my pussy convulse with such passion about her dick.

And more than jizz flooded me. There was energy. Heat. My clit burned as her cum splashed into my depths. My body drank it in. I bucked again. Another orgasm swept like a hurricane through my body. The tempest howled with ecstasy.

“Gewin's mighty cock!” I screamed as my clit burned. It throbbed. It pulsed, shooting rapture through my spasming body.

I bucked into Lady Delilah's form. I held her tight as the final blast of her jizz spurted into me.

And then I felt it. My clit swelled. Grew. Transformed.

~  *  ~

Warlock Faoril

“Do you trust her?” I asked Thrak as he held me in his arms. Angela screamed her head off, lost to the rapture of Lady Delilah's cock in the next tent, Sophia moaning her glee. I had no energy to have sex. Not after casting the ritual. I just wanted to sleep.

But I couldn't. Not yet. An idea had blossomed in my thoughts.

“Her answers were all logical,” he answered, his voice rumbling. “They made sense.”

“So you don't trust her,” I stated.

“She is hiding her nature.” He stroked my hair. “She would not say exactly what her origins are, just that she is the only living member of her kind and a daughter of Matar.”

“So a demigoddess?” I asked, my stomach twisting. I had missed the implication of her words, but they struck me now.

“Maybe.”

“There is a race of hermaphrodites who can change shape,” I whispered, trembling as fear rippled down my spine.


Chapter Forty-One: Breeding the Acolyte

Knave Angela – The Altar of Souls, The Princedoms of Zeutch

“Pater's cock,” I breathed staring at my own dick.

I had a dick.

It had sprouted from my clit the same way Xera's or Lady Delilah's would. It was huge, a fleshy shaft throbbing against my stomach, the tip spongy and dark-red with excitement, the slit leaking clear precum that dribbled down to my belly. My pussy clenched about Lady Delilah's girl-dick, the demigoddess over me, her breasts still heaving, flaming hair spilling about her shoulders, her face flushed with triumph.

“You have a cock, my Queen,” Sophia moaned, her head peering around Lady Delilah's body, her lips sticky with our pussy juices. “Your clit turned into a cock.”

“As I promised,” Lady Delilah moaned. “A cock fit for the queen who rules the known world. The first human hermaphrodite.”

“Saphique's feminine love,” Sophia breathed, her green eyes still wide. She moved around Lady Delilah, grasping my dick in her hand, stroking it. The lesbian acolyte stared at my girl-cock with such hunger, her small breasts jiggling. “You're going to breed me, my Queen. I'll bear your princesses.”

I shivered as her thumb slid across the crown of my cock. I had the sword. The birthright of my ancestor. And now a cock. Only men were fit to rule, in the image of our Holy Father, the god Pater. He ruled in Heaven, so men, the fathers of their nations, should rule upon the earth. Only in countries dominated by the freakish offspring of the God of Lust, beings with only one sex to their race, allowed females to rule. The degenerate Empire of Shizhuth to the east, the aberrant Queendom of Naith to the south.

But now...

I shivered as Sophia brought her finger to her lips, coated in my precum. She sucked it, eyes rolling back into her head. She was my concubine. She wanted me to be queen, to bear my children. I could have children with Sophia.

“Yes,” Lady Delilah purred, her cock withdrawing from my pussy. The sweet friction shot pleasure right to the tip of my cock. I groaned, the throbbing pressure aching. It was so immediate, so demanding that I satiate this turgid shaft, to relieve it and let it soften again by cumming. “You understand.”

“I guess,” I groaned. Lady Delilah wanted this, too. The surviving wife of my ancestor. And maybe my own wife... I squeezed my eyes shut. I needed to focus on my quest.

Kill the dragon Dominari and then...

What? Become High Queen of Hamilten just because I have the sword? It had power. That was undeniable. But to conquer the entire continent? To subdue the Princedoms of Zeutch, the Magery of Thosi, and the Kingdoms of Secare, Thlin, Valya, and Althos would take armies. And I'd have to conquer the free cities of the League of Seven, the city-states around the Nimborgoth. Even the orcs bent the knee to my ancestor, the dwarves gave tribute to him, and the elves signed treaties.

“You taste wonderful, my Queen,” Sophia moaned, her fingers popping out of her mouth and bringing me back to reality.

It was too much. I didn't need to face that decision. I still had to survive Dominari. We were on the edge of the Desolation, near her lair. It could wait until after that and...

“Sophia,” I groaned as her hand stroked my cock, my dick throbbing. I had this wonderful gift to explore. My pussy clenched, Lady Delilah's cum leaking out of my depths.

Licking her lips, Sophia purred, “Let me love you, my Queen. Worship you.”

“Yes,” I breathed.

She leaned down, her soft-brown hair spilling about her face. I groaned as she brought the tip of my dick to her descending lips. Her tongue flicked out. Pleasure coursed along my shaft. The merest brush of her tongue and her hard tongue stud sent pleasure sparking through me. My body convulsed. My pussy clenched. Such heat shot through me.

It was amazing. My pussy dripped with excitement. Her tongue slid and swirled around my cock, the hard point of her tongue stud contrasting with the softer organ. My back arched. It was so incredible. There was so much sensation concentrated at the crown of my dick. Her mouth opened wide, sucking on it, engulfing the tip, her cheeks hollowing as she worshiped me.

My pussy clenched. “Sophia! You sweet, wonderful creature.”

Lady Delilah leaned on her side beside me, her breasts pillowing together, a soft smile on her lips. “Enjoy her,” she purred. “Breed her. Start a new dynasty. This time, Slata won't triumph. She won't destroy everything. Not with Saphique as our patron.”

“Yes,” I moaned, not caring what she said as my acolyte bobbed her mouth, sucking so hard on my dick.

My pussy clenched over and over. Every time she sucked, pleasure shot down my shaft right to my wet cunt. More and more jizz leaked out of me as I squirmed. It was incredible. Her hand stroked the base. And her other hand found my pussy.

I groaned as she stroked up and down my wet lips before sliding into my cum-filled depths. She pumped in and out. Her green eyes found mine, staring at me with such worship as she sucked and stroked and fingered me.

She was wonderful. Amazing. I loved her so much. These six months were worth it just for her. My disgrace, the fear, the pain. Worth it to have this loving woman. My submissive slave. I reached down, stroking through her brown hair as the pleasure built and built.

“That's it,” I groaned. “You're just a slut for my big cock now. Mmm, my slave loves my new dick. She wants my cum spurting into her mouth. Into her cunt. She wants to be bred.”

Sophia moaned about my dick. Her eyes fluttered, her cheeks hollowed as she sucked harder. Her fingers wiggled deeper into my pussy. She fucked them in and out of me, driving me wild. My pussy clenched about her digits, my body shivering, shaking, my hips thrusting up into her mouth, sliding my cock in and out of her warm depths.

Everything brought me closer and closer to exploding. A pressure built in my pussy's depths. Her fingers caressed me in all the wonderful spots she knew so well. They wiggled and stroked while her tongue swirled and caressed. The tip of my dick throbbed as the round end of her tongue stud pressed into it, teasing me.

“Cum in her mouth,” moaned Lady Delilah, her eyes bright with passion. “Flood her. Enjoy your gift from Matar.”

“I am,” I groaned, my hips fucking up into my slave's mouth. My lover's hungry mouth. My pussy clenched on her fingers. The friction joined with her powerful suction. The pressure needed to explode out of me. “Pater's cock!”

My body heaved. The pressure released. Cum flooded my acolyte's mouth.

She moaned about my dick. She drank down my cum in mighty gulps. Her entire body shivered. She swallowed over and over. My cum poured down her throat. Her fingers plunged over and over into my spasming pussy, sending flutters of bliss through me.

“Yes! Gods, yes!” I panted as the rapture poured through me.

My body heaved with every blast. It was so different cumming with a cock than a pussy. The passion was immediate. The pleasure fired through my body. It didn't ripple through me. It didn't carry me on waves to new heights, it thrust me to them. I reached the peaks in moments, hung there, and then crashed into the gentler bliss washing out of my spasming pussy, mixing the two different climaxes.

“Mmm, yes,” Lady Delilah moaned, her hand lazily stroking her hard cock. “Now take her. Breed her. Give her what she truly wants.”

Sophia's mouth popped off my cock. It was so sexy seeing the white stains of my jizz coating her lips, the glossy passion in her eyes. She pulled her fingers out of my pussy, bringing them to her hungry lips, sucking off the mix of my pussy cream and Delilah's girl-cum.

“My Queen,” moaned Sophia after popping her fingers out of her mouth. “That was delicious. Ooh, I love girl-cum. It's so amazing. Saphique has the right idea. This is what her followers need. Our daughters will rule the world and change the church.”

“Yes,” I moaned, caught up in the euphoria of my orgasm. My dick throbbed, still hard. I had to breed my concubine.

I moved, seizing Sophia. I wasn't gentle as I pushed her down to the bedding, mounting her, too eager to fuck her to care about giving her any pleasure. She submitted to my lusts, her legs spreading, greedy hands grabbing my cock, guiding me to her pussy. She knew what I needed.

“Fuck me, my Queen,” she begged, pressing the crown of my dick against her fertile pussy.

“Yes!” I growled and thrust into my first cunt ever with my girl-dick.

My eyes widened at the rapture that greeted me. Her mouth had been wonderful, but her pussy...indescribable. Hot, wet, silky heat engulfed my cock. It slid against my sensitive crown and throbbing shaft. I drove deeper and deeper, her flesh clenching about my cock as she welcomed me into her depths.

The cutest moans escaped her lips. Her face contorted in pleasure as our breasts met. My large tits pressed into her small breasts. I had fucked her like this so many times with her dildo strapped to my waist. But this... This was so much better. So much more intimate. I was in her, united with her. I stared into her eyes, watching the pleasure my body gave her and not just the stone toy I wielded.

“My Queen,” she moaned, her voice throaty with bliss as her thighs locked about my waist, her hips humping to meet my slow thrusts. “Yes, yes, breed me. Use me. I'm yours. Always yours.”

“Mine,” I groaned, savoring the word, savoring my ownership of her. It was such a precious gift to own someone, to receive their absolute surrender and trust. “Always mine.”

I wanted to pound her, to fuck her hard and cum in her depths, and yet I couldn't. I wanted to take it slow, to make love to her. We were doing something more than fucking, we were about to create a new life together. So I savored the slow glide of my cock against her pussy, drinking in the rapture rushing down my cock to my wet pussy.

I kissed her. I claimed her lips and thrust my tongue into her mouth. She locked her arms around my neck, holding me, meeting my tongue with hers. Her tongue stud caressed me, that hard point that always felt amazing on my body.

Our nipples kissed and caressed. Our skin pressed tight, sliding past each other the same way her pussy slid past my dick. My ass clenched with every thrust, driving into her pussy. Juices leaked out of my cunt. They stained my thighs and had to dribble down my cock to mix with hers.

And the heat of her pussy... Magnificent.

My dick throbbed as I pumped away. Slowly, I moved faster and faster, Sophia matching the rhythm. We worked towards a common goal, heaving and groaning, eager to have our release, to share our essence. My girl-seed fertilizing her pussy.

“My Queen,” Sophia gasped, breaking our kiss, her eyes fluttering. “Oh, yes, my Queen. Breed me.”

“Yes,” I groaned, staring into her eyes. “I will. I am. You're going to bear my daughters.”

“Yes!” Her pussy clenched so hard about my dick, writhing and shuddering as she spasmed beneath me. “I am!”

I groaned, realizing I made her cum. She didn't ask for permission and I wasn't angry. Not right now. This was too exciting. To magical. I drove into her spasming depths. It was heaven feeling her flesh convulse on my dick, hungry for my seed.

My pussy clenched. The pressure built again and again. I felt Lady Delilah's eyes watching us. She stroked her cock faster, her breasts heaving as she licked her lips. She was eager for this moment. For me to breed her.

“Do it,” Lady Delilah whispered.

“Please, my Queen,” Sophia howled, her arms so tight about my neck, pulling me against her body. My breasts rubbed on hers, my nipples drinking in the silk of her small tits, brushing her hard nubs. Her tongue stud clacked against her teeth as she thrashed beneath me. “Cum in me!”

“Gods, yes!” I howled, burying my cock into her. “Pater's cock, yes!”

The spurt of cum was powerful. My body convulsed as the jizz rushed out of the depths of my pussy. My cock throbbed. And then the cum burst into her body. I groaned at the first burst of fecund seed splashing into her fertile depths. I groaned, trembling, the ecstasy shooting and washing through my body as the dual pleasure of my orgasms rippled through me.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Sophia panted, her green eyes so wide with her excitement. She savored this moment, drinking in the magic of it. “That's it. Flood me. Cum in me. Breed me.”

“Yes,” I moaned, stars dancing before my eyes.

I kissed Sophia hard, our bodies heaving together. We were both cumming. Her pussy milked my dick, massaging out every blast of cum. Juices flooded out of my cunt. I moaned into her mouth, holding her, savoring her. She was mine. She would be by my side as I...

Conquered.

Flashes of myself standing before armies, the majestic blade of the High King's sword gripped in my hand, the silvery sword glowing with its power. Sophia and Delilah on either side of me, wearing the circlets of my consorts, my queens. My other friends with me, my advisors: Faoril in black robes now, earning her spot as a Master Mage because of my decree; Chaun once more a Master Bard and serving in my court. My friends wouldn't be hunted. They wouldn't have to live out their lives as fugitives.

I could give them that gift.

And it all began right now. At this magical moment. I knew I had bred Sophia. I could feel it. My seed had planted into her belly. My daughter came into existence at this magical moment of the union of our flesh.

A united continent. Just like my ancestor had dreamed.

I broke the kiss, staring into Sophia's eyes. “You'll be by my side,” I whispered. “Always.”

“My Queen,” she moaned, her pussy clenching. Then she grinned. “And you're still hard. Want to go again?”

“Absolutely!” I licked my lips, a new hunger seizing me.


Chapter Forty-Two: Double-Teaming the Acolyte

Acolyte Sophia

“My Queen,” I moaned as Angela parted my cum-filled pussy lips and buried her face into my sloppy snatch. She licked her own girl-jizz out of my depths. My hands rubbed my belly, trembling with excitement.

She had bred me. I felt it. There was this moment, and I just knew she had bred me. Her daughter grew even now inside me. Nine months from now, I would bear the first naturally-born human hermaphrodite. And not the last.

“My Queen, you spoil me,” I moaned as her tongue slid through my pussy. It was amazing. Having a girl-cock in me was better than a dildo. I had learned that from the plant monster in Castle Drakin and from Xera.

And Angela's cock was even better.

And it was a woman's cock. I could still love the feminine yet have the satisfaction of a huge shaft reaming my pussy. I could experience the full breadth of womanhood and carry the child of the woman I loved. I closed my eyes, moaning out Saphique's name in thanksgiving as I humped against my Queen's hungry mouth.

Her tongue licked and slid through my folds, driving me wild. I groaned, my clit throbbing as her lips brushed it. Her tongue shoved so deep into my folds, swirling around, drinking my cum that leaked out. My tongue stud clicked against the back of my teeth as I shuddered.

“That was beautiful,” Lady Delilah moaned.

My eyes fluttered open. The hermaphroditic demigoddess sat up beside me, kneeling, her cock thrust right at my lips. I opened my mouth, not hesitating to suck on another girl-cock. Saphique approved of this. I engulfed the thick tip of her cock, my tongue stud pressing into her spongy flesh as I licked and sucked.

Lady Delilah's large breasts heaved over me, her fiery hair spilling about her face as her back arched. She moaned, running her hands up and down her sleek stomach while I sucked and bobbed my mouth, giving her the same pleasure our Queen gave me.

“This is amazing,” Angela moaned. “Oh, I taste sooooo good leaking out of you.”

“A treat you can enjoy whenever you will it,” moaned Lady Delilah. “Oh, my dear Angela, I am so proud of you for embracing your destiny.”

Just like the Lesbius Oracle prophesied: the Flaming Woman had changed my Queen's destiny.

My cheeks hollowed as I sucked, moaning about the cock sliding in and out of my mouth. I pressed my tongue stud into the sensitive flesh, pleasuring her girl-dick just like I would a woman's pussy and clit. At the same time, I shivered, my body trembling as the pleasure raced through me, Angela's tongue licking and lapping through my slit.

I humped against her, my breasts jiggling. Every swipe of her tongue sent pleasure shuddering through my body. My eyes grew so wide. My back arched. The bliss was incredible. It was amazing. Hot and juicy and making me tremble and ache. I wanted to scream out in rapture, but I couldn't.

I had a girl-dick in my mouth.

But I moaned. I sucked and moaned and shuddered. My body trembled. This was so exciting. Everything about tonight. The sword was reforged. We would kill the dragon with ease. And then I would help Angela become Queen in truth.

The sphinx back in the Doge's palace knew. She proclaimed I was a concubine fit for a queen.

Tears burned my eyes as my orgasm exploded through me. My thighs clamped about Angela's head as I bucked, grinding my hot pussy on her lips. My cunt convulsed, juices flooding out onto her hungry tongue. She lapped through my folds as the waves of pleasure washed through my body, carrying me higher and higher into the heights of ecstasy.

Stars fuzzed my vision. I moaned and sucked about Lady Delilah's cock. My hands rubbed my pregnant belly. Angela's tongue swiped through my spasming pussy. Teasing delight rippled through me, meeting the ecstasy burning so hot through my body.

“Yes,” Lady Delilah moaned.

Her cock spurted into my mouth. Hot, salty cum flooded me. I gulped it down, loving every moment of it as I spasmed and thrashed. Heat burned through my body. My heart hammered in my chest. It was amazing. The rapture was incredible. It burned so hot through me.

Peaked. I tried to hold onto the heights, but the pleasure grew softer. It buzzed through me as I swallowed the last blast of salty jizz from Lady Delilah. I gulped it down. The cream coated my throat. It made me shudder.

“Sophia,” groaned Angela, lifting her face from my pussy as I orgasmed.

“Thank you, my Queen,” I moaned, shivering as Lady Delilah's cock retreated from my mouth. “That was amazing.”

“Yes, it was,” purred the hermaphroditic demigoddess. “Mmm, Angela, let's share her.”

“Share me?” I asked, a grin crossing my lips.

“Double-team her.”

Angela licked her lips, coated in the combined mix of our fluids. “Yes.”

“Double-team me...” My eyes widened. “You mean you'll both fuck me. One cock in my pussy and the other in my asshole.”

“Oh, yes,” Lady Delilah purred, her hand stroking along my cheek, gathering a line of her cum that had trickled out of my mouth. She held the pearly drop on her finger. “We'll ravish you.”

“Yes!” I moaned in eager excitement as she sucked the cum into her mouth, her cheeks hollowing as she savored her own seed.

“You can have her asshole,” Angela grinned. “I want to make sure she's bred by me.”

“I am,” I moaned, my pussy clenched. “I felt it.”

The lust in Angela's blue eyes softened. “So did I.” Then it returned, her hand stroking her cock. “But I want to fuck your pussy over and over.”

“Yes, my Queen!” I squealed in delight.

We all moved on the tousled bedding. The air thick with the musk of hot pussy and salty cum. I savored it as they sandwiched me together. Two busty, redheaded hermaphrodites with huge cocks. My body trembled in excitement, my asshole tingling as they brought their cocks to my holes.

I felt so lucky, their pillowy tits pressing into my breasts and back. This would be my life. Angela would claim Lady Delilah. The immortal demigoddess would be Angela's other consort. She would have two queens just like High King Peter.

It was amazing.

“Fuck me,” I moaned as their cocks pressed on my wet pussy and tingling asshole. “Ravish me.”

“Such an eager consort,” Lady Delilah purred. “Our evenings will be a treat with her, Angela.”

“They always are,” Angela grinned, her blue eyes burning with her desire. “And she's just aching to be fucked.”

“I am, my Queen,” I moaned, savoring the feel of their two throbbing girl-dicks at my holes. I had been double-fucked by dildos, but I knew this would be better.

Oh, I couldn't wait to show all the novices, acolytes, and priestesses at the Temple of Pure what their new Queen was packing. Even the Holy Virgin Vivian, the leader of our faith, would swoon to experience a huge girl-dick.

She would finally be proud of me as a servant of Saphique. She wouldn't be exasperated by my laziness, forced to keep me in the temple because of the sizable donations my mother made to the church.

Gods, I used to be such a brat.

And then Angela and Delilah thrust, driving all those thoughts out of my mind.

“Saphique's virgin pussy!” I screamed. “Slata's nasty cunt!”

Two huge, throbbing dicks penetrated me. My pussy embraced Angela's cock, friction burning through my silky depths. My asshole stretched and stretched around Lady Delilah's mighty girth. Pain almost burned through my bowels.

Almost.

But her precum and my spit lubed the way as her cock buried into the depths of my asshole. I groaned, shuddering, both my holes clamping down on their huge cocks. I felt them filling me up. They were so deep in me, stuffing me. Pleasure burned hot from both holes, meeting together and mixing inside me as they drew back.

And rammed in again.

“Gods, you got tight, Sophia,” moaned Angela. “She's stuffed your asshole, hasn't she?”

“Yes, my Queen,” I moaned. “She's huge.”

“I can feel you, Angela,” moaned Lady Delilah, her hips thrusting her cock faster and faster. “Oh, yes. This is so wonderful. Like when Peter and I would share Rose.”

My lips beamed. I was like Rose, the High King's second wife and Angela's ancestor. Enjoying two cocks in my marital bed. Only mine both belonged to women. So it was even better.

I rocked between them, their girl-cocks driving over and over into my holes, churning me up. I trembled, my orgasm swelling fast. Two dicks stirring me up brought me to my release even faster. I groaned, savoring them pumping away.

They didn't fuck me with the same rhythm. Their cocks moved at different speeds. For several thrusts they'd bury into me at nearly the same moment, but then grow more and more out of sync. I loved it, savoring the different rates they filled me, my holes clenching onto them as the pressure built and built.

My nipples throbbed against Angela's pillowy tits. My skin savored their bodies pressed against mine. It was so hot. Their hands stroked me. They moaned as they fucked me, receiving such pleasure from my body while they gave me such ecstasy.

“My Queen,” I moaned, my body aching and trembling. “I'm going to cum!”

“Do it,” Angela hissed, her dick slamming faster and faster into me. “You nasty slut. Cum on our cocks. Milk us. Please us.”

“Yes!” I moaned, savoring my permission.

Their dicks, almost synced up again, buried into my holes. The friction of both their shafts sliding through my wet pussy and burning asshole combined in my core. The swirling sensations detonated my orgasm.

My back arched into Delilah's pillowy breasts and hard nipples. My pussy and asshole spasmed about their cocks. Rapture surged through me. I moaned and groaned, stars dancing before my eyes as the pleasure swept through my body.

“Slata's hairy cunt!” I howled as my holes writhed about their thrusting shafts. “Yes, yes, yes! Thank you for using my body!”

“Your body exists to be used by me,” groaned Angela. “By us!”

“Yes,” snarled Lady Delilah, her hips thrusting so hard.

Their girl-dicks kept pumping in and out of me. They kept fucking me, slamming into me, driving me wild. I groaned, my eyes fluttering as the heat washed through me. I drank in the rapture of their cocks fucking me. I savored it as I thrashed between them. My body trembling.

Orgasm after orgasm rocked through my body. I kept thrashing and moaning. They kept fucking me. Pounding me. They rammed their shafts over and over into me. They drove me wild. The pleasure burned so hot through me.

“So good!” I howled. “Gods, this is amazing!”

“Yes!” groaned Angela. “Your pussy is going wild about my cock. Gods, I love having a cock!”

“I love your cock, too!”

Lady Delilah slammed her girl-dick faster and harder into my asshole. Our flesh smacked together as she rammed her dick into my depths. The heat burned hotter, increasing the strength of my orgasms. I rose higher and higher on ecstasy, the pleasure drowning out anything but their cocks sliding through me.

Big, thick clit-dicks fucking me. Pounding me.

Angela's shaft slid into my spasming pussy. Her girth stretched me open. I groaned every time she buried into me. I shuddered and thrashed, my breasts rubbing against hers as her face contorted with pleasure.

“Cum in me!” I howled over and over.

And they did.

Their dicks rammed into me.

Hot cum spurted into both my pussy and asshole.

I felt every blast splashed against my body. I groaned, drinking it in as I convulsed. My eyes rolled back into my head. My body heaved and bucked between them. Their cum propelled my orgasms to new heights of rapture.

The darkness of ecstasy crashed over me.

~  *  ~

Knave Angela

I held Sophia in my arms. She had passed out from her orgasms. Her head lay on my breasts as she trembled. I buzzed with pleasure. Having a cock was amazing. Every orgasm was so intense, an addition to my already amazing climaxes.

Lady Delilah nuzzled up against me. “Mmm, my Queen,” she purred, her voice thick with exhausted pleasure. “You'll tame me with the sword. Sophia and I will be your concubines.”

I shivered, nodding my head. “I will. I'll be your Queen. Everyone's Queen.”

I had the sword. It was my birthright. I had the last Queen of Hamilten at my side to give me legitimacy. And I could make the world better. I could unite all of humankind, and together we could exterminate all the monsters plaguing the world. Who lurked in the dark caves, in remote mountains, and ancient forests. My friends would not be hunted.

They would have the lives that they deserved. Lives they had sacrificed to help me slay a dragon.

I was so lucky to have them all in my life. But especially Sophia. She carried my child. And our daughter deserved to have the brightest future possible.


Chapter Forty-Three: Suspicions

Xerathalasia

The clouds drifted away before dawn. I sat cross-legged on the edge of the hill, the silvery Altar of Souls behind me, my ears twitching as I watched the horizon grow pink over the jagged Despeir Mountains. They loomed over us, great spears thrust into the sky. We were close. Before me stretched the charred desolation, a land burned over and over by the cruel, rapacious whims of Dominari.

Her lair lurked in those peaks. We could reach them by the end of the day. Perhaps even find the Dragon. This could all be over by nightfall. I would be free to return to the forest, to finally hold my daughter in my arms, cradling her like I cradled the bulb I held against my belly.

I would plant the bulb in the forest like I promised the poor elf twisted into that plant monstrosity by Vebrin. Her daughter, like mine, would grow up happy and loved. Maybe Minx would even fit in. I couldn't abandon her. And I couldn't stop her from coming with me either.

And maybe my wife would understand. Could even come to like Minx like I did. To love her.

And if Atharilesia rejected Minx... Who would I choose?

Minx's face rose in my mind.

“What are we going to do about Delilah?”

My ears twitched, catching a hushed conversation from one of the tents. Normally, I filtered out my companions' private conversations. They often forgot how keen my hearing was. But there was concern in Faoril's voice.

“I don't know,” Thrak said; his voice sounded groggy. They must have just awoken. “She's mentioned in the Lesbius Oracle's prophecy. She's here to help us. To change Angela's destiny.”

“Even if she's lying about what she is?”

My ears twitched at that. Lady Delilah was lying. I rose, turning, my heart racing.

“Chaun and Minx lied about why they joined the party initially,” Thrak said.

“Because of her.” There was urgency in Faoril's voice. “Delilah recruited them both. She's secretive. You said yourself, her answers were all too perfect. She's hiding something.”

“We all hide something.”

I moved to the tent and threw open the flap, startling Thrak and Faoril as they lay in their bedroll. Faoril looked so small compared to the brawny orc. “Xera?” Thrak asked, sitting up, his face appearing strange without all his bone piercings. I never realized he took them out while sleeping. “What is it?”

“What is Lady Delilah?” I asked. “What is she hiding from us?”

~  *  ~

Aurora Xandra

I smiled every time I glanced at Angela riding between Sophia and Lady Delilah. The three had emerged so changed from their tent this morning, the trio so close. Something had occurred in there, uniting them.

It was like they were married. And while Luben only married a male to a female, I imagined he still gave his blessing to the trio. It made me smile seeing them hold hands or give each other ribald smiles or share quick kisses.

The sounds of passion from their tent last night had been very inspiring. Chaun had fucked me in a variety of disguises.

Now my heart was so giddy for Angela's new-found love with Lady Delilah, glad that Sophia was happily a part of it. Our new companion was perfect. I knew we would overcome the dragon. Not even the horrible desolation we rode through wore down my spirits. The land was rough and rugged, folded by the mountains thrust up before us. They loomed larger and larger as we followed the remains of a road that, according to Lady Delilah, led into a mountain pass.

“This was a major trade highway to the lands of the east,” Lady Delilah had said when she led us to it. “Dominari's lair is in the pass just off the road.”

“She made her lair in the pass?” Faoril had asked then. All morning she and Thrak had been stiff. “How do you know that?”

She kept asking such accusatory questions.

“I made it my business to know everything about Angela's quest,” the fiery-haired hermaphrodite answered, unperturbed. “You forget, I had a thousand years to delve into all the prophecies. I knew where her road would take her. In Dominari's lair, Angela shall find her true destiny.”

“You still don't trust her, Faoril?” Angela asked. “Last night, she shared a great gift with me. She's here to help us. I believe that. She's satisfied all my doubts.”

“Yes, she did,” Sophia giggled wickedly.

Faoril glowered at that.

Well, I didn't blame her. If I'd encountered this horrid Fireeyes and thought Lady Delilah was partly to blame for him, I'd be distrustful, too.

It was only when the road climbed up into the mountains, that nervous fear slowly devoured my giddy exhilaration. After riding all day through land blackened and scorched by the dragon's fire, we climbed up into the pass. I could see it before us, the shoulders of two mountain peaks sloping together, a space between them. The dragon's lair was in there.

We'd face her today.

Dominari.

Were we ready? Angela had the sword. It hung at her side in a scabbard prepared by Faoril's magic, molding a leather saddlebag into a stiff sheath to fit the sword's long blade. Its golden hilt gleamed even though it was overcast, like the sunlight pierced through the clouds to shine only on it. There was power in the sword.

And my elementals would ward us from heat. We had Faoril's impressive magics, Sophia's divination spells, and each of us carried several healing potions. Chaun would perform songs of courage to keep fear from weighing down our hearts while Thrak, Minx, and Xera would fight with weapons enchanted by Sophia's magic.

We were a powerful group. We defeated the Minotaur. We would overcome our last obstacle.

My hand touched my stomach. I knew my egg grew inside me. Chaun had fertilized me. In a few weeks, I would lay our egg in our nest and care for it until our son hatched. He would be born into a world without the dangerous dragon Dominari.

“What skills are you bringing to our fight with the dragon, Lady Delilah?” Faoril asked after we had rode deep into the pass. By now, I was trembling despite all my rationalizations that we would win.

“Right,” Angela said, shaking her head and glancing at her new lover. “We should have discussed this. We have a plan, but you weren't included.”

“Unless she's been spying on us and overheard our preparations,” Faoril said, her tone tight.

“I have not,” Lady Delilah answered with a smile. “I kept tabs on you, but I did not spy on you and listen in on your conversations.”

“Well?” Faoril asked, her arms crossed before her, stretching her red robes.

“I am curious,” Thrak grunted, walking up beside his wife.

“We should discuss this,” agreed Chaun. “If we are truly facing the dragon today.”

“We are.” Lady Delilah glanced up at the rocky cliffs over us. “Angela has the sword. Dominari will fall.”

“So we shouldn't prepare at all?” Thrak asked with a grunt. “We should just let Angela ride in there and kill the dragon all on her own.”

“That monster roasted an entire army,” I gasped, my body trembling. “The sword won't protect her from the fire, right?”

“Of course we're going to prepare,” Angela said. “Sophia will enchant Lady Delilah's sword. She'll fight with us.”

“Will she?” Faoril asked. “I mean, it sounds like she expects you to do this all on your own, Angela. I know the sword is powerful, but that seems...idiotic. We all can contribute.”

“Of course prepare,” Delilah smiled, her head turning back to face Faoril. “It would be foolish to do anything else.”

“What is going on?” Angela demanded.

“Yes,” Chaun said, glancing at Faoril.

“You're being very hostile to Lady Delilah,” Sophia said. “She's Angela's consort now.”

“I'm not...yet,” Lady Delilah said. “Speak, Faoril. Let us clear the air. You think I am untrustworthy, yes?”

“Because of the amulet?” Angela asked. “Lady Delilah explained that, Faoril. She didn't send Fireeyes after us. I believe her.”

“No, she wouldn't need to send Fireeyes after us to kill us,” Faoril agreed, her eyes narrow.

“What?” Angela shook her head. “What are you talking about, Faoril?”

“She's a dragon,” Faoril said.

Xera nodded her head. “The fifth hermaphrodite race. They possess the element of fire. They were always few in number, Matar's powers concentrated in them unlike the other four races, where the elemental powers are diluted by our sheer numbers. That power of fire allows them to be mutable, to change like flames which are always dancing. They are the only one of the hermaphroditic races who can control when they have their cocks.”

“Just like Lady Delilah can,” Minx gasped. “That's how you do it. You're a dragon.”

“No,” Angela shook her head.

“She can't be a dragon,” I gasped. “Lady Delilah said she was unique.”

“She said there were none alive like her,” Thrak rumbled. “Beside Dominari, how many other dragons are there known to exist?”

“Well, there's...” Sophia frowned. “I mean... They're rare, right. Besides Dominari, they've been killed by knights over the years, driving the rest into hiding.”

“Or they've been driven extinct,” Faoril said, her voice tight.

“She could be a hermaphroditic demigoddess,” Angela protested. “They exist, right?”

“The devas,” Chaun said, “are born of Henta and Biaute. And the aoi si from a union of Rithi and Henta. And Henta is a hermaphroditic goddess. Matar's own daughter.”

“Devas and aoi si are not unique,” Faoril said. “They're a race.”

“But surly there's nothing precluding Matar or Henta or even Illth from mothering a hermaphroditic demigoddess,” Angela said. “So she can't be...a dragon. That would make her Dominari.”

My stomach twisted. I stared at Lady Delilah. She sat on her warhorse, wearing armor identical to Angela's, her fiery hair billowing about her head from the cold breeze howling through the pass. She just smiled, not defending herself. It was like she didn't care that Faoril was accusing her of being the dragon Dominari.

“Why would she help us if she was Dominari?” Angela demanded. “Why would she let us reforge the High King's sword? Why would she give me her gift last night?”

Sophia nodded her head. “Yes, Faoril, enlighten us on how Lady Delilah being Dominari makes any sense.”

“I said she was a dragon,” Faoril said, her face red. “Thrak agrees with me.”

He grunted, nodding his head, his hand holding his ax.

“I never said she was Dominari,” Faoril continued. “But she claims to be the only living member of her race, and we know Dominari lives. We saw her in all her flaming glory. And since her being a dragon explains everything about her shapeshifting powers and why she can control when she has her cock. Well...she's either lying about being the last member of her race or she is Dominari.”

I shivered at the memory of Dominari falling on the poor soldiers of Prince Gruber, enveloping them in flames.

“Exactly!” Sophia shouted, her face red, contrasting with her white robes. “If she were Dominari, and she knows we're here to kill her, then why would she recruit us? Why would she help us? That's idiotic. She's a demigoddess, like she claims.” Sophia glanced at Lady Delilah. “Right?”

Lady Delilah stared at the acolyte, her face unruffled.

“What are you?” Angela asked, her hand creeping down to her sword. “You haven't defended yourself one bit.”

“Faoril is correct,” Delilah said. The air rippled around her like heat dancing upon a mirage. “I am the last living member of my race. I am a dragon.”

Angela's face went ashen. The High King's sword hissed out of her scabbard. The silver blade shimmered with an aura of white light, a nimbus that surrounded the blade. She leveled it at Lady Delilah.

At the dragon Dominari.

We weren't ready.

My hand shot to my pouch, fumbling to pull out my totem. My heart hammered in my chest. This couldn't be happening. Lady Delilah couldn't be the dragon Dominari. That made no sense. Sophia was right. She wouldn't help us. Not if we were here to kill her.

I had to get my fire totem out. Because, if she were the dragon, then we were all dead. One fiery breath, and we would all roast. She killed a hundred men with a single exhalation. I shoved my hand into my pouch, trilling whimpers coming from my lips. I wanted to become a bird and fly away. I wanted to flee. To save my unhatched egg.

But I wouldn't abandon my friends. Chaun.

My sweaty hands dug through my totems. Where was my fire totem? I kept brushing earth and water and wind, my heart hammering. Wood clunked against wood. Around me, my friends readied themselves. Faoril downed vials of cum. Sophia backed away, drawing her enchanted dagger. Minx pulled out alchemical bombs.

And Lady Delilah faced us all, unconcerned.

~  *  ~

Knave Angela

Dragon?

It couldn't be true, and yet... She admitted it. She admitted to being a dragon. Which made her... Dominari. It didn't seem possible. How could she be Dominari and the High King's first wife? It was impossible for her to...

“You're Dominari's mother?” I blurted out in realization. “The High King didn't kill you like the legends says.”

Delilah shook her head. An expression finally broke her smooth face. A mix of love and respect and awe. “Peter didn't kill me. He could have. With his sword and the other gifts from his divine father, he defeated me. But instead of killing me, he tamed me.” She shivered. “He tamed the greatest dragon in the world. And together, we exterminated my wild kind. He showed me that there was a better way.

“He taught me about love.” Tears fell down her cheeks.

“Dominari's already dead?” I said, my voice tight.

“Dominari never existed. I allowed rumors of her being my daughter to spread when I claimed the Despeir Mountains. When I butchered and laid waste to the desolation...” Her words were thick, raw. The tears smoked on her cheeks, boiling away before they could fall far. “I hated becoming a marauder again. So many died. But it was necessary. I swore to my husband to only kill when necessary.”

“I don't understand?” I said. “You're the monster that has terrorized the Princedom for five hundred years? You burned entire cities.”

She nodded her head. “Prepare if you wish to face me, Angela,” she said, turning her horse and riding towards a small trail. “Do it now. Then tame me if you can, Angela. Tame me and make me yours. Because I can't keep holding onto my word to my dead husband. It has been so hard without his presence. To not lose control. Killing Prince Gruber's army almost broke me. It was so wonderful to burn again. To feast. Save me, Angela. Tame me and save me.

“Or I will rampage again! I will be wild. I need a Queen to serve. But she has to be strong! I will not serve weakness!”

Her words echoed through the mountain as she vanished down the trail. My heart hammered in my chest as her horse's hooves echoed, growing fainter and fainter as she rode towards her lair. My entire body convulsed.

I spent the night with the most dangerous monster who has ever lived. A monster who loved me. A monster who needed me to save her from herself.

“My Queen,” Sophia asked, reaching out her hand to touch my arm. “What are you going to do?”

I blinked. “What?”

“Are you going to tame her or kill her?” Her voice creaked, croaked. “Because...if you had the dragon under your control. You could conquer the world.”

“No wonder the High King dominated so swiftly,” Thrak grunted. “If he had her as his queen.”

I blinked my eyes. I had no idea what I would do in her lair. Kill her or tame her. Slay a monster who butchered thousands and thousands, or use her to make myself queen? It shouldn't be a choice at all, but the idea of being High Queen, of ruling like my ancestor had, wormed through my soul. Sophia nodded at me, supporting me.

Wanting me to choose the selfish option.

And, Gods, did I want to be selfish. After last night, after the gift Lady Delilah, Dominari, had shared with me...

“Start preparing,” I snarled, my heart hammering in my chest. I had questions needing answering. Either way, I would get them out of Dominari.


Chapter Forty-Four: Differing Opinions

Acolyte Sophia – Despeir Mountains

I felt like my stomach had fallen out of my body. Lady Delilah was a dragon. A dragon.

And not any dragon, but Dominari. The dragon we had set out on a Quest to kill. The dragon who'd encouraged Angela to go down this road, who'd recruited allies to aid Angela on her quest, who'd watched us from afar and given my Queen her wonderful gift.

My hand rubbed at my belly through my robe.

And she was Dominari. The monster who'd depopulated Eastern Zeutch, burned cities, towns, and villages. Refugees had flooded west five hundred years ago, fleeing in terror from her wrath. Whole armies were consumed in her fires. Scores of mages had perished attempting to fight her. She had claimed her Desolation, and only the foolish dared challenge her.

And us.

But Dominari wasn't our enemy. She had proved that. She could have killed us easily at any time. We were at her mercy. Last night, Angela and I shared her bed. We writhed in passion with Lady Delilah. She could have ripped us apart. She could have burned us and eaten us.

But she didn't. She wanted to be Angela's. She yearned to be controlled, collared, kept from marauding.

And with her, Angela would be High Queen. I could see it now. Who could stand against us when we had the most powerful and dangerous monster in the world serving us? My nervousness transformed into exhilaration. A giddy euphoria had me swaying on the back of my horse. Finally, a woman would rule. No more following in Pater's example. Yes, Angela could grow a cock, giving her a dominating rod, but she was still a woman.

After all, making love to the new Angela, or other hermaphrodites, hadn't broken my vow to Saphique. I still had my connection to my goddess. She was the patron of women. She would know what sex Angela possessed.

My head shot to my Queen. She sat astride her warhorse, face stony. But I could see it in her eyes. I knew her. We had changed so much these last six months, suffered through so many trials since we set out from Secare. We had grown so close; discovered truths about ourselves.

She dominated. I submitted.

And there was a dragon in need of being dominated. A dragon who needed to submit, who needed what Angela could give her.

I smiled at my Queen, giving her such an encouraging nod. She didn't have to fulfill her Quest. Dominari wouldn't be a threat to the world if she served its ruler. Its rightful ruler. She was the High King's heir. All the lands from the Despeir Mountains west were hers. Zeutch, Thosi, Thlin, Althos, Vanya, Secare, and the cities of the Nimborgoth. Hers by right of her blood.

She had to seize it.

Angela didn't respond to my look. She grit her teeth and slung down from her horse. “We need to prepare.”

“Right,” I nodded, climbing down off my horse and unbelting my robe. I had spells to cast: weapons needed to be enchanted and everyone had to be warded with a divination spell. It would give at most a heartbeat's warning of danger, enough for us to react if we were paying attention to the magic.

I plunged my fingers into my pussy, groaning as I churned my flesh. Everyone dismounted around me, silent, my companions all deep in thought at the revelation. I shuddered, closing my eyes and imagining Angela as queen.

I pictured her sitting regally upon her throne, wearing a gown of sky-blue and adorned with sapphires. A silver crown set in her flaming curls glinting with her majesty. Upon her shoulders draped a purple cape trimmed in ermine. And at her side knelt Lady Delilah and myself, collars about our throats, the chains held in Angela's hands. Her slaves and concubines.

“Yes,” I hissed, my fingers churning my pussy to a froth. My flesh clenched down on my digits as I prepared myself for the divination spell. “It will be magnificent.”

My head leaned back, my eyes still firmly shut as I lost myself to my fantasy. Before her entire court, I pressed my head between Angela's legs. Her tangy musk filled my nose as I kissed down her sleek thighs.

Worship me, she moaned in my imagination. Show the world the obedience due me.

“Yes, my Queen,” I gasped, the heel of my hand grinding on my clit. My pussy clenched about my digits, my pleasure growing swiftly.

I licked through her pussy in my imagination, reaching her clit, teasing it, coaxing out her girl-dick. It swelled over my head, growing longer and longer while I tongued her snatch. She moaned and squirmed, everyone watching gasping in shock and desire.

Witnessing the mighty prowess of their Queen.

I sucked on her cock, my fingers plunging not into my pussy, but hers. I fingered her faster and faster, sucking so hard, my tongue swirling about her dick's crown. Her salty precum filled my mouth, making me tremble with excitement.

Euphoria swelled. My toes curled in my shoes. I moaned out my pleasure as it exploded through me. My pussy spasmed about my fingers. My clit ached beneath my grinding hand. My body trembled, my voice echoing through the mountain pass.

And I almost forgot to cast the spell.

“Saphique, I pray you protect us from danger, to give us a glimpse of peril to come,” I chanted, the magic sparking out of my pussy along with my orgasmic delight. My eyes fluttered. I glanced out at my companions, all watching me in silence. “Gather before me,” I said, shuddering through my orgasm. “Hurry.”

They did, pressing around me, kneeling to receive Saphique's blessing.

My milk filled my breasts when the energy reached them. My nipples ached and throbbed. I pulled my fingers from my pussy, smearing my cream across my tits. My body shuddered, the milk swelling my breasts, beading at my nipples.

It had to come out.

I grabbed my tits, squeezing as I moaned: “Grant those foresight who are anointed with your love and protection, my virgin Goddess.”

Milk squirted from my nipples, spraying out across my friends. I groaned, rivulets running down my fingers and belly, anointing me as I coated them. It fell like white rain across their faces, Minx grinning as she held her tongue out before her, Thrak stoic as it drizzled across his swarthy and pierced features.

Angela made no reaction at all, her face stony, still wrestling with her thoughts.

“That's it?” Chaun asked, my white milk standing out on his ebony skin. “We can see the future?”

“You'll get...impressions,” Sophia said. “Pay attention. It'll be a tingle. You won't have much warning though. But it's better than nothing. To do more, I would need more priestesses to work a ritual.”

“It'll be enough,” Angela said, rising, my milk running down her armor.

My fingers were coated in breast milk. “Thrak, your ax.”

I hoped Angela would make the right decision as I enchanted the orc's weapon. It glowed pink with danger. If the dragon's scales were hardened by magic, then my enchantment would let his weapon bite through. Then I anointed Minx's daggers and Xera's arrows.

Angela's sword needed no such enchantment. Magic burned in the blade far stronger than anything I could cast.

~  *  ~

Knave Angela

A chill shivered through my flesh as Aurora let out a deep breath. “There. Warded.”

“Tickles,” Minx giggled, flexing her fingers. “And I feel all muggy.” The halfling squirmed.

“That's the water elemental,” Aurora said, gripping her totem. “There is a thin layer of water over each of you.”

I shifted, feeling like my boots were soggy and my armor wet. “Good,” I said, my stomach twisting as I looked up the small trail Lady Delilah—Dominari—had ridden. I still could not believe that she was the dragon. I had known her since I was a girl. She was my first crush. And last night...

And now she wanted me to stop her from being a monster.

“So,” Minx asked, flipping her enchanted dagger, the pink hue blurring as it spun in the air. She caught her blade. “What's the choice, Angela? Kill or dominate?”

“Kill,” Xera said without hesitation, a fierce hatred shooting across her face. “She's a monster.”

Xera was a hunter for her people. She spent her life patrolling the Deorc Forest for any monsters that had wandered out of the Rheyn Mountains to the north. We had met her hunting a basilisk.

“Kill her!” gasped Minx in shock.

“Look at what she's done.” The elf's naked breasts, glistening with moisture, swayed as she pointed down the pass towards the brown lands of the Desolation. “She has burned everything green for miles upon miles. She has razed entire cities. She is a pestilence upon the world. The poor people of Zeutch have suffered for generations. That is why we're here. To slay her.”

“But the wealth and glory, Xera,” Minx protested, her sapphire eyes so wide. “Think about it. We'll be the High Queen's most trusted servants. Angela will reward us with gold, titles, positions of authority, whatever we want.” Minx's head shot to me. “Right?”

“I guess,” I said, my mouth dry. Did I want that? To rule? The sword hummed in its sheath at my side, almost demanding that I make that choice. But was it something I wanted? Did I want to be queen of the known world?

I could make it peaceful. No more wars between Secare and Valya, or between the Princedoms in Zeutch. I could help Althos deal with the Tribes of Ilt, and pacify the orcs and make them civilized. The desert nomads would not have to live lives of banditry. I could even free the humans enslaved by the rakshasas in the Queendom of Naith and destroy the foul Shizhuth Empire on the other side of the mountains.

“You would spare this monster, Minx?” Xera said, her aghast shock drawing me out of my thoughts. “After what she's done? It's unconscionable.”

Xera was right, too. But it wasn't just Dominari we'd kill. It was Lady Delilah. There was such pain in her voice. She didn't want to be a monster. She didn't want to pillage the world.

“I agree,” Faoril said. “Dominari is dangerous. Could Angela actually keep her under control? We have a chance to kill her, we should—”

“Of course Angela can keep Dominari under control!” Sophia exclaimed, cutting off the mage. “My Queen is strong, and Lady Delilah wants to submit.” Her hands clutched at her belly through her now-closed robes. “You weren't in our tent last night. I felt it. She yearns to be Angela's submissive, like me. She wants to serve. She just needs Angela to prove she is strong enough to earn that submission.”

“Earn it?” Xera asked.

“Submission is such a huge thing to give,” Sophia said, her words heated with her passion and love for me. Her words were so touching. “It is not something to be given lightly. You have to trust your Queen implicitly. You have to know she won't hurt you. That she will give you what you need. It's so scary taking that step. But it's also amazing. Wonderful.”

Thrak grunted, nodding his head in agreement. He would know. He had Captain Thyrna as his submissive.

“And this is Angela's destiny,” Sophia continued. “That's what the Lesbius Oracle told us. It never said we were here to kill Dominari. The prophecy said that the Flaming Woman would change Angela's destiny. And she is. She's giving Angela what she needs to rebuild her ancestor's empire. To restore the High Kingdom of Hamilten and bring peace to the world.”

“And?” Xera asked. “That makes it right to spare the monster?”

“Yes!” Sophia and Minx said at the exact same moment.

“Think of the wealth,” Minx pleaded to her elven lover.

“Gold is dross.” Xera's ears twitched. “I know you have a fascination with it, but it has only the value we give it. There is nothing intrinsic about it. In the forest, we have no use for coins. Elves all work together to better ourselves.”

“Well, the rest of us need gold,” Minx said.

“And lets not forget we're all fugitives,” Sophia continued, glancing at me. “We have bounties on our head. Killing Dominari won't change that, my Queen.”

I bit my lip, guilt swirling through me. I had led my companions to this, forced them to commit crimes to aid me in my quest. I could make everything right if I dominated Dominari. I could restore the lives stolen from my friends.

“You'll be a Master Mage, Faoril,” Sophia continued, glancing at the mage. “Isn't that wonderful?”

“Yes,” Faoril said, her face going pale. “It...would be.”

“Faoril?” Xera asked.

The mage bit her lip, brow furrowing in thought.

My stomach twisted. I was here on a Quest. I was given a sacred duty. But... My hand moved down, grasping the hilt of my sword, squeezing it. The power surged through me. The power to rule, to dominate, to set everything to right.

“Please, my Queen,” Sophia said, fixing her eyes back on mine. Her green depths swam with emotion. “Do this. For me. For your friends. For the world. And for her. For Lady Delilah. She wants to be yours. She hates what she is.”

“I...” I wanted to say yes. “I am here to kill her. It is my Quest.”

Anger flared through Sophia. “You're not a knight anymore, my Queen. Your order stripped you from their ranks for doing what was right. They sent you on this mission, gave you no support, and then spit upon your methods. They sent your own brother and sister knights to arrest you. You don't have to do this. You do not have to finish your Quest for them, my Queen.”

“I am a knight!” The words burst from my throat. “Whether my order says so or not. I am in my heart. I swore oaths to protect the kingdoms of men.”

“Then protect them under your rule.” She fell to her knees before me. “Be their Queen. Like you're mine.”

“No,” Xera said, shaking her head. “This is not right. Your oaths aside, Angela, the crimes of Dominari are too great to ever be forgiven. They must be avenged. How many died when she razed the ground behind us? When she burned those ruined cities out there on the plain? How many innocents perished because of her?”

“That was five hundred years ago,” Sophia said, gaining her feet.

“Yeah, who cares,” Minx added.

“Crimes can be scrubbed,” Chaun said, leaning against a boulder. He held his lyre in his arms and idly plucked a note. It rang through the air, cutting through the argument. “The right tale can redeem any monster. Any story told in the right way can make any tyrant appear a saint. Sympathy is what we need, and that can be manufactured.”

“Chaun,” Aurora gasped, her face wide with horror, her sapphire eyes glistening. She shook her head at her husband, her sky-blue hair waving about her delicate features. “You can't say that. She's evil. We can't make her seem good.”

“We absolutely can,” he answered his wife. “You heard her pain. You heard the grief she suffers warring with her nature. Dominari is conflicted. She doesn't want to do the horrible things she's committed. It's something in her that drives her to do harm. That she struggles to control and can't.” A huge smile crossed his lips. “What an epic it will make. A tale that will have lords and peasants alike crying at the tragedy of her life.”

“But...” Aurora's voice faltered. “How can you make burning cities tragic for her? To make the people of Zeutch forgive her?”

“See, Angela,” Xera pressed. “We can't do this.”

“Oh, it would be easy,” Chaun said, plucking another note on his lyre. “Are you not convinced of her pain already? It is such a story.”

“I...” Aurora licked her lips. “She did sound...conflicted.”

“She's not a monster,” Sophia added. “She just did some bad things. Like we had to in the Doge's Palace.”

“Stealing a few things and taking a man hostage is not the same thing as burning cities,” Xera objected.

“It's all a matter of perspective,” Chaun continued, glancing at me. “When we set out on this Quest, we all believed Dominari was evil. That she was dangerous. That she had to be destroyed for the world's own good. None of us doubted that, right?”

I nodded my head with the others.

“And now?”

“Doubts,” Faoril said. She shifted, glancing up the trail. “She did sound so...conflicted. She begged us to come stop her. And if taming her achieves the same results as killing her...”

I closed my eyes. Why did this have to be so hard? It was so easy before. When Dominari was evil. She had to be destroyed. She wasn't supposed to be so soft and gentle. She wasn't supposed to love with such passion. She wasn't supposed to speak with such ragged horror at what she had done. What should I do? What is the right thing here? Kill her and then we spend our lives as fugitives dodging bounty hunters?

Or do I tame her and use her to conquer the world? To make it better.

“What do you think, Thrak?” Faoril asked, her voice cracking.

I glanced at the orc. He had been silent the entire time, watching from the edge. He leaned on his greataxe, the crescent-moon blades glowing pink. His face was stony, his brow furrowed, the piercings twitching in his eyebrows.

I trembled, waiting for him to speak. I respected the orc greatly. He had a piercing intellect. He was patient. He didn't make rash decisions when he wasn't consumed with his rage. He had studied philosophy, ethics. Sophia, Chaun, and Minx wanted one thing, Xera and Aurora the other. And poor Faoril had no idea what to do.

I stared at him, pleading with my eyes.

He stared back. “I trust you, Angela,” he said, his voice rumbling. He swept his gaze over the party. “She will make the right decision. And we will support her. We have come this far united. We will not fracture over this. Whether she kills or dominates the dragon, we are with her. Right?”

“Of course,” Sophia said.

Chaun strummed his lyre. “Either way, it will make a tale worth singing.”

Aurora nodded her head and Minx sighed. “Yes, even if we don't get any treasure.”

Faoril took a deep breath, her worry falling off of her.

“Absolutely,” Xera said. “Even if you feel you must spare her, Angela.”

“Thank you,” I said to my friends as I looked around. I could see it in their faces. They trusted me to make the right decision. They would follow me up there and support me no matter what.

I had never felt more loved in my life.

And never felt more lost.

I had no idea what the right decision was.


Chapter Forty-Five: Trust

Chaun

Tears glistened in Angela's eyes as she stared at us. I plucked another note on my lyre as I studied my companions. The conflict still simmered. We all had our opinions, our reasons to spare or kill the dragon. It weighed on us. And on Angela.

So much had been put on her shoulders. What must she have felt when she stood in the Temple of the Pure, surrounded by the priestesses and acolytes of Saphique, when she received her Quest. When it had been pulled at random out of the chest, one of a hundred or more possibilities.

And one that knight-errants of all three orders had perished attempting for generations.

The fear that must have hit her. But she found the courage to do it. The courage from Lady Delilah's support, her belief. From the woman she respected. The woman who had guided her into being a knight.

The woman she now contemplated killing.

No matter her decision, she couldn't face Dominari looking so conflicted, so dejected. She needed to be heartened. She needed to have hope, to have her spirits lifted. We all did. The Minotaur almost crushed us, and what we faced today would be far deadlier.

My fingers ran along my lyre, the cords trilling through the air. Courageous and victorious notes echoed through the pass as I lifted my voice in song. I sent my music out to my companions, wrapping them in stirring passion, getting their hearts racing, their blood pumping, lifting their spirits, giving them the strength to face what was coming.

Aurora lifted her head first, a smile on her lips as her sapphire eyes met mine. She understood what I was doing. This was the only way I could contribute to the group. I didn't have strength of arms or arcane knowledge to fight the dragon. I could only keep our spirits from flagging.

I would be hope as we walked into the darkness.

My other companions straightened their backs, lifting their heads. Angela's indecision fell away, replaced by determination. I focused on her, reminding her of the grit that kept her going on this Quest when all appeared lost. The strength of will to face obstacle after obstacle to reach this position.

No matter what she chose, she would make her decision with her head raised high.

Angela drew the High King's sword. I shivered from the energy radiating off the thing. Power hummed in it, shining brighter than the white light wreathing the blade. She turned, pointing up the trail.

“It is time,” Angela said, confidence in her voice. Whether or not she had made her decision, she was prepared. “We are ready. Together, the eight of us have faced so much. We have overcome so many dangers. Together. And together, we are going to march up to the cave and face Dominari.

“I am so blessed to have you all. When I set out on my Quest, I had no ideas the friends I would make.”

“How you would touch our lives and drag us out of darkness,” Thrak rumbled.

“Or boring mediocrity,” Minx said, flipping her dagger and grinning.

“You brought us together,” Aurora said, smiling at me, her hands rubbing her stomach. “And I know together we'll walk back down this path. No matter what happens up there.”

“Together,” Faoril said, taking a deep breath.

“Together,” breathed Sophia, her face shining as she stared at Angela.

A tear fell down Angela's cheek as she smiled. It was radiant.

~  *  ~

Aurora Xandra

I added my voice to my husband's song as Angela turned and marched up the path, her chainmail loincloth swaying as it dangled between her thighs. Her boots rang and her armor clinked. Thrak joined her, then Sophia. Chaun and I came next, Faoril and Minx behind us. Xera took the rear, her bow out and drawn, an enchanted arrow knocked and ready to fly.

I gripped my water and wind totems. My body buzzed. I felt the eight water elementals warding my companions and me. I summoned a pair of air elementals and water elementals each to fight with us. The air elementals danced in the air, vaguely in the shape of women, their forms rough outlines of swirling wind. The water elementals were larger and didn't so much as walk as flow up the trail on either side of me.

We were ready to face her. I kept singing with Chaun, my heart beating with hope and courage. We could kill Dominari, or we could help Angela dominate her. Either way, I knew we would triumph. No fear beat in my heart because of my husband.

He thought he didn't add much to the group, but his music was remarkable. To stir such passions in us with his voice and lyre. Before, I was terrified. I didn't feel equal to the task, but now I did. And that change of outlook felt so important.

The difference between us living and dying.

~  *  ~

Minx

“Maybe we'll still get treasure if we kill her,” I said. Chaun and Aurora's music was so stirring I'd be skipping if we weren't climbing a steep trail. “I mean, dragons hoard gold, right, Faoril?”

“So legends say,” Faoril said. “Of course, dragons have been all but extinct for thousands of years. Their lust for gold being their downfall.”

“And the ones that survive must just get stronger and stronger,” I mused, flipping my dagger. “Imagine all the gold Dominari must have collected. She pillaged the desolation. There must be whole cities worth of treasure in that cave.”

“More gold than you can carry,” Xera said.

“But I'll know where it is. I can come back for it.” I turned and grinned at my elf. “You're not still mad?”

“Of course not,” Xera smiled. “I do not begrudge your fascination with gold and wealth. It is, in fact, an endearing thing about you. Your passion for everything.”

“Thanks.” I shivered. “Oh, Xera, either way, we'll have a harem of hermaphrodites and live in a huge palace. And your wife can be a part of it, too. I won't be jealous. There's room for her in our life.”

“How magnanimous of you,” the elf said, amusement in her tone.

“I know you care for her,” I continued. I knew Xera didn't love her wife like she loved me, but maintaining her marriage was important to my elf. I could be accommodating of her desires. “Imagine the fun you can have with Atha and me.”

“Atha?”

“I can't say Atharileeesia... blegh. It's too much. I can barely say Xerathalasia without biting my tongue. So Atha.”

“Atharilesia is a beautiful name,” Xera said, amusement in her voice. “She would be so crushed if you couldn't say it.”

“Fine, I'll practice,” I told her, rubbing my hands together. Either way, we would all be so rich after today. And I would get to share it with my Xera.

~  *  ~

Acolyte Sophia

I stared at Angela as she led us up the path. I kept wanting to rush forward and demand that she dominate Dominari. It was so unlike me. I already went so far earlier, practically telling her what to do. I couldn't press it any longer. But she had to do this. Dominating the dragon was the right decision to make.

She just had to believe it.

But it was so hard not rushing forward and arguing with Angela to make the right decision. She deserved to be a real queen. She had suffered so much to get the sword. We all had. It was only right that we used it to claim her birthright.

But I was her concubine. She was my Queen and I couldn't make demands on her. I had to let it be Angela's decision. Thrak was right. She would make the right one, and I had to respect it. Even if she made the wrong decision.

“Please, Saphique,” I whispered, “help my Queen make the right decision.”

~  *  ~

Warlock Faoril

I trembled as I walked beside Minx, ignoring the halfling as she plotted how to spend a treasure she didn't even possess. I stared down at my red robes. Could I finally trade these in for the black? I had the skill to be a Master Mage.

I proved it when I reforged the sword.

And the only way I could achieve my dreams was for Angela to subjugate the Magery of Thosi. If she ruled my order, then she could demand they reinstate me. Wipe away my crime of assaulting Master Mage Yolun back in Raratha. I wouldn't have a bounty on my head.

I wouldn't be a warlock any longer.

So as horrible as it felt to let the monster who had sacked Weakot, Cheyvn, and Pethnol live, I wanted Angela to make that decision. I had dreamed of becoming a Master Mage for so long. If that bitch who claimed to be my friend could do it, then why not me? I was far better than Saoria. Angela could undo my stupid mistake in botching the preservation spell on the lemures' cum vials.

I closed my eyes, Chaun and Aurora's music working through me. I couldn't focus on this right now. We were about dangerous business. I needed to focus on what I was about to do. I had a belly full of Thrak's and Chaun's cum, sucked straight from their cocks, and plenty more vials clinking around in my pockets.

Fire magic would be useless against a dragon. And I doubt I could bind a creature as large as Dominari in air. Water magic was a possibility, but I would focus on life magic to disrupt her ability to move while using earth magic as lances to pierce through her thick hide.

Technically, I wasn't a Master Mage, but I had the skills, and I would prove it today.

~  *  ~

Thrak

Chaun's music made me eager for the fight. My rage seethed, ready to be unleashed upon Dominari. Today would be a contest unlike any other we had faced. It would be a battle to dwarf our fight with the Minotaur, and that had been exhilarating.

Every step brought us closer and closer. I stared up the winding trail, spotting a dark opening in the rocks, the entrance to her lair. I took deep breaths, gripping my greataxe in my right hand. I was ready for this fight no matter what Angela chose.

I had my preference, but it was Angela's Quest. Angela's destiny. Angela's decision. I was just here to help her see it through.

I glanced at my ax, grimaced. Why did Sophia's enchantment have to glow pink?

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

I let Minx's description of the palace she wanted us to live in wash over me. She was indulging in her excitement. I knew she would come with me to my forest. Maybe she would build her palace on the edge in the lands of Thosi, Secare, or Valya. But I would dwell in the woods with my wife and daughter.

I didn't even know my daughter's name. I could only imagine what she'd look like, what it'd feel to hold her in my arms. Would it feel like cradling the bulb from the poor elf mutilated into that plant monstrosity by Vebrin? Would my daughter give me that same joy and hope for a better future?

I hoped so.

So I listened to Chaun's song. I let the hope fill me that I would live to see my daughter. That I would live to fulfill my promise and plant the bulb in the forest. I left her in a small hole, just in case. If I died, she could grow here in the mountains. It wouldn't be the same as planting her in the Deorc Forest among my fellow elves, but she would have a chance.

A chance. We had that. I had to embrace the hope that we'd survive. That I would have a life with Minx, my wife, and my daughter. Whether Angela made the right or wrong choice today, I had to believe there were better days to come.


Chapter Forty-Six: Decisions

Knave Angela

I hoped to make my decision by the time we reached the cave.

I hadn't.

As I faced the wide cave opening, a yawning mouth of darkness easily big enough for Dominari to fly in and out of in her dragon form, I took a deep breath. The unknown lay in there. Two different paths to walk. The noble path, fulfilling my Quest and spending my life as an outlaw. Or the selfish path, becoming High Queen, sparing Lady Delilah, giving my friends rewards instead of a life of being hunted. Faoril a Master Mage, Chaun again a Court Bard, Sophia the luxurious life she'd always known, Minx all the wealth she could revel in, Aurora a safe place to live with her husband and hatch her egg. Only Thrak and Xera didn't need me to make that choice. They had their people to return to, people who didn't care about what they did in Raratha.

Power. Wealth. Peace.

I turned around, staring down at the world. We were so high. The trail had led us up a peak that overlooked the pass. To my left, I could see the Desolation, a brown smear on the horizon that slowly grew green the farther west it went. To my left, the dark lands of the Shizhuthian Empire. I shuddered. So many humans and other races enslaved by the cruel nagas.

What to do?

Chaun's music stirred through me and I knew I would make the choice when I needed to. When it mattered. They all believed in me. And I had to believe in myself. I would make the right decision. I took a deep breath.

“Faoril, illumination.”

“Angela,” she murmured.

Like in the Labyrinth, Faoril sent a ball of light surging into the cave, reaching into the gloomy depths were sunlight could never reach. The tunnel ran maybe thirty feet before widening into a large gallery beneath the peak.

“Gold,” Minx groaned, almost feverish.

Gold glittered around the edge of the cave, great mounds of coins and stacks of bars. Other piles held gems and jewelry. The wealth of cities lay in the cave. My heart raced faster and faster. It made the Doge's Vault appear to hold only a few coppers and the Mirage Gardens loose change.

And standing in the middle of the cave was the Lady Delilah. She was naked and gorgeous, her beauty mature and lush, her fiery hair cascading about the face that had sparked my first orgasm. Memories of last night surged through me. My clit tingled, wanting to transform into a cock.

A cock given to me by this woman. This dragon.

How could I kill her? She waited for me to stop her from being a monster. She didn't want to kill and pillage. She warred against her very nature. I just had to seize her, make her my slave like I made Sophia, and the world would be protected.

And if I killed her, it would also be defended.

I marched forward with resolution I didn't feel. It was artificial, stirred by Chaun's song, but it gave me the courage to face the unknown, to give Lady Delilah one last chance to persuade me. Maybe she would tip me towards either dominating her or killing her. I was balanced so precariously.

Her horse neighed as we marched by, tethered outside the cave. And then we passed through the mammoth entrance, leaving daylight behind. It grew cooler as we moved inward, but not damp. It was a dry cave. Not surprising with a dragon living it it. Nor did it smell musty or unpleasant. There was no reek of rotting flesh or must of dry bones.

It had a fresh scent tinged with smoke.

Lady Delilah awaited us unconcerned. It was hard thinking about her as Dominari. Hard to join up the image of this beautiful, refined woman with the marauding monster who had burned Prince Gruber's army in a heartbeat.

“Have you made your decision?” Lady Delilah asked as we reached her.

I didn't answer, studying her. My companions spread out, Thrak going to the right, Xera to the left. Chaun, Faoril, and Aurora hanging back while Minx padded in Xera's direction, her knife in hand, her eyes fixed on the treasure.

Lady Delilah's eyes flicked across my companions as they moved to flank her. She did not appear concerned.

“Will you save me, Angela?” she asked, the pain rising in her voice.

“Yes,” I answered.

“How? Will you kill me or dominate me?”

“I don't know.”

Lady Delilah nodded. “This is all King Edward's fault, isn't it? He gave that amulet to Fireeyes and made you doubt me. Even now, it eats at you.”

I shook my head. “I am on a Quest to slay you.”

“No, you're on a Quest to protect the world from me.”

“Not much of a distinction,” I said.

“But enough of one that you can dominate her, my Queen,” Sophia said, standing a pace behind me and to my right.

She shouldn't be there. She should back up. But I didn't have the heart to tell her. She was next to me. Ready to support me.

“Indeed,” Lady Delilah said, smiling and inclining her head at Sophia. “A distinction that should satisfy your oath. By dominating me, you are protecting the world from me. I won't burn any more cities.”

“Why did you?” I asked. “Why did you create the desolation? Why did you raze those cities?”

“I lost control,” she answered. “I meant to drive the people from the passes, to create a legend of a dangerous dragon so that one day the High King's descendant would quest to slay me. But it wasn't supposed to go so far. People weren't supposed to die. Not like they did. Not whole cities slain.” Tears spilled down her cheeks like diamonds. She held out her hands. “But then I breathed fire. I remembered the pleasure of flame. Of killing and marauding. Of eating bodies freshly cooked. Five centuries of repression, of self-denial, evaporated. I burned and burned and burned before I stopped myself.”

She shook as my stomach twisted.

“I managed to keep myself from burning the hordes of refugees fleeing from the cities I razed. Just.” More tears fell. “And, Gods, I almost lost control when I rescued you from Prince Gruber's army. But I had no choice. He had interfered, and you would not have prevailed. I ate all the soldiers. Their armor ran like honey through my jaws as I feasted.” She hugged herself, shaking more and more. “I need someone to control me, Angela. To unleash me when it is necessary. I can't stand hearing all their screams any longer. Please.” She took a step towards me. “Save me. Dominate me.”

“Then fall to your knees,” I told her, my stomach twisting. “What's stopping you?”

“Me!” she raged, passion crossing her face for a moment, the rage that spit fire and roasted Prince Gruber's army twisting her beauty into something monstrous and ugly. “I will not serve someone weak. Only my oath to my husband has kept me from burning the world, Angela. And that oath grows weaker and weaker. You have arrived. I have waited for you, fought so hard to hold onto the control he gave me.

“For you. I have readied everything. For you. Please, Angela.” Such pain filled her eyes, the monstrous rage lost. “Please, dominate me. Subdue me to your will.”

I took a deep breath. What was better for the world? A single nation bringing peace or this monster forever destroyed?

“And is that the gold from those towns?” Xera asked, her voice ringing with disapproval. “Did you loot them after butchering their inhabitants?”

Lady Delilah took a deep breath. “No. What you see behind me is the Treasury of the High Kingdom of Hamilten, Angela's birthright. I preserved it when all collapsed. When my husband's vassals fell to warring to claim what should have passed to Lily but couldn't because of the humans' stupid belief in the order of the universe. That silly notion that only a man can rule because the Father of All, Pater, is a man.” Delilah spat. “Lily could have kept her father's kingdom alive.

“And Angela is even as strong.” Lady Delilah pointed behind her. “Here is the wealth to finance your claim, to hire the armies and win lords and ladies to your cause. Here is the might that will make you High Queen. The world is ready. The rulers are weak. And you are powerful.

“Make your choice, Angela!” she howled. “Will you accept your destiny?”

The Prophecy of the Lesbius Oracle rang in my head.

“Daughter of Lilies, beset by betrayals

Duty compels your darkness

A sword is needed. A sword reforged.

To embrace your destiny, the shattered blade must be whole,

Seek out the five holy shards scattered and lost

Companions shall aid you, Daughter of Lilies

All Betrayed

The Virgin Whore touched by no man,

The Quiet Stalker who moves unseen

The Grieving Mage who commands the elements

The Raging Warrior who mourns lost love

The Seducing Bard who shall lose his heart

The Silent Thief who steals more than gold

The Nameless Shaman who shall find her heart

The Flaming Woman who changes your destiny

All Betrayed.

Wield the Hero's Blade, Daughter of Lilies

In the Dragon's lair,

Truth shall slay Betrayal's Lies.”

The Lesbius Oracle told me to reforge the sword for my destiny. And that the Flaming Woman would change it. I had followed the Oracle's words thus far, gathering my companions, and as I reflected on the words, I realized that nothing in them said I would kill the dragon. Only that I would find my destiny.

And was my destiny to be an outlaw? A knave? To wander hunted, with Sophia? What life was that for my concubine? She didn't deserve that. She was only here because her church ordered her. She didn't volunteer like all my other companions.

The woman I loved was chained to my Quest. What did I owe that sacrifice?

I owed it much.

My spine tingled and my stomach roiled as I took my breath. And made my choice. I would trust the Lesbius Oracle's words. I would have faith that my destiny was to be High Queen. For Sophia and for the world.

I opened my mouth to speak when Sophia screamed in warning.

~  *  ~

Acolyte Sophia

I trembled beside my Queen, watching as her spine stiffened. She had made her decision. And I knew it was the right one. I knew my Queen would dominate the dragon. Such joy suffused me even as my spine tingled and my stomach roiled and...

My eyes widened. Danger. My Goddess's spell reacting.

“Angela!” I screamed and leaped at her, my head snapping to my left, staring at the entrance of the cave mouth.

Through the sunlight spilling in the entrance, a shadow soared. Feathered wings beat. A pegasus rushed down the tunnel impossibly fast. A man rode upon it, a crown upon his brow, his face twisted in anger as he swung his sword.

Wings flapped.

Everything moved so slow. I floated to Angela, my heart thudding in terror.

An arrow hissed, flaring pink as it streaked from Xera's bow. It hit the pegasus in the neck. The beast screamed in pain. But the momentum was too great. Even as it crashed to the ground, it carried its rider towards Angela.

I slammed into her armored back. My Queen gasped, stumbling forward as the sword hissed down at her back.

And bit into my side.

A cold chill filled me as the force of the blow swept me off my feet. The blade buried deep into my side, cutting almost to my navel. I hit the ground, rolling, crimson soaking my robes as I came to a rest on my back.

Angela lived.

The pegasus crashed to the ground beyond her, the man leaping off with a nimble dexterity he shouldn't possess. He landed, his sword stained with my blood. I tried to speak, but a cold gripped me, radiating from my wound.

Angela screamed my name.

~  *  ~

Knave Angela

“Sophia!”

My anguished cry burst from my throat as Sophia's life bled out of her. It pooled across the stony ground. Her robes soaked up her blood like dry ground soaked up fresh rain. Her eyes fluttered closed as a cold rage filled me.

I turned to her attacker. Too much anger consumed me to be shocked by the sight of King Edward of Secare standing before me, his blood-stained blade raised high to slash down and kill me.

Everything vanished from my awareness but the man before me. I swung the High King's sword and screamed my vengeance. I would butcher this man. He had killed her.

He killed my Sophia!

The High King's sword exploded with blinding radiance. Edward faltered, flinching before the cold light of vengeance. The power of my blade crashed into his puny weapon. Metal shattered. Shards of the bastard's blade tumbled through the air as the High King's sword slashed down.

And cut him in half from his shoulder to his hip.

A bird alighted by Sophia's bleeding corpse. Aurora appeared out of a shimmer of feathers as King Edward's body fell backward in two halves, shock frozen in his eyes. And horror. Then his halves hit the stony ground with two meaty thunks.

“Sophia,” Aurora cried, pouring a healing potion into Sophia's mouth as I stood over the dead king.

“Just like the Sekar Oracle promised him,” Lady Delilah said. “Vengeance compelled his death. He died on the High King's sword.”

Her words passed through me as I stared at Sophia. Maybe she wasn't dead. Maybe there was hope that she would—

“Truth,” a feminine voice spoke as white fire burned from the puddle of the dead king's blood. The fire crackled, burning bright, driving me back with its brilliance.

A figure arouse in the flames, curvy and busty, the perfection of motherhood and womanly wiles. I trembled as Lady Delilah hissed, “Slata!”

“Witness the truth of your betrayal, Angela ev'Xarin,” the Goddess Slata said, her voice reverberating through the cave.

Through my soul.


Chapter Forty-Seven: Witnessed

Knight Angela – Dominari's Lair, Despeir Mountains

The goddess's words struck me like a blow. The white light washed over me, assaulting me with truth and...

I witnessed.

King Edward IV of Secare groaned and gasped as he lay on his back, a youthful maiden of fiery hair riding his cock. Around him, three other Secaran maidens watched, their eyes lidded with lust. One nuzzled the red-haired maiden's throat, the girl gasping in a foreign tongue as she rode the king's cock.

“Fill her up with your cum!” the licking maiden purred.

What is going on I thought, blinking in shock as I floated disembodied in the room, staring down. Is this...the Sekar Oracle? Is this King Edward's coronation? He became king not long before I received my Quest. Like every king before him, he ventured up the Lone Mountain to hear a prophecy to guide his rule.

Why is Slata showing me this?

“Slata's cunt, yes!” groaned King Edward, his face twisting in pleasure “Work that pussy, Oracle. I'm gonna cum so hard.”

I just killed him. I just killed the king. Why was he even here?

“Yes!” moaned another of the Oracle's attending maidens, humping against the King's thigh, cumming. “Yes, yes, yes.”

The King's face twisted with passion. The Oracle slammed down his cock, her apparently youthful body writhing as she screamed her orgasmic pleasure. Emerald light shone from her eyes and mouth.

And then she spoke ancient music and the maiden cumming on the King's thigh translated:

“You shall die, Mighty King, upon the Hero's Blade

The High King's Empire shall rise once more

The Hero of the Lilies departs on perilous quest

Duty shall compel her darkness,

But vengeance shall compel your death

You shall die, Mighty King, upon the Hero's Blade”

The Sekar Oracle predicted I would kill King Edward? Confusion wreathed me as the world blurred around my disembodied form. What was going on? If he hadn't hurt Sophia, I never would have killed him. He was my king.

I floated now in a bedchamber, blonde Queen Lavinia lounging on a bed, belly swollen with pregnancy. The King sat at a nearby desk, an elderly man with a bald pate talking to him. I swallowed, trembling. The Lesbius Oracle said we were all betrayed. Me, my friends, even Lady Delilah.

Why would Slata want to show us this? What did she hope to gain?

“I don't need to hear the words again!” King Edward snapped at the old man holding a piece of paper. He had just finished reciting the prophecy. “They've echoed in my head for the last three days. What do they mean? Who is this hero, and why shall she kill me?”

Because you hurt my Sophia!

“Yes, she is right,” the old man nodded. “Very surprising. Scholars had long thought the Hero would be male, and yet the Oracle's words refute that theory.”

“What are you talking about?” demanded the king.

“This prophecy is one of the simplest ever given down by the Oracle.” A smile crossed the advisor's aged face. “So simple.”

“Then speak plain and explain how I may thwart the future.”

Is this how I was betrayed? King Edward wanted to kill me to save his own life?

“Have you forgotten the studies of your youth, Your Majesty? Did your father waste all his money on those tutors?”

The king grinned in a slimy fashion. “Not all the tutors.”

“Yes, I imagine the sort of lessons you endeavored at,” laughed the old man. “I hope you know of the High King.”

“I mean to recreate his empire and not let some woman do it.” The King sneered. “How can a woman even hope to rule?”

Sophia believed I could do it. And I have a cock now. And you're dead. You hurt her!

“The Hero was prophesied as High King Peter lay dying,” explained the advisor. “His final words were a promise that his descendant would claim his sword and restore his empire. For Peter knew that he died without heir and his empire was doomed to shatter. Once dead, his words were so feared, his sword, forged by the God Krab himself, was shattered and hidden throughout the Empire.”

“If he died without heir, how could he have a descendant to reclaim his throne?”

“He had descendants. Only none were male. Lily, his third child by his second wife. All his sons died, but his daughter survived and had children.”

The king frowned. “That sounds familiar. Wasn't there a curse?”

“Holy Slata was angered at her husband Pater's devotion to his bastard son Peter. She cursed Peter and ensured all his sons died, and that his daughter Lily and all her descendants would only birth women. As I said, the prophecy is simple. One of Lily's descendants shall kill you.”

The King glowered. “And how many of those are there? It's been a thousand years. Do we even know her bloodline after so long?”

“Of course.” The advisor grabbed a book from a pile on the king's desk. At the same moment, a draft rustled the room. Queen Lavinia gasped, looking up from her embroidery. A sly smile crossed her lips.

What?

The king looked to his balcony and there stood Lady Delilah.

What is she doing here? My heart raced at the sight of the red-haired woman. Is this where she gave the King the amulet by mistake? Is that the betrayal Slata wants me to believe? Stubborn anger filled me. She trusted the King. That's not betrayal.

The King's breath caught at the sight of Lady Delilah. She is an enchanting creature. Even this pig lusts for her. Her armor clinked as she walked towards him, the chainmail loincloth swinging between her thighs. But you don't know she can grow a cock, do you?

They didn't hear me.

“When did you return, Lady Delilah?” gasped the King.

“Oh, I have been back for a few days,” she answered with a smile, then nodded at Queen Lavinia. “Have you solved your little prophecy yet?” she asked as she sat beside the King.

“I have,” the adviser said, his eyes growing hard. “How have you heard of it?”

My stomach roiled. She knew about his prophecy?

Lady Delilah smiled back at the old man. “I would love to know who you think the Hero of Lilies is? Which of the High King's descendants shall kill our noble king?”

“As I was about to explain before your...um...timely arrival, the answer lies in this book.” He tapped the tome. It had a stuffy title: The Complete Genealogy of Lily of Hamilten, Princess of the Realm, Twenty-Third Revision. “The College of Allenoth has kept meticulous track of Lily and her descendants. Currently, there are eighteen living descendants scattered across the Old Empire's lands. Including five living in our kingdom.”

Me, my mother, my three cousins.

“And which is the one that will kill me?” the King demanded.

What was Lady Delilah doing here?

“Yes. The telling line is 'The Hero of Lilies departs on a perilous quest.' It really was quite easy to deduce. Only one of Lily's descendants is a Knight. Her name is Angela, and according to Lord-Commander William, she will shortly finish her squireship and embark upon her Quest to earn her spurs and become a full Knight Deute. She is the daughter of Count Francis and his second wife, Countess Agnes, who herself can trace her lineage back to Lily in an unbroken line of mothers and daughters.”

“Then she must die,” Queen Lavinia said, her hands rubbing at the curve of her pregnant belly.

A chill shuddered through me. I would have to...deal with that child to conquer Secare.

“Yes,” the King agreed, glancing at Lady Delilah.

“She must surely die to protect your kingdom,” Delilah answered, her lips curling in a smile.

The words slapped me. What was Lady Delilah doing? Why was she plotting my death with the King?

“This must be delicately done, Your Majesty,” the advisor said. “The Knights Deute protect our realm. But they are neutral in manners of politics. If we are found to interfere, there could be...repercussions.”

Lady Delilah laughed.

The advisor glared at her. “Do you have something to add, madam?”

“Killing her will be no great chore. She is about to embark on her Quest!”

I wanted to throw up.

“And?” the King asked. “It is rare for a Knight to die on a Quest.”

Lady Delilah leaned forward and rested her hand on his thigh. “Not all Quests are equal. There is one that has been attempted many times and not been completed.”

The king scowled. “But the Quests are drawn by lots. That is one Quest in a hundred. I cannot gamble the future of my kingdom on such low odds.”

“Then rig it.”

Lady Delilah put this in motion? She made sure that I would have to go on the quest to fight Dominari? Anger surged through me. It wasn't chosen by chance? She set me up? Manipulated us into such danger? She risked Sophia's life time and time again so that her plan to restore Peter's empire would happen?

Fire raged in me. My Sophia wouldn't be lying badly wounded, maybe dying, if Lady Delilah hadn't changed my destiny. She lied! She said the King wanted to help me! What else has she lied about?”

~  *  ~

Acolyte Sophia

“Witness the truth of your betrayal, Sophia ev'Tith,” Slata said as the refreshing, milky potion poured down my throat, shocking my thoughts out of sluggish pain.

And then the white light slammed into me.

Confusion held me. I floated, disembodied, in a room staring down at people I knew.

The High Virgin Vivian, the highest-ranked member of Saphique's church and leader of the Temple of the Pure, sat in a room with King Edward of Secare. At her side was Virgin-Superior Elizabeth, the administrator of the Temple of the Pure. Queen Lavinia embroidered in the corner while an old man with a bald head sat by the King.

Why am I seeing this?

“What you are asking is...improper, King Edward,” High Virgin Vivian said slowly, her words careful.

“Do you want to see Secare and the world consumed by the chaos of the High King's Empire restored?” said King Edward

What? Are they talking about...Angela?

“I do not,” the High Virgin said. “But the Knights Deute have always entrusted the Temple of the Pure to fairly choose their Quests for their female knights. Why should we betray that trust?”

Betray? The very idea shocked me. Saphique trusted our order to aid the Knights Deute.

“For the future,” insisted the King.

“Your future,” responded the High Virgin.

Virgin-Superior Elizabeth snorted a laugh.

“Angela must die, but it must look accidental,” King Edward said.

Die? I screeched, wishing they could hear me. This is why you sent Fireeyes after us? To protect your kingdom? How did you even know that Angela would walk down this path?

“The good of all the Kingdoms is at stake,” continued the King. “It will be war if Angela somehow tries to press the High King's claim. Haz, Valya, Thlin, Athlos, and the Principalities will rise up. Even the Magery of Thosi will become involved. This could plunge the continent into decades of suffering.”

You just want to hold onto your power! My Queen will make the world better!

The High Virgin glanced at Elizabeth who arched an eyebrow. “But such a betrayal of trust is monumental. It might even offend our holy Goddess.”

It would. How can you even consider this? You're her High Virgin! Saphique entrusted her church to your guidance!

“An offering could be arranged,” the King said.

“A bribe?” Elizabeth asked. “Something the Knights Deute could point at and cry foul.”

The old man studied Elizabeth for a moment then said, “A concession, then.”

Elizabeth nodded. “Your father granted our temples exemption from tax collection for five years. That ends next spring.”

You would betray our goddess for that? For money? Disgusted fire raged in me.

King Edward paled. “My father was senile when he made that decision. The coffers need that income of the lands—”

“They do not,” the old man interrupted. “And even if they did, the price can be borne. Right, Your Majesty?”

The King froze. “Right. Perspective. Fine. I will have it extended for another year.”

“Twenty.” Elizabeth countered.

“Five. Be reasonable.”

“Fifteen,” suggested the High Virgin.

This is disgusting! You're betraying our Goddess! If I wasn't a disembodied spirit right now, tears of outrage would pour down my cheeks. I wanted to reach out and strangle her. She betrayed my Goddess and my Queen.

The King's jaw clenched. “Seven.”

The High Virgin glanced at Elizabeth who gave a slight nod. “Agreed. Angela will draw the quest to slay the dragon Dominari.”

As my outrage boiled my blood, the scene shifted to the Temple of the Pure. The High Virgin strode into her office, glancing at the me of the past. I looked so young, sitting petulantly in the chair. I had just gotten in trouble for...sleeping with those two new novices, inducting them into lesbian pleasure. I looked like such a spoiled child, pouting as I waited for my punishment.

I followed the disgusting High Virgin into her office, Elizabeth at her side. How could they betray our goddess?

“There is one thing, Vivian,” Elizabeth said once the door was closed. “We have to sacrifice an acolyte along with Angela.”

The High Virgin froze. And then a smile crossed her lips. “I know just whom to send.”

It struck me right then. Why I was chosen. Me. The worst acolyte of the temple.

Elizabeth gave the High Virgin a curious look.

“Sophia.”

You bitch! You're my spiritual leader! I am one of your flock! And you sent me to die! Just so you could avoid paying taxes! Slata's hairy cunt!

“Her mother will object,” Elizabeth said.

I screeched my rage.

“Why? It is a great honor to be chosen. I have three letters from her mother demanding to know why her daughter has never been chosen for a Quest.”

“Because she's useless,” Elizabeth muttered. “I'm not sure she has ever paid attention during lectures on divine magic.”

“Exactly. We can be rid of the little bitch and appease her mother all at the same time. Send her in so we can give her the great news.”

I tried to rip out her throat. And then a chill hit me as realization washed through me for a second time. I knew why Saphique aided me. Why she gave me magic. She knew of the corruption in her priesthood. She wanted to give me a chance to survive. To fix it. Oh, when my Queen rules, I will fix it!

Vivian and Elizabeth would pay for betraying our Goddess!

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

Witness the truth of your betrayal, Xerathalasia,

The Goddess's words struck me, flinging my soul from my body. I tumbled into the dark, welcoming gloom of the Deorc Forest. I would have blinked if I had a form. I turned, looking around, confusion wreathing me and...

Stared at myself.

I stood with my hunters, my body painted in greens and browns, forming the patterns that would blend my flesh in with the trees. I held my bow in one hand, the other hugged tightly about my wife, Atharilesia.

She's not pregnant, I thought, staring at my wife. Though Minx had swallowed my heart's affection, seeing my wife again reminded me of our love. Of coming home to her smiling face after long and dangerous hunts.

“I know you will slay the wyverns, my love,” Atharilesia said, my wife's words breathy.

Wyverns...? This was a...year ago.

“Watch over her,” past me smiled to my sister, Nyonthilasara, when I broke the hug with my wife.

“You know I will, dear sister,” Nyonthilasara answered, her ears twitching. I never realized how alike we were, though she was not my match in height. Our faces were almost the same.

“That eases my heart.” Past me looked at my fellow hunters.

It feels like an eternity since I've seen you all, I thought as I stared at Relythionaia, Deliasonele, and Quenyathalee. It was a good hunt. A short hunt. What does this have to do with betrayal?

Lastly, my past self hugged my wife a final time, the pair of us sharing a hot kiss. I remembered that kiss, smiling. Then my past self broke away and took the hunters off into the woods. Atharilesia and Nyonthilasara watched my past self vanish along with the families of the other hunters. Then the elves turned and went back to their lives.

The world blurred and left me more confused as I appeared in the hollow in the tree I lived in with my wife. I stared at her lovely beauty, naked save for the necklaces I had given her. I missed her so much. My heart ached. What had she named our daughter?

“Oh, I love when you're in heat while Xerathalasia is gone,” moaned Atharilesia, her hands stroking down her stomach to the green bush adorning her pussy. Her legs were so toned.

“It does make things so interesting,” agreed Nyonthilasara as she moved to the prone elf. She stroked a huge dick thrusting from her dark-green bush.

A twinge of fear rippled through my stomach.

“Just remember to pull out,” Atharilesia moaned. “I doubt your sister will return from her hunt before her heat ends.”

“I will. Don't I always?”

It struck me what they meant. My sister...fucked my wife with her elf-dick in her pussy. She...cheated on me. If I had a body, I would have thrown up in shock as my sister mounted my wife and rammed her cock into her pussy.

Violated our marriage.

My wife was free to suck as many cocks as she wanted, even my sister's, or let them use her asshole. But to let my sister into her pussy, to risk conceiving a child with an elf who wasn't her spouse, wasn't me...was monstrous.

I would never slide into a hermaphrodite's pussy with my cock. I would never cheat on my wife. And she did it. With my sister?

“Oh, yes,” Atharilesia moaned. “Oh, why did I have to be so drunk that night and confuse you two. This is the cock I should have fucked. You.”

“My sweet bluebell,” cooed Nyonthilasara, her hips pumping faster and faster, ramming her cock into my wife's married cunt. “You always did love your drink too much.”

“I did! Oh, yes. Oh, ram that dick into me. Oh, you're going to make me cum so hard.”

I couldn't look away from the betrayal. My wife and my sister... My wife...regretted our marriage? We were drunk the night I made love to her the first time, sliding into her pussy and cumming in her snatch, uniting us forever. But...she didn't stop me from doing it.

I thought she wanted me.

“Oh, Matar's cock, I love you,” my wife moaned, writhing beneath my sister, their bodies heaving. “I want you to spill into me.”

“What?” gasped my sister. “You might conceive.”

No! The horror struck me.

“It feels so good. I love it when you cum in me. I took the herbs. I shouldn't conceive. It should be safe. Let's risk it. Yes, yes, yes! Cum in me!”

“Yes!”

I could only watch as my sister flooded my wife's womb with her cum while the world flickered and there they were again, lying on the bed I shared with my wife, their bodies pressing together, my sister sliding her cock into my wife's pussy.

“You can cum in me,” moaned Atharilesia. “I conceived yesterday. It doesn't matter now.”

“But the herbs,” groaned Nyonthilasara.

“Don't always work.”

She's not my daughter... All these months, aching to see our child and...she's not mine. Despair crashed into me.

“If my sister comes back in time,” groaned Nyonthilasara, “you must fuck her. She must think it's hers.”

“I will. But I'll be thinking of you!” My wife shuddered. “And maybe she won't come back. Maybe the wyverns will kill her.”

How? How could I never see the truth? My wife...hates me.

The world blurred again.

“This is perfect,” Nyonthilasara said to my pregnant wife. “You have to encourage my sister to go with this human. No one comes back from Dominari's lair. No one.”

Atharilesia's eyes widened. “Yes! Then I shall be a widow.”

“In need of a new wife to help you raise your daughter.” Nyonthilasara's hand rested on my wife's pregnant belly. “My sister needs you to convince her. To prod her.”

My wife's words echoed in my mind. She had prodded me to go with Angela. She had told me I had to help the knight. She had been...eager. Oh, Matar, how did I miss it? How could I be so blind to the truth? I wanted to weep. I wanted to scream.

I didn't have a daughter.


Chapter Forty-Eight: Treachery

Warlock Faoril

“Witness the truth of your betrayal, Faoril Lesibourne.”

Slata thrust me into truth. I blinked, shuddered, and looked down at a summoning room in the Collegiate Tower. Past me, wearing the same red robes that I currently had on, drew a magical circle on the ground. If I had a body, I would have frowned as I thought. What betrayal was I meant to see in here? I recognized the circle. I was about to summon the lemures so I could harvest their cum to use in my upcoming Test.

“What are you summoning?” gasped Saoria, leaning against the walls, wearing an identical pair of red robes.

A stab of anger shot through me, noticing Saoria. She had turned on me when I failed my test, gloating how she had passed, how she was a Master Mage, revealing how she had just feigned friendship so I would tutor her and aid her.

“Lemures,” past me answered.

It was so strange to look at myself. Is my hair really that short? And aren't I taller? Perception is such an interesting thing.

Saoria's eyebrows furrowed. “Oh, you are really trying to overachieve if you plan on using their cum in the test.”

It backfired, Saoria. Oh, I bet you loved that.

“I plan on passing,” past me said as she inscribed the summoning circle.

I admired my work. It was flawless. I nodded approval at the five-pointed star past me made, studying the arcane names of the five elements written in their proper place.

“Are you sure you can handle them?” Saoria asked.

She feigned concern. Irritation rippled through me.

“Yes.” Past me waved a dismissive hand. “Lemures aren't that bad. You just need to be firm with them. And once I manipulate their cocks, well, they'll be much less angry.”

Saoria's grinned. “Well, you may have a point there. Even the spirit of a dead man likes cumming.”

Past me finished the circle and stepped back, placing the chalk into her pocket. Then she pulled out three glass vials with leather stoppers and set them, with care, on the ground.

I would have flushed in pure embarrassment if I had a body. There they were. The three glass vials that I botched the preservation spells on. Does Slata just want to remind me how a simple mistake destroyed my chance to be a Master Mage?

What a petty goddess.

Then past me produced a fourth vial, this one full of preserved cum, and swallowed it. With it, past me powered the summoning circle. Anti-light burned from the black lines she drew on the ground as she reached into the Astral Realm to summon the lemures. She spoke the arcane words to reach into the Astral Realm and pull the spirits into the circle. A mournful wail echoed while black mist swirled in the circle. Saoria shivered as red eyes appeared in the mist.

Then past me's arcane words chained the spirits and yanked them into the mortal world. The mist coalesced into three bodies with long arms and sharp claws, their bodies still misty, on the edge of insubstantiality. Past me finished her spell as the lemures thrashed against the perimeter of the circle, trapped.

“How are you getting the cum?” Saoria asked.

“By letting them enjoy my body,” past me said with a smile. She slipped out of her robes, folding and setting them on the floor.

That was fun. Those lemures enjoyed my body. I came a lot.

“That's kinky,” laughed Saoria. “No fear of them tearing you apart instead of fucking you?”

“Not with a little life magic,” past me answered, pussy cream trickling down her thighs.

I could feel the life magic that past me wreathed herself in. And it made me so juicy. Maybe I should summon lemures again once this was all over and Angela was High Queen.

“Mmm, I love that scent,” Saoria purred.

Right, I thought with sarcasm. You are such a bitch, Saoria. I can't wait until you have to accept me as a Master Mage.

“Once they're ready to cum, will you hand me the vials?” past me asked.

Saoria glanced at where I had set down the three vials. She nodded and picked them up. “I will.” Her blue eyes studied them. “You enchanted them yourself?”

“I want to make sure my cum maintains its potency,” past me answered, so arrogant.

“Always so smart,” Saoria laughed.

Not this time.

Past me stepped into the circle and the lemures rushed her. As she writhed in passion, Saoria smiled, staring at the vials. Then she produced one of her own out of her pocket, downing the cum in it. She shuddered for a moment, that rush of power every female mage feels at ingesting a man's seed.

And then she sent life magic into the vials.

You bitch!

Realization crashed into me. Saoria sabotaged my vials. She ruined the preservation spells. She made sure I failed the test so she could...pass. She knew I was the best. That out of all of us testing, I would be made a Master Mage. She knew she was in the middle. If she wanted a chance, she had to ensure I failed.

Rage surged through me. “I trusted you! You bitch!”

~  *  ~

Thrak

“Witness the truth of your betrayal, Thrak of the Red Eye Orcs.”

The words battered me out of my body. I shook my head, tumbling through the whirling scenes, images flicking too fast for me to understand. And then I floated above the tundra. The grass was green with new spring growth. The yurts of my tribe scattered across the valley.

And if I had a breath to catch, it would have as I stared at my wife hugging my past self.

“Good luck, my love,” Serisia said, the human woman looking so tiny in the hulking orc's embrace, her body crushed to my past self's chest by my own swarthy arms. “Come back.”

This was the last time I saw her alive.

“To a successful hunt,” Bruk, my brother, said, his words a harsh rumble.

“Feed the tribe,” Serisia said, the traditional words an orc wife would say to her husband before he left on a hunt.

“He just wants to feed you,” laughed Bruk.

“Always,” my past self laughed, releasing my wife. “I will bring back a mighty feast.”

“Mmm, you always do,” my wife purred. Though human, she looked like an orc, if smaller and paler, her face adorned with born piercings, wearing their same rough clothing, her body glistening with fat smeared across her skin.

My past self led his hunters across the grass.

Don't go! I shouted at my past self. I looked so confident. So sure of myself. I was Thrak, the leader of the strongest tribe. I had my wife. None could conquer me. You will leave her undefended. They'll take her!

I turned my disembodied spirit to watch my wife, drinking in her beauty. The next time I would see her, it would be her violated body. Why was Slata showing me this? Just to hurt me? To show me how I failed my wife?

The scene changed and I stared in my yurt. It felt like a home, all the little feminine touches Serisia had placed in it. How empty it had felt after her death.

Serisia slept on the furs, her face placid in sleep. She rested on her side, hugging piled furs like they were me. A dark form opened the yurt's flap and slipped in. A club held in a thick hand. It slammed down on her head.

Knocking her out. And then Bruk lifted my wife over his shoulder and carried her into the night.

Bruk!

Stunned horror gripped me as I watched my brother carry my wife off into the dark, leading her away from our camp and towards the direction of the Ghost Wolves territory. Anger burned in me. I wanted to unleash my rage, to reach into the past. Why was he doing it? Why had my brother...

I wanted to look away as he threw my wife into the grass and mounted her limp body, blood matting her brown hair. He grunted with savage pleasure as he defiled her. Over and over he pumped his hips as I watched in sick, impotent rage.

My brother. My flesh and blood.

He killed her.

He killed her and then looked me in the eye and told me the Ghost Wolves had taken her while I hunted. I had massacred them. I had killed dozens and dozens of them thinking they were the ones who defiled and murdered my wife.

I howled. I will kill him. I will bash the bastard's head into pulp! My sweet Serisia will be avenged!

“Now the tribe is cleansed, whore,” Burk spat on the violated corpse of my wife as the sun rose, his lusts satiated.

I will strangle the life from your body with your entrails, brother!

~  *  ~

Chaun

“Witness the truth of your betrayal, Chaun, Bard of Az,” the Goddess said, such truth in her words.

They carried me away from my body and the shock of Sophia's wound. And then I was in Prince Gruber's castle, floating in Princess Adelaide's sitting room. She sat in a regal gown of soft lavender, one of her maids standing at her chair's side. It was the past. A few years ago.

“He was definitely with Lady Heidi last night, your Highness,” the maid said, a buxom blonde with round cheeks. “And this morning, he was with Lady Ava.”

Anger flashed across Adelaide's face. “He was? But he said he loved me!”

Are they talking about Prince Gruber? Why is Slata showing me something from my past?

“He is a changeling, your highness. Can one of them ever truly love?”

If I had eyes, they would have widened in shock. I remembered Lady Heidi and Lady Ava. I seduced all the women of Gruber's court. I entertained them when I wasn't reveling in passion with Princess Adelaide. The jealous anger in her eyes was startling.

But it shouldn't have been. Not after the way she behaved when she found me in the dungeon or met my wife.

“He has to learn a lesson, I think,” Princess Adelaide said. “Something to remind him that I am the only woman for him.”

“Yes, your Highness.”

Lesson? What lesson?

“Invite him to my bedchamber tonight,” the Princess continued. She grabbed her cup of tea, the brown liquid steaming. “Tell him I want him to wear my husband's appearance. He will enjoy that.”

“He will, your Highness,” the maid agreed.

Princess Adelaide gave her maid a sharp, suspicious look.

Did I sleep with that maid in the form of Adelaide's husband? I struggled to remember, but there were so many women to please at Prince Gruber's castle. But Adelaide knew I loved her back then. That they were just idle amusements when I couldn't entertain her.

“And then send word to my husband that I need him tonight. Tell him I will be most generous if he abandons his foolish hunt to seek my bed.” The princess grinned. “Tell him I will give him what he had long been denied.”

If I had a mouth right now, it would have dropped. She ensured that her husband caught me in her bed wearing his form. She ruined my career as a bard out of jealousy? She had me running for my life because I fucked a few other women? And how many lovers did she have? How many other men did she take into her bed?

I never cared!

Adelaide kept apologizing to me after we fled the dungeons in Unmik. She kept saying she was sorry. Because she betrayed me to her husband and regretted it. Regretted trying to get me killed? What did the idiot woman think her jealous husband would do?

Why would Slata even show me this? To anger me? To annoy me? It confused me. It seemed such a petty, pointless thing to do.


Chapter Forty-Nine: Betrayed

Minx

“Witness the truth of your betrayal, Marianne of Baraconia,” the Goddess said.

Annoyance stabbed through me. I wanted to shout, “My name is Minx!” but the magic washed over me and whipped me away from the cave. How did she even know my real name? I am Minx!

Minx!

“Then it's fifteen paces to the skylight, Minx,” Fox said, leaning against the side of the ally, the halfling a few fingerwidths taller than me.

“He put in a skylight,” chortled my younger self. Gods, I looked like a kid. “What an idiot!”

Fox smiled.

My heart ached. Or would have if I had a heart. Oh, that dumb Goddess better put me back in my body. I stared at my dead, older sister. I remembered this. It was right before everything went wrong. We were going to rob this fat merchant with far too much money and get out of Raratha. Then we'd head back to Baraconia to live like queens. We'd get away from small-minded Spray and her harem of halfling thieves. The nixie was too afraid to ever go after the merchants to make any real scores, content with eking out an existence pickpocketing around the docks.

“So a quick rappel down the ropes, and then we'll hit the strong room.” Fox's grin grew. “Oh, there will be so much wealth. We can be out of here. No more being whores for Spray.”

She wasn't that bad, I thought as past me said, “She's not that bad. She makes us cum.”

“There's more to life than cumming.”

“There's gold,” my past self chortled, excitement burning in her sapphire eyes.

Fox nodded. “There's gold.”

Movement attracted my notice. My disembodied form turned and there, crouched on the roof above my past self and sister lurked Spray. The Nixie's face twisted with murderous anger. She leaned back so as not to be spotted, listening as we plotted.

Spray knew?

Everything changed. It became night.

“If these thieves really try to break in, you will get your reward,” the man dressed in a silk toga, his hair oiled and glistening, said.

“Good,” Spray said. “They will. Tonight. Through the skylight.”

You conniving bitch! Anger spluttered through me. That's why the guards were waiting for us?

Lightning electrified my body as I realized what happened next.

“It's okay,” Spray whispered, sounding so gentle, so loving as she hugged my sobbing past self. “You don't have to watch.”

We stood on a rooftop overlooking the broad plaza where the gallows stood erect. Seven criminals, six humans and a halfling, had nooses around their necks. They all looked dejected, knowing what their fates were.

No! If only I had my daggers. If I was real, I would stab Spray. Don't believe that bitch. She's the reason Fox is dead!

“Execute the sentence,” a bored official said. The watching crowds cheered as the trapdoors went bang.

Fox dangled, her body swaying as she choked to death.

“Don't look,” Spray whispered, her damp hands stroking through my past self's metallic hair. “I'll protect you. You were lucky to escape. Your sister loved you so much. But it was so foolish. This is why we don't rob the merchants. We never get away with it. We hang.”

“W-we w-were s-s-so sure,” my past self cried.

You Gods damned whore, Spray! Cernere's black cunt, I'm coming back! You didn't want us to go, so you sold us out! How much Las-damned gold did they give you, bitch! How much!

“I'll be here for you, Minx,” Spray cooed. “I love you. You're one of my wives. I'll keep you safe. You just have to trust me.”

~  *  ~

Aurora Xandra

“Witness the truth of your betrayal, Aurora of the Black Glass Aerie,” spoke the Goddess Slata, her word slamming into me as I poured the healing potion into dying Sophia's mouth.

I chirped in shock as the world spun about me. And then I was soaring above Black Glass Aerie. I blinked, seeing my home from a bird's perspective for the first time. I could fly now. I laughed for a moment.

Then wondered why the Goddess brought me here.

And then I heard my husband singing and playing his lyre. My trilling voice accompanied him. This was after we escaped Mount Peritito and the imps. There was a celebration. I moved down, seeing my past self. It was only months ago, but I looked so girlish and innocent beside my obsidian-skinned husband.

“Just need to relieve myself,” Chaun told my past self, giving me a kiss.

A giddy thrill ran through me.

“Oh, yes, hurry back,” past me said.

Chaun moved away. A woman in white robes stood and joined him as he walked away. Chaun frowned at Acolyte Sophia, his silvery eyebrows narrowing with suspicious confusion. He asked, “Yes?”

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

It was strange hearing my adolescent name. I shed it. Then I blinked, realizing what Sophia said. My mother? What is going on?

A nervous twinge rippled through my stomach.

Chaun tensed. “And?”

“Are you looking to enjoy a married avian?”

Oh, no, I chirped, my stomach twisting more. This was when Sophia took me off and made love to me. What was Chaun doing while...? I wanted to sick-up. Oh, no. Please, don't show me this, Slata.

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

Relief soared through me at my husband's words.

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

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

“I've been looking at Xandra.”

Chaun paused and studied Sophia. “Do you want to sleep with my wife?”

An impish grin flashed across Sophia's lips. “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.”

My stomach twisted more. Sophia seduced me so Chaun could... With my mother... Oh, no. Oh, please no. He didn't do this. He couldn't do this. She's married to my father. She made sacred vows to Luben.

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

“Hopefully.”

“I get to watch if you do.”

Sophia bit her lip, excitement fading from her green 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,” Chaun agreed.

No! I wanted to stop this. He had to fail. He...wouldn't. I knew my husband's powers.

“Good.” Sophia squealed, briefly hugged Chaun, then darted off to my past self.

Chaun watched the Acolyte kneel beside innocent past me and whisper in her ears. My sapphire eyes widened as they sought out Chaun. Then past me nodded and let Sophia take her to a nearby cave. Chaun grinned, eager.

Please, I don't want to watch this. My stomach twisted more as I watched Chaun slip into a cave and steal a loin cloth. Then he became my father, Thunderhead. He changed into his appearance. And then he went in search of my mother.

No! I howled. No, Mother, that's not Father!

But Mother couldn't tell the difference. I wanted to sob, but I had no body. I wanted to throw up, but I had no stomach. I was just a spirit. And I had to watch my husband, in my father's form, seduce my mother into violating her marriage vows. He pleasured her. He made her gasp and moan and writhe, sullying Luben's words.

Chaun! My mother! How? Why?

My mother's passionate moans echoed through my thoughts.

~  *  ~

Lady Delilah

“Witness the truth of your betrayal, Dominariath,” the foul words of Slata boomed, slamming into me.

No, I snarled as my spirit was flung from my body. Why are you here!

“To show you the truth of your betrayal,” laughed Slata. “I thought you finally deserved to know just how pointless and futile everything you have done was. I've been waiting to show you for so very long.”

It doesn't matter! My anger raged. You won't stop Angela. She will be High Queen. She will restore my husband's empire! You won't thwart my husband's will again!

Slata laughed in my face as I was dragged into the past.

“Be safe,” Queen Rose said, embracing our husband and my past self. I wore a similar guise to Lady Delilah's form, my hair the same shade of fire.

“We will not be gone long,” High King Peter said, smiling at his second wife. “Just a minor annoyance.”

“There are always so many of them,” past me said. “But I will keep him out of mischief.”

Rosa laughed, such joy in her blue eyes. “I know you will. He is too headstrong for his own good.”

If I had eyes right now, I would cry. Rose and Peter. They looked so happy as the three of us kissed. I remembered that kiss. There was a problem with the orcs. They were chaffing at Peter's rules again. We had to go pacify them. Our lives were small islands of peace where the three of us were together then pulled apart to keep his empire intact.

The three broke their kiss and my past self rippled. She became a red-scaled drake, a small dragon large enough for my husband to ride upon, but too small to inspire terror in any who might glance into the sky and spot me. Dragons, after all, were supposed to be extinct.

“My love goes with you both,” Queen Rose said, her smiling face framed by her soft-brown hair. “And I will make sure our sons keep out of mischief.”

“They take after their father,” past me rumbled as the High King mounted her back.

“Too much of Pater's blood in them,” laughed my husband.

Rose waved as we left.

Why are you showing me this? I demanded as my past self flew off with my husband. This was a millennia ago.

“Watch,” Slata purred. “And know the truth of your wife's betrayal.”

My stomach twinged as my wife turned from her balcony and headed into her apartments. I loved Rose as much as Peter had. She was as much my wife as his. The three of us made love so many times. My husband and I loved sliding our cocks into her pretty ass and hot pussy, using her together. And she loved it, too. Whether I had my dick our not, I made love to Rose. I worshiped her.

And she loved me.

So how did she betray us? Why would...?

A God sat on her bed.

“Holy Father,” shuddered Rose in ecstasy as she looked at the God Pater. He looked much like his son, the High King, but amplified. Like every one of my husband's attributes, his athletic handsomeness, his regal bearing, his dominating strength were but a rough statue made of clay compared to the marble perfection of the King of the Gods.

“I see you have missed me,” Pater said, his voice deep and smooth.

“Always,” Rose said, her hands unlacing the ties of her dressing gown.

No, I thought. No, no, no. This didn't happen.

“It did,” Slata said, her voice tight. “My husband loves to cuckold his sons. For a year, every time you and your husband left Rose, he visited her. Oh, at first she tried not to succumb. But every woman does. He makes them all his whores.” Anger burned hotter and hotter in her words. “My husband has to spread his love. He has to BETRAY me!”

I watched in horror as my wife, my love, spread her legs for her godly father-in-law. Her moans were so wanton as Pater mounted her, fucked her hard, with such virile passion. Her orgasms started almost immediately.

Please, this can't be true.

“It is,” snarled Slata. “Watch.”

“You will bear a child this time,” groaned the God.

“Your divine child?” moaned Rose, her voice crackling with her orgasmic pleasure as she bucked beneath the King of the Gods, the Father of All.

“Yes! A daughter. Name her Lily. For she shall be as fair a flower as her mother.”

Truth gutted me to my core. Lily. Angela's ancestor. She's not Peter's descendant?

“But she is his heir,” laughed the Goddess Slata. “She's descended from his half-sister. Shouldn't that be good enough?”

The anger, the rage, I had kept chained inside me ever since Peter tamed me, showed me he was stronger, burst free. For a thousand years I suffered. For a thousand years, I controlled my impulses. I didn't slaughter more than I had to. I didn't revel in destruction. I focused all on his descendants. I didn't bear any of his children, I couldn't breed with Peter, but Rose's children were mine as much as his.

Except Lily wasn't his. She wasn't mine.

SHE'S NOT HIS DESCENDANT!

I crashed back into my body. I was in my cave. Angela shook her head, her eyes snapping to me, face growing hard with anger. She thought she had cause to be mad at me? “You betrayed me, Lady Delilah! You set this all into motion!”

“I BETRAYED you?” I demanded, my fires swelling. “You hold his sword! HIS! You are not worthy to touch it! Not with that whore's blood in you!”

I embraced my true form. I unleashed my fury. No longer would I deny myself.

I. Would. Feast.


Chapter Fifty: Lies

Thrak – Dominari's Lair, Despeir Mountains

The vision ended.

Rage exploded through me. The vision of my brother, Bruk, violating and murdering my first wife Serisia burned through my thoughts. My brother. My Las-damned brother. My fists clenched as I fell to my knees. It built inside me. This dark, angry, bloody storm. It howled in me.

He had to die.

I slammed my fist into the hard rock of the cave floor. Pain flared up my arm as I howled my fury. I seized my rage. The blood-dimmed tide swirled across my vision as I saw him! Bruk! I would kill him! I would find him and rip off every finger, every limb, I would peel off every ligament and sinew of his flesh. He would howl in agony for what he did to her.

He killed my beautiful Serisia.

He brutalized her.

“BRUK!”

~  *  ~

Acolyte Sophia

A great bellow echoed through the room as I blinked in shock. The High Virgin had sent me to my death. She knew Angela would receive the Quest to kill Dominari. She set her up. Me up. She wanted to get rid of me. That useless, whining acolyte. The one she couldn't discipline out of fear of offending my powerful mother.

I groaned, the pain in my side burning. The milky potion coated the insides of my mouth. I shuddered, glancing at my bloody robes. The sword had almost cut me in half. I lay in a huge puddle of blood. My hand shook as I fished out another healing potion.

Despite the pain burning in my side, half-healed by the first potion, all I could think about was the betrayal to my Goddess. High Virgin Vivian was Saphique's temporal representative, the highest-ranked member of her church. And she had betrayed the Goddess for a tax break.

For money.

I downed the potion, the creamy, sweet taste of my breast milk electrifying through my body, settling into my side, healing my wound. Oh, Angela and I would set everything right. When she was High Queen, Vivian and—

A bloodcurdling roar echoed through the cave.

~  *  ~

Chaun

I shook my head as I came out of Slata's vision, confusion wracking my thoughts. Learning of Princess Adelaide's betrayal hardly stung at all. I had realized she didn't love me before, that I was just a possession to her, something to be claimed, to be jealously held onto.

So why had Slata shown it to me? I looked around at my companions. They were all staring in shock, weeping, shaking their heads, beating the ground in frustration. They were distracted. They were off-balanced. Affected. The Goddess had taken one last chance to weaken us, to stop Angela from embracing her destiny.

Even Lady Delilah looked enraged. A bloodcurdling scream burst from her lips, one of pure rage.

And then my eyes fell on my wife. Aurora stared at me in betrayed horror. There was so much pain in her eyes. She trembled, shaking her head in disbelief. My stomach twisted. What had Slata shown her to make her look at me that way?

“Aurora?” I asked, my voice cracking. I reached for her.

She flinched back.

~  *  ~

Minx

“That Las-damned bitch,” I snarled, my hands gripping my daggers. The image of Spray comforting me after my sister's execution when she was responsible for Fox's death blazed in my mind. She was the one who betrayed us, sold us out. My sister was dead because of that cunt.

“I'll gut you,” I fumed, gaining my feet. I spun around, staring at the cave's entrance. Fox was the only family I had. She had watched out for me when we were kids. She taught me everything I knew about thievery. We had been partners. It was because of her that we escaped Baraconia before we were arrested.

And she was going to set us up for life, make us rich, get us out of Spray's harem and away from the slums of Raratha. She gave me hope. Always so positive. Always so kind and loving. And Spray took her away from me all while professing that she loved her.

That she loved me.

Tears fell down my cheeks. I opened my mouth to scream when the ground shook and a massive, snarling roar of anger echoed through the cave. I turned, my eyes widening.

Dominari towered over us, flames belching from her mouth and washing across the cave ceiling.

“Yeah,” I snarled. “Yeah, let's go kill Spray!”

~  *  ~

Warlock Faoril

I tried to shake off the vision from my thoughts. All these months thinking I had failed. That I had messed up the most basic spell a mage knows: how to preserve sexual fluids for later use. All a lie. That cunt Saoria betrayed me.

But that wasn't important. I had to focus. I had to gather myself. I glanced at my companions. They were all shaken up. Thrak beat the cave floor, snarling in anger. He had raged, not caring about the blood falling from his torn knuckles. Angela stood stunned, Chaun stared in shock at his wife who recoiled from him, and Minx screamed at the cave entrance, clutching two knives.

And Lady Delilah...

Rage mottled her face. She stared at Angela with such anger. Her fingers clutched together, looking like sharp claws. She let out a bloodcurdling shout and then she changed. Her body swelled. Pale skin became hard scales, plated segments of dark reds. Her neck grew longer, stretching long and sinuous. Mighty wings sprouted from her shoulders. The ground shook as she fell forward onto all four of her legs, her sharp claws scratching at the dark stone of the cave floor. She lifted her head, snarling, flames bursting from her gullet, splashing across the ceiling.

Drops of molten stone rained down around her, splashing on her hide and rolling off her scales as she poured out her anguish. The heat rippled from her. I swallowed, my stomach twisting. What had Slata shown Lady Delilah?

Her head lowered, yellow eyes fixed on Angela.

My stomach sank. We had to fight, and we were all distracted.

~  *  ~

Aurora Xandra

Tears fell down my cheeks as I stared at my husband in disbelief. I recoiled from his hand, clutching my totems in sweaty grips. I shook my head, my stomach twisting. I wanted to throw up. I couldn't get the images out of my head of him fucking my mother. Of putting on my father's flesh and cuckolding him.

He violated their marriage. He trampled all over their sacred bond.

Anger surged next. How could he do that to my parents? To my mother? He made her cum like a whore! He reveled in it. He plotted with Sophia to get me out of the way so he could satiate his terrible lusts.

“Aurora,” he said, his words low, hurt. “What did she—”

“You fucked her!” I screeched, launching myself at him. I raised my arms over my head. “You fucked my mother!”

He flinched. I saw it in his violet eyes. The truth. He had fucked my mother. The guilt burned across his obsidian face. His pointed ears twitched. The anger surged. I swung my arm down, cracking my totem into the side of his head. He grunted, his head snapping around. Skin torn. Blood poured down the side of his face.

“My mother, Chaun!” I screeched again. “How could you!”

The ground shook.

“How could you fuck my mother!” I raised my totem again.

Heat washed over me as Chaun flinched, raising his arms, such pain in his eyes. He looked away from me. He had nothing to say. No excuses to make. He fucked her. He violated her marriage. What if she conceived? What if she laid an egg and in fourteen years learned the truth—that a changeling had fucked her.

Had made her violate her sacred oaths.

I raised my totem to brain my husband again.

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

I clutched my belly, tears pouring down my face. For six months, I'd hoped and dreamed of coming home to my wife and meeting our daughter.

And she wasn't my child.

I fell forward, pressing my face into the cold stone of the cave, my entire body shaking. My wife cheated on me. She let my sister breed her. She let my sister fuck her pussy. No crime was greater for an elf. We could have all the fun we wanted, so long as no child could result from our couplings. I always thought she loved me. Why else had she married me? Why else had she parted her thighs and let me slid my cock into her pussy that night of drunken passion?

I could remember it so well. Coming back from my first successful hunt, the dangerous troll who had killed three elves, slain by my arrows. There was such a celebration. Elf-maids danced around me, all vying to marry the hunter who felled the troll single-handedly. I was in heat that night, my cock throbbing so hard. I so wanted to make love to an elf properly. I was tired of jerking off, of using assholes and mouths. I wanted pussy.

And Atharilesia wanted me.

I had flirted with her in the past. I had wooed her, ached for her, and that night she came to me... The world spun around us as we kissed and made love. How she had moaned when I slid into her pussy for the first time, marrying her, claiming her with my cum. I was so happy. She was always waiting for me at home when I headed out into danger.

And she regretted it. She hated me. She wanted me to die on this quest so she could marry my sister, the true mother of her child.

Heat washed over me. The ground shook. The dragon roared.

~  *  ~

Knight Angela

I stood stunned. My mind replayed over and over what I witnessed. Lady Delilah had arranged for my quest. She had suggested it to the man whose blood stained the High King's sword gripped in my hand. His corpse lay at my feet.

Lady Delilah never mentioned that. She said King Edward wanted to help me. Not kill me.

I felt like the floor had been kicked out from beneath me. Everything I thought I knew. Everything I thought I understood. It was wrong. I was manipulated from the start by Lady Delilah. She arranged everything, bringing me to this place so she could recreate her dead husband's empire. I just wanted to protect the world. I just wanted to be a knight. I would have had a normal Quest. I wouldn't be a fugitive. I wouldn't have been declared a knave.

“Why!” I demanded of Lady Delilah as she let out a bloodcurdling scream.

Her body changed, shifting, growing into the dragon form, her red hair vanishing, dark horns curling from her head. She swelled over me, towering. Heat radiated from her body. I didn't care. I wanted answers.

“Tell me! Why did you lie to me? Why did you manipulate me? Why couldn't you have been honest? Warned me? Sophia almost died because of King Edward. Fireeyes almost killed her. His spells and magics assaulted us because you conspired with King Edward. You knew he wanted me dead, and you gave him the means to watch over me. You sent us on a hopeless quest. Why? So the High Kingdom could be restored? Did you even care that I might die? That Sophia or my other friends might be killed?”

Fire breathed from the dragon.

“Why!” I screamed, pointing my sword at her.

~  *  ~

Lady Delilah/Dominari

It was all a lie. A thousand years devoted to my husband's dream. An impossible dream. I had kept myself in check. I had suppressed my desires for so long. I let the vermin scurry around when I could feast on them. When I could roast them alive, hear their blood boil, their flesh crackle. I could crunch on their bones and feast on their cooked entrails.

I denied myself for a millennia, holding back, only acting when it was necessary, living up to my sweet Peter's ideals for me. For what? So Rose's bastard descendant could usurp our husband's legacy? So this...false heir before me could pretend she was Peter's descendant?

How could Rose betray us? How could she cuckold my Lord and Husband with the Father of the Gods? I thought she loved us! All those times Peter and I had to leave to deal with problems in the empire, leaving her behind to mind the capitol, she was spreading her legs for a GOD!

Fire belched from my throat. A thousand years hoping for a lie. Working towards an impossibility. I should have died with Peter. I wished I had died with Peter.

“Why!”

Her voice penetrated my rage. That sniveling insect. That usurping bitch. I gave her a gift last night. I thought I could love again. That I would have another master to submit to, to keep me from being a monster.

But I was a monster. I always have been. I suffered for years for this bitch?

She pointed my Lord and Husband's sword at me. She dared brandish it as she demanded answers to her nuisance questions. She had no right to be here. She had no right to stand here and hold what was his!

I snarled my rage, my head snapping down at her head. I would FEAST! I would KILL! I would burn the WORLD!

Starting with HER!


Chapter Fifty-One: Dragon's Fury

Knight Angela

“Gewin's cock,” I cursed, raising my shield, glowing pink with Sophia's enchantment, as Lady Delilah's head snapped down at me. Her horned head was huge, almost as big as a horse's body. Her jaw opened, fangs as long as my forearm dripping with saliva. A sulfurous reek washed over me.

And then her jaw crashed into the shield.

I grunted. Pink light flared, the enchantment keeping my shield whole. I stumbled back from the sheer mass of the dragon's attack, my feet moving. Gewin's blessing, received six months ago before I left Secare, kept me upright. My entire left arm ached from the force of her snapping lunge. My heart raced as the rage snarled from the dragon.

She wanted to kill me. Something had changed for her, too. Something shown to her by Slata.

“BETRAYED!” she roared before her jaws snapped down at me.

An itch tingled through my body. I had the briefest insight into the future, Sophia's divination spell in effect. I listened to it, swinging my sword at the right moment to drive back the dragon's attack. She flinched from the aura of white light about the blade. This blade was made to kill dragons. Or to tame them.

“Why?” I shouted as I slashed again, her head twisting back.

My head tingled. I raised my shield, listening to the most profound form of intuition, one that reached so deep into me. Her claw raked down so fast, almost a blur of red. My normal reaction would never have been fast enough. The claws clashed against my enchanted shield. I braced my feet, leaning in and slid back across the stone floor, keeping my footing.

“Why did you lie?” I demanded. I would get my answers from her one way or the other.

Another claw hissed down. They were long and black. I raised my shield over my head, catching it, then lunged with my sword, trying to cut her foreleg, but she yanked it back before my blade could find her. She roared again, her jaw snapping down. She was so fast. I needed help.

Why wasn't I getting help?

~  *  ~

Chaun

The cavern shook as my wife raised her totem over her head to hit me again. My temple throbbed from her first blow. My stomach sank. I remembered sleeping with her mother. It was the day after her wedding dance, when our marriage was all so new to me. When I didn't understand avians and monogamy. I didn't give any thought to seducing her mother.

I just wanted to satiate my lust.

I wanted to let Aurora hit me, to punish me for the pain I caused her, but the dragon bellowed. Pink light flared as Angela blocked her first attack. The knight stood alone before the beast. Lady Delilah marauded, enraged. Whatever Slata had shown her had driven her to fury. She was trying to kill Angela. There was no pretense of Angela taming her.

The dragon was out for blood.

“Now's not the time, Aurora,” I said as she trembled, her arm raised up high, her face mottled red while tears poured down her cheeks. “I'm sorry, I truly am. I shouldn't have done that. But the dragon—”

She let out a screech, swinging her totem at me.

I raised the arm holding my lyre, blocking the blow. I grunted, pain flaring up my forearm. She struck bone with the solid piece of wood. She drew back again, her sapphire eyes almost black with dilated pupils.

I struck a cord, a note of contriteness. “Please, Aurora, the dragon. This isn't the time. You can hate me later.” My fingers played faster, putting all my guilt and regret into the song. I stared at her, pleading with my eyes. “Angela's fighting. The dragon's trying to kill her. You have every right to despise me. But it has to wait. For Angela! Please.”

Aurora blinked her eyes and looked at Angela, fighting alone, stumbling, thrusting her sword. My wife lowered her totem. Her face grew tight. She nodded once and turned. She gripped her totems, her fingers dancing over the lines as she summoned her elementals.

My head throbbing, my stomach twisting with guilt, I stood and plucked notes on my lyre. Notes of alarm. Notes that would call my companions to action. They had to rise out of Slata's trap. She had shown us truths at this moment to weaken us, to have the dragon kill us and end any chance of Angela refounding her ancestor's empire.

I wouldn't let the goddess succeed.

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

Thrumming notes and Chaun's voice stirred me out of my grief. His music sounded the alarm. It reverberated almost like a trumpet in my thoughts. I sniffed, my ears wiggling, as I looked up and saw through bloodstained eyes.

The dragon.

She towered over us, a moving fortress. So immense, filling her cave. Her tail swung, battering through the piled wealth at the back as her claws and jaws tore at Angela. The knight looked so tiny before the dragon, holding up her shield to protect her, wreathed by Sophia's magic and love. But how long could it last without help?

I looked around at my friends, distracted by Slata's revelations. Minx snarled about killing Spray, Thrak bellowed incoherent Orcish as he beat the stone before him, Faoril rushing to his side. Earth elementals burst from the ground, racing to Angela's aid.

“Minx!” I shouted at my lover. I knew she loved me. She didn't lie when she said those three words like my wife did.

Right?

No, no. Minx loved me. She wanted me to choose her over my wife. Over my daughter. And it hurt Minx so badly when I couldn't. That love couldn't be a lie.

I shook my head.

“Minx! The dragon.”

Minx whirled around, her eyes wild. “What?”

I raised my bow, drawing an arrow, the tip glowing pink, and fired. It hissed through the air and struck the dragon's hide. The arrow punched through the thick scales. The dragon roared in pain and Angela's sword swept, striking a glancing blow on the beast's wrist.

“Minx, we need to fight!”

“We'll kill her later,” Minx hissed. “She killed my sister, Xera!”

“Later,” I agreed and drew another arrow.

~  *  ~

Minx

She killed my sister.

It was so hard to let that go. Fox's face burned through my vision. The sight of her trembling at the gallows moments before the lever was pulled. Seeing her little feet twitch and kick as the rope strangled the life out of her—

Dragon.

Xera's arrow hissed through the air, trailing pink. The dragon roared again and her entire body moved. Her tail swung, scything through the air. It was long and sinuous, rows of spikes jutting down the top. It blurred red.

My heart leaped in my throat. I opened my mouth to shout a warning to Xera.

But the elf was already moving like she anticipated the tail swipe. She ducked it. Her green hair whipped around her from the speed of the tail's attack. Then she rose, already drawing her next arrow, staring at the dragon with fierce anger.

She was an elvish hunter. They killed monsters.

And today, so did I.

I rushed forward, throwing the dagger in my left hand. It tumbled through the air and crashed into the dragon's rear thigh, burying deep. Scarlet blood welled as the dragon roared, her claws slashing hard at Angela. I had to do something about those claws.

I shoved my hand in my pouch and pulled out a sticky bomb, an idea bursting to life in my head.

~  *  ~

Warlock Faoril

“Thrak,” I shouted as he beat at the ground, wholly lost to his rage. Chaun's music stirred around me, focusing my thoughts, driving them away from Saoria and her betrayal. That would have to wait to be answered. Later. Not now. “Thrak!”

He ignored me. The ground shook. The dragon bellowed. Angela fought behind me. Thrak needed to help her. The knight was good, but Dominari was immense. Even with our magic, this fight would be a challenge.

It might be hopeless without Thrak.

“Thrak, you have to fight.”

He just shrieked in Orcish. I heard his brother's name muttered with such anger and his first wife's name with such anguish. What had Slata shown him? How his wife had died? My heart wanted to break. I wanted to hug my husband, to hold him tight.

But now wasn't the time for that.

“Thrak!” I shouted again. My heart raced as I moved to his face. He was so lost to the rage he might hurt me. Even with the control I had given him. But I couldn't be afraid. I had to get him in this fight.

I darted in as he raised his hands up to beat the ground. One blow could kill me. He was so strong. I cupped his swarthy face with my hands, staring into his dark-red eyes. “It's me, Thrak.”

His hands froze.

“I know you're mad. I know you're angry. But he's not here.”

“Bruk!” He said the name like a curse. His brother must have killed his wife. Despoiled her and killed her.

“He's not here. But the dragon is. If you want to take out your rage, then do it on our enemy.” I pointed at the dragon. “Dominari is trying to kill us. She's gone mad, too. We have to stop her. Angela needs us. You promised to help her.”

He let out a snorting growl.

“So if you want to be mad, if you want to rage, then take it out on the damned dragon. Vent all your anger on her. Rip her to pieces, Thrak.”

He let out a bellow. His hand shot out, picking up his discarded ax. The double-headed, crescent-bladed greataxe glowed pink. With it, he would hew through Dominari's scales. He would help Angela vanquish the dragon.

“Go!” I shouted, rising and reaching into the magic inside of me as my husband charged forward.

~  *  ~

Thrak

I poured all my rage, all my pain, all my fury at the dragon. I stared at the hulking monster, the ground shaking as she moved, her claws slashing at Angela and a pair of earth elementals. Rocks flew as she ripped the stone figures to pieces, her tail swaying.

I would kill her. Then I would kill Bruk. There was nowhere my brother could hide from me. I could already feel his blood on my hand, hear his screams of pain. He would suffer like my wife suffered.

“BRUK!”

My ax slammed down, biting deep into the dragon's flank. I let out a bellow of triumph as my scalp itched. I ignored it, savoring the dragon's blood squirting from her wound, splashing hot across my face. Her roar of anguish was sweet to my—

Her tail crashed into my side.

Ribs cracked. The world spun around me. I crashed hard on the stone ground, rolling, clutching my ax. Faoril shouted my name in horror. Pain throbbed through my side. I didn't need to feel it. I didn't need to experience the agony of broken ribs and bruised organs.

I spat blood as I rose, the rage swallowing the agony.

“BRUK!”

I charged at the dragon.

~  *  ~

Acolyte Sophia

I groaned, my wound healing. I drank a third potion, the pain finally fading, letting me focus on the battle. Angela fought Dominari; her sword left streaks of glowing white, tails of falling stars slashing at the dragon. My Queen ducked and blocked claw swipes and snapping jaws. Aurora's earth elementals fought at her side, blocking attacks. They would crumble to dust, smashed by the dragon as they shielded my Queen.

And then they would rise again.

I had to get into the fight. I had to be helpful. I had a dagger. I could do something. I drew it as I groaned, my side almost healed. My robe hung heavy with my blood. It clung to my thighs as I rose. I must have spilled every drop of blood in my body.

I should be dead.

Saphique saved me. And that bitch Vivian betrayed our...

No. Focus.

I took a deep breath as the wound closed. The pain gone. It was time to fight with my Queen.

~  *  ~

Knight Angela

“You used me!” I shouted as I lunged in, stabbing at Lady Delilah's scaled muzzle as she snapped her jaw down. She flinched back and swiped with a claw.

An earth elemental surged forward, throwing its bulky body between me and the attack. It shattered into a dozen pieces, falling to the ground. The rocks beside it groaned, and another rose up in its place.

“Do you think my life is something you get to play with?” I demanded, so angry. “I didn't want to be queen of the world. I just wanted to be a knight. To protect it. And you sent me on this quest!”

“Ungrateful bitch!” the dragon hissed. “You're not even his heir. You're not even his descendant. She cuckolded him! That sow! She cuckolded him with Pater. And spawned YOU! You do not deserve to use his sword.”

“What?” I gaped, my anger momentarily fading. I wasn't the High King's heir. “What are you—”

Her jaw snapped down at me. My scalp tingled. I cursed, leaping back. Her muzzle crashed into the rocks. Her teeth crunched through stone. I regained my footing as her head rose and lunged at me, her neck uncoiling like a spring.

“Gewin's cock,” I cursed, bringing up my shield.

The impact threw me back in an explosion of pink light. I landed on my back with a grunt as her head drew back, her neck coiling for another strike. Burning, yellow eyes, the pupils slitted like a serpent's, glared down at me.

“None of his blood survived.”

“Is that what she showed you?” I demanded.

“TRUTH! Rose betrayed us! All lies!”

An arrow hissed through the air. Lady Delilah's wing swept before her face, catching the arrow in the membrane stretched between long, finger-like bones. Then her head lunged down at me again. My heart thudding, I rolled to the side. Her jaw crashed into the ground, missing. But a claw swiped down at me.

Aimed right where I rolled.


Chapter Fifty-Two: Insects

Xerathalasia

I ducked the tail swipe, Thrak flying past me. He hadn't even tried to dodge it. He hit hard with a grunt, but the orc was tough. He was rolling onto his feet as I drew my arrow. Dominari coiled her head to strike at Angela lying on the ground.

My arrow hissed.

The wing blocked it.

A claw slashed down at Angela.

My stomach twisted. The knight had just come out of a roll right into the scything attack. The dragon had baited her to move to the right, to be in the exact position to be crushed by her slashing claw. My hand reached for an arrow.

Not fast enough.

Minx hurtled something from her hand. A clay sphere streaked dull gray through the air, one of her alchemical grenades. My heart beat faster as it crashed into the claw slamming down at Angela.

Brown foam exploded around the claw. A sticky bomb. The sudden weight and blossoming of the foam threw off the dragon's swing just enough for Angela to roll clear. The claw hit the ground, the foam spurting around the dragon's fingers, gluing them to cracks and crevasses of the cave floor.

“Yes,” I hissed and fired an arrow at the dragon's eyes.

~  *  ~

Thrak

The dragon's head ducked an arrow while she tried to rip her claw from the ground, stuck in place by Minx. All I cared about was the distraction. The dragon wasn't focused on me. I snarled, leaping as I reached her body, landing on her side. I swung my ax, burying it into her flesh, using it to climb up her flank.

I would cut off her damn head.

The dragon's body heaved beneath me as I gained her ridged spine. I swung my ax again, burying it into her flesh, making my own handhold. Her blood burned hot as it spurted from her wounds, splashing across my chest. I grabbed her spiked ridge with my other hand, wrenching my ax out.

And buried it higher up her back, pulling me along her spine.

I would cut off her head. I would watch her stump spurt blood and bathe in the heat. I bellowed my challenge as—

Her tail crashed into my back. I pitched forward over her body, tumbling down the other side, the ax wrenched from my grip. I hit the ground hard beside her rear leg. I rolled out of the way as she stepped, trying to crush me as she wrenched at her claw stuck to the ground.

Music beat through my skull, demanding I fight, pounding in time with my rage.

I spat more blood. My battered body rose. I didn't care. I would kill this bitch. I leaped, grabbing the bony spur thrusting out of the back of her ankle, hauling myself upward.

~  *  ~

Chaun

My fingers danced on my lyre's strings, strumming chords, sending out inspiration to my companions and keeping them fighting. It was all I could do. I couldn't fight. I couldn't wield impressive magics that protected us or attacked the dragon. But I could keep our spirits up, keep us believing we could win against the monster. The beast's sheer size argued for retreat, demoralizing us.

She bled from a dozen arrow wounds, her body pincushioned, the pricks of mosquitoes. More blood sluiced from her leg and back. Thrak threw himself on her again, grabbing her spines as he howled his rage. Angela regained her feet, trying to dash in and attack Dominari's claw stuck to the ground while the dragon snarled her fury, trying to wrench it free.

Angela darted around slashing death, racing in to weaken the dragon. Aurora's elementals blocked the dragon's slashing claws. Her talons crushed the stones. My wife gasped, smoke rising from her totem as the dragon disrupted another of her elementals.

With a roar, the dragon wrenched her claw free, tearing up the rocks, leaving bits of sticky foam behind. She ignored Minx, the halfling slashing with her enchanted dagger, and swung her claw, a ball of sticky foam at the end, at Angela.

The knight stopped her charge, bracing herself and raising her shield. The claw slammed into her shield, the foam squeezing around it. Then the dragon roared in triumph and jerked back her claw, ripping the shield from Angela's grip.

The knight stumbled forward, thrown off-balance. The dragon brought her claw and shield to her mouth and breathed fire. The flames rippled the air. I felt the heat on the other side of the cave. Flames spilled over Minx. Water splashed around her, warding her from the attack, Aurora's preparations working as the halfling jumped out of the gout unharmed.

And then Dominari slammed the brown, smoldering gunk on the ground. The foam shattered, freeing her claws. The heat baked it into brittle clay. It sprayed into a thousand pieces, debris knifing across the room.

A tingle ran across my scalp as Angela fought to regain her balance. She misstepped, planting her right foot into a cratered hole left behind by Aurora summoning her elemental. Rocks crumbled beneath the knight's boots while Dominari's claw drew back for another slicing attack. I saw the future, Sophia's spell warning me.

And an idea popped into my head. Something I could do.

I stared at Dominari. She had a white aura about her. She was married to a human male. Normally, I couldn't assume the form of a hermaphrodite's spouse or lover. They loved women or fellow hermaphrodites, forms I couldn't assume. But not Dominari. I could become her husband and lover.

My body shifted as I became the High King Peter.

Just like that night in Lesh-Ke when Lady Delilah had walked into the Maiden's Cherry common room where I performed, eking out a pathetic life playing in lowborn taverns, I became her husband. A larger physique stretched my clothing as the transformation finished. My limbs felt strong. A dominating impulse wreathed my thoughts.

Words that came from my innate changeling abilities, words her husband would have spoken, burst from my lips: “Stop, my queen. You are not a monster. You are not a killer.”

The dragon flinched, her head snapping around to look at me, her claw stopping in mid-swipe. Her yellow eyes grew wide. They softened for a moment as I stood before her. I kept my back straight, knowing not to flinch, not to be weak.

“Peter,” she said, her words oddly feminine as they rumbled from her throat.

And then her eyes flashed. She roared in fury. Fire erupted from her mouth. The scarlet flames soared at me, engulfing me in heat. I flinched, screaming out in fright as cool liquid sloshed around me, the water elemental protecting me from the heat. The stones cracked beneath my feet. I jumped away as they became molten, rolling on the ground, clutching my lyre protectively to my chest.

It didn't burn, the elemental protecting what I held and wore.

“LIAR!” snarled the dragon.

My scalp tingled. Death swept down at me.

~  *  ~

Aurora Xandra

“No!” I shouted, despite the anger boiling in me. The dragon's tail swept down at my husband lying beside the molten rocks.

I was so mad at him. I was so angry. I wasn't even sure if I loved him right now. What he did... It was monstrous. But I couldn't let him die. My fingers danced on the second totem in my grip, the one I had ignored.

Wind swirled. The elemental pulled the air into whirling form then howled downwards towards my husband. My stomach twisted as the tail streaked down, a red blur that would crush my husband into pulp.

The elemental seized him.

The tail crashed into the ground.

Relief swept through me. My husband lived. He flashed me a look of thanks, wearing the regal face of King Peter.

I glared at him and turned back to the fight. Thrak crawled up the dragon's neck, pulling along her spikes. The hulking orc bellowed in triumph as he seized Dominari's black horn curling over her left eye.

What was he doing?

~  *  ~

Warlock Faoril

What was he doing?

I shook my head as my life magic sank into the dragon's body. Energy poured out of me as I fought against her muscles. She was like the Minotaur. She was almost a demigod, the last dragon left alive. An entire race birthed by a goddess reduced to a single being. And she was ancient. She resisted me as I tried to impede her muscles' movement. I slowed her, not much, but enough for my loved ones to dodge her attacks.

It was something.

I focused on her neck as Thrak climbed towards her head, fighting to keep her from snapping her head around too violently, from throwing my orc off. His body was so battered. He spat a constant stream of blood. His swarthy sides darkened by blossoming bruises. He needed healing.

But the rage gripped him.

I downed a second vial of Xera's cum. I had one more left. She was an elf, attuned to the element of life the same way Dominari was tuned to fire. Life magic worked better when I powered it with elf-cum. I sent my magic surging harder into Dominari, giving Angela a chance to regroup after her near fatal fall, letting Thrak do...whatever he was doing.

My husband seized the dragon's thick, black horn. His muscles bulged as he heaved on it. He twisted hard. Dominari thrashed her head, snarling in rage, turning her attention away from Chaun. I grit my teeth, warring with her as she fought to sweep her head back and forth in violent snaps, to throw Thrak off of her.

The horn snapped with a mighty crack.

My orc bellowed in bellicose triumph, twisting the horn in his grip, and driving it down into Dominari's left eye. Blood squirted from the socket along with oozing, black ichor. The dragon howled in pain as he twisted the horn, working it deeper, trying to stab it into her brain and kill her.

I didn't see her claw reaching up to bat Thrak from her head.

I gasped in shock as the blow struck Thrak. Three thick, long nails pierced my orc's body, thrusting through his back and bursting out of his chest. His hands let go of the horn as she swept him from her head and threw him hard across the room. Blood trailed behind him as he tumbled, a bleeding star crashing to earth.

“No!” I screamed, abandoning my life magic on the dragon, letting her move normally, and sent wind sweeping out at Thrak as he hurtled towards the cave wall and a bone crunching impact. My stomach tensed.

My wind caught him.

Blood poured from his body. Three massive holes tore through his torso, destroying his lungs and other organs. He twitched as I held him in gentle air, blood bubbling from his mouth as he struggled to breathe. A waterfall of crimson fell from him, splashing on the stones below.

“No, no, no,” I yanked him towards me as my hand shot into my pouch and pulled out one of Sophia's healing potions.

~  *  ~

Knight Angela

Blood hissed from the dragon's wounded eye. She roared in pain, slamming her claws down hard on the ground. The earth shook beneath me. I stumbled, struggling to stay upright. I jammed the tip of the High King's sword into the stone. The magic let it bite into rock, providing me with a handle and—

My scalp tingled.

I tried to move, but the dragon swung her claw so fast. Something had been slowing her down, I realized, allowing me to have a chance. And it was gone. I let go of the sword, thrusting my arms out before me to brace myself against her impact.

She hit me.

I grunted as the claw slammed me onto my back, the weight pinning me. My arms pushed on the scaled palm of the dragon's paw. Her claws tore into the rocks around me as she bore her weight down upon me. I grunted, gritting my teeth.

Power surged through my body. My eyes widened. I recognized the source. For six months, Gewin's Blessing had given me more strength, more endurance, for my Quest. So I could defeat the dragon. And now that I was here, fighting the dragon, the Blessing kicked in fully. What I felt before had only been a taste of the God of War's power, something to sustain me to reach the end of my quest.

I felt the God strengthen my limbs.

It wasn't enough to push the paw off of me, but it kept her from crushing me. I groaned, straining, fighting, the muscles in my arms protesting as she put more of her weight on me, her head glaring down at me, blood raining hot on my face.

“FALSE!” she snarled.

My arms buckled. They trembled, weakened. I couldn't keep this up.

~  *  ~

Acolyte Sophia

It was time to act.

I darted from the side where I had waited for my moment to strike. And seeing my Queen pinned beneath the claw, knew that now was the time. My dagger glowed a bright pink; the spells wreathing it would save my queen's life.

My sodden robes dragged at my legs as I scurried across the broken ground, single-minded focus wreathing me. My vision narrowed to a dark tunnel focused on my Queen.

A shadow fell over me.

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

“Matar's cock,” I swore, spotting the blood-sodden acolyte darting towards Angela while the dragon's tail swiped down to crush the girl.

I acted without thought. I fired my next arrow beneath the dragon's bulk. It shot across the ground, my ears twitching. Time moved so slow. The dragon's tail swung down, timed to Sophia's running. My arrow hissed beneath the dragon, moving so fast.

Would it be fast enough?

The arrow pierced through the bottom hem of Sophia's robe and impaled into the stone at her feet. The robe, pinned to the ground behind the acolyte, yanked her short. She squeaked in shock, jerked back by her clothing.

The tail slammed down before her, the cave shaking.

~  *  ~

Aurora Xandra

“Thanks,” Chaun said as my air elemental set him down beside me.

My disdain tripled as I sent my earth elementals to attack the claw pinning Angela. Somehow, the knight held back the claws, struggling to avoid being crushed. I didn't know how she did it. But I was grateful. We still had a chance.

The dragon's tail boomed as it hit the ground.

And then Chaun strummed a taunting note. “What are you doing, my queen? I said you aren't a monster, so why in the donkey balls are you still acting like one?”

“Donkey balls?” I blinked in shock. What kind of curse was that?

The dragon's head snapped around.

“You heard me, Dominariath,” Chaun continued. “That is my descendant you are trying to kill, what are—”

“Rose betrayed you!” the dragon snarled. Then she shook her head. “And you are a lie! Like HER!”

Fire exploded from her breath. I steeled myself from screaming in terror as the intense heat washed over Chaun and me. But my water elementals warded us, protected us, driving away the heat. I jumped out of the flames, sparing the elemental discomfort. The inferno followed Chaun as he ran in the other direction.

“Lies! All LIES!”

The dragon slammed her tail down again, the ground shaking. Her wings spread wide, several arrows buried in the membranes, and flapped hard. A great wind gusted past me as the dragon bellowed again, blood streaming down her face.

“LIES!”

She flapped her wings harder. A gale exploded from her.

~  *  ~

Minx

I threw a dagger, catching the dragon in the neck. She didn't feel it. My daggers were too short to matter much. Her fire chased Chaun, ignoring me. It was smart to look like her husband, but Angela was still pinned.

Maybe I should do something about that.

A wind gusted as her wings flapped, ruffling my hair. The dragon thrashed again, bellowed, and then her wings flapped even harder. I gasped as the wind slammed into me, throwing me off my feet. Grit and dust stung my face, whipped from her as she pumped her wings, generating a gale.

I tumbled across the cave floor.

Xera dove down, thrusting her arm at me, her hair whipping about my head. Our fingers touched for a moment. And then the next blast of wind churned from the dragon's wings.

“Cernere's black cunt!” I howled as the winds caught my tiny body and flung me through the air and away from Xera. The gale blew so hard, hurtling me towards the cave mouth. The world spun around me as I burst out of the cave into daylight and...

The ground fell away. The bottom of the pass was so far below me. The wind lessened. I began to drop.

I was dead. I had no way to stop myself from falling.

~  *  ~

Aurora Xandra

I screamed as the wind struck my light body. Chaun turned, reaching for me, the wind tearing at his clothing. And then I was tumbling out of control. I spun through the air. I spotted Minx behind me, thrown out of the cave.

Just like I was.

~  *  ~

Warlock Faoril

“Thrak,” I shouted, the wind howling past me. I ripped out the second healing potion. The first had hardly stopped the bleeding. He was so hurt. “Just hold on and—”

The wind slammed into me. The potion ripped from my hand, crashing against the stone wall, spilling Thrak's hope in milky rivulets across the dark stone. I screamed, thrown across Thrak's wounded body. I reached out on instinct. Earth magic surged into the ground. Barriers exploded up between me and the hurricane, my eyes burning from grit.

~  *  ~

Chaun

“Aurora!” I screamed as my wife's frail body hurtled out of the cave.

The wind slammed into me, throwing me to the ground. I was heavier, especially in Peter's muscular form, but it still tumbled me across the ground. I crashed into a small shelf, my leg snapping. I screamed in pain. My lyre wrenched from my hands and hurtled into a stalagmite. The gold-inlaid wood splintered, the strings snapping.

I howled in agony, pinned against the small shelf of rock by the wind, my wife gone, my lyre broken.

~  *  ~

Acolyte Sophia

The wind crashed into me, lifted me from my feet. I tried to scream, the grit and sand burning across my face and hands.

And then pain flared.

I struck the cave wall. Ribs snapped like dry reeds. My head cracked back into the stone and...

I crashed to the ground.

~  *  ~

Lady Delilah/Dominari

I flapped my wings a final time, the insects scattered, screaming in pain, lying slumped. Then I turned my attention to her. Angela struggled beneath my claws, somehow resisting my weight. She was strong. The God Pater's blood burned in her bastard veins.

Such pain scourged my heart. How could Rose betray us? Our husband?

I opened my jaws and snapped them down at Angela's head.


Chapter Fifty-Three: Swirling Death

Knight Angela – Dominari's Lair, The Despeir Mountains

Lady Delilah's draconic jaws opened above me. My arms burned. The power of Gewin's blessing buttressed my limbs, keeping the immense weight of the dragon from crushing me as her claw pinned me to the cave floor. But as I looked into her open jaw at the sharp teeth dripping, the reek of sulfur on her breath, I saw my death.

I had failed. My companions were scattered, dead or dying. She was too much for us. I grit my teeth, straining against her claws, trying to throw her vast weight off of me. It was futile, but I was too stubborn to quit as the jaws snapped down.

Sophia's face flashed through my thoughts. Smiling, crying, staring at me with love, recoiling in disgust, placid in sleep, burning with ecstasy, flushed, drained, pale, wan, full of life, green eyes flashing, bloodshot, lips pursed in smile, in frown, in thought. A thousand thousand memories gathered over the last six months burned through my mind in that instant as the open maw lunged down at my unprotected head.

I did not regret a single one of those memories.

Pink flashed. Metal glinted. A dagger buried in the snout of the dragon, biting deep in an explosion of soft light. Blood splattered my face. Lady Delilah roared in pain, her head jerking up. She fixed her only remaining eye to her right, hissing in frustration.

I followed her gaze. Sophia stood on unsteady feet, blood pouring down her face from her impact with the wall. Her once pure robes were soiled with crimson and browns. She teetered as the dragon raised her right claw, the one not pinning me to the ground, and swiped.

“Sophia!” I screamed as my concubine tried to move, but she was woozy.

The claws struck her, ripping through robe and flesh. My acolyte crashed into the wall, a comet trailing crimson. She struck hard and fell limp. Murderous rage burst inside of me. My acolyte. My concubine. My lover. The dragon's weight shifted in the attack. The rage gave new strength to my limbs. Invigorated, I screamed as I heaved against the claw pinning me to the cave floor. I pushed and pushed.

And the dragon shifted. She slammed her right claw down before ripping into Sophia again, her large bulk twisting. Her head snapped around as her weight went onto her right foreleg, lessening the strain upon my arms.

I pushed one final time and rolled free.

The left claw smashed down as the dragon righted herself. But I wasn't under her any longer. I snatched up my ancestor's sword. The white light flared as I gained my feet. This wasn't over. I would finish my quest.

“Sophia!” was my war cry as I slashed and cut deep into her left foreleg.

~  *  ~

Aurora Xandra

The world tumbled around me. The gray sky and the gray mountain blurred together. Minx screamed with me as we plummeted downward towards the bottom of the pass. She was ahead of me, her smaller body a tight ball, her metallic-red hair flashing.

I gripped my totems. One was balsa wood. So light. I stroked the sinuous lines carved into it, channeling my power. I reached out to the world around us. I called to the elementals. And they answered.

Wind whirled and gusted into two forms. Breezy arms embraced my body, stopping my tumble, slowing my fall. Below, the other air elemental surged towards the plummeting halfling. She fell so fast towards the ground. My heart thudded as the wind surged down after her.

“Grab her,” I shouted towards my puppet. “Come on.”

She hurtled lower and lower. Minx grew smaller and smaller. My heart thudded in my chest and...

My air elemental caught her, creating a cushion of slowing air. Dust billowed from the bottom of the pass, a heartbeat away from splattering death. And then I yanked my elemental back up into the air. What had been screams of fear now were whoops of triumph.

“Aurora!” Minx screamed, pumping her right arm in the air as she hurtled to me. “Yes! Cernere's black cunt, but that was awesome!”

I rolled my eyes. She could never be serious.

My air elemental carried her to the edge of the path, dropping her off before the cave mouth. She scampered in, producing another pair of enchanted throwing daggers from somewhere on her body. I had no idea how she hid so many daggers on her. Nor did I care.

I became a hawk and soared back towards the cave.

~  *  ~

Chaun

My right leg throbbed. Bone poked through the trousers, white and smeared crimson. The wind had stopped, allowing me to move. Angela roared in fury. The dragon bellowed in pain. And I jammed my hand into my pouch and found a healing potion. I yanked the stopper and downed the creamy drink. Sophia's magic numbed the agony in my leg. I shuddered as the bone popped back into place, leaving behind a bloody tear.

“Las's putrid cum,” I groaned, falling back onto the cave floor, gathering myself.

Then the fear hit me, momentarily forgotten through the pain. Beyond the wreckage of my smashed lyre I stared at the cave mouth. My wife had been flung out there. I tried to save her, but she was so light. The dragon's wind had thrown her and Minx and—

Minx charged in brandishing two daggers, screaming in offended fury. “That was so not fair, Dominari!”

A moment later, a hawk soared in, landing on the ground and blurring into my wife. She rose, holding her totems, her face fixed. Earth elementals burst out of the ground by Angela, moving to block claw strikes and jaw snaps as the knight battled the dragon, swinging the High King's sword in hard, two-handed swipes.

The fight still raged. My lyre was smashed, but I had to keep everyone battling. We were recovering. The dragon had dealt us all hard blows, but we weren't out of this yet. We had prepared to fight her. We were ready. We would defeat her.

Songs of courage tumbled from my lips as I rose, strengthened by Sophia's potion. Pink light glittered on nearby rocks. One of Minx's daggers. I snatched it up, the handle short in my hand. I didn't care. It was a weapon. I had to fight.

I marched at the dragon.

~  *  ~

Warlock Faoril

I pulled out the last intact potion I had and dumped it into Thrak's mouth. Blood covered his body, leaking from the puncture wounds through his torso. Even with the healing potions closing the wounds and slowing the bleeding, he should be dead.

But my orc was tough.

I watched the wounds. Skin knitted together, flesh and organs repairing. Broken bones twisted back into place. The holes shrank to the size of my fist, closing. My stomach twisted. The dragon roared. Angela bellowed. Chaun's music stirred through me.

The fight wasn't over yet and...

Thrak's wounds stopped healing. The punctures were the size of a small bird, but they still wept blood. He still lay unconscious. I shoved my hands into my pockets, searching for any more healing potions. I was on the verge of panic, my heart fluttering so fast. I could feel it rising in me, that drowning fear threatening to consume me.

But Chaun's voice was so stirring. It sang through my body. It warred in me, driving back the panic, battering back the cold twist in my bowels that threatened to leave me helpless. It kept my thoughts clear, thinking.

I was out of healing potions. But Sophia had made them for all of us as we traveled through Zeutchian lands.

I ignored the wheeze of Thrak's breathing. Blood bubbled from his mouth. He was still so close to dying. But I couldn't focus on that, on the fear of losing him. I had to act. I lunged across his body to the pouch hanging off his belt. I shoved my hand in, brushing glass.

Seizing a healing potion.

Cork yanked out, I dumped it into his mouth. It mixed with the foaming blood. His body shuddered. I touched his chest, feeling his heart laboring, struggling to keep him alive. His lungs rose and fell. The holes closed. The wheezing slowed.

“Thrak,” I whispered.

His wounds closed. Blood stopped bubbling from his lungs. It was enough. He would live. And I had to fight. I had to stand with my friends and stop this monster before she killed us all.

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

The dragon's tail roared as it slashed at me. But I was already ducking, the back of my neck itching. Sophia's spell warned me. My naked body dived beneath the tail. I hit the stone, rolling back onto my feet and sprinting past the dragon as she battled with Angela. Both her claws swiped in hissing arcs, crashing into earth elementals as the knight struggled to lunge in and ram her sword into the dragon's chest.

I focused on the bleeding acolyte. I didn't know if Sophia lived after that dreadful slash.

My keen ears heard everything. Chaun and Minx charged the dragon as the bard sang, his courageous voice echoing through the cave, filling me with exhilaration, keeping my limbs moving. And above his singing was the softer voice of Faoril's magic whispering. The mage strode forward from Thrak, the orc's breathing no longer labored. He would live.

Wind yanked Angela to the side, pulling her out of the reach of the dragon's snapping jaws. She slashed back, screaming in rage, her sword a white blur. It struck the tip of the dragon's jaw. Crimson spurted. The dragon reared back. She bled from dozens of wounds, smoke rising as the blood boiled on her scales.

But she only bellowed in rage, sweeping her claws in wild swings, desperate to kill Angela. Her growls were rants, hardly intelligible any longer, descending to guttural, primal rage. Her tail crashed back and forth, slamming into the ground.

As I reached Sophia, Angela darted in, her sword thrusting at where the dragon's neck met her chest. An earth elemental burst into shattered rocks blocking one claw. A huge piece of rock thrust up from the ground, shielding Angela on the other side. Her sword slashed, cutting through scales, opening another bleeding rent in the dragon's side.

Lady Delilah slammed her entire neck down as an attack, battering towards the knight as she recovered from her swing. Faoril's magic seized Angela, dragging her to the side. The knight didn't fight it but used it. She pivoted and swung her weapon, crashing it into the side of the dragon's neck. Blood spurted. The dragon roared, her feet crashing into the ground.

It shook beneath me, making footing treacherous. But I didn't fall. I moved with grace across the broken ground and reached the acolyte's side. I fell to my knees, pulling out a healing potion from my pouch and dumping it into her mouth.

We were running out of potions.

The dragon bellowed again.

“You got her, Chaun!” Minx chortled as the dragon's bulk shifted, the ground shaking.

The milky potion worked on Sophia. I could hear her laboring heart thudding in her chest, struggling to pump blood. There was so much around her. I yanked out another potion, pouring it into her mouth.

The fight had to end. How many potions did we have remaining? I had one left. And Sophia needed it. I produced my last and dumped its healing power down Sophia's throat. Her heart grew stronger and stronger. Her body shuddered as the magic flowed through her, healing her, bringing her back from death.

The next person struck down wouldn't be so lucky.

~  *  ~

Minx

The dragon's hind leg swiped at Chaun as the bard jumped back, blood spurting from the dragon's side. His attack landed a clumsy blow, but it hurt her. And that was awesome. I grinned as Faoril's magic saved the bard, wind yanking him back as I darted in.

I jumped, the dragon's body turning right at me. I thrust my dagger before me, the point glowing with Sophia's magic. Without her, we would have died. The acolyte sometimes seemed useless, well meaning but not really accomplishing much in battle, but when she knew a fight was coming, when she enchanted your weapons, amazing things happened.

I crashed into the dragon, jamming my dagger deep into her side. The blade sank all the way in, the hilt slamming into her scales. Scalding blood pumped out, but the water elemental warding my body wrapped me in protective liquid. I felt the heat, but it didn't hurt me.

“Cernere's black cunt,” I cursed as I sprang back off the dragon's body. My attack hadn't really hurt the dragon. My dagger was just too short. And she was huge. How could I hit a vital organ when I was barely getting through her scales?

I had to be smart. I wasn't a brawler. I didn't have the powerful weapons to hurt the dragon. It was satisfying stabbing the bitch after she threw me out of the cave, but it wouldn't help in the fight. Chaun's singing was far more helpful than his inept slashes with my dagger.

I needed to be as helpful.

I glanced at Angela. She was fearless, throwing herself at the dragon, being protected by Faoril and Aurora's magic. The dragon backed away from her, slashing with claws, snapping with jaws. Her mouth gaped open to bite...

Her mouth gaped open.

I chortled in pure delight, an idea bursting to life in me. I had two chamomile bombs left. I shoved my hand in my pouch, brushing through the clay balls, searching for one with the X carved into it. My nimble fingers felt a spiral and then a chevron. I didn't need a damiana bomb or acacia bomb. The last sticky bomb had not worked out well.

And then I felt the X. The sleeping bomb.

I yanked it out as I reached the fight. Shards of rocks burst through the air, smashed by the dragon. Rubble covered the ground. Faoril's magic flew around me. She was doing such amazing things. She smoothed the ground around Angela. Rocks and rubble melted and flowed, filling in holes, clearing out tripping hazards, giving her a flat ground to fight on so she could battle the dragon while the mage's winds swept around the knight.

I glanced at Faoril in her red, stained robes, her face focused. Her eyes hard. She didn't break that concentration as she gulped down another vial of Thrak's cum. The discarded bottle shattered at her feet as she kept her magic flowing.

I had to be as helpful.

“Lady Delilah!” I screamed. “I don't know why you're so angry. Why do you care if some moldering dead man's kingdom is reforged? He was a loser. Everyone knows that. He was a pathetic cuckold. I heard Queen Rose banged every other guy she could so she could enjoy a real cock. I bet the High King never even had any kids of his own.”

A roar shook the room. “SHE BETRAYED HIM!”

She did not like me calling her beloved Peter a cuckold. I grinned as her head snapped around, her one good eye fixed on me. Her jaws opened as her entire body turned. She ignored Angela's swiping attack as her head snapped at me, giving me just the target I needed. I threw the sleeping bomb.

And then realized my mistake.

My bomb sailed down her gullet the moment before her hurtling jaws slammed over me.


Chapter Fifty-Four: The Dragon's Pain

Aurora Xandra

“Minx!” Xera shouted in horror as the halfling vanished into the dragon's maw.

My stomach sank as those jaws worked like they were chewing. The dragon snapped her head around. I wavered for a moment, a sick feeling twisting my stomach. The elf dashed from Sophia's side, wielding her wooden dagger. With nimble grace, she threw herself at the dragon, vanishing behind Lady Delilah's bulk.

“Minx,” I whispered in horror.

“Aurora,” my husband shouted, gripping the halfling's dagger. “I need you.”

I blinked, anger and hurt swirling in my stomach as I looked at him. I could see the vision Slata showed me, my mother rutting beneath the form of my father. But it was really Chaun violating her marriage oath, cuckolding my father. The nauseating roil in my stomach increased.

“I have an idea,” he shouted. “Please.”

I nodded my head. Anger had to wait for later. For if we survived. I blurred into a hawk and launched myself at him as he rushed at the dragon. What was he doing? He only had that little dagger. The dragon ignored him, focusing back on Angela, ripping at her while Faoril's magic protected her and Angela's sword swung.

Chaun reached the dragon's side. He plunged the dagger into a gaping gash in the dragon's side. He stumbled as he cut, moving as the dragon turned and twisted. He cut the wound open deeper, parting flesh. Blood hissed as it steamed on the dragon's scales.

I blurred into my humanoid form. “What are you doing?”

“Your earth elementals can't stab through her scales,” he said. “But they can pierce through her softer flesh.”

My eyes widened. I gripped my earth totem in my right hand, the solid kapok wood hot to my grip. It was on the verge of failing. So many earth elementals had been struck, their bodies disrupted, the feedback shooting into my totem.

But it was still intact. It still focused my will.

Chaun's courageous song swirled around me as I stroked my fingers across the straight lines carved into the totem. The cave floor rumbled as two rock forms burst to life around me. I controlled them, shaping their arms into sharp, long blades.

And plunged them into the dragon's side. They reached deep, slicing through muscle to the organs beneath. I felt what the earth elementals experienced. Heat burned in the dragon's core. It boiled around my rocky limbs as they cut deeper and deeper. The heat assaulted me as the dragon heaved and snarled.

Pain. She experienced pain.

Chaun's song drove me to grow the blades deeper, to jab them to her molten core. The back of my neck itched as I caused the dragon agony. I pierced her organs. I would kill the beast before she—

Chaun grabbed my waist, wrenching me around in his grip. I blinked, pulling my senses from my totems. The dragon's tail swept at us in a blur of death. He put his back between me and the attack, a futile gesture to protect me from the impact that would crush us both.

My fingers danced on my air totem, summoning an elemental that would not arrive in time to save our lives.

Wind howled around us. But it wasn't my magic.

I screamed as we were yanked up into the air. The tail howled beneath us, missing our feet by inches. I shuddered in my husband's arms, my heart beating so fast in my chest it hurt. I trembled, sucking in breaths.

We were alive.

And she was hurt.

Blood gushed from her side. A river of steaming crimson flowed onto the ground. A vicious thrill shot through me. Something I had never experienced. The dragon had tried to kill me, and I had hurt her back.

~  *  ~

Knight Angela

I leaped back as the dragon thrashed. A wall of stone shot between me and a slashing claw. Blood poured from the dragon's side. She had been wounded badly. I grinned vicious triumph as her head shuddered and shook. It had been clenched tight since she devoured poor Minx.

And then, bursting out the side of the dragon's mouth, above her jawline, was the tip of a dagger, a faint pink light burning through it amid the smoking blood. And then Lady Delilah's mouth opened in a puff of purple smoke.

Purple smoke?

And then the halfling leaped out, her body drenched in saliva and blood, her hair matted. She hit the ground near my feet, rolling across the ground and onto my boot. She stared up at me with a woozy expression.

“Sleeping bomb didn't work,” she groaned. “Think she's too big.” She shook her head. “Tried to...hold breath.”

“You're alive,” I said out of shock. “I thought the dragon ate you.”

Minx held up her hand, one finger upright, telling me to wait. She shook her head; her eyes kept trying to close. Her other hand fumbled in her pouch and pulled out one of Sophia's healing potions. She downed it.

And bolted upright. “Yeeeeeees!”

She hopped to her feet, reinvigorated by the potion, the effects of the sleeping bomb wiped from her system. She bounced on her feet as she turned on the dragon, gripping her bloody dagger in her hand.

“Oh, you tried to eat me!” Minx laughed. “But you didn't! You're such a pathetic dragon!”

Lady Delilah roared her fury; her head snapped down.

I swung my sword, seeing my opening as the halfling laughed and dived out of the way. My blade struck the dragon's face, cutting a furrow through her skin, glancing off her hard skull. I struck Sophia's dagger, knocking it free as I left a thick furrow of skin and muscle dangling down the side of the dragons' face, her bloody skull exposed, bone splintered and gouged.

I pulled back my blade, lunging at the weak point. A thrust into her brain would finish this.

Lady Delilah yanked back her head, stumbling back. We were rallying and she was weakening. Hope surged through me. Chaun's song roared through my mind as I pressed the attack, Faoril's magic smoothing the ground before me as I charged in.

“Angela!” a loud voice roared.

Thrak raced towards his fallen ax. Like the rest of us, he was covered in blood. He wore it like a suit of armor across his chest. He snatched up his greataxe and rushed at the dragon. He raised it up high and swiped at the tail, cutting through the last third of it.

Lady Delilah howled, blood spurting, adding more armor to Thrak's chest.

~  *  ~

Acolyte Sophia

My eyes opened. I liked the taste in my mouth. Sweet, creamy breast milk. Such a lovely—

The roar shook the ground beneath me, shocking rational thoughts back into my brain. I sat up in a puddle of my own blood. I shivered. The thick, sticky liquid was an inch deep in places, coating the cave floor.

But I was alive. Someone had saved me.

The dragon fought with Angela. Her severed tail swung back and forth, blood raining across the cave as Thrak chased her. My Queen swung her blade in sweeping arcs. I saved her. That was the last thing I remembered. Throwing my dagger had worked.

I spotted my dagger lying on the ground near the dragon's flank. Beyond, Xera clung to the dragon's side, slamming her wooden dagger over and over into the same wound, driving it deeper into the Lady Delilah's body. The elf's wrist sank into the flesh, blood spurting out around her.

The dragon bellowed. Pain in her voice. We were killing her.

Flashes of last night shot through my mind. The passion I shared with Angela and Lady Delilah. And now we were killing her. It seemed so sad. Everything had been going perfectly. We were about to “fight” Dominari, to prove we were strong. And then Slata showed up. Saphique's jealous sister ruined everything.

I darted towards my dagger, my tattered, blood-soaked robes clinging to my body. I scooped it up. I wasn't a good fighter, but everyone was converging on the dragon. We had her. We just had to make her realize it.

~  *  ~

Thrak

I charged at the dragon's bleeding side, focused on that wound, eager to bury my ax into her. I gripped it in both hands, the wood so familiar. Angela swept in, the dragon stumbling. Her head snapped around. Her one good eye fixed on me, maddened in pain.

“YOU! Killed YOU!”

“Try harder!” I growled back, raising my ax and slamming it at her wound.

Her body blurred, flowed like water, and shrank as she turned. I swung with every ounce of my strength. I would finish the bitch off. I would bury my ax into her vital organs. My greataxe crashed down at her side and...

Missed.

She shrank out of the reach of my body, becoming a smaller dragon, compact and swift. Her jaws lunged at me as my ax slammed into the ground, throwing me off-balance. I put too much power into the attack.

I lifted my weapon. I had to swing again.

Her teeth sank into my side. A dozen needle-like fangs bit into my flesh, each several inches long. I groaned as my ax swung down at her side out of reflex. She savaged me, ripping, tearing. Pain flared through me.

And then my ax struck her right wing. It sheared through the narrow bone. Her wing flopped to the ground, still attached by the membrane of skin to her side. But the tissue-thin skin tore as she ripped her jaw back, bellowing in pain.

I stumbled back and fell down, clutching my bleeding side. Blood welled through my fingers as she swelled again, flames bursting from her mouth. Her wing tore free the rest of the way, crashing to the ground beside me. It stopped growing, halfway to its regular size.

I shoved my hand into my pouch. And did not find a healing potion.

“Las's damned cock,” I groaned.

~  *  ~

Knight Angela

Lady Delilah thrashed in agony. Her wing sheered off, blood spurting. She didn't notice me at all as I changed direction. Her shape change had thrown me off. I had missed my attack as her body shrank out of my reach.

But I wouldn't miss this time.

My blade hissed through the air. The white nimbus flared bright as I struck her right, front leg. The momentum of my swing cut through scale and flesh and crashed into her bone. There was a loud crunch as I buried deep into her femur. I yanked out my blade. The dragon howled in pain. And then there was a loud crack. The bone snapped the rest of the way. Her paw tore off as the dragon collapsed to the ground. Her neck crashed past me. The dragon wheezed.

I sprang towards her head, her good eye staring at me as her body collapsed. The ground shook. I stumbled, fighting to keep my balance. I reached her throat. I put my sword against her neck, cutting into her flesh.

And hesitated.

Last night burned in my memory. Lady Delilah flashed through my thoughts. The gorgeous, sultry beauty who had inflamed my body and imagination as a girl. She was the reason I was a knight. She was my first crush, my first love. Yes, she had manipulated me on this journey. She had wanted me to be High Queen. And last night, she had loved me. She had given me a gift.

I hesitated.

“Surrender, Dominari,” I growled. It was the decision I'd made before Slata's visions threw everything off. “Surrender and be my slave. Serve your new Queen!”

~  *  ~

Lady Delilah/Dominari

I stared at her as pain burned through my body. She held his sword. I felt it burning in my neck inches from my carotid artery. With a stroke, she would end my life. My remaining claws flexed. She stood strong, her body battered, smeared in blood. She looked so beautiful, so regal. I had watched her grow up. I had seen the child blossom into this strong woman.

This knight.

She had fought so hard to reach me. She had faced danger after danger without flinching. She had assembled my Peter's sword. She had done what no other hero had since him. She had beaten me like he had. Yes, she had help, but she wasn't the son of a God like my Peter.

Only his descendant.

No, she's Pater's descendant!

“Yield!” Angela shouted, her voice booming with command. “I have tamed you. You are mine!”

This fight really is beyond you, Peter had told me, that same blade at my throat. It was a valiant struggle. You almost got me. But now it's time to yield. It's time to serve something greater than your bestial hunger. To be better than you think you are, Dominariath. You are mine now!

I wanted to surrender to Angela. I had yearned to surrender to my husband's heir for a thousand years. And it was all lies. She betrayed us. Him.

“NEVER!” I howled, the rage surging through me, giving me one last breath of life. “Only HE can tame me! You're not HIS! LIES! Rose betrayed us!”

“What?” Angela demanded even as my neck twisted, lunged, my jaws snapping at her.

Angela reacted. Her blade cut. My artery severed. My life spurted out of me. It didn't matter. I would crush her. I would spend my last act snuffing out the false pretender wielding his sword. I gave her my heart, and she was a fraud.

My jaws opened wide. She plunged her blade before her, a stop thrust slamming down my gullet, reaching for my brain. Didn't matter. My jaws encircled her body. One crunch, and we would die together and...

A thought rose through the anger and the rage, through the final moments of my life. How could she wield the sword unless she was of MY blood? Did Slata tell you the truth?

It wasn't my voice. It was deep, masculine, commanding.

Did Rose actually betray us?

No, a feminine voice whispered. A loving voice. One I missed so much. We miss you, Dominariath.

My jaws froze before they found Angela's flesh. My husband's blade slammed through the back of my jaw and—

~  *  ~

Knight Angela

Her jaws stopped their snapping crush, sickle teeth inches from my flesh. My arm jarred from the impact as the blade slammed through Lady Delilah's skull and into her brain. I stood there, surrounded by death. She was about to kill me. I saw it and...

And she didn't. She held back. At the last moment, she held back. Her body lay limp. No hot breath exhaled from her jaw. I had killed her. My body shook as what I had done struck me. I killed Lady Delilah. I killed Dominari. I finished my Quest. I stared at my hand holding the High King's blade buried into the roof of her mouth, shoved into her brain.

I let go of the sword. My hand shook. A tremble shot through my body. My heart screamed in my chest. I had loved her fiercely last night. I had known her most of her life. And I killed her. She was a monster and a beauty. She was a beast and a lover.

I stumbled out of her jaw. One fang scratched my back as I fell to the ground, staring at her head lying on its side. Her tongue lolled. Blood dribbled out of her wounds. Her body lay coiled around me. I sat there as the tears fell down my cheeks.

What did I just do?

What I had to do. She was dangerous. She was a killer. She had butchered so many lives.

And she had given me such a precious gift. She made me who I was, she shaped me, she had set me on my journey. She changed my destiny.

“My Queen!”

Sophia's desperate voice pulled at me, but I couldn't wrench my tear-stained gaze away from the dragon's mouth. Last night, that mouth had kissed me. That tongue had licked me. I had felt such a fierce passion in her. And now she was gone, dead.

The last dragon slain. I was a knight. It was my duty to kill monsters.

I pulled my knees against my battered breastplate. I pressed my face into them, crying harder. And then gentle arms were around me. I smelled blood, felt Sophia's sodden robes as she hugged me from behind.

“I'm so sorry, my Queen,” she whispered as she held me. Her tears fell hot on my neck as she buried her face into it. “I'm so sorry.”

“She won,” I heard myself say through the sobbing tears. “Slata. She got what she wanted.”

I stared at Dominari. I couldn't conquer the world. It was a fantasy. Something bright and shining, something intoxicating and heady. I couldn't stand up to the armies of the world. I wasn't a Queen. I was a knight.

I fought monsters. I didn't start empires.

I forced myself to stand. My companions watched me, Chaun kneeling over Thrak, feeding him a healing potion, Aurora standing nearby hugging herself. Xera stood with horror in her eyes, tears falling down her cheeks, her right hand dripping with the dragon's blood. Minx clung to her, looking like a lost child. Faoril reached Thrak, kneeling beside her orc, lifting his head onto her lap and stroking his brow.

Slata had assaulted us all, and then threw us into fighting the dragon.

“What truth did she show you?” I asked the corpse. “How did she use you to turn you against me?”

Lady Delilah didn't answer.

I grasped the High King's sword and yanked it out of her gullet. It came free with ease. The silvery blade stained red. I held it up, examining it. I couldn't conquer nations with this blade, but I could fight monsters. I could be a knight.

I walked past my companions, my footsteps hard, my back straight. I was so tired. I needed fresh air. The cave reeked of blood and sulfur. It echoed with Lady Delilah's maddened roars. I stepped out into the gray-clad skies. Thunder rumbled from the distance. To my left was Zeutch and the rest of the human kingdoms.

To my right was the Shizhuth Empire, a dark land. And Dominari put her lair right between them, straddling the pass through the Despeir Mountains. The only land connection between them. That felt...significant. She could have put her lair in a dozen different places, but she chose here.

I never asked her why. But I think I understood.

“What are you thinking, my Queen?” Sophia said.

“I'm not your queen,” I answered. “I'm just a knight.”

“You're always my Queen.” Sophia pressed her lithe body against me, leaning on me.

I leaned on her.

“You didn't answer my question,” she said.

“My duty.” I stared at the pass. There was so much gold in the cave. Something could be done here. Something built to protect Zeutch and the rest of the human kingdoms from the threat of the Shizhuth Empire. One day, the nagas would realize Dominari was dead. Would they come to conquer?

“Duty?” Sophia asked. “What duty?”

I glanced down at the sword. It still had power. It could still protect the world from monsters and dangers. It could inspire others to do the same. I was no longer a Knight Deute, but I was still a knight in my heart. And here, in the desolation, something could be made, a life with Sophia. Beyond, we were fugitives.

But here we were just a knight and her acolyte.

“How would you like to found a temple?” I asked Sophia.

“What?”

“A place of hope in the Desolation. A beacon to draw those to protect the world. The home to a new type of Priestesses of Saphique.” I touched her stomach. Her wounds had been higher up on her, above her womb. Our daughter would be safe. “After all, you're pregnant with the first human hermaphrodite.”

“A place free of corruption,” Sophia said, a bitter twist to her voice. What had Slata shown her? How the Church of Saphique conspired with King Edward to give me a quest that should have killed me? Us? “I like it, my Queen. A new beginning.”

~  *  ~

Lady Delilah/Dominari – The Astral Realm

“I failed you,” I whispered as I knelt before him. My husband. My king. My love. “You wanted it reborn. You wanted her to restore it all. I failed.”

His hand stroked through my hair. We were somewhere in the Astral Realm, where all souls go when they die. But I didn't end up in the Silver Forest of Matar where her hermaphroditic children were supposed to go in death. Where the other souls of my draconic kin reside.

Instead, I appeared before my spouses in a cold castle.

“I failed you first,” Peter whispered. “I promised to be at your side for all your days.”

“And you didn't kill her,” Rose said, her hand joining Peter's, running through my fingers. “At that last moment, you controlled your monstrous rage, Dominariath.”

I looked up at them. “It was all lies, what Slata showed us.”

“Only for you,” Peter said. “She gave the others truths. Besides, Angela will have descendants. They will inherit my blade. Perhaps another will follow in my footsteps and achieve my dream of peace.”

“And if not, it doesn't matter,” Rose laughed. “That world is past. It's for the living. A new one awaits us. They say the Astral Realm is eternal. It stretches forever and ever, filled with things beyond any living soul's imagination.”

“How long has it been since the three of us just flew?” Peter laughed. “We conquered the world, us three, and what did it give us but endless headaches? When did we have a chance to live, to relax, to just enjoy the little things around us?”

“I don't know,” I answered. “Last night, with Angela and Sophia... It was the first moment of joy I had since...” Tears burned in my eyes. “Is that what the Astral Realm is? A place to...relax?”

“To enjoy what we took for granted in life. To savor what truly is important. Peace. Joy. Love.” Peter cupped my face. “To put down our burdens finally. I'm sorry I said those words at the end of my life. I regretted them as we watched you suffer.”

“Maybe it is for the best Angela didn't follow in our husband's footsteps,” Rose said. “She would only have been miserable as High Queen. I think she'll be happier just as a knight with her acolyte.”

I smiled at them and nodded. They pulled me to my feet, embraced me. I held them tight, Peter's strong arms and Rose's soft body. I relaxed into them. I laid down the burden of prophecy, of a thousand years of manipulation, of searching, of preparing the world for the High King's heir, the Hero, to return.

They were right. Angela would have been miserable.


Chapter Fifty-Five: Decisions

Aurora Xandra – Dominari's Lair, The Despeir Mountains

Conflict warred through me as I watched my husband administer Thrak the healing potion. The orc drank the creamy elixir, his wounds knitting together. Elation and anger, joy and horror swirled through me. Chaun lived. He survived the fight with the dragon.

He fucked my mother.

The images the Goddess Slata showed me burned through my mind: Chaun in my father's form seducing my mother, mounting her, fucking her, making her moan and gasp and break her marriage vows. My husband survived, and he betrayed me. Betrayed everything my people stood for. How could he do it?

The anger beat faster and faster, a drum drowning out the symphony of joy at his survival. It grew louder with every roaring thud. My heart pounded in my chest. I clenched my hands as I glared at his back.

His pointed ears twitched, thrust black through silver hair. He turned, staring up at me, and I could see it in his face. The guilt. The words spilled out of my mouth, “You did it. You slept with my mother!”

He nodded his head, his eyes glassy.

The anger's beat exploded through my ears. I couldn't hear anything else. He did it. The Goddess showed me truth. How could he fuck her? How could he assume my father's form and violate their nest? He made her his whore.

Just like he made me.

With a screech, my body transformed. I couldn't look at him. I wanted to rip out his eyes. His cock. I became a hawk, my toes growing into sharp talons, my lips into the sharpest beak. I spread my feathered wings wide, screeching again.

A single flap, a single swipe of claws. I could hurt him.

He survived.

I flapped my wings. He didn't flinch as I launched at him. My claws flexed. But I tucked them beneath my body. Another flap propelled me up and over his head. I winged towards the exit of the cave. I flapped harder and harder, the wind howling past me as I burst out into the overcast day, a soup of murkiness wreathing the mountains. I soared past Angela sitting at the cliff's edge and danced on the air currents swirling through the pass.

How could he do that to my mother?

~  *  ~

Warlock Faoril

Aurora's screech echoed through the cave, drawing my attention away from my wounded husband. Chaun, kneeling on the other side of Thrak, flinched as his wife flapped over his head. He turned, watching her soar out the cave, his shoulders sagging.

No one was happy. Thrak, groaning beneath me as his wounds healed, grimaced. There was pain in his eyes, and I knew it wasn't from his injuries. Slata had shown me my betrayal, and Thrak had seen his.

I stroked his face as Chaun slumped. I traced my husband's brutish features, brushing the bone piercings dotting lips and eyebrows and nose. My fingers were pale on his swarthy skin. I reached his woolly hair, sliding through the thick curls, my fingers growing tangled in the strands.

“She showed you the truth about Serisia's death?” I asked.

His hands clenched. Murderous rage flashed through his eyes. “Bruk!”

“Your brother?” I gasped in shock. “He...”

He grunted again, a deep, snarling rumble bursting from him.

“So we'll be traveling to your home after all,” I said.

“You understand.”

“I do.” I leaned down, kissing his forehead. “I know you, Thrak. He has to die. You have to kill him.” It was so strange to speak of such callous murder, but I had known Serisia, if only briefly as a spirit. Such a loving woman. Thrak would have been happy living his life with her. I never would have met him, but he wouldn't have had this sadness that not even I could touch.

“What about you?” he asked, sitting up, the wound almost knitted in his side, the dragon's bite vanished. Only his blood remained behind.

The images of Saoria's betrayal, sabotaging my vials and ensuring that I failed the test, hurt, but it was an old pain. “It doesn't matter. It won't change anything.”

“Change?”

“I'm still a Warlock. The Magery Council won't let me retake the Test if I expose her treachery.”

His eyes narrowed. “You didn't make a mistake.”

“I did, just not the mistake I thought.” I believed Saoria was my friend. I took a deep breath. “I'm a Warlock. That's who I am.”

Saying those words filled me with a kind of peace. It wasn't a great peace, giving up my lifelong dream, but it was gone, evaporated. Angela would never be High Queen, she would never reinstate me. My life was different. I was a Warlock, free of the Magery Council's rules.

“I can do as I please, Thrak. It's...freeing.”

“And what is that?” he asked.

~  *  ~

Minx

“What is it?” I asked, still hugging Xera's waist. I felt like such a child right now, clinging to her taller body, my head resting on her hip while she cried with quiet pain. “Why are you so sad?”

Her green eyes stared at me with such raw, naked grief. Tears welled in the corners before tumbling down her greenish-tinged cheeks. “Atharilesia cheated on me. With my sister.”

I trembled. “She...put her elf-cock in another hermaphrodite.”

“The other way. She let my sister...fuck her pussy.”

My heart tightened. “Oh, no, Xera. She's not your...daughter?”

Xera shook her head, more tears spilling down her cheeks. My heart only ached. I hugged my elf tighter, tears burning in my own eyes. That horrible bitch! How could she cheat on this wonderful elf? What was wrong with her? Every aching beat of my heart fueled a growing anger. I stared up at Xera, a fierce heat flooding through me.

“Then we'll kill her, too,” I hissed.

“Too?” Xera stared at me. A crystal tear fell off her cheek and splashed on my forehead, burning hot. “Who do you want to kill?”

“Spray!” The words came out with such vehemence. I pictured that damned nixie who had hugged and comforted me after my sister's death. “She betrayed my sister and me. She's the reason Fox hung! And then she told me she loved us both!”

“Oh, Minx,” Xera said, then she fell to her knees, her face at my level. Her delicate fingers cupped my cheeks.

“We'll kill them both,” I spat. “How could she cheat on you, Xera?”

“She never loved me.” Xera's ears twitched. “We were both young and drunk when it happened. I think...I think she thought I was my sister, and then it was too late. My cock had entered her pussy, cum in her, uniting us.” She shook her head. “She encouraged me to go with Angela so I would...” Wounded pain shone in her eyes.

“That bitch!” A dagger appeared in my hand. “We have to kill her.”

“No!”

Xera's exclamation made me flinch. I blinked at her, my heart aching so badly. The pain had to be stopped. “No?”

“Killing her... It won't change anything. It won't undo her betrayal. It won't mean I have a daughter...” Her pointed ears twitched. “I don't even know where I'll go. I can't go back. They don't want me. Need me.”

“You'll go with me,” I told her, cupping her cheeks, feeling her hot tears.

Xera nodded her head. “I love you, Minx.” Something touched her tear-filled eyes as a smile crossed her lips. “I can...say that without feeling guilty. I'm really no better. I cheated on her with you.”

“It was never cheating with us,” I said. “Remember. I'm not a hermaphrodite. You can't knock me up.”

“I still loved you more.” She shivered. “But...I really wanted to hold my daughter. I was so excited and...”

Fresh tears fell down my face. I really, really wanted to kill her wife and sister.

Then she sniffed and shook her head. Her head glanced past me. I frowned, following her gaze. She peered at the dragon's corpse, the piles of gold behind it. A smile touched her lips, something light and amused.

“What?” I asked, blinking.

“You're not rolling in the gold.” Her ears twitched. “Are you feeling okay?”

I shivered. “I'm not sure I ever will feel okay.”

~  *  ~

Chaun

An exhausted emptiness consumed me. I stared out at the cave, watching Aurora vanish into the sky. I could remember that day so clearly. We had only been married the night before. I was so confused by everything that happened. I wanted to prove I was still myself. It was so stupid. I saw all the avian women, how bright and white their auras were. I had never seen married women shining so bright.

I had to fuck one. And why not my mother-in-law? To make it as depraved as possible.

I pushed up from my knees, not hearing Thrak and Faoril's conversation. I stumbled across the broken cave, bending down and picking up a piece of my lyre, a long chunk of the frame with broken wires still clinging to it. I walked a few paces, picking up another and another. The wood had snapped and splintered, the gold filigree bending out of the joints or gone entirely. The priceless strings tattered.

I was given this lyre when I graduated from the Bardic College of Az, proof that I had done what only a handful could. Hundreds failed every year to master the magic of song and note. It was an instrument crafted for masters.

Broken.

I held the pieces. I stumbled out of the cave, away from the sulfurous reek mixing with the coppery tang of blood. I needed fresh air before I vomited. I blinked against the gray glow of the clouds, the sun hidden behind them, but its light diffused and assaulting my gaze from a thousand directions.

I reached the ledge's edge, sitting down, my legs dangling off the side. Angela and Sophia were nearby, peering down at the mountain pass. It was a gorgeous sight. A song could be composed about it.

I snorted. A song. Could I even finish my epic now? What was the point? It didn't feel like we won.

“Chaun,” Sophia gasped. “Your lyre.”

I glanced down at the pieces as Sophia broke away from Angela and knelt beside me, her robes stained crimson with her blood, ripped and torn in so many spots it barely hung on her. Dirt and more blood smeared her face, stained her brown hair.

“It was so beautiful,” she said, running her finger across the largest of the broken pieces.

“It was.” I blinked my eyes then glanced up at Angela. She looked so strong, so resolved. “What are your plans?” Were they going to pursue making Angela High Queen anyways?

I realized I didn't care about that. I didn't care about being a Court Bard any longer.

“We're building a temple,” Sophia said. She sounded...not quite happy, but contented, accepting of what had happened. “We're guarding the pass. Angela thinks Lady Delilah set up her lair here for a reason.”

“The Shizhuth Empire,” I said, glancing to my right. The dark land of the nagas. “A noble idea.”

“It will be.” Sophia bit her lip, looking at me. “You are more than your lyre, Chaun. You make beauty with your voice.”

Tears burned in my eyes. I croaked, “Thanks.”

She gave me such a beautiful smile.

I stared down at the broken pieces of my lyre. Then I threw them off the ledge. They clattered against sharp rocks, breaking into splinters as they tumbled down to the twisting path we had climbed up what felt a lifetime ago. One of the horses neighed where we picketed them outside the cave.

Then I looked up at the gray sky. I cleared my voice and sang out my pain, wondering if she would ever come back.

~  *  ~

Thrak

I sat in the cave, Faoril leaning beside me. Minx and Xera talked near the gold, tears and smiles on their faces. My thoughts dwelled on Bruk. The image of my brother molesting and murdering my wife burned through my thoughts. The rage called. But he wasn't here. He was thousands of miles away.

I could already feel his neck snapping beneath my fingers.

Armor clinked. Angela walked back inside the cave, Chaun's sad song drifting in with her. Sophia sat beside the changeling on the ledge, her body rocking side to side with his crooning lament. My eyes flicked to Angela as she walked past and then knelt before the scaly head of Lady Delilah. Her hand reached out, stroking the still snout.

With a grunt, I rose. Faoril didn't say a word. She just gave my hand a squeeze before letting go. Despite Sophia's healing potion, my entire body ached. I had almost died...three times today. I was so reckless in the fight, so consumed by the rage for Bruk's crime, I didn't care about myself. I just had to take out my wrath on something.

On the dragon.

The Goddess Slata was such a petty, vindictive thing. She wanted us all to kill each other. But only one of us died.

I reached Angela, standing over her as she stroked the dragon's snout. “I don't know what to do with her, Thrak.”

“Do?”

“She's so big.” Angela didn't look up as she spoke. “I want to bury her, but how? She's immense.”

“Faoril could do it.” I put my hand on her pauldron, the shoulder guard groaning as I squeezed. “It was a nice dream.”

Angela nodded her head. “But so many people would have died to see it realized. We'd have to fight the entire world. All the mages, the three knightly orders, and all the kings and their armies. Maybe Peter did it a thousand years ago, but he had a God's blood in him. After all that much time, how much do I have? A drop of Holy Pater's blood?”

“More than a drop,” I grunted.

She looked up at me, her blue eyes filling with tears. They fell down her face. “Slata won.”

“Only if we surrender.” I looked at Lady Delilah. “Only if we don't make something with our lives. If we don't create something...important out of all of this.”

Angela back straightened against her burden's weight. “I know where to bury her.”

~  *  ~

Aurora Xandra

I drifted through the mountains, flying aimlessly, letting the vagaries of currents guide my wings. As the anger grew colder and colder, a fire dying down to coals, I felt so empty. The rage had burned out everything in me. I felt so hollow.

And thoughts echoed through my emptiness, memories of the terrible things I did.

I defiled myself.

I let those two pirates ravish me in the hold, begging for their cocks, eager to violate my marriage. I sucked them and fucked them. I was eager to spread my legs for Thrak, to violate my marriage vows, to satiate my lusts.

Lust... It was such a powerful thing.

I could still taste Castor and Abdwal on my lips, feel them in my body.

Was I any better than Chaun?

When he found me dripping with their cum in the hold, seeing the proof of my adultery, he had apologized to me. He hadn't been angry, he hadn't been disappointed. He hadn't hated me. He had loved me and felt my pain. He felt so guilty for pushing me towards violating our marriage. He'd finally understood how important monogamy was to my species.

It was ingrained in us. Luben had stamped his love strongest on our souls.

Memories of Chaun fucking my mother echoed through my thoughts. The dead coals flared to life.

And then a song of pure grief drifted on the wind, a wordless lament. My claws flexed as it swirled around me, my feathers rustling as I banked in the wind. A melody and countermelody of sorrow and guilt. It was so beautiful. So heartbreakingly pure. Raw.

My husband was a changeling. I was compelled to monogamy. He was compelled to polygamy. We never should have loved each other. I never should have chosen him. He never should have returned my affection. But we had. Our love had been so hard. We didn't fit together well. We had to shape each other, carving a place for the other in our hearts.

And what he did to my mother... That was at the beginning, when our marriage was ill-fitted.

I could keep flying. I could keep feeling so lost. I could raise our son without him, making an empty nest. Or... Or I could smooth another rough edge to make us fit together even better than before. My claws flexed. I balanced on those two decisions as his song wavered, the wind shifting, taking it away from me.

My soul could be desolate of love or populated with it.

I turned, my wings flapping hard. My heart beat faster. The anger was still there, but I concentrated on that other emotion I felt. That joy on witnessing that my husband survived the devastation of the dragon's attack. With every flap of my wings, my gizzard tightened with fear. Was this the right decision? What if he betrayed me again? What if he seduced my mother again? What if she...liked it?

What if she craved that passion and wondered why my father never gave it to her again?

I rounded a peak, my keen eyes spotting him sitting on the cliff's edge, Sophia beside him, her eyes closed as she rocked to the grief of his music. Gold glittered on the mountain slope. Light caught thin strings.

His broken lyre.

He looked up as I swept towards him. His face tightened. His song fluttered. Sophia blinked as I landed on the other side of my husband, blurring into my avian form, my clothing springing upon my body. I perched beside my husband, knees folded up to my chest. I hugged them, balanced on the balls of my feet. Sophia stood up and hurried away as Chaun stared at me, his eyes wide, his body trembling.

“I'm sorry about your lyre,” I said, not sure what else to say.

He shrugged, just staring at me. Such fear in his eyes, warring with hope.

My stomach roiled. “Would you sleep with her now?”

“No,” he said at once. “I understand now. You showed me how important monogamy is to your people. I wouldn't seduce any avian, especially not your mother.”

“Good,” I said, and then I sat down beside him, legs joining his dangling off the edge. Everything felt fragile.

I forced myself to reach out and take his hand. He smiled at me, his body still trembling. He didn't hold my hand tight, but with a light touch, like he feared if he squeezed too hard I'd fly away. I took a deep breath. The pain was still there, the betrayal still stinging, but...

But he had changed since that day. And so had I. If I found out in the aftermath, I would have hated him. But now I understood him. I rested my head on his shoulder. His hand tightened on mine.

“Are we going to the princess?” I asked.

Chaun shook his head. “She betrayed me to her husband. That's why he caught us abed. Why I had to run.”

A new anger shot through me. Indignation chirped out of me.

He smiled. “She regrets it, but...”

“But you don't want our child raised around her.” I nodded my head in agreement. “She gets jealous so easily.” I bit my lip. I didn't think I could return to Black Glass Aerie, to see my mother, knowing a secret that would devastate her. “So...where are we going?”

Chaun looked down at the pass. “I think I know where.”


Chapter Fifty-Six: Blossoming Flowers

Knight Angela

It took most of the day, and a half-dozen loads of cum, for Faoril to bring Lady Dominari's corpse down to the base of the mountain pass, her desolation spread out around us, the spears of the Despeir Mountains thrusting above us. She placed the dragon on a small hill near the pass's entrance and then, with the help of Aurora's elementals, excavated the burrow.

As the world darkened into twilight, I stood over the grave, staring at the dragon's corpse, her severed wing draped like a cloak over her body. She lay coiled, her head resting near her tail, her good eye closed. She appeared asleep. That at any moment, fire would breathe from her mouth and she would rise.

Tears burned in my eyes.

My friends and my lover stood with me. I was so angry when I found out that Lady Delilah had manipulated me onto this Quest. That, thanks to King Edward and High Virgin Vivian, my task wasn't chosen at random, but selected, against all custom, to ensure that I would become High Queen.

But now, I just wanted her alive again. I could still remember the first time I ever laid eyes on her, riding onto my father's estate, looking so regal in her armor, similar to what I wore. A cape had draped down her back and across the flanks of her warhorse, her hair so fiery-bright. She had been so elegant, so powerful, so beautiful.

A knight.

She'd inspired me. I loved her from that moment, worshiping her from afar. And I had one night of passion with her, shared with my acolyte.

“You brought us all together,” I said, my voice choked by tears. “You manipulated us, but I am still glad for the journey. For the friends I made, and the love I found.” I glanced at Sophia, tears shining on her cheeks. “I understand why you did it all. Why you wanted me to be High Queen. You missed him. Your husband. You wanted to find that love again.

“Which is why I know you're at peace. Your soul is free of the last thousand years of pain and torment, of the suffering you put yourself through. You wouldn't have been happy as my concubine. Not truly. You might have found pleasure, you might have convinced yourself serving me was proper, but in your deepest heart, I know you would yearn for him.

“You spent a thousand years ensuring his dying dream would come true. That is a devotion I could never live up to. He must truly have been a great man to inspire that in you. And I am glad you shared a bit of that with me. I hope you find him in the Astral Realm, that you serve your true king once more.

“Thank you for bringing us together. I won't be High Queen, but I will put your Peter's sword to good use. I will be a knight. I will protect the world in my own way.”

Sophia took my hand, squeezing it. She nodded her head, her face so fierce.

Chaun and Aurora's song swelled, a lament that spilled tears down my face. I swayed, staring down at Lady Delilah one last time. She wasn't a monster, though she had killed so many. She had tried to do the right thing. That was all any of us could do. She had made mistakes, terrible mistakes. She had caused pain.

But she had also caused joy.

The great mounds of soil and rocks, excavated by Faoril, tumbled into the grave, pushed by unseen magic. It spilled over the crimson scales as the world grew darker and darker. I watched the cascade of dark soil bury my first love. Sophia pressed closer to me, her arm going around my waist. She shook with silent tears as the last dragon, the greatest of them all, vanished into the earth.

Faoril pulled out another vial, downing its contents, her face covered in a sheen of sweat. She looked at the hill, concentrating. Green grass swelled up the scarred ground, growing from the knoll's base to replace what had been destroyed during the excavation. New shoots thrust up around my booted feet, the tips brushing my thighs. And then, in the midst of them, bright-red flowers blossomed. Faoril groaned, swaying.

Thrak caught her as the sweetest perfume filled my nose. The entire top of the barrow became a carpet of red beauty, a large, coiled shape amid the green grass. The tears burned hot across my face as the new blossoms rustled in the wind.

“They'll always be here,” Faoril panted as she leaned against Thrak. “They'll bloom year after year. Fire will forever cover the top of the hill.”

“Thank you,” I said, my voice broken.

Faoril gave me a tired smile. “I never would have met Thrak without her interference.”

I turned away from the barrow, looking at the bottom of the hill. “That's where we'll build the temple.”

Sophia nodded. “We have the gold for it.”

“My elementals can help,” Aurora added.

Sophia groaned. “Does that mean you're sticking around, Chaun?”

“We are,” Chaun said. “I think something special's going to be here. It should be chronicled by a bard.”

“Great,” Sophia said, rolling her eyes, but a smile touched her lips, her tone with just a touch of playfulness to it.

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

The dawn spilled over the Despeir mountains as Minx and I buried the bulb. I couldn't return to the Deorc Forest, not even to uphold my promise to the dying elf mutilated by that bastard Vebrin. But I could plant her daughter here. I knew people would come here, gathering around Angela. That plant-elf's daughter would help to protect and guide them. She'd grow adjacent to where Angela planned on building the temple.

The perfect place for a living garden.

Minx pushed the soil over the bulb, packing it down tight. She smiled at me. “I felt something special right before her mother died.”

“You did?” I said, my ears twitching.

Minx nodded. “Right at the end, it just surged into me.”

I frowned at her. She had never said anything. Right before she perished, the plant-elf had mentioned a gift she was giving me. I had no idea what that meant. Had she...done something to Minx? What? The halfling looked the same, smelled the same, felt the same.

“Don't worry, Seed, we'll come back,” Minx promised.

“Seed?”

“Bulb just sounds terrible for a name,” Minx said. “Seed is so much better.”

“Seed...” I stared at the mound, touching it. I could feel the life of the bulb. She would hibernate through the winter and come spring, sprout. I knew we would be back by then. I wanted to help Angela make this place special.

But I had to help Minx with her errand. I didn't approve of her desire for revenge, but I understood it. There were moments when killing my cheating wife and my whorish sister sounded...appealing. But those sort of acts never brought redress.

I was sure Minx would learn that after she killed Spray.

I pushed myself to my feet and took my lover's hand. She skipped along, jangling with a few choice necklaces she looted from the dragon's horde. Angela offered us each an equal share. I had given the knight mine while Thrak and Faoril had loaded Aurora's horse with as much as it could carry, treasure to give to Thyrna and pay for her crew.

They had plans of their own.

“It feels so strange to be parting,” Faoril said, “after all these months in united purpose.”

Angela only nodded, her face resolved. She stood with Sophia, Aurora, and Chaun as they said their goodbyes to the orc and the mage. “We achieved our goal. The dragon's dead.”

“Yeah,” Faoril said, her voice choking. “I just hope you'll be safe. We're all still fugitives. The Doge might send more bounty hunters after you.”

Angela shrugged, her hand touching the sword at her hilt. The High King's blade. We had really done it. When I met her, saving my life from the basilisk, I never imagined I would end here, loving a halfling, turning my back on my forest.

“She will kill them all,” Thrak laughed. “And attract followers of her own. They will flock to Angela Dragonslayer.”

The knight winced. “Not a name I would choose.”

“We never do get to choose the names others give us,” Thrak said.

“I suppose not,” Angela sighed. She extended her hand and Thrak clasped it, engulfing hers with his swarthy grip. “The Gods give you safe travels and may Vedr only give you fair winds.”

“I still can't believe you two are going to be pirates,” Sophia said, shaking her head. “I know Thyrna's your pet, but still.”

“Explorers,” Faoril said. “Not pirates.”

“Riiiight,” Sophia said, a big grin on her face.

“Take care,” Aurora said, throwing her arms around Faoril's neck, snuggling her cheek against the mage's.

“Take care of your husband,” Faoril said, then a naughty smile grew on her lips. “Make sure he takes on Thrak's form every so often.”

Aurora's cheeks went crimson. “I will.”

Minx chortled.

Angela moved to me. “I know you're coming back, but... I will miss you, Xera. You've been our guide.”

I embraced her, my ears twitching. “Take care of your acolyte.”

“I'll keep her out of trouble,” Angela said. “She needs a stern hand.”

“I do,” Sophia sighed. Then she joined the hug. “Be safe, Xera. Don't let Minx get you killed.”

“I wouldn't get her killed!” Minx bristled beside me.

Sophia broke the hug to give Minx an arched look.

“Well, I'll do my best not to,” the halfling admitted. “I'm more than a little fond of her.”

“Her or her elf-cock?”

Minx gave Sophia such a naughty grin. “Both!”

Sophia laughed and bent down, hugging the halfling and kissing her on the lips.

Chaun stepped up to me. “Take care, Xera. We'll watch over the bulb until you return.”

“We'll see she's watered and ensure no weeds try to choke her,” Aurora promised, slipping up beside her husband, her cheeks still bright-red.

“Thanks,” I said, then hugged them both. “You take care of each other.”

“I will,” Chaun said, his voice breaking as he returned the embrace.

And then we broke apart. Faoril was already on her horse. Minx scrabbled on behind her. Thrak held the reins to Aurora's horse turned packhorse, laden with treasure. I walked to him. Together, we marched down the scarred remains of the road that once must have been so prosperous, but now was choked by nature, reclaiming what the humans had merely borrowed.

It was truly over. The Quest was done, and now a new journey stretched before us. Because that is all life was, one journey after another. Events would happen to change our direction, to change who we traveled with, but it never stopped even if we no longer headed for the destination we expected.

The ground rumbled behind me. I felt it through the soles of my feet. Aurora's elementals getting to work clearing out the foundation of a new temple, a new place of hope for the future of the world. I couldn't wait to watch it grow.


Chapter Fifty-Seven: The Knight and Her Acolyte

Acolyte Sophia

I was so tired when I sank down into my bed past nightfall, already missing Faoril, Xera, Minx, and Thrak. After they left, we spent the day planning out the temple and clearing brush. Aurora's elementals were a huge help, and Chaun, it turned out, had studied more than music at the Bardic College of Az. He actually knew something about architecture.

I snuggled against my Queen. She would only ever be my Queen, no one else's. It was bittersweet that she wouldn't be High Queen, and yet it pleased me I was her only subject. I rested my head on her arm. Already, she was asleep. She didn't have quite the amount of energy as before, Gewin's blessing having ended the moment she completed her Quest—slaying Dominari.

Poor Lady Delilah...

That damned Slata ruined everything. She was such a cunt of a Goddess. And there was nothing we could do about her. We were mere mortals. She was beyond us, dwelling in the Astral Realm, in her own place of power. Pater himself, the King of Existence, the being who had created the universe with Matar, would protect his wife. He may cheat on her at every chance he could, but he loved her and was devoted to her.

Jealous bitch didn't deserve it.

Anger spiked through me as I sank into dreams. Anger at Slata and at the High Virgin. She had profaned the selection ritual, not allowing Angela's Quest to be chosen at random, but tarnishing Saphique's name by choosing it. And for such selfish reasons.

A tax break!

It wasn't right.

The soft sound of waves lapping on a beach washed through me. My eyes fluttered open onto an azure sky, a blue so pure, so perfect. Warmth wafted around me. Women laughed and giggled and moaned in pleasure.

I smiled, waking up in my Goddess's realm, the Isle of Women. Every God and Goddess had their own domain in the Astral Realm, their own pocket where they welcomed their faithful followers, providing them with an eternity of peace and joy.

And such joy was found here. As I sat upon the soft sand, my body naked, I smiled at the women making love in the surf around me, their skin a variety of hues. And they weren't all human. I spotted a few halflings and even an orc female. There were no avians or dwarves. I thought I even spotted a warty goblin though.

I stood up and then shuddered as a slim figure hugged me from behind, her breasts small, her pubic hair silk on my ass. I shuddered as her hands rubbed at my stomach, her lips nuzzling at my neck. My Goddess...

“Well done, my dear Sophia,” she told me, rubbing at my stomach. “Your daughter will change everything.”

“Proving that women can breed with women?” I said, a giddy rush shooting through me. “That your followers can experience every aspect of womanhood without touching a man.”

“Yes,” she smiled. “Something good that came out of my sister's meddling.”

“They aren't the only ones who meddled,” I said, my anger growing.

Saphique sighed. “Mortals are forever corrupt.”

“You know?” I gasped. “That your High Virgin corrupted your ritual?”

“She is not my High Virgin, but yours,” Saphique said. “She was selected by mortals. I do not interfere. So long as I am worshiped, I allow mortals to tend to their affairs.”

“But...” I spluttered. “Doesn't it make you angry?”

“It makes me disappointed. They betrayed a woman for greed.” She shook her head. “She and her accomplice will not find rest on my island when they finally pass.”

“That's it?” I demanded. “They won't get to come here when they die? She still gets to be High Virgin?”

“Mortals made their decision. They have consequences.”

I spun in her embrace, staring into her eyes. “You won't do anything?”

“I did do something. I gave you magic before you were ready.” She smiled. “You're building a new temple to me. A new order of hermaphrodite priestesses will one day serve there, descendants of you and Angela. Especially Angela. And new knights. A new balance. Perhaps those who follow will not be as corrupted.

“But greed lies in the heart of us all, even the Gods.”

“That's depressing,” I muttered.

“But without temptation, how can you choose to do right?” She smiled. “That's a remarkable thing, don't you think?”

“I guess.”

“You are young. It's easy to see things with such clarity, but as you get older, things start to blur. Nothing is really so simple. The High Virgin thought she was doing something good for my church.”

“And she just had to sacrifice me,” I muttered.

“She did,” sighed Saphique. “And she'll pay for those decisions one day. Just like you'll pay for your decisions.”

My eyebrows furrowed. “What?”

Her hand slid down, rubbing at my stomach. “You had sex with a hermaphrodite, and now a child grows in your belly. The wages for your decisions. It's not always bad.”

I beamed at her. “No, it's not.”

“Treasure your life with Angela. Love her. Support her.”

“I'm her acolyte,” I breathed. “Her concubine.”

She smiled. “You are, my priestess.”

Saphique's lips brushed mine. Heat shocked through me. My pussy fluttered. I groaned, undulating against her. My shaved snatch rubbed on her smooth, silky thigh. Pleasure burned through my clit as her lips consumed me. My hand slid down Saphique's belly, reaching for her pussy. I found her clit throbbing in her folds.

I massaged it.

“Sophia,” a voice whispered. “Someone's horny.”

“Your temple has my blessing, Priestess,” Saphique said, despite her lips on mine. “The Temple of Dragon's Rest will prosper.”

The clit swelled in my fingers as my eyes fluttered open. I stared into Angela's eyes in the dark of her tent. I could just make them out through the moonlight bleeding through our canvas tent. Her cock swelled in my stroking hand while my pussy ground on her thigh.

“Sorry,” I moaned, my thumb running over the spongy crown of her dick. “Saphique visited me in my dreams. She blessed our temple.”

“Good,” Angela moaned, her body trembling.

“She called it Dragon's Rest.” I trembled. “I like the sound of it, my Queen.”

“I'm your Knight,” Angela corrected. “And you're my acolyte. I'm no queen.”

I shuddered, hearing the command in her voice. “Always.”

She claimed my lips in a kiss. I shuddered, feeling the heat of her. It stirred even more passion through me than my Goddess. My heart fluttered. I ground my pregnant pussy harder against her thigh as her girl-dick throbbed in my hand.

Then she rolled me onto my back. Her pillowy breasts brushed mine as her weight settled upon me. Our hard nipples kissed, hers fatter than mine. I shuddered, still gripping her cock. I rubbed the tip into my belly, smearing hot precum across my skin as our tongues danced, my tongue stud caressing along the roof of her mouth.

She broke the kiss, her red hair caressing my cheeks. “My submissive acolyte.”

“Yes,” I breathed. “I love you, my Knight.” I liked saying it. The sphinx was right, I was fit to be a Queen's concubine. But I liked being a Knight's acolyte more. Prophecies didn't have to control us, they merely...pointed out alternatives.

The choice was still ours.

Angela's lips burned as they nibbled down my chin to my neck. I groaned, squirming, loving the heat as she sucked and nibbled. My body trembled. My pussy clenched. Juices burned, staining my thighs. I rubbed them together, groaning in pure delight. My heart raced. This was so hot. I couldn't believe this was happening.

It was awesome.

Her tongue licked and her lips nibbled. I kept a firm grip on her girl-cock, her pussy juices trickling down her shaft, as she nuzzled lower and lower. Her breasts dragged down my body, nipples leaving burning furrows in their wake. She kissed to my breasts, her cock moving farther and farther away until I had to let go of it.

Her hands cupped my breasts, squeezing them in her hand. I shuddered as she squeezed them. Her fingers swept over my nipples. I trembled, groaning at her touch. She made me shiver in delight, my pussy clenching.

“My Knight,” I moaned, my eyes fluttering.

I gasped as she engulfed my right nipple. She sucked on it, her tongue swirling, loving my nub. It was a slow slide, teasing me. She flicked my nipple before engulfing it in her hot mouth, sucking hard once before her lips popped off. Pleasure raced down to my pussy. It clenched. My back arched.

So good. She was so wonderful. So amazing.

She sucked on my nipple, nipping, tugging, driving me wild with delight. Her back arched, her hips swiveled. I groaned, my hands digging into our blankets as the pleasure shot down to my pussy.

“My Knight,” I whimpered as her teeth nipped my nipple, adding a splash of pain, my hips humping, rubbing my wet pussy on her stomach.

“Someone's getting wet,” Angela purred, her fingernails biting into my small, firm tits. I loved the pain. “Aren't you?”

“You always make me so wet, my Knight!”

“Good.” She shivered. “because you make me so wet and so hard.”

“And that's new,” I giggled.

“So new.” There was something in her voice, a moment of pain, of grief for Lady Delilah.

Tears burned hot at my eyes, too. I missed her. That one night we shared was rapturous. I would have gladly shared my Queen with the dragon.

And then my Knight engulfed my other nipple, sucking so hard. Pleasure banished grief. I moaned, my back arching, pressing my stomach into her pillowy breasts. My hands shot out, squeezing them, loving how soft they were as she played with my nipple.

And then she worked lower. She left my breasts behind, kissing and smooching down my stomach. Her lips nuzzled at my bellybutton. Her tongue probed, brushing my piercing dangling down my stomach. I groaned, giggling and whimpering.

“My Knight!” I gasped. “Oh, that's so naughty.”

“Not as naughty as this,” she purred, pushing lower, her hands thrusting my thighs as wide apart as they could, my pussy lips parting.

“Yes!” I moaned as she licked through my folds.

Tonight, she wanted to give me pleasure, to love me. So much had happened yesterday. We both almost died, but we survived. Other nights, I would serve her, worship her, but this one night it was all about my pleasure. She had to give this to me.

And I loved her so much for it.

I bucked and moaned, grinding on her face. My pussy slid across her lips while her tongue probed into my depths. I shivered, my ass clenching as she swirled and swept through my pussy. She had learned so much from all the many times I had gone down on her over the last six months.

I had taught her how to love women.

My hands cupped my small breasts as I shivered, the pleasure building and building. I didn't fight it, I didn't hold back, waiting for my Knight's command to cum. I groaned, letting the delight burn through me.

“Angela!” I cried out as the pleasure burst through my pussy. It washed out of my cunt and through my body. “Yes, yes, yes!”

Her eyes shone as they looked up at me from between my thighs. Her tongue probed my folds. She made me tremble and groan. My legs twitched and my toes curled as her tongue lapped through my cumming folds. Wave after wave of pleasure washed through me, crashing through my mind. It was wonderful. I treasured it.

I squeezed my breasts harder and harder. My fingers dug into my tits as the rapture burned through my mind. It was such a heady rush. My eyes fluttered. I shivered and moaned out my joy as I bucked against her.

“Angela,” I panted. “Oh, wow. Oh, yes, that's soooooo good. I love you so much.”

“I love you,” she purred between laps, caressing through my passion.

I shuddered, twisting on the blankets, loving this so much. Her tongue was amazing. Her fingers squeezed into my ass as she kept my pussy planted tight against her hungry mouth. She drank my tart juices as they flooded out of me.

She left me drunk on pleasure.

And then she rose. Her heavy breasts dragged up my body. She draped herself over me. I trembled as her lips claimed mine. They were seasoned with my tart passion. I kissed her with such greedy hunger, my tongue swirling about her lips as my arms clutched around her neck, holding her.

And then I felt her girl-cock nudging at the still-cumming entrance of my pussy. I widened as she slid into my convulsing sheath. I moaned into her kiss as she filled me. Her thick shaft spread me open as she speared deeper and deeper.

A woman's cock. What a beautiful thing.

I heaved against her as she pumped in and out of me, thrusting with such passion. She was so horny, so in need of her acolyte's satisfaction. My Knight fucked me hard. I loved it. I embraced the friction of her shaft pumping in and out of my depths.

“Yes, yes, yes, my Knight,” I gasped when she broke the kiss, our nipples kissing, her cock driving faster and faster into me. “Spill your seed in my pregnant pussy. Cum in me. Satiate your lusts!”

“Yes,” she groaned, pumping away. Her cock slammed so deep into me. It speared into my depths, churning me into a hot froth, another orgasm boiling through me. “I'm going to cum and cum and cum into your sweet snatch!”

“Good!” I howled. “I'm your acolyte! It's my job to support you! Love you!”

She kissed me again, her tongue thrusting into my mouth. I shuddered at the pleasure. My body drank in the delight of her dick spearing over and over into me. It had me dizzy with passion. It had me trembling in rapture. This was amazing. This was what I wanted. I held her so tight as our bodies writhed.

And then she buried into me. She moaned into my lips as her seed flooded me. That hot delight of her girl-cum spilling in me. Together, we would create something new. Something wonderful. What we would build at Dragon's Rest would stand for eternity.

I just knew it.

I cried tears of joy as I trembled beneath my Knight, submitting to her love and passion.


Chapter Fifty-Eight: The Halfling's Surprise

Xerathalasia – The Free City of Raratha

My fingers dug into the cracks in the rotting mortar of the abandoned tower, my ears prickling. From the top, our destination, I could hear the passionate moans of sex, the plunge of hard cock into wet pussy, the slap of flesh on flesh.

But despite those lusty sounds, no desires stirred through me. Our business tonight was dark.

Minx climbed above me, the halfling scampering up the side of the tower with ease. Despite her smaller limbs, she moved faster than I could manage. Her daintier fingers more suited to gripping the crumbling masonry than my longer digits.

Over the aromas of the salty harbor of Raratha and the musty stone, I smelled the lavender scent of halfling pussy. Not Minx's. This scent came from the tower. The women I heard moaning in rapturous delight.

The nixie Spray was enjoying her harem of halfling thieves.

Once, Minx belonged to the group. I remembered the night we plotted to break into the Doge's palace. One of the halflings had spied on us and reported back to Spray. The nixie had been scared into silence by Thrak's intimidation. He'd fucked Minx on his cock, demonstrating his ownership of her.

I had no idea just how treacherous Spray was at the time.

Light poured through a window at the top, the flickering inconstancy of a sputtering fire. Minx scrambled faster and faster. She reached the windowsill, peeking over it, the light illuminating her metallic-red hair.

In moments, I joined her, peeking through the window down at the sight. Inside, Spray fucked one of her halflings, her blue tits, her skin the shade of the sea, heaving as she rammed her nixie-cock into the halfling's cunt. Her lover moaned and gasped, her small body writhing beneath Spray. Unlike elves, our nixie kin were blessed with having their dicks permanently.

I licked my lips, my ears twitching. The other halflings writhed around the pair, their metallic-bronze bodies naked. Nude, their tiny bodies could not be mistaken for children, their breasts round and hips curving. They frolicked with each other, licking and nuzzling each other's cunts as they waited for their turn to be fucked.

Minx had spent so many nights down there.

I glanced at my lover. She stared down at them, her hand gripping a dagger she had drawn. Her face hard. My heart thudded. We were here to kill Spray, to avenge Minx's sister Fox. I didn't approve, but I understood.

And I would help justice be meted out on Spray for her role in Fox's death.

Minx's breath quickened. I could hear her heart thudding away in her chest. She stared down at the orgy, the halflings moaning, Spray fucking her lover harder and harder, approaching her orgasm. Minx's hand shook, light glinting off her blade.

A tear fell down her cheek.

And then she scrambled down the tower, climbing with a reckless disregard. I blinked in astonishment. She was a third of the way down before I even reacted. I followed her, my heart thudding. What was she doing?

I scrambled after her as fast as I could. She hit the street, her bare feet slapping as she raced off into the warren of alleys that snaked through the poor dock district of Raratha. I cursed, working my way down, the mortar crumbling. One misstep would plunge me to my death.

I pushed down my fear. I had to find her.

I jumped down the last ten feet, landing in a crouch, my breasts slapping together, my feet aching from the jarring impact on cobblestone. I sprang down the alley, chasing after Minx like I had months before when she pickpocketed Chaun. My ears twitched, listening for the slap of her bare feet.

~  *  ~

Minx

Tears fell down my cheeks as I ran. I couldn't do it. I was so prepared, so ready to plunge my dagger into that bitch's back. And then I saw her writhing with Owl, Mouse, Kitty, Flit, Giggles, and Quick. I knew them all. And they all looked so happy. They were all content to just survive with Spray, to be her wives.

I lost my nerve. I...didn't want to bring them pain by killing Spray. I'd hurt so much after Fox's death. I could still see my older sister dangling from the noose, her feet kicking as the life strangled out of her. It haunted me.

I collapsed onto my hands and knees, the cobblestones hard beneath me. I shuddered as I cried in the alley. Tears rained down to my hands. I pounded my fist on the cobblestones. I hated this. I wanted to kill her. But...

“Cernere's black cunt!” I shouted, despising myself for being so weak.

A form dropped down before me. I looked up at Xera, her cheeks flushed dark. She crouched before me, staring at me with such concern, her ears twitching as they thrust out of her long, green hair. She cupped my face, wiping away my tears.

“This is all your fault,” I accused as I shuddered.

“My fault?”

“Your fault that I've changed. You made me love! You made me care. And...” I shuddered. “Seeing them all so happy with Spray, I couldn't take it away from them!”

Xera's smile became sad. “You always cared.”

“No, I didn't!” I wanted to kill Spray so badly. But... “You changed me! I wouldn't have cared about hurting Owl or Flit or Giggles before. I only cared about myself before I met you.”

“You cared about Fox.”

I flinched beneath her words.

She pulled me to her, pressing my face into her soft breasts. She stroked my hair. “You always cared, Minx. You just liked to pretend you didn't. It made surviving easier. But... You don't have to pretend. You can be who you always were.”

“I want to kill her!” I shrieked. “She deserves to die! Fox is dead because of that treacherous water-slut!”

“And then Owl and Flit and Giggles will think you deserve to die. They'll hate you like you hate Spray.”

“See!” I looked up at her. “You're making this complicated. It should be easy! Why isn't it easy?”

Her arms tightened around me. “Since when has life ever been easy?”

“I...I miss her, Xera.”

“Fox?”

“Lynette.” I shivered. “That's the name her mother gave her.”

“Her...mother?”

I rolled my eyes. “We don't have the same mother. Our father had five wives. Lynette.”

“It's a beautiful name.”

“We'll name our daughter that,” I said, waiting for her reaction.

“Daughter?” Xera frowned, her pointed ears twitching. “What?”

I shivered. “I'm...pregnant. And I haven't been with a halfling male,” I quickly added. “I think...that's what the plant-elf did to me. Right before she died. She changed me. I'm pregnant, and you're the father. Or mother or whatever you say in your tongue.”

Speaking those words, naming my unborn daughter after my sister, lightened my heart. Fox was gone, but she wasn't forgotten. She would live on in our daughter's name and in my heart. She was fearless. She was amazing. I tried so hard to be like her.

“Truly?” Xera asked, trembling. Tears beaded in her eyes.

“Truly,” I nodded. “No lies. This time, you're the mother.”

Her hand moved down to my belly, rubbing it in slow circles. I shivered, loving the feel. It had taken me a week to finally admit I was pregnant. I just couldn't believe it when I missed my period. But I didn't want to get Xera's hopes up, either. What if I was wrong?

But now I was sure of it. The elf-plant had changed me for Xera.

“This is wonderful,” Xera whispered. “Lynette. I love that name.”

And then she kissed me on the lips. Hot and passionate and loving. I shuddered, closing my eyes. I clung to her neck, our tongues writhing together, her hand still rubbing on my belly, feeling the new life growing inside of me.

The life we created.

My pussy grew hot at the idea. I couldn't believe how...exciting that was. How much of a turn on it was to admit I was pregnant with my elf-lover's daughter. My cunt clenched, the heat burning, my juices trickling out into my britches.

Xera broke the kiss, her nose twitching. “Mmm, someone's growing excited.”

“I am,” I smiled, as her hand moved higher up my flesh, cupping my breast through the band of cloth I wore wrapped around it. She squeezed, my nipple throbbing.

“Maybe I should do something about it,” Xera purred, licking her lips. “After all, you're the mother of my child.”

I shivered, nodding my head in agreement. “I think you should.”

I stretched out on the cobblestones, the autumn sky dark overhead. Raratha had a mild climate. It wasn't too chilly, and I was too excited to feel it anyways. Especially with Xera's lips kissing and nuzzling at my stomach. How long until I grew round with our baby?

Her fingers untied the laces of my britches as she nuzzled at my bellybutton. I gasped as her tongue dipped into the divot. I squirmed, her ears twitching as she swirled her tongue in slow circles. My eyes fluttered as the delight rippled through me.

I lifted my ass, letting her slide off my tight britches and exposing my shaved pussy to the air. I kicked off my britches as her lips moved lower and lower. She nuzzled at my strip of metallic-red pubic hair leading to my dripping, pregnant pussy.

I grinned and giggled.

Her eyes flicked up to me, reflecting the starlight. “What?”

“You're about to eat my pregnant pussy,” I grinned.

“I am,” she smiled, her ears twitching more. “Mmm, we made a baby.”

“I did most of the work,” I told her, a huge grin on my lips. “You just spurted your seed into me.”

“I had to pump my cock in and out of you,” she grinned. “I had to make that little cunt cum over and over.”

“Nope, I did most of the work,” I laughed, feeling so alive right now. My hands rubbed at my belly as she dipped her head down, her silky hair brushing my thighs.

I groaned as her tongue ran across my pussy, my small breasts jiggling beneath the cloth. I kept massaging my belly. I loved touching it as my lover's tongue licked through my pussy, dragging through my folds.

“So we're married now, right?” I groaned. “Since you bred me.”

“We are,” Xera purred between licks.

“So, having a harem of hermaphrodites is out, huh?”

“Sorry,” Xera purred. “You're my wife now.” Her forehead tightened. “You can't...”

“I won't cheat on you!” I said with such force, anger shooting through me. “I love you, Xerathalasia.” I managed to say her full name without tripping over my tongue.

Her entire body trembled. She let out such a heart-felt sigh, her ears blurring as they spasmed in joy. Then she buried her face into my pussy and licked me so hard. I groaned, my cunt clenching as her tongue dragged through my folds, flicking my clit.

I squirmed on the cobblestones, savoring their hard, cold surfaces. Her hands reached beneath me, grasping my ass as she pulled my pussy tight against her lips. Her tongue thrust into my pregnant depths, swirling through me, making me shudder in delight. I groaned, my voice echoing between the buildings.

We were wanted criminals in Raratha, and we were fucking in the street. I loved it.

“Oh, my sweet Xerathalasia,” I moaned. “Oh, yes, just tongue my pussy. Oh, I have such a naughty elf-wife.”

She licked harder. Then she fucked her tongue in and out of my pussy, so aggressive. She moaned her pleasure into my pussy, her hands clenching my ass.

“Yes, yes, yes, Xerathalasia is the most beautiful elf in the world! She's my wife! I love her so much!”

My voice echoed back, “...love her so much... ...so much... ...ch...”

My thighs locked about her face. I reached down, grasping the ends of her pointed ears in my fingers, massaging them. She moaned, shuddering as she devoured my pussy harder. Her ears were so sensitive. It was like playing with her clit.

I stroked her ears as the pleasure built and built in me. My wife's licking tongue drove me wild. I humped into her licking tongue. She churned through my pussy, whipping my cunt into a froth. I groaned, arching my back, staring up at the starry sky bracketed by the buildings on either side of us.

“Xerathalasia!” I squeaked. “You're so amazing. I... Yes!”

I came on my wife's licking tongue.

My juices flooded my elf's mouth. She drank them down as I bucked and writhed. I shuddered, my eyes squeezed shut as the rapture rippled out of my pregnant pussy. The delight had me heaving and moaning, gasping out my pleasure for all of Raratha to hear.

I squirmed. I writhed. I bucked.

The pleasure surged through me. Such happy delight shot through me. I played with her ears, making her moan and sigh into my pussy. I embraced the ecstasy. I held onto it as long as I could, wanting to keep cumming and cumming forever.

But, bit by bit, the rapture escaped from me. I groaned as Xera lifted her face, my juices dripping from her lips and chin. She smiled at me, her heavy breasts swaying beneath her as she nuzzled at my stomach again.

“Ooh, now it's your turn,” I groaned.

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

“Minx!” I squealed as she rubbed the ointment on my clit.

I lay on my back now, my ears twitching as my halfling wife continued rubbing the alchemical concoction onto my aching clit. It burned and throbbed. I shuddered, my pussy clenching. She grinned at me as she knelt naked between my thighs.

“This is my favorite part,” my pregnant wife said.

Pregnant. I would be a mother this time. I knew it was true. I believed her. The elf-plant had promised me a gift as she died. This was it. Tears burned in my eyes as my clit sprouted into my elf-cock, thrusting hard from the folds of my pussy.

And aching with need.

She grabbed my dick with both hands, her tiny fingers hardly able to wrap around my full girth. She stroked my shaft as she leaned down and licked through my folds. My toes curled and my ears twitched as the pleasure raced through my body. She stroked my cock as her tongue dived through my folds. The tip throbbed every time her small hands brushed the sensitive crown.

My moans echoed. Around us, I could hear the sounds of the residents living in the buildings as they slept or ate or talked or fucked. I breathed in the scent of the city combined with our pussy juices, mine flowery and hers lavender-scented. I loved it. My eyes fluttered as I writhed on the cold, hard cobblestones.

“Oh, my sweet Minx,” I groaned as her small tongue lapped through my pussy folds, shooting delight to the tip of my cock.

She giggled. “You're the sweet one.”

I groaned as she thrust her tongue into my pussy folds, swirling it around, her hands stroking faster and faster. My eyes rolled back into my head. My back arched as I squirmed. Precum bubbled out of my cock, her stroking hands smearing it down my shaft until it glistened.

Her tongue licked through my folds, starting at my taint. She reached the base of my cock and lapped up it. I groaned as she dragged her tongue up my shaft, her hands moving out of the way and grasping my cock's base as she climbed. I trembled as she went higher and higher.

And then she flicked the sensitive crown.

“Minx,” I groaned in throaty delight as the pleasure raced down my cock.

“Mmm, I love this dick.” She licked my spongy crown again, her tongue sliding over my slit. “So much.”

“Yes, you do,” I panted as her tongue probed into my slit. It was so small she could fit it in an inch, swirling it around my urethra. It was such a strange sensation, making my pussy clench.

Her left hand kept a grip on the base of my cock as she tongued the crown. Her right hand slid lower. Her small fingers stroked my wet pussy lips. I shuddered, sensations rippling through my body as she teased both my sexes.

Her fingers penetrated my pussy, three wiggling digits, while her mouth latched onto the tip of my cock. She couldn't open her mouth wide enough to suck on my dick. But she could wrap her lips around the top of my crown and suck hard as she stroked my shaft. The pleasure shot through me, my pussy clenching on her probing fingers.

“Oh, Minx, I love you,” I moaned, not caring if anyone heard us. “Oh, you're so wonderful.” Better than Atharilesia and my bitch-sister.

Her fingers pumped in and out of me as she sucked. Her cheeks hollowed. I groaned, twitching on the ground as she loved me. Mirth danced in her sapphire eyes as she pleasured me. My pussy clenching on her digits.

I groaned as she added a fourth finger, stretching out my pussy. She pumped her hand faster and faster, pressing her digits in deep. My pussy swallowed them, the pleasure racing up to the tip of my throbbing cock.

Her fingers curled into a fist in me.

“Matar's cock, yes!” I howled as she fisted me.

Her small fist pumped in and out of me. My pussy clenched down on her, the pleasure shooting through me. I groaned, my cock aching. The cum boiled in my ovaries, aching to flood her mouth. She sucked so hard, cheeks hollowing as she fisted me harder and harder.

She pumped her fist into my depths, stirring my flesh up. I spasmed and groaned. My back arched and my large tits heaved. My ears twitched violently as my orgasm swelled and swelled through me. I shuddered, stiffened.

And flooded her mouth with my girl-cum.

Blast after blast of jizz flooded out of me and into her hungry mouth. Her cheeks bulged as she swallowed my cum. My pussy spasmed about her fist reaming into my depths. Rapture shuddered through me.

“Matar's cock, I love you, Minx,” I groaned, my voice echoing through the streets. “Yes, yes, yes!”

She gulped down my cum as fast as it spurted from my cock. She drank it with such eager delight. I spasmed, my body bucking out of control. My big tits bounced as my pussy writhed about her plunging fist. The pleasure kept washing out of my cunt and crashing through my mind. I loved it.

I loved her.

She was pregnant with my child. What a miracle.

“Love you,” I groaned again.

She popped her mouth off my cock, cum staining her lips. “I love you, too.” Then she grinned. “And I love your cock so much, Xerathalasia.”

I loved hearing her use my full name.

~  *  ~

Minx

I writhed in anticipation as Xerathalasia mounted me, her huge, pillowy tits swaying over my head as she brought her big, thick elf-cock to the entrance of my pregnant pussy. I shivered as she rubbed that thick shaft, my hands grasping her breasts, the right drenched in her flowery pussy juices.

“Fuck me!” I moaned to my wife. “Ram that big, thick elf-cock in me, Xerathalasia.”

“Yes,” she moaned as I brought her nipples to my hungry lips.

I latched onto a fat nub, sucking so hard as her thick dick speared into my tiny pussy. I was a halfling. We could take huge cocks, our pussies stretching. I shuddered as she filled me, my wet flesh clinging to her huge cock.

This cock made a baby in me.

I shivered at that, sucking harder and harder on her nipples. I nursed so hard as she drew back and speared into me again and again. My body shuddered. Delight shivered through me as she hammered my pussy with her huge dick.

I moaned about her nipple, her cock churning heat through my body, making me ache and tremble as she rammed over and over into me. I shuddered, my pussy clenching on her huge cock. My body undulated, fucking up into her as she slammed over and over into my depths.

She was so amazing. I loved her cock so much.

“Minx,” she panted. “Matar's cock, yes! Your pussy's so tight. So hot!”

I clenched my pussy on her thrusting dick, bucking into her thrusts as I nibbled on her fat nub.

She groaned and gasped, hammering me, her passions swelling. I loved using the ointment on her. It made her so passionate. She had to cum over and over, her dick even more sensitive than when her cock sprouted naturally.

Her breasts swayed in my hands. I gripped them so hard, my own smaller tits jiggling. She rammed that cock in me so hard. The friction burned through me. It had me trembling in delight. My thighs gripped her hips, eager for the flood of cum to spill into me.

I loved this cock in me so much.

“Minx!” she moaned. “Yes, yes, yes. You're so hot. Oh, I'm going to dump so much cum in you.”

“Good,” I panted as I switched nipples. I nipped her other one before sucking hard.

She thrust so deep into my pussy.

I shivered, my clit aching as her pubic bone hammered into it. My pussy clenched over and over on her dick, the heat swelling in me. I groaned and writhed on the cobblestones, loving her over me. I felt so small beneath her, so tiny as she heaved over me.

Her cock rammed into my depths. My eyes widened. I moaned so loud about her nipple as her cum flooded in hot spurts into my depths. That hot splash of jizz spurting against my cervix. I groaned as she filled my pregnant pussy with her jizz.

And she kept fucking me.

Her dick pumped in and out of my sloppy depths. I felt the cum forced out around her big, thick elf-cock. It ran down to the crack of my ass as she kept hammering me. My orgasm swelled as she groaned and grunted.

“Matar's huge cock, yes!” she hissed. “And Henta's prowess. Oh, yes. I'm going to cum again, Minx.”

“Do it,” I moaned. “Flood my pregnant pussy with all your cum, Xerathalasia.”

“Yes!” she gasped, pounding me so hard.

My orgasm built and built as more and more of her hot jizz spurted into my depths. I groaned, shuddering. My pussy clenched so hard on her dick as the pressure built and built in my core. I sucked so hard on her nipple, loving the almost continuous splash of jizz against my cervix.

Cum ran out of my pussy. I loved it pooling beneath my ass and dribbling through the crack of my butt. I shuddered, my thighs tightening about her dick. Her thrusts were so hard, so fast. Stars burst across my vision. My pussy spasmed about her cumming dick.

I orgasmed hard.

“Xerathalasia!” I squealed in delight as my pussy milked her cock. “Yes, yes, yes!”

I loved her so much. I was so glad Lady Delilah had recruited me to steal from Angela. I never would have discovered this joy, this love. I spasmed beneath my elf-wife, holding her tight with all my limbs.


Chapter Fifty-Nine: Adventure Awaits

Warlock Faoril – Red Eye Tribe Winter Camp, Larg Federation

The snow fell heavily around me as I sat atop the hill. Steam rose around me, the snowflakes striking the bubble of hot air I maintained. Traveling through the tundra in winter wasn't that much fun. Well, it wasn't even technically winter yet. But up here, the snows had already fallen two feet thick, burying the grass.

I tried not to listen to Bruk's screams of pain as Thrak...inflicted his justice upon his brother. I focused instead on the ancient map I'd procured in the Free City of Orcona at the mouth of the Tingul. We'd left the Golden Hunger there, charting a river boat to sail us up the mightiest river in the world. It was far faster traveling by boat than by horse.

And far more comfortable.

We disembarked at Tet-Morn in the Princedom of Zeutch, traveling the rest of the way on horse. Once, bounty hunters had tried to arrest me, holding one of the Doge's wanted fliers. Thrak had...persuaded him to try his hand at other bounties.

I winced at a particularly loud scream, shifting my shoulders. I really did not want to know how my husband dispensed punishment on his brother. The other orcs of his tribe were down at the base of the hill, watching impassively. Thrak had beat his brother in a challenge with ease, and they respected that.

The map was much more interesting to stare at. It purported to have been made by a scholar three hundred years ago. His ship had survived crossing the Vilianth Ocean, though it almost sank. He'd sketched out an archipelago called the Ryuko Islands.

It probably was a fake. But what if it wasn't? There were places across the ocean, the legendary Okuwa Shogunate, the Oppain Empire, and the Great Steppes. I traced my finger across the islands, noting the name of cities. Such strange names: Shugora. Kosaki, Ankyo, Fujitara.

The screams ended. Footsteps crunched up the hill. A shadow fell across me. The skies were clear and blue, no clouds to block the sun. They looked like summer skies until you noticed the snow piled in mighty drifts everywhere you looked. Thrak stood above me, the blood steaming off his bare chest as he eclipsed the sun.

“Ready?” I asked. I understood why my husband had to not only kill Bruk, but hurt him, torture him. I didn't approve. It was so messy, but Thrak needed to inflict an equal amount of pain on the murderer of his wife.

He grunted, nodding his head. “I'm done here.”

I held out my hand, not flinching at the sticky blood coating his. He helped me to my feet. I carefully folded the map. I felt the eyes of the orcs watching us. Thrak didn't look back as we trudged down the hill.

He had nothing left at his home. And neither did I at mine. The Doge wasn't the only place that sent out wanted posters. The Magery Council had officially declared me a Warlock. It was death to set foot in Thosi, and any mage I encountered would try to arrest or kill me.

~  *  ~

Thrak – The Free City of Orcona

The Golden Hunger sat at the dock, though she had another name painted on her bow to hide her pirating nature. I had no doubts she'd be waiting for our return from my lands. We crossed the bridge over the canal; Orcona was a city built on The Tingul's estuary, half the city built under the water in canals and lagoons. The nixies lived in there. They rode giant seahorses down their watery streets.

Thyrna appeared on the stern deck and leaned on the railing. She twitched like a curious cat. If she had a tail, it would be wagging back and forth. But rakshasas didn't have tails. A hungry smile grew on her dark-brown face, her hips wiggling in her tight, leather pants.

“Master,” she purred as Faoril went ahead of me up the gangplank. She still wore her red robes.

“Pussycat,” I grinned at my slave. “We're putting to sea.”

“Wonderful. It's been soooo boring waiting for you. There's only so many times I can lash my crew before it becomes tedious.”

The gangplank creaked beneath me as I strode up it onto the deck.

“So, where are we pirating?” she asked, staring down at the sea.

“No pirating,” Faoril said. “Exploring. We're sailing across the Vilianth Ocean.” Behind us, the porters we hired to carry supplies we bought for the voyage gasped in shock.

“Really?” Thyrna asked. “And brave the monster-infested waters?”

“Do you doubt my wife's abilities?” I asked, my voice stern.

“Not one bit.” She glanced to her right at a Thlinian pirate. “Castor, I want the hold stocked with supplies. We sail tomorrow.”

“Cap'n,” he nodded, his red back marked by scarlet lashes. I dominated Thyrna, and she dominated the rest of her crew.

My pussycat climbed down to the mid deck, her hips swaying. She had such a naughty smile on her lips as she knelt before me. Her hands stroked my kilt, sliding to brush my cock through it. I hardened at her touch.

“Do you need my...services?”

“Oh, we are going to play,” grinned Faoril. “Move that pretty ass. I want you naked in your cabin. Now.”

“Yes, Mistress,” Thyrna purred. She hated women, so it was exciting witnessing her submit to my wife.

Thyrna rose with smooth grace and opened the door leading to the cabins. She walked before us, ass swaying in those tight, leather pants. She reached our cabin, the largest on the ship, and opened it. Our bed rested in the center, the walls covered in whips, flails, manacles, and all manner of other fun devices.

She peeled off her blouse with a smooth motion, exposing her round, brown breasts. Her right nipple pierced by a golden ring. It made her immune to Faoril's magic, an artifact from Thyrna's home in the savage Queendom of Naith. She removed it so Faoril's spells could affect her. The pirate's hips wiggled as she peeled off her leather pants, exposing her gorgeous ass. She bent over, wiggling her hips, her pussy flashing between her thighs, her lips freshly shaved and gleaming with her spicy excitement.

Naked, she knelt while Faoril shrugged out of her red robe. She hung it on a hook, her body exposed, her nipples pierced by a pair of gold rings. A new piercing adorned her clit, the gold ring nestled among the curls of her soft-brown pubic hair.

“Choose a flail,” Faoril ordered, her fingers tugging on her clit piercing. She loved playing with it now that it had healed. It was such torture for her on the voyage down the Tingul. We didn't have Sophia to use her magic.

“Yes, Mistress,” Thyrna moaned, rising.

My dick was hard. I removed my kilt, stroking my dick as I watched. Thyrna grabbed a flail made of black leather and studded with small rivets of steel. It would hurt a lot. She turned and handed it over to Faoril.

Wind swirled through the cabin. Thyrna gasped as air seized her wrists and ankles, yanking her into the air and holding her spreadeagled. Her body trembled as she dangled, pussy juices dribbling down her body.

Faoril smacked the flail into her hand, a loud thud. “Oh, this is perfect, Pussycat.”

Thyrna purred in delight.

I groaned as Faoril flogged Thyrna's tits. Those round breasts jiggled as her brown skin flushed red. The flail thudded over and over, slapping the tits. The rakshasa shuddered each time, moaning and squirming as Faoril's magic held her in the air.

My wife's free hand kept tugging on her clit piercing, her cream dribbling down her thigh. She shuddered, her breasts jiggling as she smacked the flail down over and over. The thudding impacts echoed through the cabin.

“That's it,” I growled. “She's been a bad pussycat.”

“So bad,” Thyrna moaned, her back arching, thrusting her tits out for Faoril to flog.

Pleasure crossed her face, warring with the pain. Faoril flicked the flail, cracking against Thyrna's sides now, the leather straps wrapping about her body to smack her back. The thuds grew louder and louder. The metal rivets left puckered marks on her body, dimpling the red stripes.

My balls ached. Part of me wanted to stroke my cock faster, to erupt as I watched the hot sight of my wife flogging our pussycat slave. But I had control. I kept it a slow stroke, savoring the delight in Faoril's face as the flail kissed Thyrna's body over and over.

“Yes, yes, yes,” Thyrna moaned, her voice throaty with pain and pleasure. “I'm so bad. Keep flogging me, Mistress.”

“Mmm, yes,” Faoril groaned, tugging hard on her clit piercing. Her body shuddered. She could cum just playing with it.

Then Thyrna turned in the air, the flail still cracking across her skin. Faoril flogged the rakshasa's back now, the lashes striking Thyrna's shoulders and caressing down to her ass. She squirmed in her invisible bonds, loving the kiss of the flogger.

Her moans grew throatier as Faoril whirled the flail in an X pattern, smacking Thyrna's body over and over, the lashes a black blur. The thuds came so fast, striking the shoulders and round ass. Thyrna shuddered more and more, moaning louder and louder.

“Do it,” I growled to Faoril, my dick aching, my balls boiling. I stroked my thick cock faster now, brushing the bone ring piercing the tip.

Faoril let out a moan as she changed the way she twirled the flail. She swung it upward this time. The ends hissed as they flashed between Thyrna's thighs. The wet smack of leather striking dripping pussy echoed through the cabin.

“Mistress!” screamed Thyrna, her entire body bucking.

“You naughty pussycat,” moaned Faoril as she swung the flail upward again and again, striking wet cunt.

My dick throbbed as I watched Thyrna tremble. The flail kissed her pussy over and over. She bucked and gasped. Juices gushed down her thighs, making the smacks even louder, as she came hard. She screamed out her pleasure, yowling like a cat as she trembled and moaned through her orgasm, her entire body heaving.

I grunted, my muscles clenching. And then my cum erupted. White blasts splashed on Thyrna's red ass, dribbling across her puckered welts. Pleasure surged through me with every blast of cum. I groaned, shuddering, the delight shooting through me.

“That it! Cum on her naughty ass,” Faoril moaned, tugging on her clit piercing. She shuddered. “Yes!”

My wife joined me in trembling passion. The flail fell from her fingers as she shuddered. Juices flooded down her thighs, adding her spicy musk to the air, mixing with the hot scent of Thyrna's cream. I groaned, squeezing out the last blast of my cum to paint her ass.

“Oh, yes, I was so naughty,” moaned Thyrna as Faoril lowered her to the deck. The rakshasa staggered, but her natural grace kept her upright. She shuddered, running her hands through her hair, my cum dripping down her back.

“Now, in my pouch is a new toy,” Faoril purred. “I bought it just to play with you. It's been enchanted. Something I came up with. Xera and Angela inspired me.”

Thyrna moved with an eager grace, opening up the pouch hanging from Faoril's robes. She produced a thick, black dildo made of polished stone attached to a leather harness. Thyrna shuddered, licking the tip with her pink tongue, her entire body shuddering.

“Put it on my wife,” I growled, my dick still hard. “Then we're going to fuck you hard.”

“Yes, Master,” Thyrna moaned in pure delight as she hurried to Faoril.

Thyrna's breasts bounced as she knelt before my wife, holding the harness out before her. Faoril stepped her sleek, ivory thighs into the harness. The ship rocked, and she swayed and kept her balance. It was natural to lean with the moving ship now. Thyrna dragged the harness up my wife's thighs and over her hips. She tugged on the leather straps, buckling it tight to my wife's waist.

“Oh, that feels wonderful against my clit,” groaned Faoril. Then she stroked down the length. Arcane lettering burst to life with green light, the markings impossible to see until she activated her enchantment on it.

“What does it do, Mistress?” Thyrna asked.

“It lets me feel through the dildo,” she groaned.

Thyrna leaned forward, licking the stone tip. My wife groaned, feeling the tongue lapping at the stone dildo like it were her own flesh. She shivered, her brown eyes smoldering as she grinned at me. She was eager to fuck our slave.

I seized Thyrna and pushed her down onto the bed. She didn't resist as she stretched out on her side, purring in eager anticipation. I stretched out behind her, my hands grabbing her welted asscheeks, squeezing them.

She let out a whimper of pleased pain.

“Oh, yes, we're going to fuck you so hard, pussycat,” Faoril purred, her gold piercings glinting at the summits of her quivering breasts as she moved to the bed. She stretched out on Thyrna's other side. “I know you want it.”

“I do,” Thyrna moaned as I parted her butt-cheeks, my cock nudging between them.

I shuddered as my dick became wet, lubed by Faoril's magic. I groaned, pressing the tip of my dick into the rakshasa's asshole as Faoril pressed her body against Thyrna's front. The two women kissed, Faoril's pale skin pressed against the rich brown of our pussycat. My arms engulfed them both, my left shoved beneath their bodies, my right draped over their writhing forms. Faoril already pumped her hips, fucking her dildo into Thyrna's depths, moaning into their kiss.

I grunted as I buried into the tight depths of Thyrna's asshole. The rakshasa purred louder as her velvety bowels embraced my dick. She clenched on my shaft as I bottomed out in her bowels. Her body writhed between us as I drew back and hammered into her bowels' depths.

“That's it, pussycat,” I growled, my hips pumping away, pleasure racing up my cock. “Please me and my wife. Make us cum so hard.”

Thyrna broke the kiss with Faoril. “Yes, Master,” she yowled, her body shuddering, her supple back pressing into my scarred chest. “I'll make you both cum so hard.”

“Yes!” Faoril moaned, her silver nose ring flashing as her face scrunched up in pleasure. “Oh, Thrak, this is intense. I can feel her pussy wrapped about the dildo. Is this what you feel when you're in me?”

“Hot, tight silk massaging my dick?”

“Yes!” she moaned, her ass writhing beneath my hands as she fucked our pussycat.

We slammed into her together, reaming our slave's holes. Thyrna's ass was so tight on my cock, squeezing it as she shuddered between us. Her yowls and whimpers echoed through the hold. I could feel Faoril's dildo plunging hard into our pussycat's cunt, massaging my cock in her tight bowels.

I squeezed my wife's ass, smiling at her over Thyrna's shoulder. She smiled back, her brown eyes smoldering. It was like I made love to Faoril through our pussycat. That she was just a conduit, nothing more than a toy.

Faoril's hand reached across Thyrna, rubbing at my muscular side, fingernails scratching. “Pound her,” she hissed. “Fuck her so hard. Make her explode, and then flood her naughty ass.”

“Yes,” I growled, so happy to share this with my wife. She was such a remarkable woman. Different from Serisia, but just as amazing.

For a moment, I thought I felt eyes watching me from beyond, Serisia sharing in our joy from the Astral Realm.

My hand squeezed Faoril's ass, her muscles bunching as she rammed her dildo over and over into our pussycat's cunt. Thyrna's ass tightened on my dick as she shuddered. She bucked and squirmed between us, yowling louder and louder.

“Use me!” she hissed. “Use my body.”

“Such a good pussycat,” moaned Faoril, joy flashing in her eyes. “We are going to use you. I want to feel that pussy cumming on my dildo. Massage it, slut.”

“Yes, Mistress!”

Thyrna's ass clenched so hard on my thrusting cock. My eyes rolled back into my head. I shuddered as I slammed into her bowels. Her asshole burned around my cock. I shuddered, burying into her flesh.

She came.

Her asshole writhed on my plunging dick. Faoril gasped, feeling the delight of Thyrna's convulsing pussy around her enchanted dildo. My wife squeezed her eyes shut, whimpering in pleasure. Her hand clenched on my side as she rammed her dildo into Thyrna.

And came, too.

“Yes, yes, yes,” moaned Faoril. “Oh, Thrak, my spell worked. This is amazing.”

“Uh-huh,” I growled, burying my cock into Thyrna's cumming ass. The satin delight burned around my cock. It left me trembling as I growled. I fucked her so hard. I pounded her. Her bowels rippled around me.

“Yes, yes, yes,” I snarled, my head snapping back.

“Cum in her!” squealed my wife.

I squeezed her ass as I buried into Thyrna's writhing bowels. My balls smacked into her taint, laden with cum. I growled. My body tensed. And then my jizz spurted into my pussycat's asshole. Her tight bowels milked my dick, drinking all the cum.

“Yes, yes, yes,” she yowled, trembling between us. “Oh, Master, yes! Yes! You're using me!”

“Take his cum, slut,” hissed Faoril, her body trembling through her orgasm. “You're just our toy. We're going to use you on the voyage. We're going to fuck you, spank you, abuse you. And you'll love it.”

“I will, Mistress,” Thyrna purred, nuzzling against Faoril's face. “Such an adventure. We'll be corsairs plundering distant shores.”

“Explorers,” Faoril hissed.

“Scholars,” I groaned, panting, holding both my slave and my wife. I missed Serisia and was happy I had Faoril.

I would have been lost without her.


Chapter Sixty: Married Life

Aurora Xandra – Dragon's Rest

Our inn was coming along wonderfully. My elementals worked so diligently over the winter to build it, while Chaun sang songs, keeping me focused on the work. It was his design. A warm and welcoming tavern, like all the ones he'd played at in the years after he fled Zeutch.

It faced the growing temple. Dozens of workers hauled the stones under the pregnant Sophia's watchful gaze. Dragon's Rest grew larger and larger every day. Already other homes were erected; the workers and traders, lured in by the dragon's gold to help us build our community, needed places to live. Angela already had her training grounds marked out, eager to teach her own knights, the Knights Dragoon, to defend against the Shizhuth Empire over the mountains.

A giddy thrill shot through me. I was so horny. I rubbed my smooth belly as I darted through the common room. A few blonde and busty Zeutchian girls swept and cleaned the tables, our employees moving with grace, wearing dresses with scandalous blouses, showing off all their impressive attributes.

“Ma'am,” they curtsied to me.

I smiled at them. “Is my husband in our rooms?”

“I believe so,” Heidi said, her golden hair in pigtails, her cheeks rosy.

The barmaids were quite popular with the laborers. It made me blush the first time the girls paid me the inn's cut of their whoring. Prostitution was such a foreign concept to me. There was a part of me that even wanted to join them.

But only if Chaun was my customer.

I moved to the back of the inn, past the kitchens where our cook, a grouchy Thlinian with one eye, worked, and into our private quarters. Chaun and I had a small sitting room, our bedroom, and a nursery that was still unused.

I threw open the door into our bedroom and found Chaun idly strumming on his new lyre, a gift Sophia had purchased for him. I glanced at our fire, nodding my head at the white egg, speckled with blue dots, in the nest of soft cloth by it. I approached our egg, turning it to keep our son well-warmed.

I knew it was a boy because Chaun could only have sons. Our child would start out looking like an avian, but come puberty, he would awaken to his true heritage as a changeling. A changeling who would know his father.

Chaun couldn't wait to raise his son.

“There's my pretty wife,” Chaun said, strumming a final note. “And what has you in such a rush?”

“There's a new laborer working at the temple,” I said. “And, well, I am such a naughty wife.”

My pussy clenched, my hips wiggling. Juices dribbled down my thighs.

“Indeed,” Chaun grinned. He set his lyre against the wall and stood from the bed before striding across the room. His naked body rippled, the firelight glinting off his obsidian skin. His cock hardened before him.

I hoped this laborer had a cock as big as his hands.

Chaun parted our curtains, peering out at the temple across the street. Our quarters were to the side of the inn, letting us see the main road and watch the people passing to and fro. Chaun planned it so I could point out any men who made me horny.

He was such a loving husband.

“There he is,” I squealed, pointing at the man lifting a large stone. He was shirtless despite the drizzling rain, his pale, muscular body glistening. He had a long, shaggy mane of dusky-blond hair, his shoulders almost as thick as Thrak's.

Chaun laughed. “You like them big, don't you, Aurora?”

I grasped my husband's large cock. “Mmm, I do.”

“I've seen him in the mind of the new seamstress that set up shop.”

“His wife?” I asked, my thighs rubbing on my clit. “Is she beautiful?”

Chaun just grinned at me. Then he opened a chest and pulled out a pair of leather pants far too big for him to wear. He strode naked from the room. I shivered, pulling off my long-sleeved blouses—I discovered just how cold winter truly was; the seasons never touched the Island of Birds—baring my small, firm breasts. Then I wiggled out of my wool skirt, my pussy so wet.

A loud knock pounded on my door.

I shivered, racing to it. I opened it a crack and flushed at the big, burly Zeutchian, his chest wet from the rain. There was a thick carpet of soft, blonde down covering his muscular chest. His wet hair fell about his chiseled face. He towered two heads over me, his blue eyes so piercing.

“Yes?” I asked cautiously.

“I hear for a gold dupondius, you'll give me quite the tumble.”

I shivered. “I am a married woman,” I hissed. “Who told you?”

“Gustav,” he answered. “He told me you make a little extra selling that sweet peach between your thighs.”

My pussy clenched. I felt so dirty as I moaned, “Hurry inside. People can't find out. No one can know, least of all my husband.”

He gave me such a bold and hungry grin as he pushed the door open. I stepped back, his eyes falling on my naked body. I shivered, a wanton lust rippling through me. I was such a bad wife for being so wet for this man.

“I can see why Gustav recommended you,” he groaned, his eyes stopping at my pussy, shaved save for a blue line of public hair leading down to my tight lips. “What a tight, sweet peach.”

I shuddered as his rough, calloused hands, so different from my husband's, rubbed at my pussy.

“The gold,” I hissed. “Then you get my peach.”

His finger thrust into my cunt, feeling how wet and juicy I was. I shuddered, trembling as he pumped his finger in and out of my depths. His thumb brushed my clit, making me sing in pure delight. His leather pants creaked as he shifted.

“Definitely ripe,” he laughed. The Zeutchian produced the gold coin from his leather pocket. It flashed.

I snatched it up in my eager hand, holding onto it tight. I felt so wonderfully dirty as I sold my married body to his lusts. His arms swept around me. I groaned as he pulled me close, my nipples rubbing against his muscular body. His head leaned down, claiming my lips. I swooned as he kissed me hard. His tongue thrust into my mouth, stirring around.

My heart hammered in my chest as I fenced with his tongue. His dick felt so hard in his wet, leather pants. I hugged him tight, my right hand clenched tight around the coin. I wiggled against him, savoring his hard girth.

He broke the kiss, panting. “Damn, you are one wicked wife.”

“So wicked,” I moaned, falling to my knees, feeling his girth.

He felt hung.

A wicked rush shot through me as I deftly unlaced his leather pants. I shoved them down his hips, exposing his cock thrusting from a mighty forest of blond curls. He was so thick and long, bigger than my husband.

He even rivaled Thrak.

I missed the orc and Faoril.

The brief pang of parting vanished as I stroked his cock with my left hand. I opened my mouth wide, salivating for this dick. I licked and swirled around the tip, making him groan. He seized my sky-blue hair, holding me tight as I bobbed my mouth up and down his cock. I could barely open my jaw wide enough to take him.

Drool dribbled down my chin as I pleasured him. I hummed a naughty song as I sucked. My cheeks hollowed. My tongue danced around his spongy cock. He made such wonderful, manly grunts and groans.

“Gods, what a mouth, whore,” he panted. “Your husband has no idea, does he? That you're a hot-mouthed slut.”

“No idea,” I moaned, popping my mouth off his dick for just a moment. I sucked again.

He groaned, hand tightening in my hair.

I bobbed faster, stroking his dick with my free hand. More drool leaked down my chin. I was such a bad wife. So naughty to cheat on my husband, to sell my body like a filthy whore. I was a prostitute. Dizzy waves of delight rushed out of my dripping pussy.

I pressed my thighs so tight together, taking the ache off my clit. I shivered, my right hand clenched so tight about the coin. The edges bit into my palm as I loved this dick in my mouth. I bobbed faster, trembling with my excitement.

“Gods damn, you want my cum badly,” he growled. “Pater's mighty cock, enough.”

“Enough?” I purred, popping my lips off his dick. “Don't you want to spill your cum in me?”

“I paid to enjoy that sweet peach, not your hungry mouth,” he growled. “I want to violate your married cunt.”

“To cuckold my husband?” I asked, arching my eyebrows.

“Yes,” he growled.

My pussy clenched so hard.

He seized me, lifting my light body with ease, and draped me across my marital bed. He spread my thighs apart, exposing my married peach. I shivered, my pussy clenching as his hands stroked up my thighs to my wet cunt.

And then, with a hungry growl, he buried his face into my snatch. I groaned, his whiskered cheeks rubbing on my hot flesh. His tongue plundered my married depths. I spasmed, right hand clenched on the coin as the pleasure surged through me.

“Yes, yes, yes, eat my married cunt,” I moaned. “Eat the peach you paid for.”

“What a delicious treat,” he growled between licks, his blue eyes staring up at me. “Such a sweet whore-cunt.”

“Luben's sacred oath!” I gasped as he sucked on my clit.

His thick fingers penetrated my pussy while he nibbled on my nub. He plundered in and out of my pussy, his tongue caressing my clit. Pleasure rippled through me as I chirped and sang out my delight, humping against the bed.

I squeezed my small breasts, rubbing the gold coin into my right tit, sliding it up over my nipple. I pressed it down, massaging the metal into the nub. Delight raced through my pussy, my quivering flesh bursting with passion.

He tongued me so hard.

“Slata's juicy cunt, you are divine,” growled the Zeutchian hunk, his blue eyes staring up my body, his sandy-blond hair spilling about his broad shoulders.

“Keep feasting,” I moaned. “You paid for this peach.”

He grinned at me, his thumbs stroking up and down my pussy lips. “I did.”

He spread me open. I shuddered as he leaned down and buried himself back into my pussy, tonguing me so hard. I gasped and shuddered. My eyes rolled back into my head as I writhed against him.

This was so naughty. I pressed the gold coin harder into my breast, the edges biting into my soft flesh. My back arched. Naughty chirps exploded from my lips as I shuddered. My ass clenched, the pleasure burning hotter and hotter through me.

“Luben's sacred oaths, yes!” I moaned as I came. “I'm such a bad wife!”

My orgasm was hard, fast. It rushed through me. Bubbling delight washed over my thoughts. I trembled as he kept licking and tonguing and driving me wild. He devoured me. He kept me heaving and bucking.

I chirped and sang. A wordless trill of bliss issued from my throat, the melody so complex as the rapture shot through me. And then he was on me. That muscular body looming over me. I shuddered at how strong he was and...

His cock... Oh, his cock nudged at my spasming pussy.

And then he was in me, violating my pussy. I wrapped my arms around him, pulling him down to me. His muscular chest crushed my breasts as he plowed his thick dick into my married depths. He churned my convulsing sheath, rapture rushing through me.

“Gods, what a peach,” he groaned, driving so hard into me.

“Worth the price?” I chirped.

“Yes!”

I came again, spasming on that cock driving into me. I humped against him, grinding my clit into his pubic bone. My thighs locked about his waist. I shuddered beneath him. My pussy convulsed on his dick as he churned me up. It was wonderful. Amazing.

Wave after wave of bliss shot through me. I groaned, rubbing the gold coin into his back with one hand, the other clawing at his rippling muscles. He was so big. So strong and brawny. The opposite of my husband's slim, almost effeminate form.

“Keep fucking me,” I howled. “Keep fucking me until you cum! Flood me!”

“Yes,” he grunted, driving harder, my marriage bed creaking, the headboard thumping.

My pussy spasmed so hard on his dick as he rammed into me. The orgasms crashed one after the other as I reveled in my naughty behavior. His cock stretched me so wide apart. My toes curled in bliss.

And then, with a mighty grunt, he buried into me. I shuddered as his cum fired into my depths. Hot splashes of jizz flooded me. My eyes rolled back into my head as he pumped load after load into my married cunt.

“Gods, yes!” he grunted, sounding almost animalistic as he rammed his cock one last time into me. So hard the lips of my pussy throbbed.

A wonderful throb.

“What a whorish wife,” he growled. “Pater's cock!”

“Such a whorish wife,” I sang, my orgasm peaking in me.

And then his body changed, shifted beneath my hands, the cock shrinking in my pussy. Not much. His body grew slimmer, his fair skin darkening to the deepest black. I squeezed my husband's lithe, muscular form. He went from ruggedly handsome to breathtakingly gorgeous.

Sometimes I thought he was prettier than me.

“Thank you,” I breathed, smiling at my husband.

“I always love fucking a married woman and cuckolding her husband,” he grinned.

His lips caught mine in a kiss, seasoned with my sweet pussy juices. I shuddered, glad I forgave him for what happened with my mother. He had changed so much since we first met. We both had. We had discovered so much about ourselves. About love.

I was glad Lady Delilah interfered.

~  *  ~

Warlock Faoril – Shilter Strait

There was a...difference. I could see it in the roll of the waves as we neared the end of the Shilter Strait and stared out at the unexplored Vilianth Ocean. The domain of powerful sea serpents, schools of deadly sirens, krakens, and monsters unknown to any scholar. Strange lands were purported to lay beyond, if the map I found could be trusted.

It would be an adventure. Thrak and I would learn so much. We had crates of journals in the holds for us to fill out about our discoveries. A shiver of excitement ran through me as I stared at those deep-blue, verging on black, waves rolling out there.

“See that, boys,” Thyrna called down from the stern deck, wearing her leather pants and ruffled blouse, looking like a pirate queen, her hip cocked to the side. “That's real adventure. That's waters no one else has the balls to sail but us. But by Vedr's queef, we're going to do it. We're going to find treasure on the other side beyond our wildest dreams.”

I grinned at her excitement.

Thrak came up behind me, wearing only his kilt, his hair ruffling in the spring wind. It was warm here. We were far south. The stars were different in the sky. There were new constellations to be named and even a strange, milky cloud we could just see, like an island of stars that drifted across the sphere of the heavens.

I shivered in giddy anticipation.

“You ready?” Thrak asked, folding his arms across his scarred chest.

“Not quite,” I said, licking my lips, my hips shaking beneath my red robes. “I need one thing.”

He arched a bone-pierced eyebrow.

“Cum,” I grinned.

His laugh boomed across the deck as I fell to my knees before him, my hands going to the ties holding his kilt on. It fell off his body, his thick cock, pierced by the bone ring, hardening beneath my skilled touch.

“Do I need to organize a gangbang?” he asked, staring down at me.

“Maybe,” I said. “But we'll just start with your cum for now.”

I felt the pirates' eyes on me and shivered as I licked my lips. I hungered for cum. I may be a Warlock, but I was still a female mage—still a slut for cum.

I loved the creamy texture. It was wonderful no matter the source. I had sampled so many different varieties. And I couldn't wait for the monsters and beings that lived in the fabled lands across the sea. New cum to explore.

Thrak groaned as I licked the crown of his cock and flicked his bone ring. He shifted as my tongue swirled around the throbbing nub, his precum salty and delicious. The ship rolled as it plowed into the swells of the ocean, plunging into the unknown.

My tongue dove through the slit of Thrak's cock, making him groan again.

And then I swallowed it. My mouth opened wide, my lips sealed tight. His bone ring rubbed on the roof of my mouth as I bobbed my head. He groaned again, his large, swarthy hands grabbing the sides of my head.

I relaxed as he growled, his hips thrusting, fucking his cock into my mouth, using me. I shuddered, my pussy so hot. My right hand slipped into my robe and found my clit ring. I pulled on it, groaning around his dick as pleasure throbbed from my nub.

That metal ring stimulated my clit every time it touched it. It was so amazing. My pussy clenched, juices flooding out. My tongue danced about his cock plunging over and over into my mouth as I tugged harder on the piercing.

“Yes,” Thrak grunted. “Gewin's mighty cock, suck it. Suck the cum out of my balls. Such a cum-hungry slut I married.”

I moaned my answer, my left hand gripping his thick thigh for support. I pulled harder on the clit ring, pleasure shooting through me. I twisted it, convulsions racing through my body. My toes curled in my shoes.

Thrak fucked me harder. His cock reached for the back of my throat. He grunted, his scarred chest rippling. His hips drew back until only the crown remained in my mouth. He thrust hard. His cock hit the back of my throat and kept going.

He slammed down my gullet.

My throat burned wonderfully as I sucked air through my nose. Dizzy darkness washed across my vision. I kept tugging and playing with my piercing as my nose pressed into his wiry pubic hair. I smelled his wonderful musk: a mix of sweat and leather and iron. My orc's wonderful scent.

He drew back his cock and fucked it back down my throat. His balls smacked into my chin, so full of his cum. I moaned so loudly, my orgasm building in the depths of my cunt. It was so hard to breathe, and that made the pleasure in my snatch even more intense.

“Yes,” he snarled. “You're going to get so much cum!”

I shivered, sucking so hard as he slammed his cock down my throat again and again. The bone ring rubbed on my flesh. I shivered. He was so strong. His fingers tightened in my hair. He snarled out his passion.

His cum flooded into my mouth.

He pulled back his cock, letting it splash along my tongue so I could enjoy the salty flavor. I savored the thick cream, gulping it down as my pussy shuddered. My back arched. My clit exploded as I pulled hard on the piercing.

My orgasm rushed through me.

I swallowed his cum as rapture burned through my body. Dizzy waves washed through me. My vision fuzzed. I savored his cum and the bliss shooting through me. Power reservoirs swelled, energy I could tap to power my magic and protect the ship on our perilous crossing.

Nothing would stop us from reaching the other side, from the discoveries we would make. Nothing.

I stared up at my husband as my orgasm peaked, his red eyes staring down at me, glossy with his pleasure, burning with his love.

Failing the test wasn't the worst thing that had happened to me. Not even close.

~  *  ~

Chaun – Dragon's Rest

“Husband,” the blonde, Zeutchian woman said. She shifted her hips. “This is a surprise.” She glanced at my wife standing beside me. I wore the laborer's form again.

It was a virile body.

“Wife,” I answered, staring at the lovely and buxom Ingrid. “Aurora is one saucy wench.” I smacked my wife's ass, pushing her into the laborer's house, Ingrid blinking in surprise.

“Saucy?” Ingrid frowned as I shut the door behind her. Then I caught the wife, my cock so hard to cuckold the laborer. Hans may not have fucked my wife for real, but there was a part of me that was eager to fuck his wife to get him back anyways.

“Passionate,” Aurora chirped, her hips swaying. She hummed a lusty song, hitting all the notes just right to lull a woman into passion.

Ingrid's eyes dilated. Her nipples pressed at the front of her dress. Her white aura shone around her, the form I wore dancing in her thoughts. My cock ached to be in her. To fuck her so hard. Her hips began to sway, matching Aurora's.

My wife caught Ingrid, pressing her slim form against the busty Zeutchian lass. They danced together, my wife humming louder and louder. I stripped off the rough laborers clothing I wore as Aurora kissed Ingrid.

Ingrid didn't resist. She sighed into the kiss, the lusty song washing around her. My wife's hands already worked at the bodice of the Zeutchian beauty's dress. Ingrid's blue eyes closed as her tongue played with Aurora's.

The dress slipped off her body, exposing large, pillowy breasts. My dick ached as I stared at that lush pair cupped in my wife's soft hands. Ingrid shoved down Aurora's skirt. It fell off her slim ass, her hips still swaying as she worked the woman to the bed.

I stroked my cock, watching them. Ingrid had a thick, golden bush that brushed my wife's crotch as they danced. Then they reached the bed, falling on it, disturbing the quilted blanket. Ingrid was on top of my wife, her ass clenching as she ground against Aurora.

“What a sight,” I groaned, bending down and grabbing her ass. They were at the bed's edge. I knelt on the rush-strewn floor, staring at two pussies grinding together, my wife's shaved bare, Ingrid's half-hidden by her burnished straw.

I leaned in, licking from sweet to tangy pussy. The two flavors merged on my tongue as both women shuddered. Aurora still hummed her lusty song. She couldn't create her own bardic tunes, but she could recreate any she heard me sing, emphasizing the notes just right like she'd spent a decade at the College of Az studying musical theory.

Ingrid broke the kiss as I flicked my tongue at both their clits as they ground together. She let out a lusty, moaning gasp of: “Hans, this is so wild. Oh, Slata's motherly tits, yes!”

“Your tits are motherly,” Aurora giggled, abandoning her song. It wasn't needed. Truthfully, it never was. Women could never resist a changeling in their husband's appearance.

“Oh, just suck on my nipple, you naughty avian.”

I heard my wife's noisy suckles as I lapped through the women's pussies. Aurora's sweet and Ingrid's tart musks mixed on my tongue as I feasted on them. My nose brushed Ingrid's wet curls, my dick aching so much to bury into her.

I couldn't wait. We didn't have long. The real Hans could return at any time.

I rose and slammed my cock into Ingrid's pussy. Her back arched, supple and naked, as she moaned, “Husband, yes!”

I shuddered at the deception. My balls ached with a fresh load of cum for her pussy. I pumped in and out, my balls smacking into my wife's pussy as she suckled. Ingrid squirmed harder, her ass rippling from my strokes.

Then she moaned in disappointment as I yanked my cock out of her pussy and rammed it into my wife's snug cunt. Aurora hummed her pleasure around Ingrid's nipple as I pumped away, my crotch smacking into Ingrid's wet cunt.

“Oh, you naughty man,” Ingrid groaned, looking over her shoulder. “Plowing another woman while my pussy needs your cock.”

“Oh, do you?” I grinned, ripping my cock out and slamming into Ingrid's married cunt. “My wife's just so wanton she needs my big, thick dick in her.”

“So big!” she groaned. “Pater's cock, but that is a dick the gods must envy.”

“Uh-huh,” Aurora gasped.

“You like it, too.”

“I do,” Aurora groaned.

My dick throbbed in Ingrid's hot pussy. But my wife needed my attention, too. I ripped my cock out and rammed it into her cunt, the married woman's juices coating my dick. My wife moaned, her pussy clenching so hard on my dick as I rammed it for a few strokes in her.

Then I rammed back into Ingrid's sweet treasure.

I went back and forth between the two women, savoring the differences between their pussies. Both were wet and silky, but they gripped me in different ways, were tighter in different spots. They both moaned, kissing and grinding on each other as I pumped a few times in each before switching.

“Gods, this is amazing,” I groaned, my hands sliding up and down Ingrid's side.

“Luben's sacred oaths, it is,” moaned my wife.

“Uh-huh, keep fucking my pussy and... Hans! I was so close to cumming!”

I rammed into Aurora's pussy. “You'll get there. I'll make you both explode.”

“Yes!” both married women moaned.

I shuddered, sliding back and forth faster and faster. My balls boiled, slapping into their wet flesh. Their mixed musks scented the air with heady delight. I groaned, thrusting harder, faster. Their tunnels were both so amazing.

“Gods, yes!” sang Aurora as her pussy spasmed about my cock. “Oh, Hans, yes! That's so good! Churn my married cunt.”

“Naughty slut!” Ingrid groaned. “Cumming on my husband's cock before me.”

I ripped my cock from the heaven of Aurora's pussy and slammed it into Ingrid's. She shivered, her pussy writhing about my dick as she joined my wife in orgasmic bliss. I grit my teeth, burying into her, and flooded the married woman's pussy.

Such a rush shot through me as I cuckolded Hans. I pumped blast after blast of jizz into his wife's cunt. I shuddered, hoping I bred her. My race could only breed with married women. I grunted, my voice so deep and booming.

“Gods, yes,” Ingrid moaned. “Oh, that was good.”

“Yes,” I grunted, stroking her back as the pleasure buzzed through me.

I wanted to stay, but that wouldn't do. I couldn't. If the real Hans came back, things would be awkward. I shuddered, drawing my cock out of her pussy. My cum dribbled out afterward, coating her golden curls.

“Wife, always a delight,” I grunted.

“But you have to go and work,” she pouted at me, still grinding on Aurora. “But I can still play with Aurora.”

“I would love to,” Aurora groaned. “But I have to get back to managing the inn before my husband comes back.”

“Isn't he right there?” Ingrid asked, rolling off my wife. “That is you, right, Chaun?”

I froze.

My wife's sapphire eyes widened.

“Mmm, that was fun. I won't tell my husband. I don't mind you spilling seed in me. I've already quickened my womb.” She stretched her back. “It was hot pretending you were him.”

Aurora giggled again.

I was out of sorts on the walk back to our inn. That had never happened before. Women didn't know I was taking on their husbands' appearances unless they already were my lovers. But I had never lived so openly like this. And I never had a wife.

Bringing Aurora along must have given me away.

But it was still hot, even if I didn't breed Ingrid. And there would be other married women, new immigrants, guests passing through, adventurers seeking glory. I shivered as I walked into the inn. I blinked at the sight of four figures seated at a table, three women and a...

I knew them. Kevin, two priestesses, and a female knight.

Aurora squeaked beside me. “Go get Angela,” I hissed, my heart racing. What was Kevin doing here?


Chapter Sixty-One: Discovered Love

Acolyte Sophia

I held my pregnant belly. Six months along made me quite round. I glared at Kevin and the two Slata whores with him. One of them was pregnant, too, holding her stomach the same way I did, a big smile on her face.

I glared especially hard at her.

“Angela,” Kevin smiled as he rose from the table. He wore traveling clothes, a sword belted at his side.

“Kevin,” my Knight said, folding her arms beneath her breastplate.

“We are not here to cause problems,” Kevin said, his hand resting on the female knight's shoulder.

“Then why are you?” Angela asked, still wary. The last time we saw Kevin, Angela broke his heart, choosing me over him.

Me!

“People are talking about this place,” Kevin said. “Angela Dragonslayer and her new order of knights. A new temple of Saphique. A place to defend the kingdoms against the shadow of the nagas.”

I kept glaring at him.

“And?” Angela asked.

“Why, Mary and I want to enlist,” Kevin said, glancing down at the woman sitting beside him with such a fond look.

Anger surged through me. He loved Mary now? And the two Slata priestesses? He looked at them with equal affection. They preened for him. And he clearly had knocked one of the sluts up. He abandoned his love for Angela and moved on so fast?

Disgusting!

I gave him the hardest look I could.

“Join up,” Angela frowned.

“We aren't Knights Deute any longer,” Mary said. “We abandoned our duty when Kevin let you go. We never should have interfered to begin with.”

“You were trying to kill Dominari,” the pregnant slut said. “Your dedication was obvious.”

“You spared us when we were at your mercy,” the other said.

Angela studied Kevin, then the women. “You and the three of them.”

“Yeah,” Kevin nodded. “They...were very comforting.”

Again, the three women looked at him with such fondness. Men were such pigs. Not even six months to forget about Angela! It would have taken me years to get over her. Years! He never really loved her.

“Then you're welcome at Dragon's Rest,” Angela said. “More experienced knights are always a boon.”

“They're priestesses of Slata!” I hissed, unable to hold in my anger. “Their bitch goddess is the reason Lady Delilah is dead.”

“Slata was not...happy with us,” the non-pregnant slut said, her face growing tight. “We are no longer her priestesses.”

“We serve Biaute now,” the pregnant one said. “And since the Goddess of Beauty is sometimes a paramour of Saphique, there should be no problem with us being here.”

“She's a paramour of every god and goddess,” I muttered.

“Acolyte,” Angela said, her voice tight. “Be polite. Everyone who wants to protect and defend are welcome here. Even if they serve Slata. The Goddess is the jealous bitch, not her servants.”

I flushed. “Yes, my Knight.” I took a deep breath, staring at the women. “Welcome to Dragon's Rest. I am sure a Temple to Biaute would be welcome.”

Before anyone could answer, an impish, mocking voice said behind me, “Wow, Sophia, you have gotten fat.”

Indignation surged through me. I whirled on the offending person, my mouth open, and...I blinked.

Minx stood beside Xera, a huge grin on her face, her hands cupping her round stomach.

“You're pregnant!” I gasped instead. “Minx! You and Xera?”

“Me and Xera,” Minx nodded, looking around. “But at least I'm not as fat as you!”

Laughing, I fell to my knees and hugged the halfling.

~  *  ~

Xerathalasia

I left Minx with Sophia, the pair chatting about their pregnancies, and exited the inn. Everything had changed so much in six months. What was once a field was now trampled by human activity. The mound where we buried Dominari was still there, carpeted in flowers. Sophia's temple grew before it, dozens of brawny men setting stone. I moved past it to where I planted the bulb.

I smiled. She'd sprouted, a pink flower poking out of the ground from a vine. It was open, a small baby in the midst of the petals. I knelt down, brushing the flower. The infant opened her eyes. I heard gurgling coos in my mind.

“You are just beautiful,” I told her in elven. Her flower petals rustled. “Just like your mother.”

She would be happy here, just like my unborn daughter Lynette would be. I could feel it as I told the blossom about her mother. There would be such life here. It would be something special.

I would help Angela, Minx, Sophia, Chaun, and Aurora build something that lasted. Something that mattered.

~  *  ~

Knight Angela

“I can't believe Kevin is here,” Sophia said when she walked into our temporary rooms in the inn. Our quarters would be in the temple once it was completed.

“Strip,” I said in a commanding voice. I was already naked, holding ropes in my hand.

“Yes, my Knight,” she gasped, her white robes flying off automatically.

They fell off her body, revealing her breasts, swollen larger by her pregnancy. Her belly button piercing swayed across her round stomach as she moved, her green eyes wide. There was a hint of question in them. She knew she was in trouble, but she didn't know why.

And, really, she wasn't in much trouble at all. I just wanted to tie her up and discipline her.

She was so beautiful. Her tits jiggled with firm beauty as she moved, her belly swaying. I loved the curve. Our daughter grew in her. It made my clit throb, aching to transform into a hard, throbbing dick as she walked to her position. In the heavy, wooden rafters above were set rings for running rope through.

They were so much fun.

I moved to her, letting my cock sprout. I shivered as my clit swelled, growing thick and hard, thrusting out before me. It bounced as I walked, the tip throbbing so hard for my acolyte. I stared at her sleek back down to her curving ass, the swell of her belly peeking around her side.

The rough fibers of the rope slid through my hand as I pressed behind her. My cock nudged her ass, the tip sliding between her butt-cheeks. She groaned, shivering as she raised her arms up to be bound, so submissive.

“Do you know why you are being punished, acolyte?” I asked in my commanding voice.

“No, my Knight.”

“You were rude to Kevin and his women. This is a welcoming place, and you kept glaring and being hostile to them.”

She shivered. “I am sorry, my Knight.”

I leaned in, nipping her ear. “You will cry out your sorrow. Twenty lashes.”

She let out a moan, her butt-cheeks clenching on the tip of my cock. My pussy ached as the delight rippled down my shaft. I just wanted to fuck her. But not yet. I wanted her ass glowing red before I enjoyed her.

With practiced skill, I bound her right wrist. I threaded the rope through the first hook and then the second before bringing it down to her left wrist. I tied it about her then I looped a second rope around the length running between the two hooks. I pulled on it, snugging her arms, forcing them over her head. I tied this rope to a third hook. She swayed, on her tiptoes, her breasts and pregnant belly jiggling.

I had to be careful of her belly. No flogging her whole body. What a pity.

She stood there, juices dripping down her thighs as I walked to our wall. Inspired by Captain Thyrna, I'd covered it in my growing collection of paddles, floggers, riding crops, and whips. I grabbed a flogger then changed my mind. I grabbed a riding crop, the stiff leather-wrapped stick would leave delicious welts on her white ass.

Sophia moaned when she saw it.

I walked back to her, my cock and tits bouncing. I was so hard for her. I wanted to fuck her so badly. Maybe it was seeing Kevin. It hurt, just a bit, seeing that he'd moved on. And onto three other women.

But I was also happy for him. We had shared something for a while, loved each other, but we just weren't right for each other. I thought we were, but life took us in other directions and to new discoveries. And he looked so happy with his three women.

While I was happy with my woman and my cock.

The crop hissed as I swung it.

CRACK!

My pussy clenched at the sound. A red welt rose across both of Sophia's butt-cheeks. Her scream of pain made me so wet. She loved the agony. And I loved to hurt her, to mark her body, to prove my ownership of the woman I loved.

My acolyte.

CRACK!

I flicked the crop again, painting a second stripe that crisscrossed the first. The puckered welt rose fast. Her ass wiggled as the ropes creaked. I groaned, loving it. I stroked my dick with my free hand, admiring my work, listening to her whimpers.

“I'm so sorry, my Knight,” she groaned.

I rubbed my crop up her thigh, brushing the juices. “I can see that.”

I pulled it back and flicked it across her upper thighs. Not as hard as I landed on her ass, but enough to make her jump, her body shifting forward. She swayed, her hips shaking, that gorgeous belly swaying.

I bred her. Our daughter growing in her belly was such a wonderful gift.

CRACK!

I savored every smack.

CRACK!

Every welt.

CRACK!

Every whimpering cry.

CRACK!

“I'm so sorry,” she moaned, her brown hair swaying, tears falling down her cheeks.

CRACK!

Juices flooding down her thighs.

CRACK!

She loved the pain.

CRACK!

She loved the submission.

CRACK!

She was mine.

CRACK!

Juices dribbled down my own thighs. My cock was so achingly hard as I stared at her welted ass. It would be days before she healed. Days of feeling her punishment every time she sat down. Days of being reminded that she was mine.

CRACK!

Her hips wiggled, pressing back, eager for the crop's next kiss.

CRACK!

I shivered, my breasts heaving as the passion surged through me. I flicked the crop upward. It hissed between her thighs and smacked wetly on her pussy. She bounced off her feet. She screamed out in pain and pleasure.

Juices gushed down her thighs.

“My Knight!” she howled as pain exploded across her shaved pussy. “I was so bad! So naughty!”

“Yes,” I groaned, watching her cum, her paingasm flowing through her. They were always the strongest.

I had to feel it.

I threw the crop to the ground and grabbed her hips. My cock rammed into her pussy. I groaned as her tight sheath spasmed about my dick. Her heat massaged my cock. I groaned, hugging her, my hands roaming her pregnant belly as she thrashed.

“That's it,” I panted. “That's what you get for being bad.”

“So bad,” she moaned, her voice throaty with passion, her pussy spasming so hard on my dick.

I drew back and plunged into her spasming depths. Rapture burned around my cock. Pleasure flooded through my body as her hot silk massaged my shaft. I pumped my hips, pressing my pillowy tits into her back.

My nipples throbbed as I fucked my acolyte so hard. She swayed as I rammed into her, the ropes creaking over our heads. I nuzzled at her neck, my hands caressing her round belly. I slammed over and over into her pregnant pussy as she kept cumming and cumming.

My juices dribbled down my thighs. My pussy clenched every time I buried into her. My dick throbbed in her depths. My flesh slapped into her ass, making her gasp and moan. Pain and pleasure burned in her passion.

“Keep fucking me, my Knight!” she moaned. “Use me! Dump your cum into me!”

“Yes,” I groaned, ramming my dick so hard into her pussy. “I'm going to flood you. You made me so hard. Your ass is so red!”

“Yes!” she howled, bucking harder.

Her stomach shifted beneath my grip as she thrashed. Her pussy spasmed so hard. The pressure built in the depths of my pussy. I shuddered, fucking her as hard as I could, ramming my dick into my slave, my love. Her cunt churned around my dick.

The friction was intense. Her spasming silk so hot. I groaned, my hips pumping out of control, desperate for my orgasm. I kissed at her neck then sucked hard. My teeth nibbled. Another mark on her flesh.

“My Knight!” she howled over and over, lost to the pain and rapture as she kept cumming.

I buried into her depths. It was too much. Her pussy sucked at my cock. My ovaries clenched in the depths of my body. Pleasure exploded out of my cunt. Juices gushed down my thighs as the rapture rushed through me.

And my girl-cum flooded her pregnant pussy.

I held onto her pregnant belly as I pumped my seed into her. I moaned into her neck, loving her so much. The pleasure burned through me. The dual delight of a pussy spasming bliss and a cock pumping ecstasy. The twin raptures reached my mind, swirling through me, leaving me gasping and panting. I slumped against her, shuddering.

“Sophia,” I groaned. “My sweet Sophia. I love you so much.”

“My Knight,” she gasped. “Love you. Love you so much.”

I held my wife, my cock buried in her pussy, sharing our love. This wasn't the life I ever pictured. But it was the life I had, the life that brought me such fulfillment. From Dragon's Rest, I would protect the kingdoms of men from any threats.

With my acolyte at my side.

And it was all thanks to her. The Flaming Woman. Tears burned in my eyes.

“Delilah,” I groaned.

“What, my Knight?” Sophia asked, her words slurred. “What about her?”

“I want to name our daughter Delilah.” My hands rubbed her belly. I felt our daughter shift.

“That's beautiful,” Sophia said, her voice cracking. “Delilah.”


Epilogue: A Knight

Two Hundred Years Later, The Freehold of Dragon's Rest

Knight-Errant Delilah knelt in the shrine. She wasn't the Lady Delilah, or even the firstborn daughter of the Dragonslayer and her Acolyte. But she was Angela and Sophia's descendant, and the name Delilah was passed down through the generations. She was young, her red hair falling about her shoulders, brushing the pauldrons of her armor, her green eyes staring up at the sword clutched in the statue's hand. The Flaming Woman stood proud in her armor, holding the sword thrust point first at the shrine's floor.

Delilah could feel the power of the Dragonslayer's sword. The adamantium blade had a silvery shimmer about it, the gold handle burnished. No hand, save stone, had touched it in nearly two hundred years.

Like every Knight Dragoon before her, she prayed before the sword on the eve of embarking on her Quest, her own acolyte of Saphique awaiting her at the temple. Delilah's heart pounded in her chest as she looked at the two statues flanking the sword and it's protector: the Dragonslayer looking so strong and proud, and her Acolyte looking so submissive and beautiful.

“Be with me,” Delilah prayed to her ancestors, hoping they watched her from the Astral Realm. Their bodies rested beneath her feet, Angela and Sophia together always.

Six other statues ran down the length of the room. Their companions. Thrak and Faoril, Chaun and Aurora, Xerathalasia and Marianne. Together, they accomplished something amazing. They killed the last dragon and saved the world, losing only the valiant Lady Delilah in the savage fight.

I hope I do even a fraction of what they did, Delilah thought, her eyes turning back to the sword.

“Do you think you're going to wield it?” a chortling voice asked.

Delilah jumped, half rising and turning to see a halfling perched on one of the pews. The knight-errant's eyes widened. “Marianne?”

“Do you think you're the chosen one?” the halfling asked, jumping to the next pew, perching on it with graceful dexterity. Of the nine, only she and her elf-wife still lived. “Faoril's spell is mighty powerful. Might lose a hand if you're not certain.”

Delilah glanced at the sword clutched in her namesake's hand. “No, I don't think I am. My Quest isn't that perilous.”

“You never know,” Marianne shrugged, her metallic-red hair swaying. She had the same minx-like grin from the bardic songs. “Maybe you have your ancestor's fire. You look like her.” The smile turned sad. “You look like them both.”

“What were they like?” Delilah asked, eagerness surging through her. She should be praying, but Marianne and her wife, Xerathalasia, did not often appear in public any longer. Their children tended the Living Garden, elves with the stature of children and the beauty of goddesses.

“Chaun could tell you better,” Marianne said, leaping from the pews and landing beside Delilah. She crouched, her breasts jiggling in the cloth band that contained them. “Though that epic he composed is only half right. Poetic license, he called it. Left out all the bad stuff. No mention at all of how boring it was crossing Vyman Plain.”

“Please, tell me,” Delilah smiled.

Marianne shrugged. “Why not. I'm sooooo bored.”

It was such a strange thing to hear from one of the nine heroes. But Delilah listened eagerly as the halfling launched into her tale. The knight-errant drank it in, inspired by the story of her ancestors and their friends.

Maybe I'll fall in love with my acolyte, thought Delilah. She is cute.

Her clit ached beneath her chainmail loincloth, wanting to throb into a girl-cock, proof that she was Angela Dragonslayer's descendant. In the back of her mind, she wondered if she would be the one to draw the sword.

Or maybe it would be another.

Either way, Knight-Errant Delilah knew she would protect and defend with her own acolyte at her side.

The END of the Knight and the Acolyte
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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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Innocent Passion

The Succubus's Embrace

Coed's Passion

Dominating the Succubus

Primal Seduction

Satisfying the Witch

Werewolf Menage

Succubus Delight

The Werewolf's Passion

Enjoying the Lesbian Witch

Dominating the Ifrit

MILF Taboo Seduction

Werewolf's HuCow MILF

The MILF's Domination

Werewolf Domination

Taking the Werewolf's Mate

Naughty Witch Surprise

Harem's Passionate Love

Sensual Magic

Exhibitionist MILF Delight

The Goddess's Harem

 Goddess of Passion

Taking the Hot Goddess

Succubus Locker Room Delight

The Werewolf's Harem

Magical Girl Chronicle (Tentacle, Magical Girl, Supernatural)

Shadowy Tentacle Passion

Tentacles of Lust

Innocent Magical Passion

Magical Tentacle Surprise

Innocent Passion Transformed

Dark Queen's Passion

Angelic Harem (Harem, Supernatural, D/s, Lactation)

The Angel & the Naughty Librarian

Angel's Demonic Lover

Innocent Angelic Passion

Angel HuCow Passion

Angel's Innocent Bride

Librarian's Naughty Game

Angelic Wicked Passion

Angelic Innocent Domination

Angel's Naughty Wife

Angelic Domination

Angelic Convent Submission

Angelic Beauty's Seduction

Angelic Hot Wife's Submission

Creamy Angel Menage

Submissive Angel's Desire

Angelic Hot Wives Menage

The Angel's Passion

Angel's Voyeuristic Delight

Demonic Passion

Angelic Wife's Ardor

The Angel's Grace

Master of the Harem (Genie, Harem, PI, BDSM)

Hot Genie Surprise (Master of the Harem 1)

Genie's Naughty Wish (Master of the Harem 2)

Genie's Hot Delight (Master of the Harem 3)

The Vampire's Kiss (Vampire, Harem, Supernatural)

Dark Embrace

Dark Passion

Dark Innocence

Dark Desires

Dark Hungers

Dark Surrender

Dark Ecstasy

Dark Bondage

Dark Escape

Dark Virtue

Dark Angel

Dark Rapture

Dark Harem

Dark Sin

Dark Kiss

Wild Shifter Passion (Shifter, Tentacle, Harem)

Jenny's Awakening

Becky's Desires

Abigail's Passion

The Werewolf's Passion (Werewolf, Harem, Supernatural, Witch)

Awakened Werewolf Passion

Werewolf's Creamy Fantasy

Naughty Student Disciplined

Spanking Chastity

Submitting to the Werewolf

Werewolf Moonlit Passion

Pleasing Her Werewolf

Naughty Succubus Exam

Passion's Healing Touch

Slumbering Passion Awakens

The Goddess' Passion

Angelic Affair

Creamy Tentacle Passion

Hot-Blooded Goddess

Cuckolded by the Werewolf

Naughty MILF Werebear

Passion of the Goddesses

Werewolf's Hot Reunion

Goddess & the Harem

Claiming the Sultry Goddess

The Werewolf's Hot Passion

The Viking's Harem (Viking, Shifter, Harem, Magic)

Claimed by the Viking

Valkyrie's Passionate Fire

The Viking's Nubile Women

Dark Viking Passion

Taken by the Viking

Taming the Dark Elf

Buxom Valkyrie's Submission

Nubile Pixie Passion

The Wicked Fairy's Fun

Fairy's Naughty Contest

Princess's Sweet Delight

The Viking's Potent Seed

Viking's Passionate Farewell

Dark Elf's Naughty Plan

Dark Elf’s Wicked Bargain

Dark Fey’s Desires

The Viking’s Creamy Reunion

The Witch’s Naughty Spell

The Viking’s Passionate Return


About the Author

Reed James is a thirty year-old guy living in Tacoma, WA. “I love to write, I find it freeing to immerse myself in a world and tell its stories and then share them with others.” He's been writing naughty stories since high school, furiously polishing his craft, and finally feels ready to share his fantasies with the world.

“I love writing about women who want to be a little (or a lot) naughty, people expressing their love for each other as physically and kinkily as possible, and women loving other women. Whether it's a virgin experiencing her/his first time or a long-term couple exploring the bounds of their relationships, it will be a hot, erotic story!”

Check out his Amazon Author Page, follow him on twitter @NLPublications, like him on Facebook, check out his Patreon page for exclusive rewards, and visit his blog where you can sign up for his newsletter and receive two free ebooks.
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