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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 2017 by Amanda Clover. All rights are reserved and no portions may be reproduced unless for the use of brief quotations for review purposes. 
 
      
 
    All characters appearing in this story are over the age of 18. This is a work of parody and any resemblance to real people or situations is coincidental. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
      
 
    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! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Pull out and cum on her ass 
 
      
 
    You give Theora’s cunt another thrust, your hips slapping against her bottom and barely making her firm buttocks jiggle. You hold her hips with your hands, thrusting again, feeling your cum churning in your balls and the pleasure rising inside you. With each stroke, you and Theora both know you are driving towards an inevitable conclusion. Her warm channel flutters around you, squeezing and massaging your cock with every thrust. 
 
    “I… I can’t,” you moan.  
 
    “Defeated already?” She looks back at you over her shoulder, contempt in her bright blue eyes. 
 
    “It’s… it’s too good,” you moan. “Your body. Your quim. I cannot hold back.” 
 
    “Of course you can’t,” she laughs, swinging her hips and fucking back against you. Her cunt engulfs your hardness with a soft slurp and her inner walls squeeze you once more. You are on the very brink of exploding inside her. She knows it too. She gasps, “Cum inside me, Lucas. Be defeated like the weak little boy you are.” 
 
    You thrust into her, abandoning all hope of fighting off your pleasure. She laughs as she sees your surrender, but something in her eyes annoys you.  
 
    “Cum inside me,” she cries, push her ass back against you as her pussy devours your cock. 
 
    “No!” You cry, annoyed by her mockery. It is too late to stop the rush of pleasure, but you manage to pull back and slide your cock from the exquisite warmth of her pussy. You grab your slick shaft in your hand and begin to wank. It only takes a moment and your orgasm surges through you as you stare down at Theora’s shapely bottom and her blushing pussy. 
 
    “What? You dare to defy me?” She shouts with outrage, but does not move away. If anything, she seems to arch her back and offer her pussy and spread ass up for your lust. 
 
    The sight of her glistening cunt, round buttocks, and the pink divot of her anus being presented to you is too much to endure. You let out a strangled cry of pleasure as your cock surges in your grasp. You fire your first thick rope of spunk all the way up to her shoulders, spattering her immaculate wings. 
 
    “Ah! You filthy boy!” She cries, but there is laughter in her voice. She watches over her shoulder as you pump your cum in glistening jets over her lower back, her luscious buttocks, into her crack, and all over her gold-thatched quim. You pant as you wank out the last few drops and dare to smack your cock against her ass. 
 
    “Gods, you are sexy,” you moan. 
 
    She rises on her knees, her slimy decoration dripping down her back and thighs. She looks at you over her wings and says, “Of course. I am perfect. And you are a terrible lover, Lucas. But I give you credit for that trick at the end. It might save you from a monster girl someday.” 
 
    You actually feel a bit proud at the compliment. Your pride deflates as she shoves you back with a hand in your chest and adds, “But probably not. You’re mostly hopeless.” 
 
    She rises to her feet and with a wave of her hand and a sparkle of angelic magic she cleanses her body of your filthy seed. She pulls on her shapeless brown robe and her beauty disappears into the oversized anonymity of the garment.  
 
    “Come along, Lucas,” she says walking to the cart. “It is time we get you home.” 
 
    “Yes, right,” you say, sheepishly pulling on your trousers and buckling them up in a hurry to follow her. You climb into the cart beside her. You want to say something else, to justify your actions and defend your role as hero, but you don’t know what to say. 
 
    You ride down the lonely rural road in silence, unable to come up with the right words. 
 
    As you approach your home you see an intense ray of moonlight shining through the clouds onto your farm house. Theora squeezes your shoulder and points to the ray of light. 
 
    "Hurry, Lucas,” she says. “The goddess is calling upon you." 
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    The road home 
 
      
 
    The night is cool and fairly clear. The moon is out and shines brightly enough through the intermittent clouds for you to make your way down the road in the darkness. You are emerging from a wooded area, more than halfway to home, when you spy a stooped figure walking along the side of the road. There is a cold prickle of fear at encountering another stranger along the road.  
 
    You cluck your tongue and pull back on the reins. Old Joe and Betsy, your cart mules, bray plaintively as they slow to a walk. The wagon creaks as it draws alongside the figure. It is a woman, judging by the straw-colored hair dangling from the heavy hood, quite tall, but stooped over so she seems smaller. 
 
    “Are you alright?” You call out to her. 
 
    She slows and croaks, “I am well enough, alone at night on this road.” 
 
    You cannot leave an old woman wandering the roads at night. There are worse things than the Gedry brothers to prey on the weak on these country roads. 
 
    “Climb up,” you call to her. “I will take you to your destination.” 
 
    You offer her a hand. You are surprised when she reaches out and grabs your hand with a firm grip. Her fingers are not bony or covered in old veins. They are young and perfectly white. You catch a flash of blue eyes as the woman draws back her hood to reveal the familiar, stunningly beautiful face of Theora, your angelic mentor and nemesis. 
 
    “Hello, Lucas,” she says and yanks you over her shoulder and off the cart onto your back. She stands over you, a veritable giantess. 
 
    “H-hello, Theora,” you gasp, trying to catch the wind that was knocked out of you. 
 
    “Never stop for a lone traveler at night,” she says, stepping over top of you so she is looking straight down into your eyes. “I could have been an essence-starved demoness or a goblin queen looking for a harem slave.” 
 
    You can offer no reply. She scoffs and steps away from you. It takes a moment for you to fully recover and push yourself up on your hands and knees. By the time you manage to get to your feet, Theora has climbed up into the cart. 
 
    “Do you have any idea how long I have been waiting for you there by the side of the road?” She snaps. 
 
    You’re wary of getting in an argument with the angel, but you can’t help yourself. As you snap the reins and set off down the road, you say, “Couldn’t you just fly back to my farm?”  
 
    “I have been drinking,” she says. “I do not like to fly when I have been drinking.” 
 
    “Drinking?” 
 
    “Yes!” She snaps and shoots you and angry glared with her bright blue eyes. “I was not doing it recreationally. It was at the insistence of that besotted priest of Veleda in the village. The blind one.” 
 
    “Senior Cleric Crowley?”  
 
    “Yes,” she growls, obviously not particularly fond of Crowley. “I needed to speak with him and the old pervert plied me with whiskey and fondled my breasts. I had to knock him out. Oh, do not look at me like that, Lucas, I used magic. One of my punches would have snapped his withered old neck. He will assume he drank too much and hopefully never realize he groped an angel’s breasts.” 
 
    Theora’s magnificent mounds are covered by her shapeless brown robe, but you remember them well enough. You are fairly certain Crowley would know he was touching the flesh of heaven if he squeezed those lovely mounds. 
 
    “You smell like sex,” says Theora, casting another glance in your direction. “What sins have you been committing in the village?” 
 
    “Nothing,” you say. 
 
    “You were at the brothel, weren’t you?” She phrases it as a question, but she seems to somehow know for certain. “That succubus and your wanks from the golem weren’t enough, eh? I suppose Veleda would choose a hero with a bottomless libido.” 
 
    “I… this is all new to me,” you say. “I just wanted some companionship.” 
 
    “I am not companion enough?” She asks, raising an eyebrow. 
 
    Your cock twitches, but your mind is uncertain. Does she even mean that as an invitation? Theora has been remarkably free with her sexuality for an angel, but she also does not seem to like you very much. You decide to answer her as diplomatically as possible. 
 
    “I needed something, uh, uncomplicated,” you offer. 
 
    “Hmmmmph,” she says, apparently put off by that answer. She returns her attention to the quiet road ahead. 
 
    As you approach your home you see an intense ray of moonlight shining through the clouds onto your farm house. Theora squeezes your shoulder and points to the ray of light. 
 
    "Hurry, Lucas,” she says. “The goddess is calling upon you." 
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    Encounter with the slime girl 
 
      
 
    You follow the burbling sound of the slime girl’s musical voice. You see the faint, violet glow of her body before round the curve in the tunnel. You snuff your lantern and try to creep quietly. As you poke your head around the turn you do not see anything for a moment, just some rubbish on the floor with a faint violet glow. The burbling begins again, the rubbish shifts, and a human head slides out from behind the junk. 
 
    No, thankfully not a human head, but the gelatinous, human-like head of the slime girl. It is atop a slithering heap of violet slime that oozes out from behind the remains of a toppled wall. The head slowly swivels, revealing a face of surprising beauty despite its eerie translucence. Fat tendrils of slime drip from the top of the head like locks of hair, falling in jellylike globs that disappear back into the larger bulk.  
 
    Her burbling song becomes an excited exclamation. 
 
    “Hellooooo!” 
 
    She smiles with excitement. You watch, paralyzed with fear, as a gelatinous human figure begins to rise from the mound of slime. A neck pushes the head upward from the mound of goo. Shoulders take shape, followed by immense, jiggling breasts with puffy translucent nipples, a slender waist, wide hips, and a plump, heaving bottom. Her thick thighs rise like molded aspic, extruding knees, shins, ankles, and finally the last of the slime recedes into a pair of feminine feet.  
 
    She is a glistening violet goddess of fertility, with voluptuous proportions that exceed even those of Morelle the succubus. Her full lips part as if in a moan and her voice burbles out, “So good to have visitor! I suck on you for rest of your life!” 
 
    “W-what?” You say, trying to reconcile her horrifying words with her friendly tone and erotic shape. 
 
    "I am Oola. You are human boy. Awoooo! I like human boys. What your name?" 
 
    "Lucas." 
 
    She slithers forward with surprising speed, her feet moving smoothly across the stone without lifting. She curls around to your side, pressing the cool, soft mounds of her breasts against your arm. She stuffs a slimy hand down your trousers and you gasp as her slime fingers pour into your pants and wrap around your shaft. In a moment, you are fully stiff in her grasp. 
 
    “Stop that,” you say, trying to twist away from her. She pushes her tits even more tightly against your shoulder, her huge, gelatinous mounds squeezing around your bicep.  
 
    “Awoo! Do not fight! I make you feel so good!” Her slimy grasp tightens around your cock, banding your hard shaft and moving up and down your swollen length. You gasp as you realize her hand no longer consists of individual fingers, but has become a sort of sheath of slime that writhes and wriggles around your sensitive cock. 
 
    “Ohhhhhhh,” you moan as she pumps the cool jelly of her hand around your cock. The silky sensation is incredible, it squeezes you from your root to your tip, sliding almost frictionless up and down your stiff length. You look into the pretty gelatinous face of the slime girl as she coos with pleasure. Her scent is as sweet as any perfume and her massive breasts have very nearly swallowed up your arm.  
 
    “Yes, it is good,” she burbles. “It feels good. No fighting. Enjoy.”  
 
    A gentle, rhythmic suction begins within the slime covering your cock. It is as if you are being stroked by a hand and sucked by a mouth at the same time. The pleasure is strange and intense. You know you need to fend off Oola, at least to give you a moment to think, but her hand feels so amazing… 
 
    


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Surrender 
 
      
 
    Staring at the inhuman beauty of Oola, you know what you must do. Such a beautiful creature does not deserve to be met with violence. She is innocent and sweet and she promises you strange pleasures. 
 
    “I surrender,” you say, feeling a surge of excitement as you give the word to your desire. “I will not fight you, Oola.” 
 
    “Awoooo!” She burbles joyfully. “You make me so happy, Lucas! Throw away your fighting thing! It hurts and I do not like it!” 
 
    “My sword?” You heft the sword and notice that the glow seems to have dimmed. 
 
    “Awoo! Yes!” Oola shudders with dislike.  
 
    “Right, sorry,” you say and toss the blade behind you down the hall. It lands with a clang well out of reach.  
 
    “Awoooo!” Oola’s translucent expression becomes joyous. She wiggles happily and slithers closer, her bountiful body jiggling enticingly. She creeps closer as your heart beats a wild rhythm and your cock strains in your trousers. You take in the violet glow of her body and imagine how her gelatinous curves might feel in your hands or beneath your hungry kiss. 
 
    The slime girl suddenly swings her hips, spinning around and bending over at her waist. She presents the massive mounds of her bottom, leaning even lower and causing the gelatinous violet curves of her translucent buttocks to spread wide apart and reveal an indentation between them. There is a faint wrinkle and a darkening of her inner liquid. Beneath this gelatinous anus is a plump and glistening pussy, but you watch her wrinkled slimy anus clench and flex.  
 
    “Awoooo,” she croons. “I made this just for you, Lucas. A special naughty-naughty hole for you to make you feel extra good.” 
 
    “Oh, gods,” you moan, softly. 
 
    “Come on, Lucas,” she says, her head rising unnaturally to peer over her shoulder. “Fuck me with your warm human boy cock.” 
 
    You cannot resist the luscious roundness of her ass and the perfect target of her clenching slime asshole. You furiously unbuckle your trousers, your cock already painfully stiff as you grip it at your root. Oola burbles with excitement, her enormous bottom jiggling lightly as you approach. You grab her gelatinous ass and squeeze. Her huge cheek resists the pressure of your fingers, cool and perfectly smooth beneath your touch.  
 
    You give her bum a smack and your hand collides loudly and wetly, sending wobbling jiggles up her bottom and making her cry out, “Awooooo! Oh, Lucas! I am good! You do not need to spank me!” 
 
    She looks back at you, her expression gleeful as she croons for you to fuck her wobbling, slimy ass. You have already surrendered to her, there is no point fighting such temptation any longer.  
 
    You guide the swollen mushroom cap of your cock to the parted valley of her generous buttocks. You press your tip to the wrinkled divot of her anus and moan at the cool, velvet sensation as it clenches beneath your sensitive cockhead. She burbles with wordless excitement and wiggles her hips. Her silky valley massages your cock and nearly makes you spurt your seed down her crack. 
 
    Fearing that you might explode from her eagerness, you grab hold of her slippery hips as best you can, squeezing your fingers and indenting her translucent body. She arches her back, spreading her ass even wider as her hole catches your cockhead. You thrust forward suddenly, watching in amazement as your cock slides into the tight, slippery, pleasantly cool passage of her ass and into the translucent depths of her slime. You pull back, her slimy tunnel clutching at you, and thrust in again, your hips slapping against her huge ass and making her whole body jiggle. 
 
    “Awwoooo!” Oola cries. “Your warm boy cock is so good! Fuck me in the ass, Lucas! I am so hungry for your yummy-yummy seed!” 
 
    “It feels so good,” you cry as she thrusts back, her ass splashing against your hips and deforming with the force of her movements. Her silky ass massages your cock and squeezes it as if she has hands inside her stroking you deftly. Your pleasure grows and you moan with hopeless abandon, fucking Oola’s voluptuous slime ass and making her whole body sway and jiggle like a gelatin dessert on a wobbling table. 
 
    The strangeness of pounding your cock into Oola’s gooey ass does nothing to diminish how incredible her gripping slime feels. It massages and sucks at your hardness with every thrust. You are only able to pull back with each stroke because you know you get to thrust your aching cock deep inside her again.  
 
    “Oh, Oola,” you groan, “I am going to cum inside you!” 
 
    “Yes!” She burbles excitedly. “Oh, yes, Lucas! Give me your seed! I know you want to be a good boy!” 
 
    “Yes,” you cry, fighting to maintain your strength as your pleasure rules your movement. Your body slaps loudly against the slime girl’s huge bottom and your cock stabs deep into her translucent ass. You can see it through her glistening flesh, your tip swollen and dark, ready to spurt as it rubs inside her depths.  
 
    “I am so hungry, Lucas!” She cries. “Feed me cum! Feed it deep into my body!” 
 
    Your pleasure surges to an exhilarating crescendo inside Oola’s slimy tightness. You watch your cock throbbing inside her as your cum begins to jet out of your tip. Each spurt produces a milky cloud that swirls up into her translucent abdomen before disappearing in her churning slime. As you cum, her ass seems to tighten and suck at your cock, as if it is a mouth and it is drinking your seed. The thought is disturbing, but the pleasure is inescapable. You rock back and her jiggling ass follows you, cool and squeezed against your hips, her inner depths massaging and milking every drop from your hardness. 
 
    “Oh, Oola, I think I’m spent,” you say, trying to take a step back and withdraw your sensitive cock from her slimy ass. 
 
    Of course, once you’ve cum for a monster girl, you are her slave, and Oola intends to take full advantage of her new pet.  
 
    “No, I am so hungry, Lucas! I need more!”  
 
    She trips you up on her slimy tendrils and knocks you over. You expect to land hard on the floor, but instead you fall lightly into her arms as she seems to catch you from beneath you. Your head rests against her soft breasts and she cradles you in her embrace, kissing your shoulder and neck. Her enormous ass is somehow above you, riding you down to the floor and pressing against your hips. It begins to move on its own, separate from the rest of her body like some sort of strange, gelatinous pleasure device. 
 
    “Ohhhhhh, no, please,” you cry as her slimy depths stroke around your overly-sensitive cock. 
 
    “More cum,” she burbles. “Give me all of your seed! As much as much as you want!” 
 
    Your cock does not soften inside her insidious slime. As her huge ass bounces up and down on you and she kisses and licks at your neck, you are completely at her mercy. In short order, your cock pushes through your post-orgasmic suffering and rises towards an excruciating second orgasm. You thrust your hips almost unwillingly, unable to resist the suddenly surging pleasure. You fuck her ass and turn your face to hers, kissing her on her slimy lips and tasting the cool sweetness of her tongue in your mouth.  
 
    “Cum!” She burbles, her voice seemingly unaffected by the kiss. “Cum inside!” 
 
    “Mmmmmmmm!” You cry against her lips and your cock twitches in her slippery ass. Fresh jets of milky seed swirl into her clenching hole and the jiggling lusciousness of her bottom. You are helpless to stop as she extracts every drop.  
 
    As your orgasm fades, Oola continues, kissing you even more passionately and unbuttoning your tunic so she can wrap you up in her slimy arms. You can only whimper softly against her lips as she does as she pleases with your body. Soon, her ass has become a second head, and Oola is sucking you with her mouth and flicking her slime tongue beneath your cockhead. It won’t be long before she slurps out another load of your seed. 
 
    “Veleda, help me,” you moan, but not even Veleda is ready to save you. 
 
    You have been defeated by Oola the slime girl.  
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    Dervish Strike 
 
      
 
    The slime girl’s reaction to your sword is enough to convince you of its power over the voluptuous violet vixen. You spin the blade in your grasp, producing a flash of holy light. You feel Veleda’s righteous fury building as you begin to whirl the blade and spin your body. In the narrow tunnel there is little room for error and the tip of your sword sparks from the surrounding stones more than once.  
 
    Despite these small mistakes, you manage to build speed as you focus on the warmth and strength growing in your muscles. You glimpse Oola, the slime girl, seemingly mesmerized by the sight of you spinning as your sword glows brighter and brighter.  
 
    “What are you doing, Lucas?” She burbles. “It looks so fun!” 
 
    You surge towards her, whirling the blade at her outstretched arm. The sword severs her limb with a hiss and Oola cries out in surprise, her entire body tensing and retreating. She tries to shield herself from your whirling attack and your glowing sword hacks through her newly-formed limbs with ease. Each blow severs more of her slime and splatters it on the floor, walls, or ceiling of the tunnel. She seems to shrink as she retreats from you. 
 
    “Please! No more!” She burbles fearfully.  
 
    Your sword is a bright blur of light that seems to chip away at her jiggling slime. She lets out a final, burbling scream and in a flash of bright light, she is gone. 
 
    Your blade sparks against the stone where she was standing and you force yourself to stop your ecstatic swinging. You gasp for breath as the exertion of the special ability hits you. The walls and ceiling are dripping with lifeless slime. The pink gem in the hilt of your sword glows for a moment and then becomes dim again.  
 
    Oola is in there, within the Crystal Sanctum with Morelle and Hina, your golem servant. She will find a home within that strange palace and soon you will be able to visit her.  
 
    You feel suddenly very lonely in this underworld beneath the ruined temple. You need to get back to the surface.  
 
    You begin your long trudge out of the tunnels. 
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    At the mercy of the slime girl 
 
      
 
    Your eyes slowly open. As you roll onto your side, the cool bed of slime shifts beneath you. A faint pleasure reaches you next and you blink against the bright violet glow of the slime that covers the floor and nearly every wall. Two figures are moving in the sleepy blur. It takes a moment for your vision to clear so you can see that your slime daughters with Oola are locked passionately together in a slimy embrace. Naala and Uura are as beautiful as their mother and yet strangely you see a bit of yourself in them.  
 
    Of course, being monster girls, they have no taboos and no compunction about using you in the same way that Oola does. At the moment, at least, they seem occupied with one another, their limbs melting together and their mouths locked as they passionately kiss. That is something you taught them. Kissing does not come naturally to a slime girl. Their nature makes them more focused on simply draining cocks. 
 
    “Awake?” Oola burbles beside you and you realize she is kneeling next to your head. “Hungry, Lucas?” 
 
    “Oh, um, yes, alright,” you say, feeling almost overcome with exhaustion.  
 
    “Good, you have drink,” she says and leans a huge breast against your face.  
 
    You open your mouth and her thick nipple presses against your tongue. You latch to her and suckle like a hungry tot. Cool, sweet slime girl juice bursts into your mouth. The familiar sweetness of her nectar is the only thing that sustains you. She feeds you whenever you hunger, eager to keep you going as long as possible. For a time you entertained the thought of simply refusing to drink and letting yourself waste away, but having your strange daughters here makes things different. You are father now and you must do your best to add to the family.  
 
    Feeling a moment of perverse paternalism, you suck harder, eliciting a cry of pleasure form Oola. 
 
    “Oh, Lucas, you are hungry today!” She pulls her breast from your mouth and offers you her other fat nipple. You suckle just as eagerly. She cradles you against her bosom as you drink her sweet nectar. You slurp and lick and suck, earning an occasional soft “Awoo!” from your slimy lover. Her hand strokes your cock and another reaches up from the slimy bed beneath you to fondle your stones. Despite almost constant use, your hardness swells in her silky grasp.  
 
    “I am hungry too,” she burbles and gives your cock a squeeze. “Do you have seed for me?” 
 
    “Maybe,” you groan weakly. “A little bit.” 
 
    Oola, now much larger and more powerful than when you met her, nourished by her endless draining of your cock, sprouts another version of her body. This gelatinous twin moves between your thighs, crawling seductively and leaning down to lick and kiss your cock. She begins to suck you as Oola finally draws her teat from your mouth and climbs over top of you. She knows you how are enthralled by her plump bottom and juicy cunt. The sight of them glowing faintly above you awakens your feeble ardor. You reach up and stroke her plump buttocks. You lean your head up just enough to run your tongue over the sweet furrow of her cunt lips. As you do, the two Oola’s above you begin to share your cock with their mouths. One sucks your tip and the other slurps at your bollocks. A few weeks ago, this would have driven you mad with pleasure in only a moment, but now, so drained by Oola you are afraid you might disappoint her entirely, you struggle to even stay erect. 
 
    To remedy this, not wanting to disappoint your protean bride, you hug her luscious bottom and bury your face in that welcoming softness. Your tongue drives deep into her cunt and your nose breathes her sweet scent from her crack. Of course, she does smell the exact same all over, but the raunchiness of being smothered still manages to excite you a bit. 
 
    “Mmmmm,” you moan beneath her, thrusting weakly into whichever mouth is sucking you. 
 
    “Awoooo,” she burbles with happiness. “You are so much stronger than the other boys I’ve caught. They only lasted a little while. You are strong. You are brave.” 
 
    Weak, more like it. Weak enough to succumb to a silly monster girl like a slime girl, but strong might be right. Somehow, you have kept going for weeks on end, unwilling to give in even as your seed nourishes Oola and allows her to spawn more and more daughters to send off into the world. So far, those daughters have lingered here, feeding off you like their mother. You encourage it. 
 
    Perhaps a part of you thinks that you are delaying the horror of the slime girls invading the nearby countryside, but part of you knows you enjoy it. All the attention and all of the pleasure. The sick pride of being the man of the house or, well, ruins.  
 
    The Oolas begin to share you simultaneously, their mouths approaching your cock from opposite sides and their tongues meeting and playing around your shaft and sensitive tip. 
 
    “Ohhh, that’s good,” you gasp, fucking weakly into this torrid caress. 
 
    “Yes, give me seed, Lucas,” burbles Oola. “Sweet Lucas, please, yummy seed now!” 
 
    Despite the pleasure, your search for a climax continues for several minutes. It is finally the act of thrusting your tongue into Oola’s bottom instead of her cunt that drives your pleasure to its peak. You imagine her as a human girl, your tongue plunging into her dainty back passage, the surprise she might feel. Oola burbles softly, her mouths caressing and sucking you as you reach your peak. 
 
    “Ahhhhhh!” 
 
    “Yes, give me the yummy yummy!” She giggles, sucking you hungrily with one mouth clamped over your cock and the other slurping at your balls. You tense and thrust into her throat and feel the almost painful contraction of your orgasm. Somehow, the less cum you have in your body, the more intense these pleasure become. It is almost excruciating and you cry out faintly, stuffing your tongue deep into her sweet ass to keep from losing your mind. 
 
    You catch sight of a faint milky eruption in Oola’s translucent head. It isn’t much, not much at all, but Oola burbles happily as she is able to drain a bit more of your fading essence. At the very peak of your pleasure, lost in the throes of this sick ecstasy, you feel a twinge in your chest. 
 
    Darkness follows suddenly. Warm and sweet. 
 
    And you hear a voice calling out to you… 
 
    “Lucas…” 
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    Ask Ella to pleasure you with her breasts 
 
      
 
    Staring at Ella’s creamy cleavage, piled to overflowing from her tight corset, you know that only those luscious breasts could give you the pleasure you desire. The thought of sliding your cock between them is so lewd and so intense that you can hardly believe it is real. Yet she sees your gaze and leans her shoulders a little lower, her wide areolas squeezing at the edges of the corset.  
 
    “You want them, don’t you?” She asks, fluttering her dark lashes at you and shaking her tits back and forth. “You’re picturing them wrapped around your cock?” 
 
    “Y-yeah,” you admit, your face beet red as you glance around to be sure no one is watching. 
 
    “Mmmmm,” she purrs, pressing her body against you and overwhelming you with her perfumed scent. “I can give you a soft valley for your throbbing steel, Lucas. Come with me. Let’s find a quiet spot.” 
 
    She takes your hand and leads you away from the bar. You feel like everyone in the Bawdy Maiden is watching you and that they all know what you are going to do with Ella. She leads you to the back of the brothel’s ground floor, where several curtained lounges are occupied with whores and their customers. You can hear grunts and groans of pleasure coming from behind the curtains. As Ella is walking you towards and open lounge, you glimpse a voluptuous dark-skinned woman, completely naked, sitting next to a small, pale young man. Her hand is in his lap and she is stroking his enormous, red-capped cock.  
 
    “See something you like?” Ella giggles. “There is a back room here for people who like to watch. It costs extra though, so unless you want to pay…” 
 
    “Sorry, no,” you say, following her to the vacant lounge. 
 
    “This way,” says Ella, pulling you towards an empty lounge. It is a tiny space walled on three sides, with a lantern and a cushioned sofa made to look fancy, but with cheap upholstery and poorly-concealed stains. Ella pulls you inside and closes off the curtain. She directs you to the sofa and says, “Make yourself comfortable, Lucas. I’ll give you what you desire.” 
 
    You sit down on the musty sofa and begin to unbuckle your trousers. As you do, Ella begins to move to the music being performed in the brothel’s bar. Her shapely body sways from side to side as her fingers work the clasps of her corset. You manage to get your belt unbuckled, but you fumble with your buttons as you watch Ella opening the corset. She exposes her enormous breasts. They have wide areolas and thick nipples that jut enticingly from her heaving mounds. She gathers her prominent titflesh in her hands, lifting and squeezing her breasts as she looks at you with her smoky eyes.  
 
    Your cock twitches in your trousers, serving as a reminder to continue unbuttoning. You work the buttons as Ella moves sensually, a smile on her face as she squeezes her breasts and plucks at her fat nipples. You finally manage to free your cock and are shocked to feel the wetness coating its tip. Ella has aroused you to the point of exploding with her erotic dance.  
 
    Ella notices your state as well, laughing, “Oh, Lucas! Look at you!” 
 
    She goes from dancing to kneeling before you with a single graceful drop. You can hardly take your gaze away from her plump breasts. She pushes your knees apart, arches her back, and swings the soft weight of her tits against your cock. Her heavy breasts collide with your upright hardness, bending it back as she leans even lower. She looks up at you, blocking the view of your cock and her breasts for a moment as her soft tits engulf your cock.  
 
    “Oohhhhhh gods,” you gasp as the incredible softness and warmth of those massive tits swallow up your cock. Only the purple tip of your cockhead is still visible protruding from her creamy mounds as she squeezes them tightly around your shaft.  
 
    “The gods made me, I expect,” she laughs. “But I think I deserve a bit of the credit.” 
 
    “Ohhh y-yeah, right,” you say, grinning stupidly at her as she squeezes her soft breasts from the sides and begins to wank your cock between them. You watch in awe as Ella moves against your lap, rocking her tits up and down your purple cock, making it disappear completely as she slides up and reappear like a medallion from her cleavage as she slides down again. 
 
    Her lips part enticingly and on a whim you hunch over and kiss Ella on her mouth. She is surprised, stiffening for a moment, but does not pull away. In fact, she recovers so quickly that her tongue thrusts into your mouth. You moan together and her lips bounce against yours as she continues to move her breasts up and down your cock. 
 
    “You want to cum?” She gasps, looking into your eyes from only a finger’s distance. “Give me your seed, Lucas. Paint my bosom with your manly milk.” 
 
    “Ohhhhh, Ella,” you groan, your cock surging with pleasure. Her tits softly pat against your thighs on the downward stroke and squeeze around your cockhead on the upward. You thrust against the soft underside of her breasts, making them bounce with each stroke between them. It becomes impossible to kiss her as you lean back and watch your cock thrusting through her tits.  
 
    “Do it,” she pants, her smoky eyes pleading. “Cum for me, Lucas.” 
 
    “Ahhhhhh! Yessss!” You cry aloud, slamming your cock into her squeezed tits, into that warm channel between her soft cushions. Your pleasure surges through you, gripping you in fluttering ecstasy until you feel your cock throb between Ella’s tits.  
 
    “Yes!” She agrees, a smile on her full lips as your cum spurts from between her mounds and splashes over and between her flushed breasts. She milks your gushing hardness with her breasts, squeezing and wanking you expertly to work out ever twitch and splash of cum. When she finally frees your spent cock from her cleavage, you see the mess you have made. Her inner valley is rubbed red and your cream decorates your cock and her mounds. 
 
    “That was… wonderful,” you pant, admiring her plentiful titflesh marked with your cum.  
 
    “Let’s clean up a bit,” she says, picking up a wet washcloth and mopping cum from her breasts and your cock. You gasp at the contact with your overly sensitive cock. “I’m glad I could take care of you tonight, Lucas. Come back any time and I will be happy to relax you again.” 
 
    She gives you a kiss on the cheek and slowly rises to her feet. She dresses with practiced efficiency; you’re still fumbling to get your trousers buckled by the time her hair is fixed and she is ready to depart. She checks to be sure you are decent before sliding open the curtain covering the entrance to the lounge. 
 
    “See you around, sweetie,” she says with a wink. 
 
    “Th-thank you,” you call, but she is already moving off into the bar and searching for her next customer.  
 
    You decide not to stick around and finish your drink. You head out of the brothel and return to your mules and your cart. Night has fallen over St. Ingbert, though it is still early and the streets are still fairly crowded. You guide the cart down the cobbled street and to the wide, dirty trade road leading out of town. It is a long journey back to your farm. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Stop! You didn’t mean to hurt her! 
 
      
 
    Shock and guilt hit you with the force of a slap across the face. Looking down into Theora’s angry blue eyes, at the tears glistening on her cheeks, you finally comprehend the foolish mistake you have made. You jerk your cock out of her mouth and she gasps and swallows back a gag. 
 
    “Oh, Theora,” you say. “Forgive me! I did not mean to hurt you!” 
 
    “Thank you,” she croaks, rising to your feet as you take a step away. “I accept your apology. And in return…” 
 
    She grabs your tunic and slams you to the ground with enough force to knock the breath from your lungs. You flop onto your back, helpless, with your cock sticking straight up from your groin. It still glistens shamefully with Theora’s saliva. Her blue eyes glow fiercely in the night with her holy fury. 
 
    “A monster girl should receive NO mercy,” she declares. “You were weak, you took pity, and now I have YOU at my mercy.”  
 
    You try to sit up and offer an explanation. She places one bare foot on your chest and pushes you back down into the grass.  
 
    “Lie back, little Lucas,” she purrs, seeming to loom over you like a giantess. She moves her foot away and crouches down beside you. Her hand roams over your thigh and she grasps your stiff cock at its root. “I will show you what I can do with my mouth. See how long you can last.”  
 
    Any thoughts you have of escaping Theora’s holy hands are abandoned as her mouth descends over your cock. Her blue eyes flare with magic as she gazes up at you and easily deepthroats your straining hardness. She bobs three times, her slick, velvet throat squeezing around your tip, and you nearly explode down her throat. Perhaps sensing this, Theora pulls off with a gasp, saliva trailing from her soft lips.  
 
    “Oh, I am only starting with you, Lucas,” she laughs cruelly and tightly squeezes your cock at its root with her hand. You moan in despair as her angelic mouth descends on your bollocks, her hot tongue roaming all over your sweaty sack. Her lips part and she sucks one of your cum-filled eggs into her mouth. Precum trickles from your throbbing cock like wax from a melting candle, but her hand is gripping you so tightly there isn’t a chance you will cum. 
 
    Her lips pop wetly, releasing your bullock from her suction. A moment later, she draws your other tender stone into her mouth. She teases you and torments you with her hot mouth on your balls for a seeming eternity. Your cock is purple and twitching with your heartbeat, but choked off at its root and unable to explode. You moan with the despair of being trapped on the brink of release. 
 
    She pops her lips off your bollocks again and lifts her head slightly, a lock of golden hair hanging in her flushed face. 
 
    “You desire to spill your seed,” she says. “Do not pretend otherwise. If that is what you wish, I will drink of your manly fount, but… only if you beg me.” 
 
    “Yes, please,” you say. “Please, let me cum, Theora.” 
 
    “Not good enough,” she says, covering your cockhead with her other hand and giving it a good squeeze. You moan almost girlishly as you feel your cum boiling to be released. Theora runs her tongue around the ridge of your glans and over your glistening slit. She presses a kisses to the very tip of your cock, stretching out a moonlit strand of your precum from her lips to your cockhead. “I want you to pledge your soul to me, Lucas.” 
 
    “W-what?” You moan, watching in agony as her tongue teases over your cockhead once more. 
 
    “You heard me, Lucas. Pledge that your soul belongs to me and I will allow you to cum in my mouth.” She flutters the tip of her tongue at your leaking slit. “You can refuse me, of course. And we can go back to your pitiful little farm without any more pleasure. What do you say?” 
 
    The words leave your lips almost instantly.  
 
    “I pledge my soul to you, Theora,” you cry out hoarsely. “It belongs to you. All of eternity and whatever else. Just, please, let me cum!” 
 
    “Very well,” she says with a haughty laugh. She closes her eyes as if in concentration and her mouth descends once more upon your cock. As it does, she releases her grip on your root. Her warm, wet mouth engulfs your straining hardness. Your tip collides with the velvet barrier of her throat and her muscles shift and open to your cock. You let out a breathless cry of pleasure as her throat engulfs your ultra-sensitive tip.  
 
    “Ahhhhhhhh!” You cry, grabbing her golden mane with both hands and thrusting your hips, burying every inch of your hardness in her mouth. Her throat constricts around your cock and it sends you plunging over the edge of ecstasy. Your cock seems to swell to bursting for a moment and then your whole body is jerking with the force of your orgasmic pumps. Your cock jerks in Theora’s throat and you erupt your plentiful seed straight down the lovely angel’s throat.  
 
    Her throat muscles ripple and massage your spurting cock. She looks up at you, the slightest tears in her eyes as she drinks your massive load straight into her belly. She does not relent until your cock has sputtered out every drop. Her lips slide back up your shaft and her mouth leaves your cock with a wet pop. 
 
    “Of course,” she says, gasping for air, “we angels do not collect souls. They either belong to the goddess or not. But it is good to know to what pitiful lengths you would go to spill your seed.” 
 
    She flashes you a cruel grin and rises from the ground. She covers her luscious body with dismaying haste, draping her perfect curves in the formless brown garment of her robe. You lie there on the ground, drained of your strength for a moment longer. She nudges you with her toes.  
 
    “Come along, Lucas,” she says. “Let us return to your home.” 
 
    “R-right,” you say, chastened as you pull on your clothes and follow Theora back to the mule cart. 
 
    Although you feel the fool for pledging your soul to her as if she were a succubus, you cannot shake the image of her gazing up at you with watery eyes as you spurted your seed into her velvet throat. For a moment, she took you to heaven, and it was worth the price of your soul. You glance at her beside you on the cart and she gives you a stern look. 
 
    As you emerge from the last stretch of wooded road, you see an intense ray of moonlight shining through the clouds onto your farm house. Theora squeezes your shoulder and points to the ray of light. 
 
    “Veleda,” she says. "Hurry, the goddess is calling upon you." 
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    Parley 
 
      
 
    Oola the slime girl seems friendly. Perhaps too friendly, but she is able to talk. You reckon that as long as you keep your wits and some distance, you might be able to get the best of her. After all, she doesn’t seem very smart. Then again, looking at her lovely curves jiggling towards you, maybe you should just ask her to put an end to your struggle. Veleda is going to come and rescue you and you can use the opportunity to find out more about the slime girl’s capabilities. 
 
    You imagine Theora would not approve, but she isn’t here to scold you. 
 
    “Wait, Oola!” You say, holding up your sword defensively. “Let’s talk about this.” 
 
    “Talk about this? What do you want to talk about, Lucas?” She giggles and her gelatinous body quivers with the sound. “I need your seed. Awooooo it’s so yummy-yummy!” 
 
    She slithers closer and you have to hold up your glowing blade to ward her away. 
 
    “Stop it!” You warn. 
 
    “Oh, keep that mean sword away from me!” She pouts. “Come on, Lucas, I give you so much pleasure. The good-best pleasure! Awoooo!” 
 
    “W-what sort of pleasure?” You ask, your cock twitching and your gaze taking in her bouncing breasts and jiggling hips. 
 
    “Awwooo! I’ll make you squirt in my Jelly Bust!” She burbles, squeezing her huge breasts together between her biceps and leans forward, jiggling them enticingly. “Orr my Gooey Mouth technique could drain your seed! Mmmmm! I can suck it all out!” 
 
    She blows you several full-lipped kisses and then whirls around suddenly, showing you her massive bottom with its glistening violet cheeks. She tosses the tendrils of her gooey hair and looks back at you over her shoulder, her back arched and her huge ass on display. “You like that, Lucas? You want me to use big Juicy Juicy Butt?” 
 
    Each of her offers seems more enticing than the last. Your cock is painfully stiff in your trousers and all you want to do is sink your hard cock into her cool, shapely slime. The pleasure would surely be excruciatingly wonderful. 
 
    No! You must fight such urges! Keep your wits! 
 
    “Come on, Lucas!” She burbles, whirling back around, her huge breasts swinging and bouncing wildly. She slithers towards you, her feet never leaving the floor. Her sweet scent fills your nostrils and you feel almost dizzy.  
 
    Despite your weakness, you can see Oola’s weakness as well. She is mimicking the flirtatious motions of a human woman, exaggerated by her voluptuous slime, but she seems to be acting almost on instinct. There is blankness in her translucent eyes. 
 
    Oola, for lack of a better word, is dumb. If you can look past how badly you want to leap at her and jam your cock into her slimy body, perhaps you can use her lack of intelligence to trick her into a bargain. If you banish her with your sword, she will end up in the Crystal Sanctum. You could visit her there and let her have your seed. If you can convince her that she will have an endless supply of the cum she craves, maybe she will simply let you defeat her. 
 
    Could it really be that easy? 
 
    “Lucas, please,” she burbles, slinking a little closer. “I need your warm boy seed inside me!” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Clean up the house 
 
      
 
    You look at the pink gemstone in the hilt of your sword, picturing that beautiful Crystal Sanctum and the pleasure you might enjoy if only you hold the sword aloft and shout the power words.  
 
    “Sanctum Serenity,” you mutter, leaning the sword against the wall of your house. You fetch two buckets from your barn and take them to your well pump. You begin to laborious process of scrubbing out your house, mopping the floor, washing your bedding, repairing the furniture, and mending your ruined garments.  
 
    Worst of all is the fact that they have torn apart your sister’s clothes, stealing some of her old underwear. They’ve even taken some of your mother’s clothing. You find graffiti that seems to be an image of your sister performing fellatio on one of the brothers carved deeply into the wall of Genevieve’s bedroom. It takes you more than an hour to grind this out of the board with one of your father’s woodworking tools. 
 
     Even though the disgusting image is gone, a lighter mark on the wall serves as a reminder of how you have twice now failed Genevieve. She will be home in a matter of days for the brief break that comes before her next semester at the magic academy and you will have nothing to show her. 
 
    Your gaze wanders to the sword leaning against the wall. 
 
    “Well, almost nothing,” you mutter. Your sister might find a trip to the Crystal Sanctum fascinating, at least until she runs into Morelle or Oola begging for your seed. You snort with laughter and shake your head. “What has become of you, Lucas?” 
 
    “You have become the Champion of Veleda.” 
 
    “Theora,” you say, rising to your feet and turning to face the smug angel. “Shouldn’t you be relaxing in the Crystal Sanctum? Or having a cup of wine with a cleric?” 
 
    “I was wondering when you were going to break down and join us in the palace,” she says, walking past you. “I suppose it hurt your pride, what those bandits did to your house?” 
 
    You smile with exasperation and meet Theora’s stern gaze. 
 
    “No, it isn’t about my pride. They stole my mules and pissed on my bed, which made me angry, but that’s not what it’s about either.” 
 
    “What is it about?” She asks, raising an eyebrow, her arms folded imperiously across her chest. 
 
    “Genevieve,” you say. You kick over the chair you just repaired. “My sister. You know this. They’ve robbed me of the money I need to pay for her tuition and board at the Academy of Wizards and Alchemists in Elzeheim.” 
 
    “So do something about it,” she says. 
 
    “What? Go hack them up with the Sword of Veleda?”  
 
    She unfolds her arm and takes hold of your sweat stained shirt. She steps closer and seems to tower over you. 
 
    “The holy sword will never be defiled with petty vengeance,” she growls. “I would rip it out of your hands before you could swing it at these ruffians.” 
 
    You gaze up at her defiantly.  
 
    “Then what are you proposing I do?”  
 
    She smirks at you, rests a hand on your shoulder, and says, “Why don’t we show them the power of Veleda?” 
 
    It is dark when you and Theora approach from the air. Her glorious white wings seem almost to glow in the moonlight. She carries you in her arms like a child and you try not to look down at the countryside as it passes beneath. 
 
    The Gedry farm is no longer much of a farm. The barn is rotten from the rain and has fallen into disrepair, the fields are overgrown with tamar bushes turning orange and red as autumn cold approaches, and the farmhouse, wrapped in creeper vines, looks like a giant mossy stone more than any human habitation. Yet, you see the windows glowing with candlelight and you can smell the smoke of the hearth. 
 
    “There it is,” you growl. “And there are my mules.” 
 
    You point to the corral where Old Joe and Betsy are penned up with the Gedry brothers’ rangy horses. The cart is propped nearby, laden with several trinkets and a ship’s chest they liberated from your house.  
 
    Theora sets you down easily on your feet. She lands softly beside you. 
 
    “Knock on their door, Lucas,” she says. You give her a doubting look and she adds, “Trust me.” 
 
    You shuffle towards their door with your heart pounding in your chest. Theora has not permitted you to bring the Sword of Veleda and you had nothing like a weapon left in your house. You approach the crooked door of the Gedry farm with your hands balled into tight fists. Light leaks out under the door and through some of the rotting planks of the walls. You hear laughing and the sound of breaking pottery.  
 
    Your first knock is soft and they do not even react. You knock again, louder, and this time they grow quiet and begin muttering. Your third knock finally booms against the door and they fling it open. You are greeted by Johan Gedry, his eyes wild with anger and his scruffy whiskers dripping with foam from a pot of your cider.  
 
    “What? What in the hells… oh…” He grins at you, his broken teeth showing as he grows excited. “Boys! Boys, look at this! It’s our gracious benefactor! Come to see that we’re having a good time with his cider and his coin!” 
 
    Johan’s two pudgy brothers crowd in next to him and they leer at you from the doorway.  
 
    “Won’t you come in, Lucas?” Johan snorts with laughter. “I’m afraid the whores have gone home for the night, but you can come wank off my brothers if you’d like.” 
 
    They all have a good laugh at that. You remain motionless, your fists at your side. When they finally quiet down, Johan sneers, “What is it you come all the way out here late at night to bother us with?” 
 
    “I’m taking my mules back,” you say. “And my cart. And you’ll hand over the coin you took from my house.” 
 
    “Hand over the coin?” Johan cackles and smacks his brothers on their shoulders. “Can you believe this one? Thinks he’s a bandit! A real cutpurse! Goin’ to steal from us our rightfully pilfered treasures! Fook off, LeBlanc, before we break your head open.” 
 
    “S-step outside,” you say, cursing your fear. “Step outside and try it.” 
 
    They lurch towards you, laughing, and you stagger back from the door, giving them room to exit and staying out of their reach.  
 
    “Last warning,” shouts Johan and he brandishes a hobnailed truncheon looped around his wrist. “Get out of here! Run! Or I’ll be buryin’ you before sun-up.” 
 
    Light blooms in the sky above and behind you and grows brighter and brighter as it settles to earth. The Gedry brothers stare in slack-jawed astonishment as Theora, in full angelic resplendence, illuminates the field and the faces of the brothers with her holy light. She lands beside you, her wings spread and that familiar superior smile on her face. 
 
    “It’s an angel,” blubbers one of the pudgy Gedry brothers. 
 
    “S-s-s-servant of the gods,” jabbers the other pudgy brother. 
 
    The awe fades from Johan’s face. He alone among the brothers seems willing to confront Theora. He marches out of the house and approaches her, his eyes taking in her shapely figure in her gauzy white gown. He looks almost as if he is going to grab her and try to fondle her breasts. 
 
    “You may be some sort of angel woman,” sneers Johan, “but I ain’t afraid of you. Still just a woman. And you’re on my property, which means—“ 
 
    She thrusts out her hands and transfixes Johan in a beam of white light. He lifts off the ground and floats there, his body contorted as if in the middle of a muscle spasm. He gurgles with apparent agony. 
 
    “You will go inside your hovel,” she says. “And bring all of the money you have taken from Lucas LeBlanc.” 
 
    “W-what do you care… hnnnnn… about him?” Johan struggles to choke out every word. 
 
    “He is the chosen champion of Veleda!” Theora’s voice booms as loud as thunder. Johan Gedry lifts higher off the ground, is arms and legs bowed backwards and a look of agony on his face. “He serves the goddess to save the world and you steal his money?” 
 
    “For-give… us… please!” Johan Gedry chokes out. 
 
    She holds him a moment longer in the bright light. It shuts off like a snuffed candle and Johan drops to the ground with a thump. He pushes himself up weakly on his hands, looking from Theora to you with an expression of awe. 
 
    “I… I am sorry, Lucas,” he murmurs. “We all serve the goddess even… even scum like me an’ my brothers. Can you forgive us?” 
 
    You hold out your hand to Johan. He looks at it for a moment and then takes it and smiles. You pull him to his feet.  
 
    “Yes,” you say, grinning at him. “Now get my money.” 
 
    “Right,” he laughs, scratching his head and casting a wary glance at Theora. “Come inside. I have most of your money. Most of it left from the first time we robbed you. It’s… we spent some on booze and whores. Some more on food. I… I can… we can get it back with…” 
 
    “The money you have is enough,” you say. 
 
    “The three of you will be ready,” interjects Theora, folding her wings to follow you into Johan’s hovel. “Veleda watches your misdeeds. You will devote yourself to training and prepare to serve the hero and the goddess.” 
 
    “Huh?” One of the pudgy brothers wonders. 
 
    “What you talkin’ about, angel lady?” The other pudgy brother rubs at his chin. 
 
    “You will devote yourself to martial training,” her voice grows a bit louder. “You will prepare to fight the enemies of mankind.” 
 
    “What does—“ 
 
    Johan Gedry holds up a hand to silence his less intelligent brothers. 
 
    “We will do as you command,” says Johan. “I think what my brothers are saying is how will we get by while we are training? What are the enemies of mankind?” 
 
    “Monster girls,” you offer. 
 
    “Monster… girls? I think I’ve heard of them.” Johan folds his arms across his chest. “But what about the other question.” 
 
    “You will not rob or threaten,” thunders Theora. “You will find a peaceable way to get by or you will suffer the consequences.” 
 
    “Alright, alright,” says Johan. “I get it. You is demanding an end to our activities in the area of banditry. Fair enough, angel lady and Lucas. We’ll give your way a try. Now come on in and have a drink. We have some delicious cider. Locally pressed.” 
 
    It feels strange to raise a cup in toast with the Gedry brothers. It had taken some convincing from Theora to get you to agree to her plan to conscript them to your cause. You are still unsure if Johan Gedry can be trusted. He cuts his eyes in your direction as if reading your thoughts. He smiles, but his eyes are wary. You force a smile and salute him with your cup of cider.  
 
    You try to remind yourself that for the many adventures yet to come, the many monstrous enemies you will face, it is better to have friends than enemies.  
 
    So long as those friends don’t have a knife behind their back. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
      
 
    Until Book 3: The Cow Girl! 
 
      
 
    < START OVER


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Which special ability do you use? 
 
    Dervish Strike 
 
    Startle Eye


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Go back to the bar 
 
      
 
    You refuse to sit down and watch Johan Gedry fucking the woman who turned you into a man. You grab your clothes and start to pull on your trousers. 
 
    “Afraid of my cock, huh?” Johan laughs and slides his length out of Ella’s glistening cunt. He turns and wags his hardness in your direction. “Maybe next time I see you on the road I’ll give you a sound buggering. Save money on whores!” 
 
    “If you try it, I’ll cut that off,” you say as you stuff your feet into your unlaced boots. 
 
    Johan’s expression hardens. You tense, afraid that he might decide to fight you and unsure how you will brawl with a man with his cock out. A smile creeps back onto Johan’s face and he shrugs dismissively. 
 
    “See you around, farm boy,” he chuckles. “Be sure to carry plenty of coins.” 
 
    Ella flashes you a sympathetic look. You turn away and pull on your shirt. A moment later the bed begins loudly creaking and the beautiful, dark-haired whore resume moaning with pleasure. You can actually hear the sound of Johan’s cock sliding in and out of her wet pussy. His body thrusts against hers with soft slaps of flesh on flesh.  
 
    Your face burns with humiliation and you hurry out of the room still buttoning up your tunic. It is a relief to be out of the sex-thick atmosphere of the private room and return to the noise of the carousing in the tavern. You consider simply leaving, but after running into Johan Gedry you decide that you need something to rinse out the taste. You sigh and drop heavily onto a stool at the bar. The barkeeper sees your dismal expression and pours you a tall cup of Talavian brandy. 
 
    The liqueur burns down your throat and warms your belly. It’s far stronger than the cider you made from the winter apples and by the second cup it has begun to melt away your anger and dismay. You polish off the second and motion the bartender for a third. 
 
    “You sure, kid?” He growls, looking you over. “You’re mighty scrawny to be downing three of these.” 
 
    “Scrawny?” You smack your hands on the bar and knocking over someone’s ale. “I’m the Hero of a Thousand Lives! I’m the chosen champion of Veleda! Some day there will be a statue of me standing in the square!” 
 
    “Gonna be a tombstone for you tomorrow if you don’t watch it,” snarls one of the other patrons at the bar, mopping up his spilled drink. 
 
    The bartender shakes his head and pours you another brandy. You make a show of downing half of it in a single gulp.  
 
    “I could use a drink,” says a husky woman’s voice from behind you.  
 
    A feminine hand reaches around and gently takes the cup from your grasp. You turn in your stool to see Ella, looking a composed as when she first met you at the bar, a knowing smile on her face. She looks into your eyes as she finishes your brandy. You resist the urge to smile at the beautiful whore. After all, you are angry with her. 
 
    “I should be on the road,” you say, starting to rise from your stool.  
 
    Ella presses a hand to your chest and holds you on your seat. She leans closer, her lips glistening with the sweet brandy. “You could be on your way. Or… you could walk back up those stairs and do what you came here to do.” 
 
    Her lovely bust, corseted once more, is as enticing as the day you met Ella Deneva. Yet, your pride is still wounded and you cannot escape the image of Johan, gloating with his cock buried in her dark-thatched cunt. The brandy is hot in your blood as you declare, “I will not plow the same field as Johan Gedry.” 
 
    Ella’s sweet smile slips for an instant. You see a cold flash of anger in her eyes. She recovers and strokes your tunic with her hands, smiling once more and tempting you with her perfumed flesh.  
 
    “You seem to have a history with him,” she murmurs. “Come upstairs and I promise you will forget all about that man.” 
 
    She tilts her chin up a bit and adds, “I won’t wait long, Lucas.” 
 
    She turns with a rustle of her skirt and ascends the staircase. Her wide hips swing enticingly and as she nears the top you have a fine glimpse under her skirt at her generous, panty-cradled bottom. 
 
    “Go after her, ya fool,” growls the man who threatened you over his spilled drink. “Go or I’ll walk upstairs and fuck that one me-self.” 
 
    You glance and the bug-eyed older man and his ugly face snaps you out of your reverie. You hasten to mount the stairs and join Ella Deneva in her bedroom. You practically batter the door down as you lurch into the tiny bedroom.  
 
    “Ah! I thought I heard you thumping up the stairs after me!” She whirls and you catch her in your arms. Before you can let doubt or inexperience get in the way, you kiss her. Your lips press against her soft, pillowy lips. You pull her body against yours, her breasts nearly surging from the top of her corset as you hold her tight. You thrust your tongue into her mouth, tasting the sweetness of the brandy lingering there.  
 
    “Mmmmhmmmm,” she laughs against your kiss, her tongue beginning to thrust against yours. You feel her hand against your trousers and your stiff cock twitches beneath her touch. She breaks the kiss and purrs, “I prefer a nice little farm boy over some rough brigand.”  
 
    She gives your cock a rough squeeze through your trousers and you moan against her lips. You can’t help but remember how long Johan Gedry’s cock was and how it gave Eva such pleasure. Then all of your inadequacies are forgotten as she drops to a crouch before you, unbuckles your belt, and pulls out your stiff cock. She looks up at you with those big, exotic, and smoky eyes as she engulfs your hard tip in her soft mouth. The warmth and wetness surrounds your straining tip. You feel nearly as if you are going to cum the first time she bobs her lips down your rigid length. 
 
    Somehow, you hold back, resting a hand in her silky, dark hair as she slurps softly on your cock. She smiles with her eyes, laughing around you and cradling your cock with her tongue as she suckles at your manhood. You feel as if your hardness is going to melt into her sucking mouth. Her saliva glistens on your shaft and begins to drip down your balls. You want to lose yourself in that warm, urgent suction and blast her mouth full of your cum. 
 
    You gaze down at her jiggling cleavage and her wide hips and you know you must have more. You gently push her head away from your cock. Her lips pop as they leave your glistening, red mushroom tip.  
 
    “You can cum in my mouth,” she pants. “I’ll swallow every drop, sweetie.” 
 
    “N-no,” you say. “I want you. I want to make love with you.” 
 
    “Love?” She giggles. “None of that, Lucas, but I’ll give you a go if that’s what you want.” 
 
    She rises to her feet once more and shares a salt-tinged kiss. She steps back to her dingy bed and frees her ample breasts from her corset. She beckons you to her and you embrace more, drunk on brandy, hands exploring her soft, warm mounds and plucking at her thick nipples. You dip your face to her chest and she cradles you there as you inhale her perfume and smother yourself in the soft pillows of her bosoms. Your kiss explores her hills and valley and your tongue finds a nipple. You draw her bud into your mouth and she moans softly as you suck at her nipple. 
 
    “That’s it,” she moans. “Suck them both. Suck them… ahhhh… yes! There! Harder!” 
 
    Your mouth pops with suction on her areola. You draw her teat against your lips and batter her bud with your tongue. Despite your eagerness to fondle, kiss, and suck Ella’s creamy mounds, your hand delves lower. As you suck at her breast, your hand presses between her shapely thighs and you peel aside the gusset of her crimson panties. She gasps and holds you tighter against her breasts as your fingers find her cunt. 
 
    “Not a trace of the other, don’t worry,” she purrs and caresses your head and shoulders.  
 
    It is enough to send you lower, to the musky place between her legs, to breathe in the dark perfume of her desire and press your face against her cunt. You part her creamy thighs wider, hands stroking over her stockings as you run your tongue over the much-used furrow of her sex. She gasps and thrusts against your face. Her juices are plentiful and sweet beneath your tongue. You bathe your lips and chin in her raunchy flow as you seek out the fat bud of her clit. You lick and suck it and she squeezes your face between her thighs, crying out in pleasure that seems genuine and bucking against your tongue. 
 
    “Ohhhh, Lucas,” she cries. “There! You’ve found the spot!” 
 
    You suck and flick at her clit with your tongue. You press two fingers into her hot, slippery channel. You imagine it is not so tight as most women, but it is a cauldron of lost and her boiling desire drives you to suck urgently at her bud and fuck her with your fingers. You feel her inner walls spasm against your thrusting digits and she nearly lifts off the bed. You look up from between her thighs and see her body arched, breasts heaving in her squeezing hands, and her pretty face contorted in ecstasy. 
 
    “Enough,” she cries, pulling you away from her juicy thatch. “I need you. I need to be fucked, Lucas!” 
 
    Her words and her lusty eyes have your cock twitching in your grasp as you climb atop her on the bed. She reaches down to help guide you to her soaking cunt. You feel the hot velvet of her folds beneath your tip. She strokes you at her entrance for a moment, meeting your gaze with her dark, smoldering eyes.  
 
    “Are you ready, Lucas?” She asks, teasing you at her slick folds. 
 
    “Yessss,” you hiss. 
 
    “You won’t cum in one stroke, will you?” She asks, raising an eyebrow. 
 
    “N-no,” you reply, shaken for a moment by the prospect. You held back when she was sucking you, but you are suddenly uncertain you can resist the urge to explode in the beautiful whore’s well-trained pussy. 
 
    She nods, arching once more so that her ample breasts slide and settle wider on her chest. Her hand guides your cock into the steamy channel of her cunt. Your tip brushes past her cuntlips and into the heated passage beyond. She bares her teeth at you and softly moans, “Do it, Lucas. Take me…” 
 
    You thrust forward and sheath the length of your cock in the molten heat of Ella’s luscious cunt. You cry out together, her breasts shifting with the force of your stroke, her face golden in the faint candlelight. You manage not to cum in that first stroke. You work your hips and lean over her, kissing her on her moaning mouth as you thrust in again. Your balls press against the divot of her asshole, slick with her juices. 
 
    “That’s it, sweetie,” she moans, closing her legs around you and squeezing you deeper. “Fuck me. Just like that! Ohhh!” 
 
    Her words are hot against you lips. You pound into her with unrestrained desire, each thrust building the pressure of your orgasm. Five strokes. Ten. You lose count as you hammer your cock into Ella’s hot pussy, your breath against hers and your lips brushing hers.  
 
    “I’m going to cum,” you pant, unable to stop the rushing ecstasy of your pleasure. 
 
    “Yes!” Ella cries. “Yes! Give it to me, Lucas! Fuck me full of your seed!” 
 
    Her lewd words plunge you over the edge. Your body tenses. Ecstasy surges up its length and into your body in a toe-curling maelstrom. You thrust to the hilt into Ella’s slick cunt, crying out in wordless pleasure as your cock begins to twitch. You fire your seed into her depths. She gasps sweetly and clings to you, pulling you against her soft breasts as you empty your pleasure into her gripping cunt. 
 
    You lie together, still atop her, for a long while. Your cock slowly wilts and you catch your breath as your seed drips from her freshly-fucked folds. 
 
    “That was wonderful,” you say with a grin. 
 
    “Good,” she says, smiling back. “I hope you stop by again.” 
 
    You feel empty as she sits up and begins to clean herself and pull on her panties. Your time with Ella is over and she is all business. 
 
    “Would you like to use the washcloth?” She asks, holding up her slime-smeared rag. 
 
    “Uh, no, I’ll make do,” you say, pulling on your trousers. She gives you a friendly hug and a kiss on the cheek, but these are unconvincing. You are back to being just another customer and her thoughts have already moved on from the experience that has made such a big impression on you. In your memory, she held you in her arms for most of an hour after that first time you had sex. This time, she gently guides you out the door of her room, her attention on the other men gathered in the bar in search of a woman. 
 
    Still feeling a bit hollow, you climb into your mule cart and set off for your farm. You’ve wasted money that could have gone to Genevieve to buy a nice robe or something. It was a fine bit of fun with Ella, but you have a succubus in a magic castle. Your shoulders slump as your cart leaves the cobbled streets of St. Ingbert for the wide trade road that will take you home. 
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    Wait 
 
      
 
    Though you know you must defeat Oola, you cannot bring yourself to make the first move. You decide to watch and wait, carefully searching for the right moment to strike. She begins to creep from side to side, her head leaning back and forth and her face looking particularly innocent. She emits her soft, burbling song.  
 
    Suddenly, she launches the upper half of her body onto the tunnel’s ceiling. The violet slime spreads out across the ceiling, connected by strands of luminous slime to a smaller patch still touching the floor of the tunnel. The slime on the ceiling begins to slide closer to you, spreading glistening tendrils across the stone above your head.  
 
    You raise your sword to fend off any attack and retreat. Your attention is so focused on the slime on the ceiling that you fail not notice the slime that has slithered past you on the broken tiles of the floor. Your heel collides with a patch of Oola’s slime and your foot slips out from under you. You land heavily, bum-first, on the floor of the tunnel. Before you can scramble away from the slime, it surges forward, and Oola’s violet tendrils wrap around your ankles and wrench your feet apart. 
 
    “Get off me!” You cry, trying to bring your sword around to slash at the tendrils wrapping your ankles. Heavy globs of Oola’s slime drop from the ceiling and knock the sword from your hand. Your blade is pulled away from your grasp as her tendrils on your ankles lift your feet.  
 
    You realize, too late, that you are being lifted towards the ceiling of the tunnel. No matter how hard you kick and try to swing your arms, you cannot escape Oola’s grasp. You end up hanging upside down from the ceiling, your arms dangling beneath you. Oola’s plentiful violet ooze spills down your legs like wax from a melting candle. Pressing tendrils of slime unbuckle your belt and burst the buttons of your trousers.  
 
    “Ooohhhhh, gods,” you gasp as cool slime slides over your cock. You lift your head to look up and see a feminine body taking shape against your hips. Slime wrapping your waist becomes Oola’s shapely thighs, her plump ass, and her body form from there, growing in size and proportions until her bountiful breasts are dangling nearly in your face, and her hands are clinging to your shoulders. 
 
    “What is wrong, Lucas?” She burbles. “Do I not feel good wrapped around your human boy cock?” 
 
    You look up at her as she wraps your waist and hangs from the ceiling above you and see your hard cock inside her translucent body. Her cool slime cunt massages your cock and the voluptuous slime girl begins to move her hips and bounce atop your hardness.  
 
    The pleasure is far greater than you have experienced with any human woman. Not even Morelle, with her demonically pleasurable pussy, quite matches the rhythmic massage of a hundred slime tentacles inside Oola’s perfect pectin pussy massaging your straining cock.  
 
    You look up into her translucent, vacant face, listening to her brainless burbling, and you weakly lift your hands. Not to defend yourself, not to ward her off, but to rest your hands on her shapely hips as you begin to move against her. If there is no escape to be found, you might as well embrace the pleasure. 
 
    “Yes,” burbles Oola. “Fuck me, Lucas. Fuck me with your human boy cock.” 
 
    You thrust deep into her slimy cunt, feeling that luscious, gelatinous passage squeeze and ripple around you with every stroke. Her body heaves with the force of your movements, her huge tits shuddering and rippling like jelly desserts on a shaking table. They hang inverted and almost directly in your face as she leans lower. Your abs tighten as you lean up to press your face into her sweet-smelling slime. Her cool breasts smother you and you moan against them, feeling pitiful as you thrust desperately into her silky depths. 
 
    “Oh, Lucas,” she burbles. “Can feel your seed. You want to cum in me. I want that. Cum in me, please. Put your seed into me.” 
 
    She wraps a slimy arm around you, pulling you against her squishy teats. She guides a gooey nipple to your mouth and you moan as you suck wantonly at her fat, slippery bud. Her slimy bulk still holds you trapped to the ceiling, hanging upside down, but she moves it atop you in a forceful way, fucking back against you, writhing in your helpless embrace. You feel your pleasure growing, your body tensing, and you moan with despair even as you continue to suck at her slimy breast. 
 
    “Mmmmmm!” Your cries are muffled by her gooey tits. 
 
    You thrust desperately into her depths, your pleasure peaking as your moans are smothered in those luscious breasts. You can see through her translucent body, see your cock deep within her, swelling and suddenly jerking. Your cum jets into her body, dispersing in a swirling, milky cloud from the tip of your twitching fuckmeat.  
 
    “OoooooooOoooh! Yes! Thank youuu!” Oola burbles happily, her inner walls of soft slime squeezing and milking your spurting cock. She even sucks you through her gelatinous cunt, drawing on your cock and slurping up every drop.  
 
    Your orgasm recedes and your cock is left overly sensitive. And Oola does not stop moving. She keeps squirming her generous hips and fucking her slimy sleeve around your cock. The tunnel echoes with the wet slurp of her gooey pussy sliding over your cock and forcing you past your post-orgasmic agony and straight into the race for another orgasm.  
 
    “Please, Oola, stop,” you cry, but your words are lost against her smothering breasts. 
 
    “Good boy, Lucas,” she burbles, pumping her pussy on your cock. “Give me more. I need more cum. We will make many babies.” 
 
    As you feel another orgasm already rising in your stiff cock, you know that you have been defeated. There will be no escape from the cum-craving slime girl. You have surrendered to the pleasure she demands. 
 
    You stop fighting it and explode inside her slippery channel once more, moaning with reckless pleasure as you pump your cum into her swirling slime. You are going to be here for a very long time. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE > 


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Ask Ella to pleasure you with her mouth 
 
      
 
    Watching her plump lips form into a smile, you know what you desire. Your face goes hot as you think about the pleasure Ella’s mouth could give you. She leans closer, her breast nearly overflowing her corset and pressing against your chest. Her hand roams over your lap and gives your cock a squeeze. 
 
    “What is it, sweetie?” She purrs and stroking your shaggy hair. “What would you like?” 
 
    “Your, um, your mouth,” you say and your face burns with embarrassment.  
 
    “You want your cock sucked?” She whispers into your ear. 
 
    “Yes,” you moan, your cock twitching in your trousers.  
 
    Ella gives your hardness another squeeze and steps away from you. She takes your hand. “Come on, we’ll find a private spot and I’ll take good care of you.” 
 
    You feel as if everyone in the brothel is watching you as Ella leads you to the back of the ground floor. There are several curtained lounges in the pack. The curtains are pulled shut on most of these small rooms and you hear men grunting and groaning with pleasure.  
 
    As you pass very close to one, you glimpse a pale, red-headed woman with very large breasts on her knees and stroking a man between her tits. The man, squinting and red-faced, looks as if he is about to keel over. You linger for a moment and watch him lurch towards her and thrust his purple cock between the whore’s creamy breasts. A huge wad of seed splatters up from her cleavage and splashes her in the chin and mouth. She cries out in surprise and twists her head away as the man spurts more and more of his seed out. Your cock twitches in reaction to the raunchy sight. 
 
    “Come along,” scolds Ella, tugging at your hand. “There’s a room in the back where you can watch other people having their fun if that is what you desire.” 
 
    “Oh, um, no,” you say, your face going even hotter with embarrassment.  
 
    Ella smiles forgivingly and leads you into one of the empty lounges. It is a tiny space walled on three sides, with a lantern and a cushioned sofa made to look fancy, but with cheap upholstery and poorly-concealed stains. Ella pulls you inside and closes off the curtain. She directs you to the sofa and says, “Take your trousers off, Lucas. Sit down and get comfortable. I’ll take care of you. Top on or off?” 
 
    “Wh-what?” You boggle, already fumbling with your belt. “What do you mean?” 
 
    “We’ll go with top off,” she says. “Most men would rather see them.” 
 
    Your hands freeze on your belt as Ella casually opens the clasps of her corset and frees her plump breasts from their confinement. They are huge, with wide areolas and nipples that jut thick and inviting from her creamy mounds. Her breasts sag noticeably and are marked with red lines from the inside of her corset, but this does little to diminish Ella’s beauty. She giggles softly and squeezes her breasts.  
 
    “I always love it when a young man is stunned by these,” she says and steps closer. “You can touch them a little if you’d like.” 
 
    You tentatively reach out your hands, caressing the soft mounds with your fingertips. Ella places her hands over yours and squeezes your grasp against the warm flesh of her breasts. You feel the weight of them and the poking of her nipples against your palms. Your cock shifts again in your trousers, straining at the seam as you fondle Ella’s lovely breasts. 
 
    “That’s enough now,” she says softly and pushes you back onto the sofa. “Let me take care of you, Lucas.” 
 
    She pulls a cushion off the couch and sinks down to her knees on the pillow. Your cock is twitching in your trousers. It feels nearly ready to burst. You even warn Ella, “I might explode at any moment.” 
 
    “Yes? Well, it is an occupational hazard,” she chuckles, unbuckling your belt and unbuttoning your trousers. “Feel free to let loose the moment I slide you into my mouth. I will take it as a compliment.” 
 
    “Really? I would thhhaaaahhhHH!” Your words are forgotten as Ella’s soft hand wraps around your cock and draws it out through the unbuttoned fly of your trousers. Your manhood is incredibly stiff and red and glistening with your precum.  
 
    “Oooh,” she laughs, stroking you gently with her hand. “You are ready to burst. Well… I suppose I’d better not tease you too much.” 
 
    She runs her thumb up the underside of your cock and massages with it just beneath the cap of your cockhead. Pleasure pulses up your shaft and you have to fight to keep from exploding in her hand. She giggles softly, looks up at you with her smoky eyes, and lowers her head to your lap. Her lips press against your cock. You groan in absolute ecstasy. Those soft, cradling lips part and her warm, wet mouth envelops your straining cock. 
 
    Her tongue is beneath you, her mouth sucking around you; it feels as if your entire body and every nerve with it are plunged into the sucking bath of Ella’s mouth. Your toes curl in your boots. Ella’s mouth bobs lower and back up again, to the tip, her cheeks hollowing as she sucks you hard.  
 
    “Ahhhhh… Ella… AHHHHHHH!!” You thrust against her hand, sliding deeper into her mouth, and you are gripped by the inescapable exhilaration of your orgasm. She manages one more bob of her mouth between the peak of your pleasure and the sudden throbbing of your release. Your cum fires into her mouth and she moans as she feels you spurting against her tongue and the back of her throat. She bobs slowly on your surging cock, drinking in your seed and timing her strokes to give you the utmost pleasure. For a momentary eternity, you are lost in the hot, molten pleasure of her mouth.  
 
    You sink back down onto the sofa, back to your senses, a laugh on your lips as you look down at the beautiful whore. She slides her wet lips free of your cock and looks up at you with a smile. 
 
    “Oh, gods, thank you,” you chuckle. 
 
    “Mmmmm,” she says, cupping a hand beneath her mouth. She produces a washcloth from somewhere on the floor and she spits your seed into the cloth. She runs her hands over your cock, but there is nothing but a little pearly drop on your tip to clean up. He leans forward and licks your cock clean, producing another twitch in your member. “You’re welcome, Lucas. I rather enjoyed that. Come back soon and I will be happy to take care of your needs.” 
 
    “Right, I, yeah… thank you,” you say again. 
 
    Ella nods, clearly finished with you. She plucks your money from your coin purse, you even tip her an extra zek, and she squeezes her ample breasts back into her corset. She steps to the curtain and casts you a glance over her shoulder. She says, “Might want to tuck him away.” 
 
    You look down at your cock and hurry to stuff it into your trousers as Ella opens the curtain and returns to the brothel. No one is paying attention as you button up and get to your feet. You go to the bar and finish your drink, feeling much lighter and happier. You look for Ella to say a proper farewell, but the veteran whore is already climbing the stairs with another customer. You only glimpse him for a moment as they disappear into her private room, but he looks familiar.  
 
    You feel a momentary pang of jealousy, a stirring of your cock in your trousers, and the fantasy of spending more coin to buy back Ella’s affection. Oh to have her mouth around you once more! You think better of it. She has customers. She’s a whore and you are just another one of those customers. 
 
    Whoever she was with, you hope they didn’t see you in the brothel. You drain the last of your drink and head outside. Darkness has fallen over St. Ingbert, although the shops are still open and there are quite a few people still at the market. You gather up your mules and climb into your cart. You set off for home. Soon, the cobbled road gives way to the wider dirt trade road into the countryside.  
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    Fuck Theora from behind 
 
      
 
    You have admired Theora’s firm and yet rather substantial bottom on more than one occasion. The thought of taking her from behind and enjoying an intimate view of her round ass is enough to make your cock twitch in your grasp. She wants you to act like a man? You’ll give it to her. 
 
    “Turn around,” you say, doing your best to sound forceful. 
 
    “Ask nicely,” she says. 
 
    “Please, turn around,” you say, hoping she isn’t going to make you get down on your knees and beg.  
 
    Her usual smile seems to spread even wider. She gives you a playful shove on your chest that almost knocks you over and she says, “I’m only teasing you, Lucas.” 
 
    She turns with deliberate slowness. Her gaze remains locked on you as her hips swing and she turns around completely, revealing the lovely roundness of her bottom. She takes two steps away from you and plants her feet wide apart. It is like watching a nude statue in motion; her skin is so pale and flawless. She leans over, low to the ground, placing her hands on a mossy fallen log. She arches her back to accentuate her toned buttocks. Her position exposes her glistening pussy and the pink divot of her anus between her firm cheeks. 
 
    You are paralyzed with the raunchy beauty of this sight for several seconds before you realize she is offering herself to you. Your cock twitches again in your grasp as you focus on the blushing pink mound of her pussy. Her juices glisten faintly on her swollen lips, like the morning dew on the petals of a delicate flower. Her small silky patch of her gleams as if it is made from golden threads.  
 
    With a toss of her golden locks, Theora looks back at you over her shoulder and asks, “Are you going to take me or not, Lucas?” 
 
    You stagger towards her, cock in hand, your other work-callused hand caressing the smooth curve of her bottom. You rub your tip against the velvet entrance of her pussy, stifling a moan at the heat that radiates from her delicate quim. You want to thrust forward and sink every inch of your cock into that heat, but you are afraid you won’t last more than a stroke. Theora seems amused by your hesitation. She begins to roll her hips and rub her hot pussy against your cock. 
 
    “Come, Lucas,” she teases. “Do you not crave the heat of my tight quim?” 
 
    Your cock catches at her slick folds. You release your grip on it and rest both hands on her firm bottom. You squeeze her ample cheeks as you thrust forward, pushing your cock past her petals and into the hot channel of her cunt. It is tight and slick and unbelievably warm. It is irresistible. You cannot stop your thrust until every inch is engulfed by her hot, squeezing walls.  
 
    “Oohhhhh, gods,” you groan, running your fingers over her ass to her lower back and feeling the edge of her soft wing feathers. You grip her slender waist and pull back your hips, sliding most of your cock back out before thrusting it inside her once again. The clutch of her cunt in this position is exquisite and her inner muscles are powerful. It is as if there is a warm, slippery hand squeezing at you with each thrust.  
 
    “There you go,” chuckles Theora. “Fuck me, Lucas. Fuck me like a man.” 
 
    Your pleasure takes over for your mind and you move instinctually, pounding your cock harder and faster into Theora’s welcoming pussy. Each thrust slaps against her bottom and barely makes her firm buttocks jiggle. The trees rustle in the moonlit night and your body collides with hers in a soft slapping and a faint, wet slurp of her cunt swallowing up your cock. 
 
    Your grip tightens on her waist. Your pleasure rises and your balls begin to churn. You want to let go and fill her glorious warmth with your human seed. It is an instinct as old as the first beasts to walk upon the land. Some deep animal part of you responds to the pleasure with inchoate fantasies of impregnating the angel. Your cock throbs in response and you realize you are on the very edge of exploding inside her. 
 
    Theora realizes this as well. 
 
    “Are you going to finish already?” She laughs over her shoulder. “Go on then, Lucas. If you can do no better. Imagine I am a monster girl and surrender your essence to the pleasure of my body.” 
 
    “No,” you cry, fighting it. 
 
    “Give it to me,” she gasps, thrusting back onto your cock. “Fill my holy cunt with your filthy human seed.” 
 
    Your brow furrows. She is moving so lewdly to encourage your pleasure and begging for your cum. How can you resist her hot, blushing cunt? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Keep fighting her! Use her mouth! 
 
      
 
    You do not have a particularly dominant personality and you would never think of using a lover so roughly, but Theora has practically commanded you to fuck her throat. Now that she is fighting to escape your thrusting cock, you cannot back down! 
 
    “This is what you wanted,” you growl, your hands tightening in her silky blonde hair. “You wanted to be… ohhhhhh… used by a man! You wanted me to prove I could take control!” 
 
    “Grrrrkkggllrrlllrll!” She replies, tears streaming from her blue eyes and down her flushed cheeks. 
 
    The sight of her in such pain fills you with guilt, but such concerns are nothing to the hot, sloppy pleasure of her mouth and throat. You slam your cock roughly past the soft oval of her lips, forcing her tongue down and jamming your hardness into her throat. She gurgles and gags in response, more drool spilling down her chin and mucus coating your cock in slimy tendrils.  
 
    Defiling the beauty of the angel with your brutal thrusts into her helpless mouth only makes your cock swell. Your balls tighten and your seed churns. Much as you might wish to prolong such pleasure, you know you will soon explode. You slam your cock into the clutching sheath of her throat again and again. Your cruel strokes overwhelm even her gag reflex, so that the gurgling chokes stop and she stares in dead-eyed fury as you fuck her mouth. Her hands even slip off your hips and she no longer offers any resistance to your thrusts. 
 
    “Ohhhhhh, your throat is so soft and warm,” you cry. “I am going to explode. I am going to… ahhhh… I have to see it! I have to cover your pretty face, Theora!” 
 
    You slide your cock out of her dripping mouth, leaving her gasping as you grab your root and wank your spit and mucus covered cock. Your hardness is tender with the rush of your orgasm. You focus your strokes on the swollen head, aiming your tip at Theora’s tear-streaked face. To your surprise, the angel submissively tilts her head back and opens her mouth. She extends her pink tongue, offering you a generous target for your seed. 
 
    “I never imagined an angel could be such a whore for cum,” you chuckle breathlessly as you wank your cock over her defiled face.  
 
    With one hand still wrapped in Theora’s golden ringlets, you jerk yourself to the edge and take aim at her open mouth. Your pleasure reaches its peak and with a last cry of ecstasy you feel the sudden surge of your pleasure rising through your hardness. Your balls seem to clench and your cum fires in a thick stream straight into Theora’s open mouth. Your aim is less than accurate on the following spurts as you paint her beautiful, flushed face with splashes of your milky seed. Your cum covers her nose, chin, both cheeks, and one of her eyes. It drips in jiggling strands from her face as you rub the last drops against her lips. She spits your cum from her mouth and it overflows down her cheeks in strands that drop to her shoulders and breasts. 
 
    “Is that what you wanted, Theora?” You gasp, finally relaxing your grip on her hair. “A man who takes charge completely and—“ 
 
    You catch a glimpse of a smile as you are suddenly struck in your bollocks and lifted into the air. The force of the blow sends you flying skyward, sailing through the night, to land in the lower branches of a nearby tree. Your back and hip are covered in scrapes, but such pains are minor compared to the deep, throbbing agony of your punched testicles. You moan pitifully and slowly roll out of the tree, thumping to the ground beneath it. 
 
    For a seeming eternity, you roll around on the ground, miserable with pain and lowing like a wounded beast. You clutch your throbbing balls in your hands. Finally, the pain recedes enough that you become aware of your surroundings again and you realize Theora, radiant and clean, is standing above you with her hands on her shapely hips.  
 
    “I am not certain what came over you, Lucas, but do not ever attempt this with me again.” Her eyes blaze with a cold, blue promise. “My mercy has its limits.” 
 
    She helps you to your feet and reaches a hand between your legs to cup your balls. You feel a warmth radiate from your touch and a faint golden glow from between your legs. The pain disappears and your cock stiffens. 
 
    “Put that away,” she says, removing her hand. “I was only being certain I had not done any permanent damage with that well-deserved punch to the bollocks.” 
 
    “R-right,” you say, chastened as you pull on your clothes and follow Theora back to the mule cart. 
 
    She dons her traveling cloak and climbs into the cart. You sit beside her and set off down the road back to your farmhouse. Although you have learned your lesson about using Theora like a whore, you cannot get the image of her cum-covered face out of your head. For a moment, you conquered the angel, and it felt incredible. 
 
    As you emerge from the last stretch of wooded road, you see an intense ray of moonlight shining through the clouds onto your farm house. Theora squeezes your shoulder and points to the ray of light. 
 
    “Veleda,” she says. "Hurry, the goddess is calling upon you." 
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    Visit Oola the slime girl 
 
      
 
    Your encounter with Oola’s shape-shifting, gelatinous beauty has left you more than a little curious about what pleasure she might offer now that she is your ally instead of your foe. You smile as you imagine thrusting your sensitive cock into the cool silky slime of Oola. The thought is so perverse that you do not even conjure an image of any particular part of her. Perhaps that sensual slime is enough to excite your lust. 
 
    “Uh, I think I would like to say our new guest,” you tell Hina.  
 
    “Very good, master,” Hina says with a smile. “I am sure Oola will be very pleased to see you.” 
 
    The beautiful golem leads you to a staircase heading down into the darkness of the palace’s underground dungeon. Hina lifts a torch from a wall sconce and lights another to carry herself as she descends the stairs. The lovely marble and architecture give way to plain gray stone and unadorned passages. You pass through a chamber equipped with all manner of sinister torture implement, a room that gurgles with flowing water in a subterranean stream, and you finally reach a dank, cave-like chamber. 
 
    Hina holds her torch forward and you see the stones glistening with reflected light.  
 
    “There she is,” says the golem. 
 
    “What?” You step forward, squinting. “It looks like her residue, but I do not—“ 
 
    “AWOOOO!!” Oola seems to leap out of the wall, transforming mid-leap from a formless violet jelly into the inhumanly voluptuous beauty you recall. She splatters into you and bowls you over into the floor, her gooey weight atop your body. “Lucas! You came back for me! Awooo!” 
 
    Her slimy hand slips into your trousers before you even have a moment to think. You gasp as her cool, gelatinous slime wraps around your cock and squeezes you from your bollocks to your sensitive cap. Your trousers burst open as more slime oozes into your pants and you can see your hardness embedded in her translucent grip.  
 
    “Ooohhh, Oola, I… hello…” You laugh and look up at Hina with helpless embarrassment. 
 
    “I will leave you to visit with our new guest,” says the golem. She bows slightly and smoothly retreats from the cave. 
 
    “Are you going to feed me, master?” Oola asks as she looks at you with her translucent eyes.  
 
    “Feed you… you mean my seed?” 
 
    “Yes, lots and lots of it!” She burbles and strokes your cock vigorously in the silky coolness of her slime. “I need so much if I am going to make friends. You want friends for me, don’t you?” 
 
    “Uh, the things is… ohhhh…” You are helpless to resist the pleasure of Oola’s slippery caress. Her hand pumps up and down on your cock as her entire body jiggles with the movement. Your cock seems to grow harder and harder in her translucent grasp and she giggles each time a little drip of precum forms at your tip and is instantly slurped away by suction within her slime.  
 
    You force yourself to sit up, watching in pleasure-wracked fascination as her eager stroking draws you quickly towards an explosion. Her slimy hands seems to meld together, completely enclosing your cock and your bollocks in a shuddering passage of slime as soft and slick as the most perfect vagina you have experienced.  
 
    “Here I come,” you pant, staring in fascination at your straining cock inside Oola’s translucent slime. 
 
    “Awooo! Yes, can taste it! Feed me, master! Feed me your warm human boy juice!” 
 
    “Ahhhhhh, yesss, her it comes!” You thrust into her grasp, making her body jiggle with each stroke. You watch in amazement, fascinated by the lewd sight of your cock inside her translucent jelly, seeming to swell and suddenly twitch. Milky spurts of your seed launch into her violet goo. Oola cries with delight and an inner turbulence swirls your cloudy cum inside her until it disappears up her wobbling arms. You fuck again and again into her grasp, spilling so much cum that it seems as if you have erupted twice inside her. 
 
    “More, master,” she burbles. 
 
    You manage to crawl out from beneath her as her slimy hands pull down your trousers. Although she gets your pants, you manage to crawl away and push yourself to your feet. Oola rises from a kneeling position to stand upright without actually moving any limbs. It’s an eerie sight, but her voluptuous body and wobbling curves are too luscious to be ignored. 
 
    “I need more,” says Oola. “You have to give me a lot of yummy-yummy seed.” 
 
    “Alright,” you say, your cock still mostly hard.”I think once more could—mmmpphhh!” 
 
    Kissing the slime girl is strangely like playing with a very eager dessert. Her slimy-sweet tongue swirls in your mouth, her soft slime pressing against your lips, and her huge slime breasts smoosh against your tunic. Her hands are on your cock again, drawing you into her grip and relentlessly stroking your manhood in her cool slime. 
 
    “Mmmm, turn around,” you say, feeling a strong urge to see her huge bottom. “I will give you what you want from behind!” 
 
    “Yes! Of course, Lucas!” She burbles with delight. “Happy boy is the yummiest! You can feed me your juice any way you like!” 
 
    She swings her hips like a brothel dancer, bouncing bust jiggling as she turns and bends over, her hands braced against the rough-hewn wall. In the low light and with her translucent body it is hard to tell her asshole from her quim, but you suppose it does not really matter when it’s all just to entice you. The sight of her round rump is enough and you grab it with both hands and thrust your cock into her soft, slimy hole.  
 
    “Awooooo,” she lows with delight.  
 
    You thrust heavily into her, pulling all the way out and driving your cock deep into whichever hole your hardness manages to find on each stroke. Your hips spank against her gelatinous ass and make her entire body wobble. Her huge tits swing and seem to splash against the wall on each thrust only to reform again by the backwards stroke.  
 
    “So good,” you moan, lost in the lewd pleasure of taking Oola from behind. You pump your cock into her with total abandon, enjoying the silky plundering of her rear as much as the cooing monster girl seems to. She can sense your impending orgasm as easily as you. 
 
    “So hungry,” she burbles. “Give me yummy seed! Give me!!” 
 
    “Yes,” you cry, your grip tightening as best you can on her ass as you lean into her. “Yes! Here it comes! Ahhhhhhhh!” 
 
    You do not watch this time, you are so lost in the sensation. Your cock bursts deep in her silky slime and her inner tendrils seem to milk and draw out your hot eruption. You savor the pleasure before finally staggering back, your cock leaving Oola’s freshly-fucked goo with a lewd slurp.  
 
    “Ohhhhh, gods,” you moan, watching as she absorbs the last traces of your milky seed into her swirling slime. She rises and turns to face you. 
 
    “More, master,” she burbles. “I am hungry. Need more yummy.” 
 
    “Can’t,” you gasp, fighting to catch your breath. 
 
    “More, please,” she pleads, her translucent face pouting. It is that pitiful face couple with her ridiculous curves that drive you to foolish excess.  
 
    “Oh… forgive me Veleda… alright,” you say, taking hold of your slimy cock and giving it a wank. “Come here then, Oola. You can suck it out of me.” 
 
    “Awooo!” She burbles with delight and drops jiggling to her gelatinous knees. Your cock is in her gooey mouth in an instant and she braces slimy hands against your thighs as she easily slurps you into her throat. Your flaccid cock stiffens in her eager mouth and before you know it you can see your cock sliding in and out of her translucent throat.  
 
    The amazing thing you have discovered about slime girl anatomy is that she forms her body to please you. Her tongue and throat only seem to exist when she needs them to either speak or pleasure your cock. You can even see the slightly darker tube of her throat squeezing around your hardness, swallowing like a real human might, but there is no further detail within her. Her body is literally lying to you and yet it does not matter. The pleasure is no less exquisite. 
 
    “Ohhhh, yes, you’re so good at that,” you moan, taking hold of the tendrils of her slimy head and fucking into her mouth. Her slimy tongue slithers out impossibly and she laps at your tightening balls as you pump in and out of her mouth. You once again find it easy to lose yourself in the pleasure, but this time you look down just as you reach your peak and watch your hardness jerk and spurt out your seed into her throat. She gulps it down, swallowing your spunk into her swirling chest where it disappears into her massive mounds of goo.  
 
    You let her drink every drop, but when she tries to keep suckling you push her head away and step back. 
 
    “No more,” you say firmly. “That is enough for today.” 
 
    “Awooooo,” she croons sadly. 
 
    “No pouting, Oola,” you scold. “I was very generous.” 
 
    “Yes, I know, Lucas, but you are so-so-so yummy!” Her surface seems to shiver. “Almost enough for a friend! Come back soon and I will have more fun!” 
 
    “Right,” you say, pulling on your trousers and buttoning up. “It was, uh, good visiting with you, Oola.” 
 
    “Awoo,” she agrees, already spreading out and disappearing against the dark stones of the cave. You scoop up your torch and head back out through the dungeon.  
 
    Hina is waiting for you, idly toying with a torture implement that looks as if it was designed to hang someone by their ankles or wrists and then spin them around.  
 
    “Oh, master,” she says. “Did you and our new guest have a pleasant visit?” 
 
    “Ah, yeah,” you say, still smelling Oola’s sweet slime on your body. “It was very nice.” 
 
    “Good,” says Hina, turning her full attention to you. “Where would you like to go now?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Item 
 
      
 
    You place your faith in Veleda and reach up to the holy amulet given to you by Theora. You feel a tingling of holy strength as you run your fingers over the serpent of Veleda. Aa soft glow seems to suffuse your entire body. The warmth of the blessing of the goddess fills you with confidence and peace.  
 
    “What are you doing?” Oola burbles curiously. 
 
    “Veleda!” You cry, holding out the holy symbol. “Show me your strength, my goddess! Please, help me defeat this perverted creature.” 
 
    “Perverted… creature?” Oola looks down at her jiggling body as if just realizing she is not a human. “Oh, Lucas, these words hurt very much! I am a friend! I will make you feel good!” 
 
    You hold the symbol forward with both hands, your body glowing brightly with the blessing of Veleda. You feel the warmth of her righteous strength. You are not afraid as you raise your voice and shout, “By the great goddess of war and healing, um, I rebuke… uh…” 
 
     Your invocation of Veleda dies on your lips as Oola surges towards you. Before you can even lower the holy symbol and reach for your sword, Oola is upon you. She hits your legs as a wave of slime and catches your arms in her gooey hands. Her jiggling breasts splash against your tunic, reform, and press heavily down upon you as she smashes her silky lips to your mouth. 
 
    “Mmmmmmm!” You cry, trying to push her away and only managing to jam your hands deep into the cool gelatin of her body. You watch in muffled horror as your holy symbol is pull from your grasp and drifts harmlessly through her translucent violet body. 
 
    Your struggle ends as she bowls you over backwards and catches you on her gelatinous lower body, cradling you in her shapeless slime. Her human-shaped breasts squeeze against your tunic and hands reach out from the slime beneath you to pull at your clothing. You can’t even cry out in defiance as her slimy lips press to your and her sweet, slippery tongue thrusts into your mouth. The coolness of her slimy tendrils reach the warmth of your bare flesh as she strips away your clothes.  
 
    “MmmmmmHhhmmm!” You cry against her lips, still weakly trying to resist her, but already beginning to understand that your fate has been sealed. You relax against her slimy bosom and your tongue begins to swirl against hers. You feel her slimy hands on your ass and your back at the same time. She must be growing more than one pair to caress you. Her jiggling thighs part and she reaches a hand around you to guide your naked hardness to her silky folds. She is so soft and wet as her cool channel engulfs your cock that you nearly cum from a single stroke.  
 
    “Oooooh, Lucas,” she burbles. “You’re so warm and yummy! I want to taste all your cum juice!” 
 
    Her legs bind your body to the slimy cushion beneath you and she begins to ride your cock. Her cunt is a heaven of slippery softness, rippling and squeezing at you moment and sliding easily around you the next. Each time she rises and falls atop you, her huge breasts heave and jiggle. Thick nipples and slightly darker areolas form at the tips of her glistening violet orbs. The sight of her magnificent mounds makes your cock touch within the rippling tunnel of her cunt. 
 
    “Ohhhhh,” you moan with helpless pleasure. 
 
    “You like them, Lucas?” She asks, running a fresh pair of slimy hands over her breasts and plucking at her fat nipples. Gooey droplets of her slime form at her thick buds and dribble over her fingers. 
 
    “Y-yes,” I admit, my pleasure rising by the moment as she rides atop me and massages my cock in her silky slime. She allows me to free my hands, but I only free them to cradle her hips wide hips as she bounces up and down atop my slippery cock. 
 
    “Awooo!” She burbles with delight. “Your warm cock feels so good, Lucas. I want to feel even better! Will you suck on me?” 
 
    “S-suck on yo—MMPHH!” 
 
    She falls against you and her huge breasts smother your face. You try to speak, but that only allows Oola to feed one of her fat nipples into your mouth. It has a rubbery firmness to it and the liquid flowing out has a very sweet, juicy flavor. 
 
    “Awoooo, suck me!” She whines above you, cradling you head against her breast with another hand forming beneath you. You moan and begin to suck at her smothering slime, drawing the nipple deeper into your mouth and feeling her cool, sweet juice dribble down the back of your throat. You swallow instinctively, most of your mind on the exquisite sensation of her slimewalls squeezing your straining cock. “You can drink slime if you are thirsty. It is good for a human boy and delicious. Like your cum is for me!” 
 
    “Mmmmmm!” You moan around her breast, sucking harder as you feel your balls tightening and your cum threatening to explode. You are powerless to hold back as she bounces her huge, jiggling ass and the slippery sleeve of her pussy against you. As your pleasure reaches its exhilarating peak, you cry out loudly against her smothering breast and suck so hard you feel her cool juice pouring down your throat. In that delicious moment you arch and thrust hard into her pussy.  
 
    “Awwooooo!” Oola burbles loudly and arches her body as well, thrusting down hard and squeezing your cock tightly in her velvety inner grip. For a momentary eternity you are caught in the rush of your orgasm. Then your cock erupts deep inside her and you open your eyes to see the jets of milky cum swirling into her jelly body. Your cloudy spurts reach almost up to her chest before dissipating like smoke in her churning slime. Oola cries with delight. “So delicious! More! More! Give it all to me, Lucas!” 
 
    She moves atop you relentlessly, draining your seed and milking out every drop of your orgasm. She does not stop even as you become uncomfortably sensitive. Her body bounces against yours and she holds you down, riding atop your cock and forcing you to remain hard. 
 
    “Please,” you moan against her breast. “It’s too much!” 
 
    “More! It’s so yummy, yummy!” She burbles, pressing her breast back into your mouth and smothering your further objections with the sweet trickle of her juice from her nipple. You soon lose yourself in the pleasure of suckling from her breast and having your cock massaged by her slippery cunt.  
 
    As you begin to cum inside her a second time, you know for certain that you have been defeated by Oola the slime girl. You are powerless to resist the pleasure she has to offer. 
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    Get back to the real world 
 
      
 
    “I must return to the real world,” you say to Hina. “I have spent long enough relaxing in the palace. I must confront my troubles.” 
 
    “The bad men,” she says solemnly. “The smashed up your house. I am sorry I could not stop them, master.” 
 
    “I don’t blame you, Hina,” you say. “But it is time for me to go back to my farm.”  
 
    “I hope you have enjoyed your visit with us,” she says. “If you desire sustenance, comfort, pleasure, or would like to visit any of the guests in the sanctum, please return.” 
 
    You hold the control crystal above your head and shout, “SANCTUM EXITUS!” 
 
    There is an immediate flash of white light. The faintly perfumed air and pleasant warmth are replaced with the piss-stink of your vandalizes farmhouse. The bright white stones and the lovely golem with her sweet demeanor fade into your memory. You look around at your dreary defaced house and kick an overturned chair with anger.  
 
    You wish that chair was one of the Gedry brothers; preferably Johan with his smug face. You would take his head off with a shovel if given half the chance. Instead of heading out to seek your revenge, you set to work cleaning up the house.  
 
    It is well into the following day and you are exhausted nearly to the point of collapse when you hear the clatter of hooves and the creak of an approaching wagon. You step to the door of your house and are surprised to see Old Joe and Betsy, your mules, drawing your cart up the path to your house. The cart is laden with things stolen from your house, including a large trunk of what appears to be gold, silver, and copper zeks.  
 
    Atop the cart, as upright and arrogant as if she is being carried on her royal palanquin, rides Theora. She looks magnificent in her pure white gown, her breasts jutting proudly forward and her blue eyes regarding you with amusement. 
 
    “What did you do?” You ask, stepping out to greet her. 
 
    “I told the Gedry brothers that you are the chosen of Veleda and that I am her wrath,” she says. “They will not waylay you again, Lucas. In fact, I would venture a guess that they will be much more helpful in the future.” 
 
    “You did this for me?” You ask, your heart swelling with affection for the stern angel.  
 
    “I suppose you owe me an enormous favor now,” she says. “Do not fear, Lucas, I will find a way for you to repay this immense debt.” 
 
    “Thank you,” you say, embracing her despite her cold demeanor. She stiffens for a moment and then relents and embraces you with one arm, patting you on the back the way a parent might comfort an emotional child.  
 
    “Mostly, I did not want your familial obligations interfering with your duty to the goddess,” she says. “It was that duty that is my main concern.” 
 
    “Yeah, sure,” you say, smirking at her, “but you like me or you wouldn’t have done it.” 
 
    “Maybe… a tiny bit,” she admits. 
 
    You have never felt so honored.  
 
    “Now get back to work,” she barks. “Your house is a sty.” 
 
    As you toil to repair the damage to your house, you feel pride at winning some small bit of Theora’s respect and at defending Lorraine from another monster girl. Though Oola is safely in the palace, there will surely be another monster girl to defeat, and another chance to find a monster girl for your pleasure. 
 
      
 
    THE END 
 
      
 
    Until Book 3: The Cow Girl! 
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    Ask for her Gooey Mouth 
 
      
 
    The thought of Oola gulping your hard cock into her glistening, gooey mouth and sucking your seed is enough to make your cock twitch almost painfully in your trousers. Oola seems to sense your growing ardor and slithers closer, her luscious body jiggling and a tongue of slime running over her full lips.  
 
    “Do not fight it, Lucas,” she burbles softly. “I will give you so much pleasure, whichever way you wish to—“ 
 
    “Your mouth,” you blurt. “Your, uh, Gooey Mouth.” 
 
    “Oh! Why, of course, Lucas!” She strokes your shoulders with her slimy hands and leans her face close to yours. You know that face isn’t real, it’s just a shape of slime she has made to tempt you, but as it leans closer and you breathe in her sweet smell, you cannot resist her.  
 
    Those soft lips drag against yours and her lips part. A soft, cool, sweet-tasting tongue of slime slithers over your parted lips. You press against her with a moan and kiss her passionately. Her mouth is as sweet as a pot of jam, but there is a firmness and solidity to her you had not expected. The shape of her mouth is solid and her tongue is as resilient if not quite as substantial as your own.  
 
    “Oh, Oola,” you moan, embracing her as you would a human woman and squeezing her slimy body against you. Her kiss is curious and delicious and exciting. You reach down to your trousers, unbuckling them and unbuttoning the front. Your cock practically springs into your hands and Oola pulls back from the kiss.  
 
    “Oh, my, Lucas,” she says, seeming to look down at your cock. “It is very big and hard. You want me to suck it all out with my mouth?”  
 
    “Y-yes, please,” you moan. 
 
    “Of course, Lucas, you silly human boy! I will suck it out forever and ever!” 
 
    You feel a lurch of terror at those words, but it is too late to offer up any resistance. You lean your back against the wall of the tunnel as Oola descends to her slimy knees before you. Her hands push yours away from your cock and she takes hold of you in her soft, silky grip. You watch, helpless with lust, as Oola begins to wank your cock with two slimy hands. She burbles softly and leans her head forward, running her slimy tongue around your cockhead.  
 
    “Ooh, I taste your early seed, Lucas!” Even though her tongue is swirling around your bulging tip, she speaks without impediment. She wraps her soft lips around you and engulfs your cock in her cool, soft, and incredibly slippery mouth. She continues to speak even as she takes more and more of your twitching manhood into the exquisite, sucking softness of her mouth. “So delicious and warm! I cannot wait for you to squeeze your stones and squirt out so much yummy-yummy seed!”  
 
    “Oh, gods, forgive me,” you moan, dropping a hand to her head. She begins to bob against your cock, sliding her lips and slimy tongue around you, taking your cock to the back of her throat. You cannot resist the pleasure and you jerk your hips, fucking into her mouth to meet her bobbing head. She takes your cock into the distinct squeezing channel of her throat. You let out a gasp, nearly at the brink already.  
 
    “Give me your yummy seed, Lucas,” she purrs, somehow speaking even though you can see your cock pushing in and out of her throat and down into her translucent neck. “You’re dripping inside me! Teasing me with that yummy taste! Squirt it out, Lucas!” 
 
    “Oh-okay,” you gasp, grabbing her head with both hands. 
 
    “Yes!” She burbles excitedly. “Fuck my mouth! You will not hurt me like a boring human girl!” 
 
    “Ohhhhhh!” You grab the fat tendrils of her slimy hair and squeeze her head in both hands as you roughly fuck into her mouth. She takes you happily, burbling with pleasure as you slide your cock in to the root and back out again, fucking her mouth and deep into her throat with every stroke. The pleasure builds with each thrust and you are drawn by the rush of your rising orgasm. “Ahhhhh! Here it comes!” 
 
    “Yes! Feed me your yummy-yummy seed, Lucas! I need your essence!” 
 
    You thrust with sudden force, leaning into her face. A human girl would be suffocating, but Oola massages your surging cock as if she has a hand inside her throat. You arch and thrust again, watching your cock drive down her neck and twitch. Cum spurts from your tip and becomes a cloud like milk poured into tea, swirling inside her translucent violet chest. You pump again and again, firing your seed deep into her gelatinous body. For a moment, her breasts and neck are almost opaque, but that milky swirl fades as Oola absorbs your essence into her body. 
 
    You sag against the wall, dizzy with your defeat, but Oola is not done with you. Her mouth remains latched to your cock, sucking you past the point of over-sensitivity, bobbing mercilessly on you even as you squirm and twitch. 
 
    “Oola! Wait!” You gasp, helpless to stop her as her head bobs up and down and swallows your cock to the root. Your hardness never flags inside her insidious throat. 
 
    “More!” She burbles excitedly. “So yummy and delicious, so warm, I need more! Give it to me!” 
 
    The tunnel fills with the lewd slurp of her sucking slime. Her mouth bobs up and down on you and her hand massages your dangling balls until they begin to tighten up against your root once more. It seems only a moment since you spurted down her neck into her swirling slime and here you are, on the brink once more. Your hips begin to jerk. You fuck up and into her mouth and Oola giggles happily.  
 
    “Ah! I’m going to cum again!” You cry, suddenly grabbing her head and surrendering to the pleasure. 
 
    “Yes! Feed me more!” She burbles, slurping wantonly on your cock. You arch beneath her, fucking into her throat and exploding. As your swirling seed disappears into her violet slime, you know you are utterly defeated.  
 
    Spent, you slump back to the floor, but even then Oola’s eager sucking does not stop. Her mouth continues to bob atop your cock and her hands slip under your tunic to play with your sensitive nipples. You can only moan in despair, knowing you have been totally defeated by the slime girl. 
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    Fight the slime girl off 
 
      
 
    You cannot let this pleasure continue! Instinctively, you reach out to grab Oola’s gelatinous wrist as her hand fondles your stiff cock. Your fingers encircle her cool, slippery wrist and when you squeeze your fingers sink into her slime. She giggles and continues to pump her hand on your cock, sending a twitch of pleasure through your hardness. 
 
    “I don’t want to hurt you,” you say as you grip your sword.  
 
    “A sword?” She giggles. “A blade won’t—“ 
 
    You press the edge of the blade to her wrist and there is a soft hiss like fat in a hot skillet. Her slimy hand releases your cock instantly and she recoils from the sword. 
 
    “OooOOooohh,” she moans, slithering a pace or so away from you. “That hurt me. You are a mean boy, Lucas!” 
 
    She pouts her lower lip as she rubs at the discolored spot where your sword sliced into her wrist. Her dismay only lasts for a moment. The discoloration soon fades from her wrist and she faces off against you, her feet and shins replaced with a single mound of slime, but the rest of her body a voluptuous exaggeration of humanity.  
 
    “Please no fighting,” she burbles. “But if you want to fight before fun, I will fight. I am a tough slime. And I am not letting you leave.” 
 
    “I will defeat you!” You brandish your sword.  
 
    “You have all the fun juice inside. I need it to make my babies!” 
 
    There is a strange fierceness to her simple innocence. You do not want to hurt the slime, but there is no alternative. She is a monster and you are the Champion of Veleda. If you do not defeat her, she will bring terror to the nearby village of Edelbern.  
 
    You must defeat her! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The message from Veleda 
 
      
 
    You pull your mule cart up to your barn and Theora leaps down before it has fully stopped. You hasten to follow her. When a goddess calls, you must answer swiftly. The bright beam of moonlight is aimed at one of the small, wood-framed windows of your farmhouse. It seems to fill your entire house with brilliant light that glows from beneath the door and between the planks.  
 
    Theora throws open the door of your house and the light inside is almost blinding in the darkness outside. Your eyes adjust as you enter and you see that the beam of light is illuminating a radiant orb of gold. As you and Theora approach, this orb levitates into the air and a large, feminine mouth forms on its surface. 
 
    “Lucas LeBlanc,” says a clarion voice that sends goose pimples up your arms. This is the voice of the goddess herself and it is so beautiful and powerful you nearly weep at the sound. “The time comes to face your next foe, Hero of One Thousand Lives. Another monster stalks these lands.” 
 
    “Where, my goddess?” Theora asks. 
 
    “In the ancient temple to Dunesef. It lies in ruins in the woods to the east. This creature gathers her strength and prepares to strike out at the humans who dwell nearby.” 
 
    “The ruined temple,” you say. “I know it! It lies in the wooded hills just north of Edelbern.” 
 
    “Yes,” thunders Veleda. “You must reach her by morning. Do not let her unleash her evil upon this town. She is protean and her appetites cannot be satiated.” 
 
    “A protean?” You ask, but the golden orb is already fading like a million motes of dust in the moonlight. It disappears and the powerful beam of light is blocked once more by the clouds. You look up at Theora questioningly.  
 
    “A slime girl,” says the angel. “Gather your wits, pack what you will need, we must leave immediately.” 
 
    You soon shoulder a pack containing a bit of food, a water skin, lantern and some rope. The terrain has no roads, so you and Theora proceed on foot. You are surprised, but actually glad, to have the angel along with you. It gives you a chance to ask her more about your quarry. 
 
    “What is so dangerous about a slime girl?” You ask. 
 
    “It depends on the type,” says Theora, her expression determined as she marches through the moonlit forest. “Blue and Violet are breeder slimes, they suck the essence of a man and use his seed to procreate and spawn more slimes. A single ejaculation can produce another slime, so they breed very rapidly.” 
 
    “There are other types?” You ask. 
 
    “Green slimes are simply curious, not very dangerous, while red slimes are carnivorous.” She spares you a serious glance. “They will literally devour you if they catch you. They will enjoy it too. They are quite sadistic.” 
 
    “Is that all of them?”  
 
    “Pink slimes capture females and control their bodies to move among society undetected,” she explains. “They will force the females to mate with males and produce more pink slimes. They are clever and difficult to root out of a human settlement. Then there are the gold slimes, queen slimes, which are truly intelligent, though thankfully rare. They are carnivorous and mate with humans to produce any of the slime types.” 
 
    The woods grow deeper and darker. The sounds of the forest become more muted. You feel a creeping sense of dread as you finally reach the ruins of the temple of Dunesef. The dwarf god once had followers among the dwarves and humans, but the dwarves are long gone and the humans abandoned his worship in favor of more present gods like Veleda.  
 
    What remains of the temple devoted to him are the crumbling lines of a mossy bailey, the collapsed stones of a well, and an inner bailey rising on an earthen motte. This stout inner structure is partially intact, though well-concealed with its covering of plants. A tree has even grown up atop the inner bailey’s roof and sent roots dangling over the walls like locks of hair. 
 
    You start to emerge from the woods and Theora stops you with a firm hand on the shoulder.  
 
    “Look there,” she says, pointing to an ancient bit of masonry that glistens in the moonlight. “Residue of the protean.” 
 
    She walks with you to the stone and you crouch down beside it. There is a faintly sweet aroma, like flowering plants. Theora runs a finger through the slime and holds it up to the moonlight as the mucus-like residue drools from fingertip. You can see through the translucent fluid and it has a distinctly purple coloring. 
 
    “Thank the gods,” you hiss. You were terrified it would be red or gold. 
 
    “Do not feel relief, Lucas,” says Theora. “A violet slime girl is just as dangerous. Their lust is insatiable. If you are caught in her clutches, she will enslave you for weeks and drain you of your essence as she uses you to reproduce. When she is done, you will be an insane husk and she will have multiplied a thousand fold.”  
 
    You crouch beside the stone, contemplating a fate that in some ways would be a perverse fantasy and in others a fate worse than death.  
 
    You are not quite certain how to pose the question that comes to mind.  
 
    “If… if the protean doesn’t kill me, will Veleda…” 
 
    “Yes, Lucas,” says Theora, giving you a reassuring squeeze on the shoulder. “She watches over your path in the mortal realm. When escape becomes hopeless, she will lift you from danger and restore you to your path.”  
 
    She adds, rather sternly, “That does not mean you should give yourself willingly to the hunger of the slime girl. Though that may be an exciting prospect for a twisted young man such as yourself.” 
 
    “I would never do such a thing,” you protest. 
 
    She grimaces, somehow seeming to know all too well the enjoyment you find in the Crystal Sanctum in the embrace of Morelle, your captured succubus. Theora points to the dark entrance of the inner bailey, partially blocked by a fallen statue of Dunesef that has turned green with lichen.   
 
    “Go, Lucas,” she says. “Dawn approaches. She will have nearly gathered her strength to set out for the village. You must find her and defeat her.” 
 
    You begin to rise. Theora calls after you, “Do not forget your special abilities. And this…” 
 
    She throws you something that glints in the predawn light. You catch it and see the holy serpent of Veleda rendered in gold on a golden chain.  
 
    “It was why I went to see that priest,” she says. “I doubt it will help you against a slime girl, but I thought you should have it.” 
 
    You grin and hang the necklace around your neck. It seems to emanate the same holy magic as your sword. Perhaps it will help after all. It also fills your heart with happiness, because it means that Theora, for all her stern posturing, actually does care about you. 
 
    On a whim, you embrace the beautiful angel, leaning up to plant your lips on hers. She stiffens in the embrace and pulls back. 
 
    “Lucas! Now is not the time for your childish fantasies!” She shoves you away, but your smile does not fade. She growls, “Go! Before I waste one of your lives by punching your brains out of your head.” 
 
    That sets you in motion. Though you doubt she would actually punch out your brains, you do not doubt Theora’s ability to inflict such an injury. 
 
    “Do not forget the abilities I have taught you, Lucas!” She calls after you. “Make Veleda proud!” 
 
    Dervish Strike and Startle Eye have not proven useful as of yet in your adventures, but perhaps the whirling attack or the blinding flash might work against the slime girl. 
 
    As you approach the ruins of the inner bailey, you catch a whiff of the distinctive, pleasant aroma of the slime girl. You see more of her glistening residue clinging to loose stones and left in smears upon the floor. The ground level of the bailey was once timber, but these have rotted away, leaving a bare staircase descending into the darkness of the temple’s lower levels. You spark your lantern and rest your hand on the grip of the Sword of Veleda.  
 
    Each step you take seems to echo loudly in the darkness. You descend to a level well beneath the rotted out ground floor. Your lantern reflects in numerous puddles as you move slowly towards the mouth of a tunnel that seems to plunge into the bedrock. It is not a natural construction however, as ancient stone arches brace the inner tunnel.  
 
    The scent of the slime girl grows stronger the deeper you descend beneath the earth. You try to move as silently as possible, your heart hammering in your chest with every step. Each turn off the main tunnel forces you to pause and search the darkness, anticipating that the slime girl might leap out at you and attack. 
 
    You reach a dead end in the main tunnel, but it branches into two narrower tunnels. As you stand at this branch, trying to decide which path to take, a soft burbling sound reaches your ears. It sounds almost like music bubbling up from underwater. You hear a slurping sound and realize it is definitely coming from the branch on the left.  
 
    Every part of you animal brain tells you to turn around and get out of there, but your faith in Veleda and your unwillingness to disappoint Theora urges you on. You draw your sword and grip it tightly in your hand, the blade faintly glowing with holy magic.  
 
    “I’m probably about to get myself killed,” you mutter. 
 
    Despite your fear, you set off down the tunnel on the left, walking directly towards the strange, burbling music and the wet slurping sound. 
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    Go to the brothel and have some fun 
 
      
 
    Your father had long warned you away from the Bawdy Maiden, and your mother had often cursed its presence in St. Ingbert. Your parents had only served to concentrate your attention on the naughty sign that hung above the door or the voluptuous women who sometimes paraded in the street outside, enticing men (and a few women) to enter and spend some coin.  
 
    To your knowledge, your father had always resisted the temptation. You, however, had slipped away from the market and your father’s watchful eye on a rather recent summer afternoon. You had saved enough coins over the harvest season to buy the affection of a whore for a single hour. Ella Deneva, dark-haired, shapely, and born in a faraway land, had seemed a giantess in her high-heeled boots, but her gentle hand and husky voice had put you at ease. 
 
    She had certainly not needed a full hour to satisfy your desires. 
 
    Your cock stiffens at the memory of what Ella did for you that day: no less than to make you into a man. With a few coins jangling in your pocket once more, you decide that you would like to pay her another visit. 
 
    You hear the murmur of voices, a sharp laugh, and the clank of tin cups as you approach the door to the Bawdy Maiden. A rather stout man, deeply red in his face, brushes past you and out the door into the street. A curly-haired woman nearly bursting from her corset follows after him and shouts, “Don’t try to sneak it up my arse again, Donnel, or I’ll have Bernard thump you in the bollocks!” 
 
    She turns her perfumed cleavage back towards you and her anger transforms into a solicitous smile. 
 
    “Well hello there, handsome,” she says, slipping an arm around your shoulder. “Come on inside! What’s your name?” 
 
    “Ella,” you blurt.  
 
    “Oh, is that it?” She pulls your shoulder against her soft cleavage and walks you into the bar. Men and women are drinking and carousing around the bar and in the curtained booths where men’s lusts are cheaply satisfied. You take in the lewd scene and manage to somehow come to your senses. 
 
    “I want to see Ella,” you say. 
 
    “Oh.” The curly-haired woman’s expression sours. She pushes you dismissively away. “Ask at the bar then, farm boy. I ain’t her mum.” 
 
    You stumble away as she flounces off to find another mark. A brutish, bald-headed man eyes you from behind the bar. He has just about the most unwelcoming face you’ve seen, but you remember Ella’s hand sliding into your trousers and the memory strengthens your resolve. You approach the bar feeling very out of place in this sinful environment. Speaking loudly enough to be heard over the loud conversation, you tell the barman, “I’m looking for, um, Ella Deneva.” 
 
    The barman reaches over and taps a wooden sign hanging beside the bar. Your mind is so singularly focuses on seeing the whore that it takes you a bit to decipher the writing. 
 
    “Buy a drink or get lost,” reads the sign. 
 
    “Oh, right,” you say, fumbling and nearly dropping some of your precious coins. You manage to pluck out just enough for a cheap ale. The barman slides a sloshing tin mug across the counter. 
 
    “You want me to bring out the girls?” The barman lifts a whistle he wears on a necklace. You recall from your first visit that two sharp toots on the whistle will summon all the available women to the bar to present themselves for business. You would rather not repeat that embarrassing ritual. 
 
    “Ah, no, sorry,” you stammer. “I want Ella Deneva.” 
 
    “Ella? Oh, she’s been calling herself Valeena lately.” The barman motions one of the waitresses over and leans down to speak to her. She gives you an appraising look and an amused smile and hurries off. The barman turns his attention back to you. “Ella is with a customer. She’ll be over as soon as she’s done.” 
 
    “Thank you,” you say gratefully, but the barman has already turned to chatting with one of the waitresses. He clearly has no interest in conversing with you. 
 
    You drink the flavorless ale down to its dregs and start to doubt the wisdom of stepping into the brothel. The thought of Ella with another man both stiffens your cock and makes you a bit annoyed. You are about to get up from your stool and leave when a gentle hand slides around your shoulder and soft breasts press against the back of your neck. You recognize the perfume at once. You stiffen in more ways than one as soft lips press against your ear and warm words caress you. 
 
    “I heard you were looking for me,” whispers Ella.  
 
    You turn in the stool and find yourself looking at the woman who was your first. She is less beautiful than you remember. That is your unfortunate first thought. She is a real woman instead of the erotic fantasy, with lines at the corners of her eyes and too much makeup on her face. There is a slight weariness to her shoulders. A stain on her skirt and a run in her stockings. 
 
    Then your gaze is drawn to her corseted breasts, somehow even larger and creamier than you remembered, heaving and powdered, and the way her lips quirk into a rather unique smile, and you forget your disappointment. Her dark hair is worn up in a pile of curls rather than down around her shoulders as you remembered, but you decide this new way suits Ella’s long, slender neck. Her gray eyes are less kind than those in your memories. But this is the woman you want. 
 
    “Um, yeah,” I say. “I was here last summer. You were my, I mean, um, it was my first time.” 
 
    “Ah!” She takes your hands and pulls them against her corseted body. “I remember! Lika? Lukan?” 
 
    “Lucas,” you correct. 
 
    “Of course,” she says and pulls you off the stool to look you over. “Lucas. You have more meat on your bones today.” 
 
    You are not so certain about that. Perhaps the rich food of the Crystal Sanctum has allowed you to gain back a bit of the weight you lost during the dry summer. Ella leans close, almost as if she is going to kiss you, and her hand strokes over your crotch in a practiced motion. At first you think she is grabbing at your cock and you let out a surprised moan. It takes you a moment more to realize the experienced whore is sizing up the coins in your pocket and purse.  
 
    “A fair bit of coin,” she says, raising an eyebrow. “For me?” 
 
    “Mostly for my sister,” you say and she raises that eyebrow even higher. Your face goes burning hot as you realize the implication of what you just said. “For her schooling in Elzeheim.” 
 
    “Oh,” she says, her smile slipping for a moment. “Very well, you still have coin to spend though?” 
 
    “Y-yeah,” you say. “How much, um, how much would it be for—“ 
 
    She interrupts you, ticking off her answer on her fingers, “My hand is four, my mouth is five, my breasts the same as that if you fancy them, and my cunt is ten. Arse is fifteen. If you’d like a wank with my feet—“ 
 
    “Um, I only have eight to spare,” you confess. 
 
    Her lips tighten, but she manages a smile. “Well, I suppose you could share my cunt with another lad.” 
 
    “How is that? Share?” You say, never having heard of such a thing. 
 
    “Yes, yes,” she says. “Just as good for you, I promise, but quicker for me. Both your cocks rubbing inside at the same time. It will feel wonderful.” 
 
    “I don’t know if that—“ 
 
    She grips your arm and leans close to whisper, “Some lads even like that. Feels a bit naughtier.” 
 
     Such a thing seems sinful under the teachings of the high cleric of Veleda. Men are not to touch men and women are not to touch women in the act of pleasure.  Some do this anyway and they are barely tolerated in the village. You don’t want to be known as one of those people. 
 
    Clearly, Ella sees your doubt. She gives your arm a squeeze. 
 
    “Whatever you would like with your coins is fine by me, handsome,” she says. “But make up your mind. Almost the night rush and I’d like to have a bite to eat before then.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Go down on Theora 
 
    Fuck Theora from behind 
 
    Fuck Theora from a missionary position 
 
    Fuck Theora's mouth 
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