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    This book is an original work for Amazon, available exclusively on Kindle, but made possible with the support of CHYOA.COM where hundreds of naughty interactive adventures can be found. 
 
      
 
    This book and all its contents are copyright 2018 by Amanda Clover. All rights are reserved and no portions may be reproduced unless for the use of brief quotations for review purposes. 
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    WAIT A MOMENT! 
 
      
 
    YOU are Lucas LeBlanc, the hero of this story, and you decide his actions. 
 
    Sometimes your choice will lead to other choices, sometimes it will advance the story, and sometimes it may lead to a timely or untimely ending.  
 
    Unfortunately, Lucas is not a very strong hero and much of the story centers on his struggle to battle a powerful monster girl. Losing is not the end! When Lucas is defeated by a monster girl, he will be called to heaven by the goddess Veleda, who will judge his failure and give him advice to defeat the monster girl.  
 
    In fact, losing is half the fun! You have to lose to see all of the exciting things that Lucas can do with the monster girls he encounters.  
 
    This book has 10 different paths to victory or defeat and many more options throughout the story.  
 
    Good luck on your adventure! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Stay with Saleen in the real world 
 
      
 
    It is impossible to resist the sweet smile and exotic eyes of the beautiful elf assassin. Her hand on your cock, squeezing and stroking you through your desert robes, certainly makes the decision to stay that much easier.  
 
    You lean down and kiss her on the lips and she greets you with a shocking passion, her tongue thrusting forcefully into your mouth and sharing the taste of her sugar root tea. You caress her body through her desert robes, feeling the shape of it and being reminded just how compact her toned figure is. You run your hands down her back and cup the firm roundness of her bottom, squeezing her cheeks and eliciting a laugh against your lips. 
 
    “Oh, Lucas,” she laughs, twisting out of your embrace. “Take off your robes. Let me see you naked.” 
 
    “What? What about you?” You ask. 
 
    She plays a fingertip against her teeth, teasing the tip of it with her tongue.  
 
    “Nnnn… maybe, but you first,” she says and motions for you to get started. 
 
    Somewhat reluctantly, you begin to undress, feeling Saleen’s lidded eyes gazing at every bit of your body your reveal. You have numerous scuffs and bruises from all the fights you have been in and your body, though increasingly muscular, is still rather skinny.  
 
    “Hmmmm, not a lot of meat on you,” says Saleen. “Let’s see everything. Off with the loincloth.” 
 
    You take down your underclothes, surprising her as your cock bounces free. She lets out a soft, gratifying gasp and covers her mouth with her delicate hands.  
 
    “Oh, my, for such a skinny boy you have a… well, that is a nice cock, Lucas,” she laughs. 
 
    “You should know,” you say, feeling a bit bolder as you turn to face her. “You’ve had your hands all over it ever since Theora entered the Crystal Sanctum.” 
 
    “I think I need a closer look,” she says, crouching down before you and wrapping her hand around your shaft. 
 
    “H-hey,” you gasp as she begins to deftly and vigorously stroke your cock, “I thought you were going to… ohhhh… you know… take off your clothes and… ohhhhh goddess… that twist you are doing with your wrist.” 
 
    “You like that?” She looks up at you and winks. “You are going to love this one.” 
 
    She leans her pretty face to the head of your cock and begins fluttering and flicking her pink tongue all over your cockhead. The hit flicks of her wet, velvet-soft tongue tickle beneath the head of your cock, along the ridge of your cockhead, and over your slit as it begins to leak precum. If anything, her stroking with her hand intensifies.  
 
    “W-where did you learn that?” You gasp, completely helpless in Saleen’s grasp. 
 
    “Efira taught it to me,” she giggles, referring to Toad’s dark-haired concubine. “She demonstrated on Kahad. He is much bigger, but I think your cock might be nicer.” 
 
    “That’s… ohhhhh…” You lose the ability to take offense as Saleen opens her small elven mouth and engulfs your cockhead. She begins to suck you and tongue just as deftly with your cock sliding between her soft lips. She reaches a nimble hand between your thighs and grips your bollocks firmly. Her squeezing is gentle, but you feel her strength in the way she handles you. Her other hand continues to work the base of your cock as she bobs on your tip.  
 
    “Mmmmmmmm,” she moans around your cock, gazing up at you with her heavily-lidded eyes smoky with lust.  
 
    “Ohhhhhh, Saleen,” you gasp. “That’s… I… aaaAAAAAHHH!” 
 
    Looking down at the beautiful elf pleasuring you with her mouth, you lose all ability to resist and thrust your cock through her stroking hand. You explode into her mouth. She winces once, pauses for a moment as your second spurt of cum shoots into her mouth, and then resumes massaging your balls and bobbing determinedly on your manhood.  
 
    It is the best blowjob you have experienced in a life recently filled with many amazing blowjobs. Saleen’s efforts exceed even Morelle’s hungry skill and the gelatinous sucking of Ooola the slime girl. She knows just when to suck, just how to lick you, and her practiced hands prolong your orgasm so much that you begin to laugh in amazement. 
 
    She finally relinquishes her grip on your cock and pops her lips free of your spent tip.  
 
    “Oh, goddess,” you moan. “That was…” 
 
    She opens her mouth to show you the huge quantity of cum covering her tongue before leaning over and spitting it into the kerchief that had contained her flat bread ration. She wipes her lips clean and smiles up at you. 
 
    “Well, that was rather disappointing,” she says. “I was just trying to get you ready for some fun, but it looks like I drained you dry.” 
 
    She pokes your wilting cock with a fingertip. 
 
    “I guess that means no fun for me,” she says, sinking lower on her knees and pouting her lips. 
 
    You will not stand for that. You did not cum in seconds like you might have weeks ago and she seemed downright determined to make you explode in her mouth. You growl and pick her up in your arms, amazed all over again by her petite size and light weight. 
 
    “Ahhhh! What are you doing!?” She cries. 
 
    “Taking care of you!” You shout, holding her in one arm and using your other hand to roughly strip off her clothing.  
 
    Saleen wriggles in your embrace, crying out and beating her fists against your chest as you strip off her robes and reveal the tight leather wrapping she is wearing beneath it. You toss her down on the bed furs and begin to strip this off of her, fighting the whole way and getting a fair few good smacks on your face and shoulders from the feisty elf. Although she is beating you, she is also laughing as she gasps, “Stop! Stop it! Unhand me, Lucas!” 
 
    It is only as you peel off the strips of leather and reveal her naked body that the fight goes out of her. The mood changes for a moment as you take in the sight of her naked body. Her pert breasts and brown nipples, her hairless mound, and the battle scars on her compact, chiseled physique.  
 
    “Are you going to fuck me like some brute?” She asks with a hint of tension in her voice. “Like every other man?” 
 
    “I am not every other man,” you say firmly. “I thought you would know that by now.” 
 
    You fall upon her with a furious need to prove yourself. You grab her muscular thighs and push her knees up, exposing the tan divot of her anus and parting her tender cunt to reveal the pink beneath her delicate dusky folds. She moans as you inhale her spicy scent. You bury your tongue in her hot cunt, tasting her sweat and the faint tang of her mixing with the sweetness of her arousal. She cries out as your tongue probes deep and your lips brush against her clit.  
 
    “Ohhhhh, Lucas!” She cries, cradling your head against her slick pussy. You lap at the tiny bud of her clit, coaxing it into full relief atop her folds and then capturing it in your lips and sucking eagerly. She wails with ecstasy and thrusts her hot cunt against you face. You thrust two fingers into her slick pussy and focus on licking and sucking her bud, driving her to louder and louder cries of pleasure that howl above the sound of the raging storm. 
 
    “MMmmmmmm!” You moan as you suck the sweet peach of Saleen’s pussy. Her juices flow into your mouth and her fingers tighten in your hair as she bucks against your face. Her cries grow so loud that you are glad when she squeeze your head between her muscular thighs and muffles the sound. You can actually feel her tight cunt clutching at your fingers as you fuck them in and out of her hot channel. 
 
    She relaxes at last, gasping for breath on the furs spread on the floor, her golden-skinned body glistening with sweat and her pretty face deeply flushed.  
 
    “Oh, Lucas,” she gasps. “Are you going to fuck me?”  
 
    “Yes,” you say, grinning as you wipe her juices from your lips. “But not yet.” 
 
    “What?” She sits up, propped up on her elbows. “Why not?” 
 
    You grab her ankles and roughly turn her over onto her hands and knees. You grab her around her hips, pulling her ass towards you as you slide your other hand down her back and push her face down into the furs. 
 
    “What in the names of the gods are you doing?” She demands. 
 
    You answer her by clapping both hands on her firm buttocks and squeezing. You practically dive on her firm round ass and stuff your tongue into the heat of her crack. She squeals in surprise as your tongue pushes past her clenching ring and into the hot tunnel of her ass. 
 
    “You’re licking me there?!” She gasps in surprise. 
 
    You roll your tongue around the rim of her ass, moaning, “Nnnnnhnnnn.” 
 
    “Oh gods,” she gasps, pushing her firm cheeks back against your face, clearly overcoming any self-consciousness as you rim her tight little hole.  
 
    The more you lick Saleen’s tight pucker, the more your cock throbs with need. You rim her ass and ram your fingers into her slick pussy, driving her hard and fast into another orgasm. The petite elf cries out with another storm of pleasure, throwing her head back and bucking her hips to fuck against your face. You choose that moment to plunge your tongue deep into the clench of her ass, invading her delicate hole and eliciting a shrill scream of pleasure.  
 
    “LUCCAASSSSSS!” She bucks her hips vigorously, nearly pitching you over backwards as you tongue-fuck her asshole and finger-fuck her clutching cunt.  
 
    Her ride against your face slows for a moment and then resumes as if she has reached a new plateau of pleasure. Breathless, gasping, she finally collapses facedown among the furs. Your tongue slides from her ass as she falls and you rise higher on your knees. 
 
    “Turn over,” you command her, your hands already flipping her onto her back.  
 
    She is drenched in sweat and almost delirious. She grins up at you, reaching for your face as you part her thighs and thrust your cock into the hot cove of her cunt. You hilt your cock in her velvet clutches and begin to move your hips, vigorously, but mindful of the limits of your pleasure. Her perky tits jiggle and shake with each thrust of your cock into her tight pussy. You lean over her and kiss her passionately, tongues intertwined and your language devolving to a dialogue of grunts and gasps.  
 
    You build to a massive climax, each thrusts taking you closer and closer. You gaze into her golden-brown eyes as you cum deep inside her, your seed flowing into her clutching pussy as she seems to share in a mutual orgasm. You gasp, wishing you could prolong the pleasure forever, but slowing your strokes as your cock becomes overly sensitive.  
 
    “Oh, Lucas,” she moans. “You came inside me.” 
 
    Her words strike a sudden cord. You are so used to bedding monster girls that the thought of impregnating Saleen had not even occurred to you.  
 
    “I… is it the right time for you to be…” 
 
    “It’s alright,” she says, stroking your cheek. “Worth the risk.” 
 
    She kisses you again and wraps her legs tightly around you, pulling your softening cock even deeper into her creamy pussy. Her squeezing inner walls reawaken your desire and after seemingly only moments you feel yourself growing stiff once more.  
 
    You begin to thrust into her cum-filled pussy, growing very harder and harder as she cries loudly and kisses you again and again. The sound of the storm seems to build into a primal scream with the force of your ecstasy as you cum a second time deep into Saleen’s clutching pussy.  
 
    You rest for a bit, drinking sweet wine from a flask Saleen kept stowed in her robes and luxuriating on the furs with the beautiful elf. She is so small in your arms and yet her body is toned and substantial against yours. Her kiss is playful and her hand begins to reawaken your cock. 
 
    “I might be too tired for this,” you laugh. 
 
    “I will be the judge of that,” she says, smiling as she kisses her way down your body and takes your cock into her mouth. 
 
    She managed to make you cum three more times before finally exhausting your ability to fuck her. You sink into each other’s arms and gazing into those winsome elven eyes you feel an unexpected tug of something more than lust. You think to say so to her, but before you can you slide into a warm, honey-brown sleep. 
 
    You awake to remarkable quiet. The storm has passed and sunlight is filtering through a part in the flaps of your tent. You can tell by the shadows on the hides that sand has nearly buried your tent. You torn onto your side and realize you are alone in the tent. Saleen must have left to see to the caravan.  
 
    You wash your face with warm water from a water pouch and clean your cock with a damp cloth. You still reek of sex, but it is the best you can do with only the desert provisions. You are just finishing dressing in your desert robe when there is a flash from the Sword of Veleda and Theora appears in the tent.  
 
    “Hello, Lucas,” she says, more than a little coldly. “I expected you to join me. I hope you had fun with the elf.” 
 
    “Um, yes, we got to know each other,” you say. 
 
    “Where is she now?” Theora asks. “We must be leaving.” 
 
    “I think she is just outside getting the caravan ready,” you say. 
 
    Theora opens the tent’s flap and storm-piled sand spills into the tent. She thrusts her head out through the flap and quickly declares, “No, Lucas, your elf is gone. The caravan has left us.” 
 
    “What?” You hasten to the flap and stick your head out of the tent beside Theora’s golden mane. Sure enough, the caravan has gone and long enough ago that the light wind has scrubbed away any trail of the departing sand shufflers. Disappointment plunges unexpectedly into your guts and you step back feeling actually wounded by Saleen’s surreptitious departure. 
 
    “Perhaps you did not get to know here as well as you thought,” says Theora, looking at your stricken expression. “Come, Lucas. Take my hand. Yasmeen’s magic has worn off and Veleda can return us to your farm.” 
 
    “Why wouldn’t she even say farewell to me?” You wonder aloud as you take Theora’s hand. 
 
    “Perhaps she does not actually like you, Lucas,” says Theora.  
 
    Although your mentor’s words are cruel, you detect a flicker of a sympathetic smile on her lips as a golden glow swallows you and Theora up. Before you can speak again, you are transformed into pure holy energy and flung through the heavens at impossible speed by the will of Veleda. 
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    Visit with Oola the slime girl 
 
      
 
    “Hina, I would like to visit Oola,” you say, thinking of the bubbly, happy slime girl. 
 
    Hina hesitates. It is hard to read her glassy eyes and porcelain face, but you sense something is amiss. 
 
    “What is it?” You ask. 
 
    “Oola is not well, master,” she says. “It is good you want to visit her, but I must warn you that she is not herself.” 
 
    “Take me to her,” you snap. “Quickly!” 
 
    You hurry down into the dank, cave-like portion of the dungeon beneath the castle. Hina has to lead you all the way up to Oola, who is sitting in as a dismally small puddle on the floor of the cave. She has darkened from violet to a shade of purple that is almost black and has shrunk to no bigger than your two hands clasped together, with a small, rubbery fringe around her core like a purple fried egg.  
 
    You scoop her up into your hands and she forms the slightest resemblance of a human face like a mask resting in your grasp. 
 
    “Yummy?” She burbles sadly. “You not leave Oola die?” 
 
    “Oh, no, Oola,” you say, guilt welling within you. “I left you too long without my… my juice.”  
 
    “No yummy,” she says, her voice gurgling. “Give me yummy?” 
 
    You realize what you have to do, but it will not be easy with Oola in such a pitiful state. You fumble your soft cock out of your trousers and try to stroke yourself hard looking down at this pitiful gelatinous remnant of Ooola.  
 
    Hina interjects, “Perhaps if she formed herself into something you could use. There are objects called Onaholes that are soft, jelly-like toys made from mindless sea slimes that fishermen sometimes use to pleasure themselves when away at sea. She has just enough remaining volume for this simple transformation.” 
 
    “Can you do it, Oola?” You ask, supporting her with one hand as you try to awaken your cock with the other. 
 
    “I try,” she burbles and begins curls herself into a tube shape. Her gelatinous remains are just sufficient to form a tube filled with soft, rubbery slime flesh about the right size for your cock. She is certainly much easier to grip in this shape. You rub the head of your cock against the rubbery entrance and to your surprise her cool flesh begins to arouse your manhood. You even drool a bit of precum against her opening, providing lubrication for you to slide your full, swelling length into the velvet tunnel created by her body. 
 
    “OoooooOOOooh, “she burbles as you sheath your length in her gelatinous onahole. You feel her throb around your cock, as if excited by your warm manhood sliding in and out of her rubbery sleeve.  
 
    “Let me, master,” offers the guide Hina and she wraps her hand around your cock, tightly gripping the Oola-hole as she begins to vigorously wank you with it. You pout one arm around the porcelain golem, watching her massage you with the cool, gelatinous tube of Oola’s body.  
 
    “Ohhh, this is pretty weird,” you laugh, but weird or not you cannot deny the pleasure building in your loins. 
 
    “Relax, master,” says Hina. “I can tell you are getting very close.” 
 
    “OOOooooooOOOhhh,” moans Ooola, her excitement vibrating around you. “Please give me yummy juice.” 
 
    Your breathing grows heavier, the tension building your stomach and your tightening bollocks. You thrust your hips out of habit, but this only seems to mess up the timing of Hina’s deft strokes. You force yourself to stop and allow her full control over wanking your hard cock in Oola’s increasingly slippery sleeve. 
 
    “Can taste!” Oola burbles excitedly. “Give more juice, please!” 
 
    “Ahhhhhhhhhh!” You feel the pressure building inexorably, reaching the giddy plateau and then plunging over it as your cock explodes inside the squeezing tube of the slime girl’s body. You spunk fills a translucent bubble at the end of your cock that swells with each pulse of creamy seed. As your last gush fills the bubble, it compresses and the milky liquid spreads throughout Oola’s body. She begins to shake and boil with life. You pull out your cock and Hina places Oola gently onto the floor.  
 
    Somehow, that small measure of your cum is enough to cause Oola to begin to dramatically expand. Her color returns to a brighter, more luminous violet and she spreads like a spilled bucket of slime across the floor.  
 
    “OOooooOOoh!” She burbles excitedly, sending out pseudopods that grow into arms and legs and form slowly into a full-sized and very busty simulacrum of a nude, voluptuous woman. She stands up and smiles at you, her translucent flesh glowing in the dark cave. “You saved me, master! I thank! I give you many thanks!” 
 
    She leaps at you, knocking you to the floor and kissing you on the lips. You taste her sweet, slimy tongue in your mouth and you feel her slimy pussy rubbing against your flaccid cock. It draws you into her cool, jiggling slime with a suck and you begin to stiffen as she grinds her wobbling body against you and kisses you with sloppy enthusiasm.  
 
    “I will leave you to your visit, master,” says Hina, retreating from the room. 
 
    “Thank you, Hinas,” burbles Oola, her voice un-muffled even though she is messily kissing you with her slimy lips and a thick tongue of sweet slime. 
 
    Oola proceeds to take her slimy revenge for her neglect. There is nothing you can do in the face of her gelatinous enthusiasm. She rides her slimy pussy on your cock, providing you with a blurry, translucent view of your manhood trapped inside her homogenous body. When you cum, as you do quickly, you watch as your spurts of seed become cloudy wisps that seem to evaporate into her violet flesh.  
 
    “OooOOOOooohhh, so yummy!” She burbles. “Need more!” 
 
    You cannot escape her clutching cunt. It becomes a mouth and her entire anatomy shifts as your embrace with her becomes a 69 and your tongue is forced into her slippery, sweet pussy. She sucks vigorously at your cock until you are spurting again into her gelatinous body. She pulls you into a missionary position and forces you to thrust into her again and again, even sticking a gelatinous finger into your ass to push you over the edge and make you pump her full of another load. 
 
    She is riding you for the third or fourth time, working on your tenth orgasm, when you finally groan and pass out. You dream of being a storm-tossed ship on a sea of slime. With a milky white burst, your ship is broken in half and you plunge beneath the waves into a sea filled with luminous violet mermaids.  
 
    “OOOOOooooooOOOOoooh!” They sing. 
 
    You awaken in a bed in a white room. A Hina wearing a white dress stands over you and lifts a potion from your lips. 
 
    “Master, you are awake,” she says.  
 
    “H-how long?” You croak. 
 
    “Only a few minutes,” she says. “Oola fetched the guide as soon as she realized something was wrong. Your Hina brought you up to the infirmary and I prepared a healing potion to restore your essence.” 
 
    You swing your legs over the side of the bed, a bit sore, but otherwise none the worse for wear. The guide Hina enters with a cool glass of water which you drink greedily to rinse the foul taste of the potion from your mouth.  
 
    “You should get some sleep,” suggests your guide. 
 
    “No,” you say firmly. “No time for that.” 
 
    “Well, then,” says the guide, seemingly slightly miffed that you will not heed her advice. “Where would you like to go now?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The answer is an egg 
 
      
 
    “The answer is an egg,” you say confidently. 
 
    Yasmeen’s face twists into a cruel smile and her reptilian eyes flash with hunger. 
 
    “No, my little human, I’m afraid the answer is… wait? Wha did you say?” She tenses and cocks her head curiously, as if she did not hear you correctly. 
 
    “I said it’s an egg,” you shout. “To do anything with an egg, you have to break it.” 
 
    Her cruel pleasure becomes anger.  
 
    “What? No! How did you know?!” She slithers towards you and you narrowly avoid being tripped up by her tail. You scoop up your sword as she rages, “You cheated! The angel told you the answer! I will eat you both!” 
 
    Yasmeen pursues you furiously, her pretty face ugly with her rage and her fangs on full display as she reaches for you. She almost has you too, but at the last moment you slide beneath her and drive your sword up, straight between her breasts. You should feel the crunching of your holy blade punching through her sternum and ending her monstrous life. Instead, there is a bright flash of light and the looming weight of Yasmeen disappears. The pink crystal in the grip of your sword glows, winks a few times and goes dim again.  
 
    You have done it. You have defeated and captured Yasmeen. You have not yet learned the answer to your question about the location of Chthona, but when you defeated the vampiress Izabella she became much more forthcoming. You hope Yasmeen will be similarly cooperative. 
 
    “Ohhhhh,” groans Theora, pushing herself onto her hands and knees. 
 
    You rush to her and kneel down beside her, helping her steady herself. 
 
    “Is it… did you…?” She looks at you with pain in her silvery-blue eyes. 
 
    “Yes, Theora, it is over,” you say and help the angel to her feet. “I have defeated the lamia and trapped her in the Crystal Sanctum.” 
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    Startle Eye 
 
      
 
    Saleen circles you aggressively, darting in and striking at your guard, trying to catch you wrong-footed or just wear you down. Her plan is working with each parry and you know you can’t keep circling her forever. You need to use one of your special abilities to gain the upper hand. You need to blind her. 
 
    You continue to circle and parry Saleen’s attacks. She giggles and taunts you, but you know ignore her and begin to whisper a prayer to the goddess. You feel her power building inside you; a trembling energy that demands to be released. You parry another of Saleen’s attacks and then thrust out your first, opening your hand, palm up, scarce inches from the petite elf’s veiled face.  
 
    You turn away and close your eyes as the holy purity of Veleda bursts in the palm of your hand. The flash is so bright that it shows pink through your eyelids. Saleen cries out and you hear one of her daggers clatter against the stone floor as she tries to shield her face. The after-image is still pulsing in your vision as you recover and see Saleen staggering back. Theora, Toad, and the others watching the fight are also seemingly blinded.  
 
    Gripping the Sword of Veleda, you advance on Saleen, intent on finishing thing. Your aim is not to kill her, but to keep Theora from being defiled by Toad, you are willing to hurt Saleen. You turn the flat of your sword and swing at her head.  
 
    In an instant, the petite elf draws another silver dagger and catches your sword on two knives. She tilts her head, as if listening to the rasping your sword makes against her crossed daggers. Her eyes are closed. 
 
    “What?” You gasp in shock, trying to overpower her parry. You free your sword and swing again and again she blocks your sword, though her eyes remain closed. 
 
    “The Karomingal blade masters taught me many skill,” says Saleen, “including blind fighting.” 
 
    With your sword locked to her blades, Saleen kicks you in the stomach and drives you back. You lose your grip on your sword. With her eyes still closed, the petite elf tosses your sword aside and cartwheels towards you. She lands straddling your stomach, knocking the wind out of you with the impact and pressing the edge of one of her daggers to your throat. 
 
    “I can feel your tender neck,” she says, slowly opening her eyes and blinking away the flash of Startle Eye. “Yield to me, speck, or I cut you bad.” 
 
    Your position is hopeless. Through clenched teeth, you mutter, “I yield.” 
 
    “It is done,” croaks Toad, still rubbing his bulging, reptilian eyes.  
 
    Saleen leaps to her feet and bows crisply to Toad.  
 
    “Thank you, my sweet,” says Toad. “You may go.” 
 
    Saleen dances away from Toad and departs the throne room through the red curtain. You roll unsteadily to your feet and push up on your hands and knees. You failed. Theora is going to be defiled by this grotesque creature. You cannot look her in her eyes as you stand and face Toad. 
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    Drink the Blue Milk Potion 
 
      
 
    Keeping your sword up, you reach into the leather pouch on your hip and draw out the vial containing the blue milk potion. You pop the stopper free with your thumb and take a swig of the sweet, creamy liquid within the vial. You quickly return the stopper to your pouch.  
 
    “What was that?” Saleen laughs and darts in for another probing attack. You parry it easily. “You think some potion is going to save you from humiliation?” 
 
    “Save me?” You feel the potion beginning to burn through your veins. “Save me?! No! This potion… will… turn me into a BEAST!” 
 
    Your muscles swell and bulge from neck down to your ankles. Your chest muscles grow and shoulders become wider and more substantial. You grow several inches, towering above the shocked elf. Your face is flushed with anger and desire. Your cock, already hard, swells massively beneath the robe. The sensation of the fabric rubbing against your cockhead enrages you further. 
 
    “Now you see!” You snarl. “Now you get what you deserve!” 
 
    “What the!?” Saleen reels as you swing the flat of your blade and knock the daggers from her hands. You charge her as your massive cock pushes through the layers of your robes. The throbbing, red, thick-veined shaft of your cock emerges behind the angry purple plum of your cockhead. Saleen stumbles and falls to the ground. 
 
    You fall upon her, stripping off her billowy trousers and exposing the small, dusky-lipped peach of her pussy. She kicks at you, but her feet hammer against your unfeeling muscles. You pin her hands above her head and tear off her top, exposing the small, heaving mounds of her girlish breasts. Her brown nipples are as stiff as pebbles.  
 
    “Yield to me,” you snarl, hoping she will refuse. 
 
    “Curse you, human!” She cries. “I won’t give you the—AAAAH!!” 
 
    Saleen cries out as you hilt your massively swollen cock in her little pussy, stretching her roughly around your throbbing tip and ramming into her silky depths until you feel her inner limit. Your heavy bollocks swing free of your robe and slap against her as you begin to pump your huge cock in and out. She wails with a mixture of shock, pain, and pleasure. Her nails claw at your robe, tearing into the material, but unable to slow your punishing thrusts into her stuffed cunt. 
 
    You feel a pang of guilt for what you are doing, but the pleasure-hungry beast now rules your mind and pushes you to pound your cock harder and faster into Saleen. Her breasts, though small, shudder and jiggle with each of your frenzied strokes. You palm one of her tits, feeling the nipple pressing against your hand as you squeeze her pliable flesh.  
 
    “Oh, goddess,” she cries. “It’s so big!” 
 
    You bend her body beneath you, pushing her legs up until her knees are nearly at her shoulders and her pussy and ass are nearly perpendicular to her body. You slam down into her, holding onto the backs of her thighs and forcefully driving the throbbing pillar of your cock, glistening with her juices, into the stretched sleeve of her pussy. She pants helplessly, tears spilling from her once-fierce eyes. 
 
    “Yes! Yessss!” You roar, your cock swelling and your bollocks tightening. 
 
    “Ohhhhh… oooohhhh goddess… I’m cummmmming!” Saleen cries, her scratching fingers suddenly gripping your arms tightly. You feel her pussy tense and convulse around your thrusting cock. With a bestial growl, you explode inside her clenching cunt, spurting your hot seed with such force that it gushes back up her stuffed channel and bursts out of her cuntlips. Cum froths from her little pussy as you slam your load deep inside her, emptying your throbbing balls. 
 
    “Do you yield?” You roar, punishing her creamy cunt with your still-hard cock. 
 
    “Yield,” she moans. “I yield!” 
 
    You pull your cock from Saleen’s pussy with a raunchy slurp, rising to your feet to stand over the spunk-spattered form of the petite elf. You feel the rage fading and your cock slowly retreating back to its normal size.  
 
    “You have beaten her,” croaks Toad with disappointment. “Go and clean yourself, Saleen.” 
 
    “Y-yes, father,” gasps Saleen, gathering her clothes and limping out of the throne room.  
 
    “Not a very honorable method,” says Theora. 
 
    “I spared you being fucked by a lizard,” you reply. 
 
    You turn and look at Toad, the last of your potion-fueled fury draining from your face. 
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    Agree to take Theora’s place 
 
      
 
    You tremble at the thought of Toad touching your newly-voluptuous body with his rough reptilian hands. But even worse than that thought is the thought that he would tear open Theora’s gown and fondle her the way you are imagining. The fear tight in your belly is no match for your need to protect your companion. 
 
    “I… I will take her place,” you say, feeling strange as the soft, feminine voice passes your full lips. 
 
    “Lucas, no,” moans Theora. “You do not know what you are doing.” 
 
    “I failed you,” you say. “I should pay the price.” 
 
    Toad releases Theora and saunters over to you. He presses his bulk against your back, reaching over your shoulder with one hand to fondle your breasts through your robe. He squeezes and mauls your new tits and when his scaly fingers find your right nipple he pinches and makes a jolt of pain and pleasure shoot through your body. 
 
    “Ahhh,” you cry. 
 
    “Release her – him!” Theora commands. 
 
    “Lucia has made up her mind,” says Toad and he runs his wide, slimy tongue up your neck to flick at your earlobe. You shudder against him and his grip tightens on your breast. “She is going to be pleasuring me so you don’t have to, Theora. What a devoted little hero you have.” 
 
    “No,” cries Theora. “Lucas! Don’t do this! You might make the magic of the potion irreversible!” 
 
    Toad gestures to his huge bodyguard and the masked warrior grabs Theora by her arms and drags her out of the throne room. The concubines follow him, leaving you alone with the amorous lizard man.  
 
    “I won’t hurt you, little Lucia,” croaks Toad softly. “My name is Grazzek. The name my tribal chief gave me as a whelp. You may say this name when you are calling out in pleasure.” 
 
    His rough lips press against your neck as his slide his hands to the neck of your robes. He pulls your robe open suddenly, growling bestially as he strips the robe down from your slender shoulders and your ample breasts. The material hangs on your thick, pick nipples for a moment before dropping down from your shapely hips and revealing your flat tummy and the brown tuft of hair atop your delicate cunt. 
 
    “What a lovely butterfly the caterpillar has become,” croaks Toad appreciatively. 
 
    The foul lizard man does not hesitate to pull you into an amorous embrace, your soft, smooth body pressing against his scaly flesh as he kisses you and thrusts his foul-tasting tongue into your mouth. You can do nothing but endure such a kiss as the fat slug of his tongue roams around your mouth and his hands stroke your back and squeeze your round ass. Your nipples, seemingly twice as sensitive, drag against the roughness of the scales on Grazzek’s chest. Each bump sends another small jolt of pleasure through your traitorous body. 
 
    “Mmmmmm,” you moan against his slobbering kiss. 
 
    “You like it,” he laughs, his big hands on your shapely hips. “Good. It will make this easier for you.” 
 
    “W-what?” You gasp breathlessly, looking into his bulging reptilian eyes. 
 
    Grazzek answers by lifting you into his arms and carrying you over to his throne of countless pillows. He lays you down upon them gingerly and you look up, your heart pounding as the big reptile settles heavily to his knees. You let out a soft moan as he spreads your thighs. His wide, ugly head ducks to your chest and his tongue slides over and between the soft mounds of your breasts. You whimper as his slimy tongue drags across your nipples. You cry out as he sucks your tender buds and pushes a scaly hand between your thighs.  
 
    “Ohhhhhh,” you moan as he begins to finger your slick folds. Your body has betrayed your perverse desire and Grazzek chuckles and rubs at your bud. The sensation leaves you whimpering, thighs quaking as a pulsing pleasure is unleashed through your body. You let out a cry and he croaks with laughter, slobbering and slurping on your breasts as he makes you climax with nothing more than his fingers. 
 
    But the bloated reptile has more surprises in store for you as he runs his tongue down your hitching abdomen to the tufted mound of your newly-made womanhood. You try to close your thighs and your supple skin presses against his broad head. He ignores your attempts to deny him as he pets and inspects your virgin cunt. 
 
    “So fresh,” he croaks. “Not even the purest concubine from Alshana can match your delicacy, Lucia. Permit me to sip the dew from your pretty pink petals.” 
 
    “Noooo,” you cry softly as you push your hands feebly at the horned ridges of his head. 
 
    Toad simply ignores you as he runs his warm, slimy tongue from your anus to the bud of your clit. As he reaches that throbbing button, pleasure shoots through you with such force that you cry out in shock. He croaks with amusement as he begins to lap at your slit. His tongue gently opens your dewy folds and he slurps lewdly at your delicate cunt, licking your clit as he does. The more he licks, the greater your pleasure grows, until your hands that once pushed Toad’s face away are now clinging to his head as you buck your hips. 
 
    “Ahhhhh! Ohhhh it’s so good!” You cry, experiencing deep, radiating pleasure like you have never endured before. It may not have the explosive intensity of your male orgasms, but it has a full-body ecstasy that you never imagined possible. Grazzek savors the sweet honey that flows from your cunt as you cum and you do not care, you feed it to him eagerly, bucking and writhing against his tongue. 
 
    “Now,” says Grazzek, slowly lifting his glistening face from between your trembling thighs, “you must repay the generosity I have shown.” 
 
    He grunts as he pushes upright and then turns and flops into a sitting position atop a hillock of pillows. His scaly legs are parted and you realize he has shed his loincloth. You watch with fascination at the grotesque sight of the glistening pink flesh of his genitals pushing out from a slit between his legs. Inch by inch it slides into view, revealing a ridge, slightly bent cock that has an almost soft appearance despite being erect. It lacks the well-defined shape of a human phallus and reminds you more of a dog’s erect penis.  
 
    You crawl closer and see the fine tracery of capillaries on the pink shaft reaching up to its lopsided tip. The smell of it reminds you of pond water, but it is not entirely unpleasant. Your stomach tightens at the thought of touching this foul flesh or, goddess forbid, taking it into your mouth. 
 
    “I c-can’t do this,” you say to him. 
 
    He smiles, his throat bulging with what you take to be amusement. 
 
    “You will,” he croaks, “or I will have Kahad fetch Theora. She will be compelled to do it.” 
 
    You gingerly reach out and touch his cock with the tip of an index finger. His slimy maleness twitches and drips a clear liquid from its tip.  
 
    “Do not fear it, Lucia,” croaks Grazzek. “Many beautiful women have served this cock. But you are a rare flower I must pluck. Show me you belong as a woman. That you are eager to serve my superior reptile flesh. Take it into your mouth.” 
 
    His arrogant words are like a lash across your back. Your face burns with shame as you lean forward, close your eyes, and part your lips. You want to retch as the slimy flesh presses over your lips, as it slides across your tongue and fills your mouth with the faint salty flavor of his male flesh. He croaks with pleasure and, instinctively, you begin to suck. Your shame is forgotten in a moment, your lips tightening around his glistening pink shaft as you begin to pleasure him. 
 
    “Good, good,” croaks Grazzek. “A quicker study than some of my finest concubines.” 
 
    “Mmmmmm,” you whimper with despair, slurping and bobbing your head on his cock. You take him so deep you gag yourself, recover, and continue sucking. The more you suck, the more you want this, tasting the salty flow of his precum and swallowing his foul ooze as if it is a reward for your efforts. Without even realizing what you are doing, you begin to rub your clit as you suckle at Grazzek’s reptilian cock.  
 
    “Enough,” he croaks loudly, pulling his cock from your mouth and leaving you gasping and desperate for more. “I see that look in your eyes, Lucia. It is time to rut with you.” 
 
    Fear surges anew, but you do not resist the big reptile. He turns you over onto your hands and knees, stroking your cunt with his fingers to be sure you are wet and eager for his cock. To your shameful realization, you are soaking with anticipation, your cunt already dripping with your readiness. He kneels behind you, resting one hand on your shapely hips as he takes hold of his pink cock with his other hand. He guides the slightly squishy tip to the hot folds of your pussy. You suck in a breath and hold it, anticipating pain as he plunders your virgin cunt. 
 
    “Do not fear, Lucia,” he murmurs and gives your ass a squeeze. “I will not hurt you.” 
 
    He takes you with a single stroke and a pang of pain as your virginity is claimed. Warmth flows around him as his thick cock squeezes into your velvet channel. He croaks with bestial pleasure and takes hold of your hips with both hands. The experience is almost mind-altering. This monster is inside you. He is claiming you and mounting you from behind, his clawed hands controlling your movements and his scaly hips spanking against your ass and making your cheeks jiggle. With each thrust of the brute’s cock, your dangling breasts swing beneath you and serve as a reminder – if you needed one – of your physical transformation.  
 
    “Oh, goddess, forgive me,” you whisper as pleasure begins to build with each of Grazzek’s thrusts.  
 
    “Yes, push back against me,” he croaks. “Swallow my cock with your lovely human cunt.” 
 
    “Ohhhhh!” You cry shamefully, dropping your head to the cushions, arching your back, and pushing your pussy onto his slick, throbbing cock. Your orgasm follows swiftly and your fingers twist in the cushions as your pussy ripples around his cock. 
 
    “Yesss!” Toad hisses, thrusting raggedly into your clutching channel. “My seed boils, little Lucia!” 
 
    He is going to cum inside you! Can you be impregnated by such a creature? If he seeds you, will you ever be able to turn back into a man?  
 
    Do you even want to turn back? 
 
    You feel his cock swelling inside you, a strange, wonderful fullness that radiates pure pleasure through your submissive body. You can tell that Toad is on the brink of his climax. 
 
    “I give you the choice,” he pants, sloshing his thick cock in and out of your pussy. “Where shall I… ahhh… spurt my seed… my pretty little human?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Maddening Pleasure 
 
      
 
    Your superior size and your knowledge of the erotic arts, imparted by frequent visits to your harem of monster girls, might give you the edge you need to defeat Saleen. You watch her move, admiring her compact, yet feminine body. She charges at you and you narrowly deflect her blades. 
 
    “Come on, speck,” she teases. “You have to fight to win.” 
 
    “Oh?” You shoot back. “I consider myself more of a lover.”  
 
    She does not like the sound of this and comes at you again. You grab one of her wrists, twisting and dislodging the dagger from her grip. You deflect her other blade with your sword, lean in, and kiss Saleen on her lips through her thin veil. She cries out in surprise as you press your lips to her, so shocked by the kiss that she allows it to linger for a moment, her eyes half-closing, before she realizes what you are doing and pushes away from you. 
 
    “Bastard,” she says. “You have succubus power. Where did you learn that?”  
 
    “I trained with the Morelle swordswoman,” you laugh, resuming your circling.  
 
    She comes at you again, snarling with anger, but off-balance and ruled by her emotions. You knock aside her daggers and drive her to the ground, falling atop her and pinning her wrists under one hand. You tear the veil from her face, revealing her delicate, golden feature and the pink bow of her lips.  
 
    “Bastard,” she snarls.  
 
    You kiss her again, feeling the tension in her pinched lips slowly yield to you, her mouth opening and her nimble tongue meeting yours. The daggers clink to the floor as she releases them from her grasp. She sighs against your lips and you move lower, kissing her throat, her toned shoulder, and slipping her top up and over the modest mounds of her breasts.  
 
    Saleen hisses with surprise as you suck at the dusky bud of one of her nipples. Your tongue lashes and she squirms and gasps with pleasure.  
 
    “Let me go,” she demands, but her writhing hips draw your attention. As you suck at her tiny nipples, you thrust your free hand down into her loose-fitting pants and feel the hairless mound of her cunt. It is hot and damp with her arousal, the pebble of her clit easily found by your skilled fingers.  
 
    “Y-you can’t,” cries Saleen, but you most definitely can. You release her wrists and she grabs your head, but does not push it away or pull it up. In fact, you begin to kiss lower, and strip her pants down from her girlish hips to reveal her muscular thighs and the delicate mound of her elfin cunt.  
 
    You spread her legs and attack her with relish, thrusting your tongue into Saleen’s spicy peach. Her tight channel flexes against your probing tongue and she wails with pleasure as you lick at the prominent bud of her clit. Her sweet juices spill into your mouth and she thrusts against your tongue, panting and writhing and totally at your mercy. At one point, she seems to come to her senses and turns over, trying to crawl away. 
 
    You grab her firm bottom and pull it to your face, lathering her cunt with sloppy licks and sliding your tongue into her crack to taste the dusky clench of her asshole. Her cries of pleasure shake through her and that delicate divot flexes beneath your tongue. She slumps down, her ass raised behind her as you lick and suck her sweet cunt and tongue her clenching ass.  
 
    Poor Saleen is left whimpering and drooling from the frenzy of pleasure. You rise behind her, your cock bulging in your robes, but untouched. 
 
    “Yield,” you demand. When she only moans in reply, you turn your attention to Toad. “Tell her to yield to me or I will finish it with my sword.” 
 
    “She yields!” Toad croaks with disappointment. “Saleen, you have failed me! Leave me!” 
 
    She moans helplessly, pulling her clothes against her naked body as she crawls from the throne room. You catch a reproachful glance from Theora, who probably did not expect you to win that way. 
 
    “I will admit,” says Toad, “I am angered by your technique, but I must respect the rules of the battle. You have won.” 
 
    You sheath your sword and face him, a triumphant smile on your cum smeared lips. 
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    Look away as Theora pays the price 
 
      
 
    You have failed Theora and now she must pay the price. You are so ashamed and so disgusted by what is happening that you cannot bear to watch the fair angel be defiled by Toad. You are filled with self-loathing and revulsion as his claws fondle her creamy breasts and his pink tongue slimes the supple curve of her neck and her strong shoulder. She quakes with disgust and lets out a soft whimper of defeat. 
 
    You turn your head away and Toad immediately croaks with laughter. 
 
    “Turn away like a coward, little boy,” says the reptile. “Close your eyes while I take the pleasure I am owed.” 
 
    You do not close your eyes, but you focus on the sconces on the wall far away even as you can see the vile act playing out in your peripheral vision. You see his dark, scaly bulk pressing Theora down to her knees. You hear her soft moan and spot a glistening pink blur that must surely be his cock. You hear her slurping on him and gagging on his monstrous member. 
 
    “Ohhhhhh, yes,” croaks Toad. “Serve me like the whore you are, Theora.” 
 
    Worse than the wet sucking sounds of her mouth as she pleasure him are the soft cries of lust that grow more and more frequent. Your stomach twists in a knot when you hear Toad say, “Yes, fuck yourself with your fingers as you draw out my seed!” 
 
    Toad begins to make a loud croaking sound that you take to be his monstrous cries of pleasure. You feel as if you are going to throw up as he commands, “Drink my seed!” 
 
    Theora gurgles and struggles to gulp down Toad’s vile spunk. You can hear some of it splattering on the floor and she gasps for breath as he finally withdraws his huge cock from her mouth.  
 
    “Ride me now, my feathered slut,” croaks Toad with laughter. “Let me feel how your cunt grips my cock.” 
 
    “Yes,” cries Theora and your heart aches. You hear and partially see them shifting onto Toad’s cushions as he reclines and the beautiful angel straddles him. You wish you could shut your ears as Theora moans with pleasure and impales herself on the pink gristle of Toad’s cock.  
 
    Toad’s reptilian croaks and Theora’s angelic cries of pleasure build to a crescendo. They are no longer even aware you are in the room, they are locked in the pure, instinctual joy of their coupling. You can see her plush ass rising and falling and her wings spreading as she cries out in ecstasy. 
 
    “I’m cummmmmming!” Her wings snap open wide and toad lets out a bellowing croak. You can imagine his seed pumping into her receptive channel, her powerful walls of silken pleasure milking every monstrous drop from him. 
 
    Theora slumps atop him, panting breathlessly and kissing Toad. Their tongues perform a raunchy dance that you can faintly hear from where you remain bound to the chair. Toad thrusts two clawed fingers into Theora’s creamy pussy and the angel lets out a cry of surprise. Toad pushes her off of him and you see him stagger to his feet and approach you in the chair.  
 
    “Enjoy the show?” Toad croaks with cruel amusement. “A parting gift.” 
 
    He swipes his clawed fingers across your face, smearing the pungent filth of his spunk fresh from Theora’s well-fucked cunt. You nearly gag at the stench of it and he laughs and shoves you over onto your back.  
 
    “Kahad! Take this one to a room for the night! My angel and I are retiring to my private chambers.” 
 
    The masked warrior grunts, unties you, and drags you out of the room as you hear Theora cooing softly in pleasure. You are filled with rage as Kahad nearly throws you into a small bedroom. A tray of food and a pitcher of water are shoved inside the room. The door locks and you are left alone with your thoughts.  
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    Drink the swirling milk potion 
 
      
 
    You boldly stand your ground as Yasmeen slithers towards you. There is no chance fighting a creature like her under normal circumstances, so it’s time to make things very strange by introducing a little chaos to the battle. You grab the vial containing the swirling, faintly glowing potion from your hip pouch. You pop the seal and upend the content of the entire vile into your mouth. You taste a riot of flavors, sweetness, creaminess, hints of nuts and spices, and a powerful salty aftertaste. You gulp it down your gullet and your stomach becomes instantly warm and tingling.  
 
    “What did you just drink?” Hisses Yasmeen as you toss the vial aside.  
 
    “I’m not sure exactly,” you say. “It’s unpredic… unpredict… dick… AHHHHHHHHHHHHH!” 
 
    You grab your head as the change comes over you, shooting needles of pain into every muscle and bone in your body. It is a pain like none you have ever experienced. Rather than a gradual change, you inflate like Toad’s throat filling with air, your body transforming in the span of a second. You grow to twice your size, shredding your robe at the seams. Your hair turns a pink-tinted shade of blonde, your features and proportions become not just feminine but exaggeratedly feminine, with huge breasts, full lips, and long, curling lashes. Your mind blanks. All that you can think about is cock and pleasing cock. Coincidentally, you have a giant one of those jutting from between your shapely thighs. You grip it in both hands and lean down to look at it.  
 
    “Was this the intended purpose of your potion?” Yasmeen chuckles, looking you over.  
 
    “Uh, yeah, it totally was,” you say, your voice girlish, bubbly and with a dollop of vocal fry. You look up at the lamia, remembering that she was going to eat you and ask, “Are you still going to eat me?” 
 
    “Hmmmmm,” she circles around you looking you over. She prods your breasts with a finger and they not only wobble but begin to leak milk. “No, I think not. You are much more interesting than I originally thought.” 
 
    Her finger traces down your flat tummy to your huge cock. She gives it a poke and you cry out with pleasure, your cock twitching and leaking drops of precum.  
 
    “Yes, very interesting,” laughs Yasmeen.  
 
    She moves with such suddenness that you have no chance to react. You cry out girlishly as Yasmeen coils her serpentine half around your body, wrapping you up to your breasts, which she squeezes and causes milk to spray out of your thick nipples. Your dripping cock juts from between two coils.  
 
    “Hey, let me go,” you cry, beating your fists helplessly against Yasmeen’s snakelike lower body. She brings her face very close to yours, her eyes flashing with pretty lights that put you at ease. You stop pounding on her coils and she leans in and kisses you, her breasts pressing against your milky tits and her tongue thrusting into your mouth. You moan with lust as her smooth scales begin to rub back and forth against your cock. 
 
    “I think I will keep you around for a while,” she hisses against your lips. “What do you say, Lucas?” 
 
    “Lucas? Oh, um, right. What do you want to keep me around for? For… ahhhh… you’re rubbing my penis!” 
 
    “Do you like that?” She asks with amusement.  
 
    You look down over her writhing coils and watch your cock turn from red to purple. Your pleasure is rising towards an explosive release. 
 
    “Ah! It feels good!” 
 
    “Yes, it does, and I can give you greater pleasures,” she says. “Would you like to be my mate, Lucas?” 
 
    “What?” You gasp. “Your… aAAAAAAH!” 
 
    You cry out as the pleasure becomes too much to ignore. You thrust your hips, fucking between her rubbing coils and spurting out huge ropes of thick, milky spunk. Your cum splashes Yasmeen’s breasts and belly and she coos with delight. You whimper as she squeezes out every drop from your huge cock.  
 
    “Yes,” you moan, thinking of how good it feels to have her coils rubbing your big penis. “Yes, okay, I’ll be your mate if you promise to let me cum and cum a whole bunch.” 
 
    “Oh, I promise,” laughs Yasmeen. She opens her mouth to reveal sharp fangs dripping with venom. You scream in terror as she lunges at your neck and sinks her needlelike fangs into her supple flesh. The venom courses into your bloodstream and almost immediately, you feel the change beginning.  
 
    You realize your legs are melding together and elongating, your body is growing even larger, and your leaking breasts are swelling to gigantic proportions.  
 
    “Oh my gods!” You cry. “I’m totally turning into a lamia!” 
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    The answer is one half of a league 
 
      
 
    If the two entrances of a burrow are on league apart, then the snake can travel half a league into the burrow before it is traveling the other half of a league out of the burrow. You smile with satisfaction. You know the answer. 
 
    “Your time is up, Lucas,” hisses Yasmeen. “What is your answer?” 
 
    “The answer is one half of a league,” you say confidently.  
 
    “One league you say?” Yasmeen laughs. “Well, I am sorry to say—“ 
 
    “No, I said ‘one half of a league’!” You shout. “One league is the wrong answer.” 
 
    “What?” Yasmeen’s face contorts in anger. “You say one league. You are lying. You could tell that it was the wrong answer and I will not allow you to change your answer now.” 
 
    You quickly raise your sword as she lunges at you and you manage to deflect Yasmeen’s blow, opening a wound along her inner forearm. She howls with pain and anger and you leap onto her writhing coils, into the air, and plunge your sword into her throat with both hands. 
 
    Only your sword does not make contact with Yasmeen’s flesh as you deliver this mortal blow. She explodes in a flash of light and you pass through where her body should be, landing heavily on your feet. The pink crystal set into the grip of your sword glows and pulses with light for a few seconds, then goes dark. Your heart is still pounding as a wave of exhilaration washes over you.  
 
    You have done it! You have avoided being eaten and you have defeated the lamia. 
 
    Of course, you still have to get an answer from her about how to reach Chthona. Now that she is imprisoned within the Crystal Sanctum getting an answer should be much easier. 
 
    Theora groans on the floor beside you and begins to push herself up onto her hands and knees. You hurry to her side and kneel down next to her. 
 
    “Did you… did you do it?” Theora croaks. 
 
    “I defeated her,” you say and help Theora to her feet. “Yasmeen is trapped inside the sword with the others.” 
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    The answer is a seal 
 
      
 
    “A seal,” you say, feeling good about the answer. “You must break it to read a letter or to open a sealed pot.” 
 
    “Very clever,” says Yasmeen with a smile. “A good answer. Of course… a seal is used to hold something shut. Breaking a seal ruins it.” 
 
    “W-what?”  
 
    You take a step back from the lamia and stumble over her tail which is curled behind you. As you fall, she catches you and wraps you once more in her powerful coils. She lifts you up to her giant face and favors you with a hideously wide smile. 
 
    “You are wrong, Lucas,” she hisses. “And that means you are my dinner!” 
 
    “Wait! You can’t—“ 
 
    Yasmeen’s mouth opens and keeps opening, wider and wider, until all you can see is her pink tongue reaching around your neck and her cavernous mouth opening to swallow you up. You try to pull away, but her serpentine body is already wrapped tightly around your legs up to your waist.  
 
    She lifts you and slams you into her mouth. If you try to fight it, her teeth will tear you to ribbons. You slide down the warm, pink tunnel of her gullet and into the tight, stretching space of her stomach. It is dark and hard to breathe and in moments you are covered with warm digestive juices.  
 
    “No,” you moan, pushing on her stomach with your hands and feet. “No! Let me out! I don’t want to be eaten!” 
 
    She caresses you with her hand on her stomach. 
 
    “Then you should have answered the riddle correctly, Lucas,” she says. “Now be a good boy and digest.” 
 
    As Yasmeen’s digestive fluids fill her stomach up to your chin, you have little choice in the matter. Soon, your mind becomes hazy and you begin to dissolve into mush within her stomach. It is not painful, but you know there will be no rescue this time.  
 
    The goddess cannot save you from becoming the lamia’s meal. 
 
      
 
    BAD END 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Drink the Swirling Milk Potion 
 
      
 
    Gretchen is always working on new formulas for her potions and she promised you something different when she handed over the swirling pink and blue potion. You suspect that it will change you into a cross between a man and a woman, something unusual that might confuse Saleen, but leave you ready to fight if you are prepared for the transformation.  
 
    “Stop stalling,” shouts Saleen, slashing at you with her daggers. The blades of her weapons clang loudly against your sword as you deflect her attack. You push her away, shouting fiercely. 
 
    “You have no idea what you are facing,” you laugh a bit madly, which catches her by surprise.  
 
    Saleen backpedals, giving you room and time. You reach for your hip pouch and take out the vial containing the swirling pink and blue milk potion. You notice a sparkle to the faintly luminous liquid you had not noticed before. No time for second guessing. You pop the stopper from the vial, tilt it to your lips, and gulp down half the potion. It has a strong, sweet and salty taste, with a nutty flavor almost like your mother’s walnut cake. 
 
    You feel the thrill of the strange liquid burning through your body almost instantly. Your hands are shaking as you stopper the vial and return it your hip pouch.  
 
    “What was that? What are you doing?” Saleen’s daggers flash with almost nervous movement as she keeps her distance. 
 
    “Your… def… def…” The words aren’t coming easily. Something is wrong with your head. Pain in your chest. In your groin. You let out a bovine cry of, “OoooOOOOooo!” 
 
    Huge breasts swell from your chest and your body takes on a feminine shape. Horns erupt from your forehead, sending you to your knees, but before your knees hit the ground, the blunt tip of your cock, now dangling through your robe, smacks into the sun-warmed stone. Your cock is massive and pink, with a flattened tip like a bull’s, your testicles immensely enlarged and your new breasts and fat nipples aching with engorgement. You cry out as milk begins to spurt from your enormous teats and soak through your robe. 
 
    “By the shades of the underdeep!” Saleen hisses, looking at you with confusion. 
 
    “This one has turned himself into a human cow!” Toad croaks with amusement. “Do you know the fortune he know holds in his teats and his bullocks! The battle is won, Saleen. Kahad, take him to the stables. Let my concubines milk him dry.” 
 
    The massive warrior standing guard beside Toad steps from the cushion-covered platform and approaches you. The concubines also slither down from the platform, following behind Kahad. 
 
    “WhOOOOooooOOo nooOOo,” you moan, throbbing pleasure radiating from your thick nipples as you fall onto your hands and knees, milk dripping steadily from your tits and through the drenched fabric of your robe. The sensation causes your huge cock to begin to stiffen.  
 
    “Toad, you cannot do this,” warns Theora. 
 
    “He will be fine,” laughs Toad, wrapping his scaly arms around Theora from behind. The last thing you glimpse as you are dragged through the red curtain by Kahad is the Toad forcing Theora into a sloppy, wet kiss. 
 
    You are brought into a dusty barn, lowing like a frightened cow as Kahad lifts you up by your shoulders and ties you to leather straps hanging from the ceiling. The beautiful concubines strip off your sodden robe, exposing your massive breasts dangling beneath your slender, feminine body. They exchange words in a foreign language as your cock is fully revealed. They heft your huge bollocks and idly stroke your massive shaft, making you moan in a bovine way, pearly drops of precum spilling from your blunt tip and splattering onto the straw-covered floor. The concubines giggle and tug on your cock more forcefully. 
 
    “Ooooohhhhhh goddsss ooOOOOOoo,” you moan, sounding like a cross between a woman and a cow. 
 
    Kahad brings in a silver pail to place beneath each of your huge, dangling breasts and a third pail beneath your dripping cock. Kahad’s rough hands palm your breasts and he grunts from behind his mask as he begins to forcefully milk your breasts. Streams of warm titcream spurt from your thick nipples and patter into the pails beneath your dangling tits. Each forceful gush of milk sends a thrill of pleasure through your body and causes your huge cock to twitch in the grasp of the concubines. 
 
    While Kahad milks you roughly with his callused hands, the concubines begin to licks at your cockshaft and daintily kiss your dangling bollocks. Your sack tightens against the root of your massive cock, your pleasure rising by the moment as their tongues smear saliva all over your huge shaft and their delicate hands milk your male meat. With a bullish snort and roar of pleasure, you jerk in the leather straps and thrust as much as you can against the hands stroke your cock. Pleasure surges through you, your massive bollocks throbbing and your huge cock pumping thick ropes of spunk into the pail.  
 
    The concubines do not stop at one load of cum, one of them coaxing you back to full hardness with her warm tongue on your tip and the other moving behind you to roll her hot tongue over the rim of your asshole. The combination of sensations has you at the edge of release again in under a minute. While the concubines are tonguing and stroking you towards another orgasm, Kahad continues to milk your laden breasts into the pails beneath them.  
 
    Kahad says something to the concubines and a moment later he pushes the iron mask up from his face. He reveals a weathered, battle-scarred face the color of wood. His small dark eyes gaze up at you as he leans in and takes one of your nipples into his mouth. The sensation of Kahad drinking your warm cream directly sends a fresh thrill of pleasure through your body. You cum again into the bucket, your breast being slurped by the massive warrior.  
 
    Kahad seems excited by his taste of your milk. He shouts orders to the concubines and they move to your breasts, milking you into the pails. Kahad moves behind you and your eyes go wide as you hear his belt and feel his hot cockhead rubbing at your tongue-slicked asshole.  
 
    Your words of protest come out as more mooing sounds and before you realize what is happening, the mighty warrior has thrust his big cock up your ass and reached around to wank your huge cock. The sensation of being ass-fucked and wanked at the same time as the two concubines milk your breasts sends you over the edge again. You moo with pleasure, your stretched ring clenching against Kahad’s fat cock as you erupt for a third time into the pail.   
 
    Your shame is complete as Kahad bellows and unleashes his seed deep and hot into your bowels. The sensation of his cum pumping into your ass makes you low with dismay. He pulls out of your ass, leaving you dripping.  
 
    The concubines finish the work of milking you as Kahad departs. You are stunned by the violation, but they still manage to wank your cock again, milking you a fourth and final time into the pail. By then, your cock is beginning to shrink and your tits are disappearing into your chest. They work together to lift you from the leather harness and walk you, a bit gingerly because of your rear, to a small bedroom within Toad’s palace. Scarcely half an hour has passed since your foolish gambit with Saleen.  
 
    You are brought a tray of food and a pitcher of cool water by a serving girl. Fresh robes and underclothes are provided. As you suffer in solitude in relative comfort, Theora’s nightmare with Toad must be just beginning. 
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    The Toad’s Champion 
 
      
 
    You had expected you would be fighting the hulking brute guarding the Toad on his throne of pillows. The figure that steps through the curtain could not be more different than the massive warrior.  
 
    The woman stands less than five feet tall, her black hair pulled back in a short, tight ponytail. Her compact frame is lean, her breasts small beneath a tight top of red silk. Her midriff is bare and golden above matching pants worn low on her girlish hips, the silky red fabric loose and billowy around her slender legs. The arches and tops of her delicate feet are wrapped in cloth and her toes are exposed. She practically bounces with each step.  
 
    The woman’s eyes are wide and beguiling, a hint of violet in her gray irises, her lashes long and feminine. She peers out above a mask of gauzy red cloth that covers her nose and mouth. Those eyes hold you entranced for a moment, but your attention turns to her ears, long and pointed, sticking out from the sides of her head. 
 
    “An elf?” You murmur. 
 
    “Saleen,” says the Toad. “My most skilled fighter. She has put down every gang of thugs and every dead-eyed hashashin sent to take me down. Now, little boy, she will put you down.” 
 
    “You can beat her,” says Theora. “Hold nothing back.” 
 
    “Her family was killed by humans and I raised her as my own daughter,” says Toad.  
 
    “You raised an elf-child?” Theora raises a doubting eyebrow. 
 
    “Well, she spent her middle years with the Karomingal Blade Fighters,” chuckles Toad. 
 
    “This speck of meat?” The woman prowls slowly around you, looking you over. “Shall I kill him for you?”  
 
    “No, not this time,” croaks Toad. “Beat him, but do not slay him.” 
 
    Before you can object, Saleen draws and throws a gleaming dagger at you. It flies so close to your face that the blade slices a few strands of your hair.  
 
    “That was all the warning you get,” says Saleen. 
 
    Theora backs out of the light and you step away from Saleen, giving yourself some room to maneuver. You stare at her and draw the Sword of Veleda, feeling its power in your grip.  
 
    “Begin!” Toad croaks. One of his concubines hits the loud gong. 
 
     Saleen begins to circle you, a dagger in each of her hands. You spare a glance at Theora and she gives you a nod to focus your attention on your opponent. You have never really battled with another human, or a half-human, but you know the vile consequences that will follow if you let this petite warrior defeat you. 
 
    “Come on then, speck,” taunts Saleen, her blades in motion as she circles. “Show me what you can do.” 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The long journey across the Sea of Sand 
 
      
 
    For six days the caravan of merchants and guards rides atop the swaying backs of the sand shufflers through the seemingly endless Sea of Sand. The days are long and pitiless, the sun blazing down on the lowing reptiles and cooking you in your robes, heating shimmering on the horizon to create illusions that only reveal more sun-baked dunes. The caravan’s water is carefully rationed and it never seems to be enough. Your body aches from the saddle. 
 
    The nights are cold and often unpleasantly windy, with the cloth tents of the caravan whipping and fluttering and making it difficult for you to sleep. You are too exhausted to seek pleasure from Theora. You often awake to find your tent partially buried under sand that has collected overnight and you frequently awake to the sting of blood-sucking, scorpion-like insects called “erg nippers.” 
 
    You do sleep though, sometimes even in your saddle atop your sand shuffler, and your dreams are vexed by images of Chthona. The fiery underworld ruled over by Lady Rachelle is a nightmare realm of torture and depravity. All too often, you see the beautiful succubus with her mane of white hair and glowing red eyes defiling your mother. She likes to whisper suggestions that your mother is a willing participating in the succubus queen’s schemes. That Theora might be responsible for your father’s death. And that Veleda is not the goddess of justice and healing that you believe her to be. 
 
    Worse are the dreams where Lady Rachelle pleasure you and forces you to indulge in sick acts with your own mother. You are helpless to prevent such things, thrusting and cumming and often awakening to find your robes soiled with your seed. 
 
    On the seventh day, just before setting out, you are approached by Saleen. You have avoided her as much as possible and you grimace as the beautiful, elf warrior woman sidles up to you with her headdress loose beneath her chin and a smile on her plush lips. 
 
    “What is it, Saleen?” You ask, tying your day’s ration of water skins to the saddle of your sand shuffler. 
 
    “You do not like me, Lucas,” she says, matter-of-factly. 
 
    “I don’t have to like you,” you say with a shrug, cinching the bindings tight on your water skins. 
 
    “I do not dislike you,” she says, walking behind your back to your other side. “You think I am like Toad?” 
 
    “You serve him,” you say. 
 
    “He made me everything that I am today,” she says, holding her arms out and revealing the tight leather wraps she wears under her robes.  
 
    She must be boiling inside those, you think. 
 
    “A killer,” you say.  
 
    “A survivor,” she counters. “I know what must be done to endure. In the Sea of Sand that is a skill that makes the difference between a caravan that returns and one that does not. Without his skill, a soul will not last one hour in Kazadar.” 
 
    Her mention of your destination piques your curiosity. 
 
    “What do you know of Kazadar?” You ask. 
 
    She smiles again, seeing that she has your attention. Her honey-brown eyes are bewitching and you cannot ignore the simple sensuality of her as she tucks a lock of dark hair back into her headdress.  
 
    “Kazadar is a city enslaved by Yasmeen,” says Saleen. “She shapes the city itself to her will, demolishing whole quarters and erecting new buildings that suit her desire. There are monuments to her power everywhere and her guards and servants are everywhere. She knows everything that happens within the city the moment it occurs.” 
 
    “So why would you go there to trade?” You wonder aloud. 
 
    “Anything can be had for a price in Kazadar,” says Saleen. “Mind-altering drugs, dark magic, slaves, even demons can be bought there, or so I have heard. As long as Yasmeen gets a taste of every transaction, she allows traders to broker deals within her city. Cross her and justice will be swift and brutal. She has a taste for human flesh, they say.” 
 
    “She eats people?” You feel a tremor of fear. 
 
    “They say,” repeats Saleen. “And you seek an audience with her? You are braver than I, Lucas.” 
 
    “I am doing what I must,” you say, still thinking about being eaten by the lamia. 
 
    “You are the chosen,” says the beautiful elf with a nod. “How can you ignore the call to action of a goddess? But you are still brave, Lucas. And I would help you.” 
 
    “What? Help me?” You are surprised by her offer. She seemed to hate you before you left Toad’s fortress. 
 
    “I will teach you a skill that might save your life,” she says. “If not with Yasmeen, then perhaps some other foe on your journeys.” 
 
    She takes your hand and pulls you away from your sand shuffler. You glance down the length of the caravan and see that Theora is occupied talking with the merchants. Although you are wary, you allow Saleen to lead you over a low dune and into a patch of unblemished desert. She releases your hand and turns to face you, striking a combat stance. 
 
    “Attack me,” she says. 
 
    “What?” 
 
    “You heard me,” she says. “You will not hurt me. I am ready for it. Attack me. Use your sword if you would like. Come on, Lucas. Are you a coward?” 
 
    You frown at her threatening your courage. She is unarmed and you feel as if you could take her head off with a single swing of your sword. She is a trained assassin. Surely she is aware of the risk. You brandish your sword and still she does not back down. 
 
    “Alright,” you say. “Have it your way, Saleen.” 
 
    You swing with a two-handed, off-she shoulder attack. She seems to dodge at the last possible moment, but your sword catches her across the chest. She spins from the impact, twisting and crumpling to the ground. 
 
    “Saleen! No!” You shout, instantly horrified by what you have done. You crouch beside her and reach out to feel for blood. Her body is dry. As you roll her onto her back, you feel the hard pressure of the tip of her dagger at your side. Saleen’s eyes open and her blank expression becomes a smile. 
 
    “It is called the Lure of the Lily,” says Saleen, removing the dagger from your side. “You fall dramatically, appearing to be mortally wounded, and you are an irresistible target for your triumphant foe. As they close in to savor the killing blow, you strike at their most vulnerable point.” 
 
    “A ruse,” you say. “Clever. Perhaps not honorable, but clever.” 
 
    You give her a hand up and she bounces lightly to her feet. 
 
    “There is no such thing as honor in one-on-one combat,” says Saleen. “If you fight to the death, then you do whatever it takes to win. And trust me on this, Lucas: you will be fighting to the death with Yasmeen.” 
 
    Saleen teaches you the skill of Lure of the Lily. It requires a dramatic flourish in the heat of combat that is difficult to master. Theora approaches and catches you and Saleen as you are mastering the skill. 
 
    “Teaching him to fight without honor?” Theora scoffs, her arms folded across her chest. 
 
    “Teaching him to win,” says Saleen. “Again, Lucas. Show me you have it.” 
 
    She comes at you with whirling strikes of her dagger. You pull back just enough from her attack that her blades slice your loose robe and you cry out and tumble away from her. You end flopped on your back, one hand clutching at your wound and the other your sword.  
 
    “Lucas!” Theora cries out and hurries to your side. She kneels down and gingerly moves your hand away from your “wound” to discover the absence of blood on your robe. “What is this?”  
 
    You smile at her as you gently tap her side with the flat of your sword, demonstrating that you could have dealt her a mortal blow. 
 
    “Ah, I see,” she says. “Well, you have it. I was fooled by my idiotic concern for your wellbeing. I won’t make that mistake again.” 
 
    She walks away sulking and Saleen gives you a hand up from the sand.  
 
    “If she kicks you out of the tent tonight,” says Saleen, stroking your hip, “you can come stay in mine.” 
 
    You are surprised by the small, beautiful assassin’s offer. Theora does not exile you from the tent, although she remains sulking through that night.  
 
    The caravan journeys for four more days through the seemingly endless Sea of Sand. You only know this by asking Theora, because your own sense of time has been eroded by the rolling sameness of the terrain. The occasional rock outcropping thrusting through the dunes or the sun-bleached bones of some beast provide the only intermittent relief from the sameness.  
 
    On the eleventh day, the perpetual shimmering oasis on the horizon reveals strange towers of molten brass and onion-domed structures. Walls slide into view and then a road becomes visible winding through the desert. And almost suddenly, you are at the gates of the cursed city of Kazadar. Hard-eyed traders glare at you as you pass into the city and the tumult of the bazaar. You and Theora climb down from the backs of your sand shufflers as the merchants of your caravan scurry to work. 
 
    “This is where I bid you farewell,” says Saleen, still mounted on her beast. “You will find Yasmeen at the center of the maze. Follow the serpent’s coils.” 
 
    You give her a salute and set off through the crowd. Suspicious merchants and peddlers eye Theora and her angelic wings. You try to ignore them as you follow the wide bazaar as it curves into the city. You realize, soon enough, that the bazaar is the only road through the city and it forms a spiral winding tighter and tighter towards the huge, brass-towered palace at the city’s center. At the final turn in the bazaar, the wide thoroughfare clears and reveals the greenery of date palms and a bubbling fountain. Guards in red armor stand at attention as you slowly approach the immense, onion-domed palace. 
 
    “This must be it,” you say to Theora. “How do we get an audience with—“ 
 
    The human guards surge forward from their posts, grabbing you and Theora with sudden violence and dragging you up the stairs and into the palace’s gilded main entrance. 
 
    It seems you are being granted an audience. 
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    Dreams of Chthona 
 
      
 
    The world is darkness and fire. You are deep within the earth, in a tunnel of black stone where fissures open to reveal vast lakes of magma and stalagmite chimneys pour out brimstone-scented smoke. You stumble away from a rolling river of fire and into the heat-hazed darkness. You feel as if you are staggering into a stove.  
 
    The rock burns beneath your bare feet. You feel certain your ragged clothes are about to burst into flames. The unbearable heat gives way to red carpeting; the black igneous rock to the polished walls of a sinister citadel. Cool air pushes away the heat and you are standing in a bedroom. It is richly appointed and detailed in layers of ebony woodwork and black gemstones. The furnishings – a four poster bed, couches, and chairs - were carved by master woodworkers and similarly black. The only color is the red of the carpet and the cushions on the furniture.  
 
    And the women sprawled atop the bed. 
 
    One is white-haired, yet youthful, extravagantly beautiful with pale skin and eyes that burn red. Her wings and large horns betray her as a succubus. Her red corset squeezes her ample breasts, but she is bare from the waist down, revealing her thick tale and the cock jutting from between her creamy thighs.  
 
    It is Lady Rachelle, the Succubus Queen. She kneels behind the other woman, grasping this woman’s shapely hips and thrusting into her from behind. The woman lifts her head and croons with pleasure. 
 
    It is your mother. 
 
    “Oh, Lucas,” she gasps, arching her back and thrusting against Lady Rachelle’s cock. “It’s so good! She fucks me so good!” 
 
    The prehensile serpent of Lady Rachelle’s tail slithers between your mother’s plump buttocks, up her back, and thrusts its phallic tip into your mother’s eager mouth. Your mother’s eyes roll back as she sucks eagerly at this demonic cock.  
 
    “Does it hurt to see your mother defiled?” Rachelle mocks you, scratching bloody runnels with her nails on your mother’s creamy rump. “Do you think she hates me, Lucas? That I imprisoned her here in Chthona?” 
 
    “Let her go, you bitch!” You shout, balling your hands into fists, but unable to move any closer. 
 
    Your mother moans with ecstasy around the tail-cock in her mouth and arches her back, offering her plump bottom up to Rachelle to plunder with each thrust.  
 
    “I know how your father died, Lucas,” purrs Rachelle, making your mother’s breasts swing with the force of her strokes. “Do you?” 
 
    “It was sickness,” you blurt. 
 
    “Yes, but where did that sickness come from?” She slows her strokes and your mother whimpers each time Rachelle pulls back slowly and thrusts in roughly once again. 
 
    “It fell upon him… like a curse,” you say, remembering him falling in the middle of labor in the field. You recall your father’s gaunt appearance and haunted eyes in his last hours. 
 
    “Yes, that’s right, a curse,” laughs Rachelle. “But only the gods would have that sort of power. And their servants.” 
 
    “You don’t… you cannot mean…” 
 
    “Why don’t you ask your precious angel if she knows how your father perished,” mocks Rachelle.   
 
    “No,” you moan, tears falling down your cheeks. 
 
    “Yesssss,” moans Rachelle. “Oh, yes! Your mother is such a fine guest in my realm!” 
 
    Your mother wails around the cock stuffing her mouth. The tail-cock bulges. Rachelle thrusts furiously and cackles with cruel laughter as she pumps your mother’s mouth and pussy full of a massive load of demonic cum. Your mother seems to be in the throes of pleasure of her own as she is pumped full of demon seed. It spills out of your mother’s mouth, drips down her thighs, and begins to ooze out of her eyes like tears. 
 
    “Noooooo!”  
 
    You awaken sitting bolt upright in the bed. You are drenched in sweat and your heart is pounding heavily in your chest. 
 
    “It is alright,” says Theora, placing a comforting hand on your shoulder. “It’s over now.” 
 
    You look at her for a moment, standing beside your bed resplendent in her gauzy gown, and you resist the urge to shake off her touch and shout accusations at her. You struggle to come up with a way to phrase the questions storming in your mind. Theora releases your shoulder and steps back. 
 
    “The caravan is ready to make for Kazadar,” she declares.  
 
    “The… the Toad,” you say, remembering the price of your defeat the day before. 
 
    “It is a matter we put behind us, Lucas,” says Theora. “I did what had to be done and I did not enjoy it.” 
 
    You nod and begin to pull on your clothes, your face hot with guilty embarrassment. You decide now is not the time to question Theora about something a demon said in a dream. Once you are dressed, Theora leads you out of the small bedroom, through the sandstone corridors of Toad’s fortress and out to the waiting caravan. 
 
    Various traders from Toad’s operation have gathered more than a dozen lowing sand shufflers. The hump-backed reptiles have wide shoulders and four thick legs. Their backs are draped with woven saddles and hung with baskets and bags containing goods for trade in Kazadar. Theora walks with you to the front of the caravan and pats the back of the sand shuffler.  
 
    “This one is yours,” she says. “I’ll take the one behind. Saleen is taking the lead.” 
 
    You look up at the sand shuffler at the very front of the caravan. The diminutive warrior woman is wrapped from head to toe in layers of light tan cloth. She pulls the cloth down from her nose and mouth and smiles.  
 
    “Good morning to you, Lucas,” she says and adds a wink. “Are you ready to see the splendors of the Sea of Sand?” 
 
    “No,” you say, miserably, struggling onto the back of your sand shuffler.  
 
    “It is a long journey to Kazadar,” says Saleen. “Perhaps we will become friends.” 
 
    Gripping the woven reins of the sand shuffler, you find Saleen’s optimism very misplaced. The warrior woman clucks and her beast rises higher from the sandy ground and sets out from the courtyard. You try to imitate the sound she made and your beast rises and nearly knocks you from its back. Clinging to the meaty hump of the sand crawler, you embark on your journey to Kazadar. 
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    Refuse to take Theora’s place 
 
      
 
    Although your urges have definitely changed along with your body, you find this more disturbing than encouraging. The thought of being fondled, let alone mounted, by a disgusting creature like Toad makes you want to scream. You look at Theora and her creamy flesh, blushing cheeks, full lips, and her large, silvery-blue eyes. From her shapely body to her white feathered wings you hate the thought of such pristine beauty being defiled by the likes of Toad, but you cannot stand in the way of it. 
 
    You are beaten, but you cannot submit to sex with a lizard man. 
 
    “I cannot take her place,” you say in your soft, girlish voice. “I am a man.” 
 
    “You do not look a man or sound a man,” croaks Toad. “But very well, I will console myself with the loveliness of an angel. And you will watch me do it.” 
 
    Toad’s big, rough hands caressed Theora’s body through her gown. She pinched her lips and shuddered with disgust. He grabbed her gown and yanked, tearing it from her shoulders and exposing Theora’s plump breasts, fat, pink nipples, shapely hips, and her gold-thatched cunt. He kneaded her breasts in his big hands, laughing and running his tongue from her shoulder up to her neck. He roughly pinched her nipples and he let out a cry. 
 
    You are torn by the sight of the disgusting reptile touching Theora in this way. You are revolted by him and angry at what he is doing and yet… your nipples are stiff and throbbing eagerly, your cunt aches with need, and your whole body feels warm.  
 
    “You feel it, don’t you little Lucia?” Toad croaks and gives Theora’s face a long, wet lick. “The lust that burns in your body. It’s nothing to be ashamed of, my pretty. If you desire to pleasure yourself while you watch, I understand your need.” 
 
    “Leave her alone,” moans Theora. 
 
    “Yes, of course,” croaks the ugly toad. “My attention is on you, Theora.”  
 
    He pushed Theora to her knees and twists his clawed fingers into her golden tresses. You gasp in shock as glistening pink flesh pushes out from a slit between his scaly legs. A monstrous cock slides into view, ridged and slightly bent, with an almost soft appearance like a bit of gristle. A chewed, oozing, ten-inches or so of pink gristle covered in tiny red capillaries. Theora fights to turn away from his foul cock and escape his grasp. 
 
    “Pleasure me, winged slut,” croaks Toad. “Or I’ll drag your girl over here and fuck her pretty face.” 
 
    It almost seems that Theora is about to attack Toad and fight him off, but you hear a soft moan and she reaches out with both her hands and wraps them around the shaft of his glistening pink flesh. Her mouth opens and her tongue swirls against that unwholesome cock. Toad’s throat inflates and he croaks with pleasure as Theora surrenders to his desire. You can hardly believe it as her full lips stretch around his reptilian cock and she begins to suck him. The throne room is filled with Toad’s croaking and the wet slurping sounds Theora is making as she pleasures his cock intently. Her eyes close and Toad begins to roll his hips, fucking his fat, monstrous cock into her mouth.  
 
    “MMMmmm!” She moans in protest, but does not fight him as he uses her for his pleasure. The lewd sight of that gristly pink cock sawing in and out of Theora’s mouth sends a thrill of lust through your body. It’s so wrong and yet you cannot deny the perverse beauty of the angel working to satisfy the bloated lizard man.  
 
    Without thinking, your hand slips between your thighs and your fingers find your clit. You begin to rub that strange bud of pleasure, sending rippling waves of pure ecstasy through your body as you strum it faster and faster. Theora’s head bobs submissively on Toad’s big, beastly cock. Her muffled moans of discomfort are sounding increasingly like moans of lust. 
 
    Toad locks his bulging, yellow eyes on you and lets out an amused croak. He pulls Theora, gasping and drooling, off his hard cock and turns her to look at you.  
 
    “You see, Theora, she cannot stop herself in the presence of such power. We had better put on a good show for her.” He roughly turns her around and pushes her onto her hands and knees. Theora whimpers as he grabs her hips and raises the creamy globes of her ass, his clawed fingers leaving scratches on her flawless flesh.  
 
    The grotesque reptile crouches behind Theora’s luscious rear and teases the dripping tip of his monstrous cock against her delicate pink furrow. Theora moans, sinking down until her breasts and face are against the floor and submissively offering up her cunt to him.  
 
    “See how she wants it,” croaks Toad, glancing in your direction. “My cock drives females insane with need. It is only fair that I give them what they want!” 
 
    He punctuates the sentence with a sudden thrust of his hips, skewering Theora’s angelic quim on his huge cock and sheathing every glistening inch in the hot channel of her cunt. Theora’s cry echoes in the large room with both shock and satisfaction as she is filled by Toad’s thrust. He grips her hips and begins to rut her relentlessly, his cock making lewd sounds as it squeezes into the angel’s soaking cunt with every stroke. 
 
    You tremble with sympathetic pleasure and thrust two and then three fingers into your hot pussy. You imagine the depraved pleasure Theora must be experiencing and you cannot stop yourself. The angel manages to push up off the floor, her plump breasts powdered with dust and swinging beneath her with the force of Toad’s rut.  
 
    “To plunder such soft depths again! Truly a prize worth any expense!” Toad croaks, his words incongruous with the animalistic way he moves against Theora.  
 
    “Ohhhhh,” moans Theora, unable to keep silent as the monstrous cock rams in and out of her clutching cunt.  
 
    Toad’s croaks of pleasure build to a loud crescendo, his claws drawing blood from Theora’s flanks as he grips her tightly and his throat inflating massively. He buries his cock inside her, his scaly belly against her ass and his thrust driving her face back down to the floor. You cry out with pleasure, your cunt walls squeezing your fingers as Toad pumps his foul seed deep into Theora’s angelic cove. His cum overflows her stuffed cunt and drips in yellowish strands from her blushing cunt. Theora wails with despair, her wings snapping open and shedding a feather, her body wracked by ecstasy as she cums around his monstrous cock. 
 
    You fall to your knees, overcome by your pleasure and the guilt of masturbating to Theora being defiled. You can feel your body slowly beginning to return to its male aspect and you quickly withdraw your fingers. 
 
    “You have missed out on the pleasure, Lucia,” croaks Toad, dragging his cock out of Theora’s creamy pussy. He strokes her ass almost tenderly. “I will give her a night to remember. Kahad! Kahad, come in here! Take this one to a room and give her… him something to eat.” 
 
    As you continue to transform gradually back into a man, you are grabbed by Toad’s muscular guard and dragged from the throne room. You moan with defeat, seeing one last glance of Theora as Toad resumes fondling her before you are pulled through the curtain.  
 
    Kahad takes you to a small, windowless bedroom and tosses you inside as you complete your transformation back into a man. He tosses your clothing and the sword into your room. 
 
    You are brought a tray of food and a pitcher of cool water by a serving girl. Fresh robes and underclothes are provided. As you suffer in solitude in relative comfort, Theora’s nightmare with Toad must be just beginning. 
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    Use Lure of the Lily 
 
      
 
    Facing down the giant lamia, your mind returns to the ability taught to you by Saleen in the Sea of Sand. You are not as strong as Yasmeen and you certainly do not have her endurance. She is going to wear you down and then tear you to bits or devour you. No, you need to lure her into a vulnerable position and defeat the lamia with a single stroke.  
 
    You feign an all-out attack on the lamia, running at her and raising your sword as you shout, “Dieeee!” 
 
    She takes the bate, smiling with satisfaction and swinging her tail at you, hitting your from the side and nearly knocking the sword from your grasp. The blow is painful and disorienting, but you maintain your grip on your weapon and roll with the momentum of the impact. You tumble several times before landing on your back, scraped and bloodied, barely able to breathe. You resist the urge to look at her and see what she is doing and you remain on the ground, motionless, feigning unconsciousness. 
 
    “Pitiful, Lucas,” hisses Yasmeen. “I expected better from the chosen champion of Veleda. I suppose she is running out of young men to send on her foolish quests.” 
 
    She slithers over to you, looming above you triumphantly.  
 
    “Well, I suppose you will taste just as good whether or not you are much of a hero.” 
 
    You hear a strange cracking sound and open your eyes just enough to see Yasmeen. She has unhinged her jaw, opening her mouth to an impossible degree. Her mouth descends on you, all pink flesh and white fangs ready to claim you as her meal. 
 
    She is so close you can feel the heat of her breath as you grab your sword and plunge it into the open roof of her mouth. Your blade would reach straight into her head, but instead there is a bright flash of light and Yasmeen is gone. Your eyes were already closed, sparing you temporary blindness. In the strange emptiness in the room you see the pink crystal in the grip of your sword blinking faintly and then going dark. 
 
    “Go you,” you say, grinning despite the lingering pain of the blow that sent you to the ground. You pull yourself up to your feet just as you hear a groan from across the room. You hasten to Theora’s side and help her up. 
 
    “Did you beat her?” She asks. 
 
    “With a little help from Saleen,” you say. 
 
    Theora gives you a wan smile and does not seem to like this answer, but she surveys the empty room and adds a satisfied nod. She takes a step and almost topples over. You get your arm beneath her and help her stand upright. 
 
    “Stiff from the paralysis,” says Theora. “I will be well in a minute or two.” 
 
    She gives you a squeeze on your shoulder and her smile is warmer and more genuine than hear earlier smile. 
 
    “It is good to see you alive, Lucas,” she says and emotion sparkles for a moment in her silvery-blue eyes. 
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    Visit with Morelle the novice succubus 
 
      
 
    “Please take me to Morelle,” you say to the guide Hina. 
 
    “Gladly, master,” chirps Hina. “She is currently asleep on the northern beach. I will take you to her if you follow me.” 
 
    You follow Hina onto the palace grounds, through the northern garden, and out onto an expanse of sunset-lit shoreline that faces the placid sea gently lapping at the sandy beach. Morelle, the lavender-haired succubus, is sprawled on a wooden sun chair, her naked body glistening with oil and her eyes shielded from the russet glow in the sky by a pair of black panties draped over her eyes. A glass containing some bright pink cocktail sits on the small table beside her along with two objects of polishes stone that resemble penises. 
 
    “It looks like you are enjoying the beach,” you say, picking up one of the dildos and giving it a sniff. It is covered with the intoxicating scent of Morelle’s unholy loins. Your cock begins to grow hard. 
 
    “Oh, Lucas,” she says, grinning up at you. “I didn’t know you were back.” 
 
    She turns partly onto her side, her ample breasts shifting as she reaches for your groin and gives your cock a squeeze.  
 
    “Did you bring me a treat?” She asks hopefully. 
 
    Since you are bound to be facing the Succubus Queen, you actually want to talk with Morelle for once. Seeing how excited she is to feed on your essence, you decide that you cannot deny her what she wants. 
 
    “I brought you a treat,” you say, nodding slightly. She begins to eagerly unbutton your trousers and you hastily add, “But not too much, Morelle. We need to talk when you are done.” 
 
    “Okay,” you think she says as she stuffs your semi-hard cock into her mouth. 
 
    The perfect, slippery heat of her mouth and the velvety softness of her lips are incredible. She squirms onto her knees on the chair, pulling her hair back from her face so you peer down into her violet eyes as she begins to slurp on your manhood. She makes excited mewling sounds as she sucks enthusiastically at your cock.  
 
    “Ohhhh… I forget how good… you are at that…” You moan, resting a hand on her head as your pleasure begins to rise. 
 
    Morelle moans with contentment around you, her suction intensifying and cheeks hollowing around your cock with each slide of her lips. Her tongue flicks beneath and swirls all around your cockhead. You can feel yourself swell, the tension building. You hold her head with both hands and move your hips, fucking into her willing mouth, your cock grazing her throat with every stroke. 
 
    “Aahhhhhh!” Your cry joins the soft crash of the surf. You thrust your hips and explode into Morelle’s mouth. Her eyes begin to glow with the first spurt of your seed across her tongue. Her suction intensifies and with it comes a pleasurable sensation that also feels as if you are falling. She drains pulse after pulse from your twitching cock and continues to suck, your orgasm prolonged supernatural by her hungry succubus mouth. You cum so hard and so much that the spasms begin to slightly hurt. You begin to weaken.  
 
    “E-enough,” you say. When she does not stop, you pull her forcefully off your cock. The last sputtering spurt of your cum glazing her lips and chin. “By the goddess, Morelle, you never listen to me. I told you to only take a little.” 
 
    “I was hunnnnnngry,” she croons, dabbing your cum from her chin and licking it clean from her fingers. 
 
    You release her head from your grasp and sink down wearily onto the beach in a sitting position.  
 
    “Ooh, you are going to stay, master?” She says excitedly, legs dangling over the edge of her chair and giving you a good view between her shapely thighs at her glistening cunt.  
 
    “I am going to be facing the Succubus Queen, Morelle,” you say. “Is there anything else you can tell me about her? Anything that might help?” 
 
    “Welllll, she is beautiful and powerful,” says Morelle. “She is smart. You’ll like her a lot.” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” you say, remembering how Lady Rachelle turned Morelle, the pretty young farm girl into Morelle the ravenous succubus that nearly drained the life force from her neighbors. 
 
    She seems confused by your response.  
 
    “Why wouldn’t you like Lady Rachelle?” She asks, cocking her head curiously. 
 
    “I think she is holding my mother captive,” you say, feeling a pang of loss as you say it. 
 
    “Oh, well, maybe she’ll turn your mommy into a succubus and then she can be here too,” giggles Morelle. “Then me and you and your mommy can have so much fun together.” 
 
    The idea fills you with revulsion and yet makes your cock twitch. 
 
    “With my own mother?” You mutter, the question intended to be rhetorical. 
 
    “Yeah, that just makes it naughtier,” giggles Morelle.  
 
    You stand up, incensed by her words. You give her a sudden shove onto her hands and knees on the long wooden chair and swat her shapely rear several times. 
 
    “Ah! Ooh! What did I do?” She whines, but makes no attempt to escape.  
 
    “Too naughty!” You say, clapping your hand on her reddening cheeks. 
 
    “Ooooohh, yes, I’ve been too naughty,” she agrees, wiggling her bum. “Fuck me, please. It’s the only way to punish me properly.” 
 
    With your disgust, you feel some of your strength returning. You grab hold of Morelle’s demonically shapely hips and ram your hard cock into the wet folds of her pussy. She is as slick and tight as always, her inner walls gripping you with silky strength at every stroke. Her tits swing and her juicy ass wobbles as you pound your cock into her. 
 
    “Aaaahhh! Make me cum, Lucas!” She cries, rolling her hips and fucking back against you with the deftness of a veteran whore. 
 
    “Take it!” You cry, digging in your fingers and pounding her so hard and fast that your balls are smacking heavily against her clit. She wails with pleasure, tossing her lavender hair and skewering her slippery pussy onto your raging cock. You feel her rippling walls grip you in the height of her orgasm and it pushes you over the edge. With a hoarse cry of pleasure, your cum erupts deep into Morelle’s pussy.  
 
    She begins to feed immediately, draining your life’s essence as you spurt your cum against her demonic depths. You manage to pull your cock out before she has taken too much and you stagger back from the lewd sight of her round ass and dripping pussy. You pull your trousers up and struggle to button and lace them. 
 
    “Ohhhh, Lucas, are you done already?” She pouts with disappointment as you continue to back away. 
 
    “Yes,” you say. “I can’t… I have to go.” 
 
    She rolls over onto her tummy on the chair and watches you go, continue to pout until you disappear back into the palace’s walled grounds. You are greeted by the guide Hina as you enter the northernmost garden. 
 
    “Hello, master,” she says. “I hope you had a pleasant visit with Morelle. Where would you like to go now?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Finish off Yasmeen 
 
    Show Yasmeen mercy 


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



 
 
    A homecoming surprise 
 
      
 
    You are eager to see Genevieve and tell her of your adventure. Well, parts of your adventure. You will probably leave out certain bits that a sister should never hear described by her brother. 
 
    It takes you a moment to recover from the vertigo of flying at impossible speed and realize you are standing on solid ground. The smell of smoke is thick in the air and you realize at once that something is wrong. You release Theora’s hand and stagger towards the smoldering timbers of your barn. Your horses and livestock are gruesomely slaughtered in the pasture. It looks as if they have been torn apart by some incredibly powerful and violent beast. 
 
    “Genevieve!” You cry, turning to the farmhouse and seeing blackened wood and smoke. You are shocked to see the Gedry brothers dead on the ground outside your house. It is hard to tell them apart, because they are all emaciated to the point of being skeletons. A crude weapon and clothing lies near each of their bodies, suggesting they had been armed before being stripped naked and drained of their life force. 
 
    “The Succubus Queen,” you whisper. 
 
    “She has brought her evil to your doorstep,” says Theora. 
 
    “Genevieve!” You shout, your voice hoarse with emotion. “Genevieve!!” 
 
    Theora shoves aside smoldering wood and uncovers something. For a moment you glimpse pale, charred flesh and then Theora pulls a partial human body from the remains. 
 
    Hina flops in Theora’s arms. She is missing one leg and the right half of her body. Her face is bubbled and blackened except for her lips, part of her chin, and one eye. The other eyes is broken and the socket empty. 
 
    “M-master?” Hina weakly lifts her head. You rush to her and take her only hand in yours.  
 
    “I am here, Hina,” you say. “What happened here?” 
 
    “The brothers were here… to protect… your sister,” says Hina. “Lady Rachelle came and… she drained them with her power. Your… your sister fought her. There was fire. There was… I could not stop the Succubus Queen, master.” 
 
    “It’s alright, Hina,” you say, stroking her burned face. “You could never have faced such a powerful creature.” 
 
    “Your sister did,” says Hina. “She was so brave. The Succubus Queen could not win but then… then…” 
 
    The light seems to go out in Hina’s good eye and her head slumps back. 
 
    “What is it? Hina?! Hina, what happened?” You shake her and her head flops like a broken doll. 
 
    She awakes suddenly, her eye flaring for a moment. 
 
    “Your mother was here,” says Hina. “She convinced Genevieve to go with them. They took her… to Chthona.” 
 
    “My mother did this?” You fall to your knees.  
 
    Hina’s eye goes dark again and Theora sets her down gently on the ground. She turns her attention to you and pulls you to your feet. 
 
    “That is where we must go now, Lucas,” she says, taking your hand. “To the deadly jungles of Saturana and down into the underworld of Chthona. We must end this once and for all.” 
 
    “I will kill her,” you say, not sure whether you mean the Succubus Queen or your treacherous mother who abandoned you. 
 
    “I am with you, Lucas,” says Theora, squeezing your hand. “To the end.” 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
      
 
    Until Book 5: The Lamia! 
 
      
 
    < START OVER 
 
    


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Use the Symbol of Veleda 
 
      
 
    You feel a sudden rush of euphoria as you realize that your faith in the goddess will provide you with the edge you need to overcome Saleen. Keeping your guard up with one hand, you reach your other into the neck of your robe and pull out the golden serpent symbol of the Veleda. You hold it forth like a shield and begin to murmur a prayer of devotion to the goddess. The symbol begins to grow warm and glows faintly in your grasp. 
 
    “What are you doing?” Saleen demands as she keeps her distance. 
 
    “I call upon the holy power of Veleda!” You shout, the glow becoming brighter and bathing you and Saleen in Veleda’s holy radiance. “Yield to me, Saleen, or face the wrath of the—“ 
 
    Saleen darts forward and suddenly the symbol is in her hand and not yours. The glow of Veleda’s righteous power fades and the elf flips the symbol over in her hand. 
 
    “Hmmm, Veleda is it?” She tosses your blessed symbol aside. “I don’t remember her protecting my family or healing my mother as she lay bleeding. Veleda has no power over me.” 
 
    She launches herself into an attack before you can reply. Her fury is raw and real and she slashes and stabs with her daggers again and again. You parry her strikes as best you can, your sword ringing like a bell in your hand and the blade sparking over and over. You retreat, off-balance and overwhelmed by her attack. All it takes is a kick to the side of your knee and Saleen drops you to the ground. She is atop you in an instant, the needle-sharp tip of a dagger pricking at your throat. 
 
    “Yield,” she hisses. “Or in the name of your goddess, I will slice open your throat.” 
 
    “Yield to her!” Theora cries out. 
 
    “Listen to your angel,” laughs Saleen. “I won’t ask again.” 
 
    “I yield,” you mutter, feeling totally defeated. Saleen’s dagger leaves your throat and she rolls backwards over your legs and bounces to her feet. She bows dramatically to Toad, who croaks with mirth at your humiliating defeat. 
 
    “Well done, Saleen,” he says.  
 
    “Thank you, father,” she replies.  
 
    “You may leave us,” commands Toad. 
 
    Saleen saunters past you, giving you a wink as you struggle to your feet. You cannot stand to look at Theora. Your face is hot with humiliation and your stomach tight with the thought of what is going to happen to the beautiful angel.  
 
    Reluctantly, you turn your gaze to Toad. 
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    Use a special ability 
 
      
 
    “Stop running away from me, human!” Yasmeen hisses with annoyance, pursuing you around her throne room with and trying to grab you in her huge, powerful arms.  
 
    You are faster than she is, but only just, and you know she will be able to exhaust you if you don’t think of something quickly. You feel certain that the lamia is too powerful to defeat with a normal physical attack and fumbling with an item while you are being pursued relentlessly seems to be a good technique to get yourself killed.  
 
    No, you need to call upon one of your special abilities. Theora has taught you more than one and you have a new ability learned from Saleen. 
 
    Theora instructed you on the technique of Startle Eye, which allows you to pray to Veleda and conjure a painfully bright flash of light to blind and disorient your foe. Theora also taught you the dangerous whirlwind attack of the Dervish Strike, which allows you to spin and focus yourself into an almost trance-like state of flailing attacks. Even a massive monster girl like Yasmeen would surely be vulnerable to such a rain of blows.  
 
    Morelle, the young succubus, took the time to teach you a very different special ability called Maddening Pleasure. By focusing on the pleasure of your foe, you can overwhelm them with ecstasy and leave them stunned and helpless. This technique might be a bit more difficult to apply to a giantess like Yasmeen, but you’re willing to give it a go. 
 
    Lastly, you have the ability Saleen taught you in the desert a few days ago. By feigning a mortal wound, you can potentially trick Yasmeen into revealing her vulnerability. When she attempts to finish you off, you strike.  
 
    Yasmeen hisses angrily and lunges at you again, this time her sharp nails shred the back of your robe and raise prickling welts down your back. 
 
    “Almost had you!” She laughs. “Soon you’ll be melting away in my belly, little human!” 
 
    Fear prickles cold down your back. You know she is right, unless you choose just the right special ability and choose it quickly. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Lick Theora’s filthy ass 
 
      
 
    The scent of Toad’s foul, reptilian spunk is nothing compared to the raunchy sight of Theora’s cum-flooded anus clenching repeatedly. Your cock throbs in your trousers and you let out a moan of lust. You slowly extend your tongue towards her creamy crack. 
 
    “That’s right,” croaks Toad. “Taste my cum, pitiful human. My seed will fill her holes before I am done with her. Go on! Do it!” 
 
    “No, please do not humiliate yourself,” cries Theora, wiggling her hips and unwittingly rubbing her cum-covered ass against your tongue. 
 
    Your first taste of Toad’s salty, bitter spunk nearly makes you retch. You jerk back and try to spit the taste from your mouth.  
 
    “Lick,” croaks Toad, pushing on the back of your head. 
 
    You tell yourself you have no choice as you thrust your tongue into the cummy valley between Theora’s glazed globes. You feel the hot divot of her anus twitch and tighten beneath your lick and it makes your cock throb in your trousers. You moan pitifully and begin to lave her creamy crack, the taste of Toad’s reptilian cum filling your mouth as you clean Theora’s ass. You have no choice but to swallow most of the foul liquid, gulping again and again as you lap at Theora’s clenching ring.  
 
    “That’s it,” croaks Toad with amusement. “You are only fit to like the seed that drips from her ass.” 
 
    Theora whimpers with despair, but your eager tongue, swirling at her ring, encourages her to push her big ass into your face. You are smothered by her soft, round ass, your face smeared with reptilian cum and your mouth full of the taste. You worship her angelic ass, your cock twitching each time you taste her from taint to twitching ring. The more cum you lap up from her cheeks, the hotter and more eager you become. 
 
    “I think he likes it,” laughs Toad. 
 
    “Noooo,” wails Theora, nevertheless rolling her hips and fucking back against your face.  
 
    You finally manage to thrust your tongue into her ass, tasting her pink pucker and escaping the musk of Toad’s cum. She is ironically fresher and cleaner inside her pink hole than any other part of her ass. You thrust your tongue deep, eagerly, eliciting a wail of pleasure from Theora.  
 
    This seems to irritate Toad and he roughly hauls your chair back and tips it over backwards. Your head thumps painfully against the floor. 
 
    “That’s enough!” He croaks. “The little human has cleaned you up. Now I’m going to give your ass a proper fucking! Kahad, come untie this boy and get him out of my sight! Make sure he is taken care of!” 
 
    Toad grunts and you hear Theora wail in shock. The huge, masked warrior appears standing over you. He unties you and wrestles you to your feet. You fight him, glimpsing Toad rutting furiously with Theora from behind, but you are no match for the muscular brute. Kahad drags you out of the throne room as you hear Theora being assfucked. You are taken to a small, windowless bedroom, given a tray of food and a pitcher of water, and locked inside. 
 
    All you can think about is Theora’s plush ass being plundered by Toad’s vile cock. And there is nothing you can do to stop him. 
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    Defeated by Saleen 
 
      
 
    You cannot meet Toad’s lecherous reptilian gaze. You hang your head in defeat as the brutish reptile lumbers closer.  
 
    “The proud little boy cannot face the consequences of his defeat,” croaks Toad. 
 
    “Leave him be,” says Theora.  
 
    You watch sidelong as Toad waddles over to her and wraps his scaly arms around her. He runs his fat, pink tongue up her neck to her ear and reaches around her to fondle her ample breasts through her gown. She shudders and you wince in disgust at the sight of his filthy brownish-green hands pawing at her immaculate body. 
 
    “You must pay the price for your hero’s failure, Theora,” he croaks with amusement, squeezing her breasts roughly and causing her to cry out. 
 
    “Please, stop this,” you cry. 
 
    “Stop?” Toad releases Theora and steps past her, his throat inflating as he stands upright and looms over you. “Kahad, tie the boy up. Let him watch while I take my pleasure from his precious angel. 
 
    “No!” You cry in outrage. 
 
    You kick and flail as the huge human warrior grabs you and drags you over to a wooden chair. He ties your arms behind your back and your ankles to the legs of the chair with unbreakable silk rope. Your bonds are far too tight to allow you any hope of escape. 
 
    “Now watch, boy,” croaks Toad, returning to Theora and fondling her as she looks away from him. He parts her gown and slips it from her alabaster body. His clawed hands squeeze and shape her soft breasts. Toad’s pink tongue caresses her neck and her ear and she winces with disgust. One of the foul lizard man’s clawed hands slides down Theora’s gold-tufted sex and he cups her delicate mound. 
 
    “Bastard,” you hiss. 
 
    “If you hate this so much,” croaks Toad, thrusting a scaly finger into Theora’s pussy, “be a coward and look away.” 
 
    He turns Theora’s face to his, forcing her into a kiss and thrusting the wide pink wedge of his tongue into her mouth. He pumps his fingers in and out of her folds, making her breasts jiggle and shake as he violates her perfect pussy. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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