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    This book is an original work for Amazon, available exclusively on Kindle, but made possible with the support of CHYOA.COM where hundreds of naughty interactive adventures can be found. 
 
      
 
    This book and all its contents are copyright 2018 by Amanda Clover. All rights are reserved and no portions may be reproduced unless for the use of brief quotations for review purposes. 
 
      
 
    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! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Prayers for Aid 
 
      
 
    The night wind stirs sparks from the smoldering timbers of your ruined house. You kneel in the dirt and ashes, your hands clasped around the golden holy symbol of Veleda given to you as a gift by Theora. The hard feeling of the golden twined serpents in your hands gives you a tiny measure of reassurance. 
 
    “Please, goddess,” you whisper, “I am your faithful servant. I have battled great evil in your name and filled the Crystal Sanctum with prisoners. Please turn back the hours. Save my sister from the Succubus Queen. Please. Please…” 
 
    Your voice trails off as tears fall from your cheeks. Your sister Genevieve has been taken by the Succubus Queen Lady Rachelle and, according to the broken Hina, your mother was with the Succubus Queen and persuaded Genevieve to join them. You farm has been destroyed and your livestock slaughtered. In the end, the Gedry brothers tried to protect your farm and paid for it with their lives. You buried the succubus-drained husks of their bodies behind the ruin of your barn. 
 
    “Please, Veleda,” you begin, your voice rising. “I… need you more than ever. Please show me the way.” 
 
    You hear footsteps beside you and look up to find Theora standing over you. Her brow is furrowed in sympathy and her white-feathered wings seem to droop sadly. She slowly lowers herself to her knees beside you. 
 
    “I will pray with you,” she says, clasping her hands together, fingers intertwined. 
 
    You bow your heads together and pray to Veleda. You beseech the goddess to show her mercy. Theora prays in a language you do not understand, her voice deep and melodious. Her reverent tone raises gooseflesh on your arms and the hairs on the back of your neck. This is an angel calling out to her goddess and creator.  
 
    You lose track of time praying and listening to Theora’s voice, so you are not certain how much has passed when you feel the wind stirring and warmth growing in the night air. Ashes swirl around you and the wind begins to howl. Golden light blooms in the air above and peels back in radiant petals to reveal a swirling passage into the heavens. The giant figure of Veleda descends and you are struck with awe and horror as the beautiful goddess stands above you. 
 
    “Lucas.” Hearing your name on her lips sends a shudder through your body. “Theora. Rise from your knees.” 
 
    You both rise. Theora looks up into Veleda’s eyes, but you cannot stand to face her radiance directly. You keep your head bowed and your gaze averted. 
 
    “I cannot turn back time to save your farm,” says Veleda, her voice gentle but unyielding. “I am sorry your sister has gone with the Succubus Queen, but she is not lost. Not yet. 
 
    “What must we do, my goddess?” Theora cries, her voice wracked with emotion. 
 
    “It is clear,” says Theora, spreading her arms, palms up. “The Succubus Queen dwells in the underworld of Chthona which may only be reached by finding the entrance in the deadly jungle of Saturana. You have the lamia, Lucas?” 
 
    “Y-yes,” you haltingly cry. 
 
    “She will know the way to open the path,” said Veleda. “I will send you to Saturana when you are ready, but beware, Lucas. It is filled with many monsters and monster girls. I will know if you perish or become trapped, but I because of the nature of this accursed jungle I will only be able to return you to the moment you entered Saturana. You may struggle to retrace your steps.” 
 
    “I w-will do my best,” you shout. 
 
    “Good,” booms the voice of Veleda. “Gather your slaves and make ready.” 
 
    “S-slaves?” You say, uncertain of her meaning. 
 
    “She means the monster girls you keep in your sword,” says Theora, gesturing to the sheathed blade at your side.  
 
    “Most heroes like to think of them as slaves,” adds Veleda. 
 
    “Well, I do not think of them in this way,” you say, “but I will gather them and will discuss the next step.” 
 
    “This is acceptable,” says Veleda. “Call out to me when you are ready to begin this, the final quest in your journey, and at last defeat the succubus queen.” 
 
    In a brilliant flash of light, Veleda departs. The air rushes in with a thunderclap to fill the void.  
 
    You draw the Sword of Veleda from its sheath, raise it above your head with one hand and grasp Theora’s hand with your other. 
 
    “SANCTUM SERENITY!” You shout and in a flash of warm, pink light you and Theora are transported from the real world to the pocket realm that contains the palace of white stone and your harem of monster girl companions. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE > 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Tell Theora to fight the goblins 
 
      
 
    “You sure you can handle these guys?” You ask Theora as you eye the four goblins.  
 
    “It would be my pleasure,” says the angel, balling her hands into fists and grinning as she stares at the goblins. 
 
    “Then take them down,” you say. 
 
    “For Veleda!” Theora cries and leaps into the air, her wings snapping open as she flies over the head of the goblins. They fire arrows at her and she spins to avoid them, knocking away the one that comes closest with a well-timed swing of her arm. She lands among the quartet of goblins. She kicks the one that spoke in the common tongue and he pitches over the side of the gulch and lands in the shallow creek.  
 
    Two of the other goblins try to draw daggers and one tries to knock another arrow. Theora punches one so hard he drops as if shot through the head with a powder gun. The other two manage to strike with their daggers, but the beautiful angel knocks aside their blows and suffers only a rip in her white gown. She takes both goblins down with a spinning kick. 
 
    “Shall I finish them off?” She asks, her ample breasts heaving with excitement and her grin even bigger. 
 
    “No,” you say. “Break their bows and send them on their way. We’ll keep the one that talks and try to get some answers from him.” 
 
    “As you wish,” says Theora. She quickly smashes up the goblins’ bows, snapping them like twigs over her powerful thighs.  
 
    The three goblins not in the gulch turn and run into the jungle, yipping in pain and fear. Theora reaches down into the gulch and hauls the fourth goblin out of the creek by the sodden back of his loincloth. She deposits the whimpering goblin on his back at your feet and crouches down beside him. 
 
    “Not talk,” screeches the goblin, flailing his arms.  
 
    Theora presses him down with a hand on his chest.  
 
    “I know what will make him talk,” she says.  
 
    Before you realize what she is doing, Theora has yanked down the goblin’s loincloth and grabbed hold of its little, bumpy cock. She strokes it as it stiffens in her hand, hardly bigger than her thumb.  
 
    “Really?” You scoff. “This is your plan?” 
 
    “Goblins think with their cocks,” says Theora, wanking her pale hand on the goblin’s bumpy green gherkin. To your amazement, the goblin stops struggling and its whining sounds become soft whimpers of pleasure.  
 
    “Where is your village?” You demand.  
 
    The goblin points up the path in the direction you were traveling. 
 
    “We should avoid that,” you say. “What’s that way?” 
 
    You point to an even fainter path out of the small clearing. The goblin shakes his head. 
 
    “What’s that?” Theora asks in a soft voice, her hand deftly working the goblin’s shaft as it begins to ooze precum. 
 
    “Old house,” pants the goblin. “Humans live there once.” 
 
    “Have you seen any humans nearby?” You ask. 
 
    “Furry green man.” 
 
    “What about that direction?” You ask, pointing through a thicket with an unusual bloom of flowers. 
 
    “G-garden,” says the goblin. “We not go way. Very dangerous.” 
 
    “So we check out this abandoned house,” you say, slightly mesmerized by the sight of Theora continuing to wank the goblin’s small cock. “And decide where to go from there.” 
 
    “Right,” she says, continuing to stroke the goblin as he whimpers with pleasure. “And what about him? What shall I do with him?” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What should Theora do with the goblin? 
 
    Knock the goblin out and leave him 
 
    Finish the goblin with her hand 
 
    Finish the goblin with her mouth 
 
    She should fuck the goblin


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Call upon Oola to defeat the goblins 
 
      
 
    The bubbly slime girl Oola should be more than a match for these four goblins. You raise the Sword of Veleda over your head and shout, “Oola emerge!” 
 
    There is a soft “pop” and a bright flash of pink-tinged light. The slime girl drops from several feet in the air, falling to the ground and splashing into a puddle. For a moment, you and the goblins stare at the violet-colored, glistening puddle on the ground. 
 
    “Awoo?!” A voluptuous human-shaped slime woman bounces upright from the puddle, gathering mass from the puddle as she forms a gooey head, huge, jiggly breasts, a slender waist, and shapely, wobbling hips and ass. Her chubby legs rise upwards. By the time her feet have appeared, the puddle of slime is gone. 
 
    “What this thing!?” The goblin leader says with concern. His comrades chirp in confusion. 
 
    “I am Oola!” Burbles the slime girl and she slides eerily towards them without taking steps. 
 
    “Shoot it!” The goblin screams.  
 
    The goblins fire a volley of arrows, which pierce Oola’s gelatinous body, passing through her, and landing on the ground on the other side. She burbles, but sees completely unharmed. It takes a moment for the goblins to realize that their arrows had no effect. One of them screeches in their savage language and the quartet turns and flees. 
 
    Oola is not about to let them escape. The slime girl burbles with excitement and leaps into the air, catching the lower branches of the nearest tree and swinging in a way that takes full advantage of her flexible body. She swings from branch to branch, gaining speed with each swing, her body elongating and her weight shifting for maximum momentum. You have never seen the slime girl move in this way and are astonished by her nimbleness. She disappears into the jungle in pursuit. 
 
    After waiting a moment, you turn to Theora and ask, “Shall we just carry on?” 
 
    No sooner have you spoken the words than the foliage nearby stirs. A moment later, Oola comes splashing out at high speed, her body wildly deformed by her velocity. She has four arms and a goblin tucked under each. She splatters and reforms on the ground in front of you, burbling happily as you see each of the goblins bound tightly in one of her arms. Their loincloths have been pushed aside and she has a slimy hand wanking each of the four goblins. They writhe and moan as they are pleasured by the slime girl’s hands. 
 
    “You don’t have to stroke them like that,” you say. “Only one of them even talks.” 
 
    “Yes, but they have yummy boy juice,” burbles Oola. “Extra spicy from little wild boys.” 
 
    “Aaiiiieeeee,” cries one of the goblins. You watch as his bumpy little cock twitches inside Oola’s slime and releases a quickly dissolving cloud of his cum into her violet hand. She does not relent, continuing to stroke him through his period of oversensitivity. 
 
    “Which one of you can speak sensibly?” You demand as another of the goblins screeches and ejaculates inside one of the slime girl’s hands. 
 
    “It… it me,” moans one of the goblins. He thrusts his hips and his cock twitches inside Oola’s fist as he pumps out a load of cum into her hand. He whimpers as she continues to stroke him.  
 
    “Where is your village?” You demand. 
 
    The goblin points a trembling hand at the continuing path through the clearing.  
 
    “It is fortunate we encountered these beasts,” says Theora, grimacing as the fourth goblin cums inside Oola. “We would have blundered directly into their village.” 
 
    “What about there?” You ask, pointing to another, much fainter path visible through the jungle. 
 
    “To human house,” says the goblin. “No humans. Gone. But…” 
 
    “But what?” You demand, trying not to watch as Oola makes one of the goblins cum again. 
 
    “Past house,” croaks the goblin. “Is green man. Furry green. Very bad. Very… ahhhh… dangerous.” 
 
    “What about the flowers?” Asks Theora, gesturing to a particularly flowery patch of jungle. 
 
    “Past house also,” the goblin moans, his head lolling against Oola’s slimy breasts. “We no go that way ever. Garden. Very dangerous. Hungry flowers.” 
 
    “Good enough,” you say. “It sounds like we continue to this abandoned house and then decide whether to head towards the green man or the hungry flowers in the garden.” 
 
    “Master,” burbles Oola, “I have fun now?” 
 
    “Quickly,” you say.  
 
    Oola burbles happily and rearranges the goblins onto their backs on the ground. Her central body shrinks down to almost nothing as her hands enlarge and take the shape of goblin-sized versions of herself. Each is connected to the central mass of her body by a tail-like tentacle of slime. The goblins do not resist her as she attacks them with these miniature versions of herself. In fact, in a matter of moments, they are rutting with her like they might their own kind. One is taking his goblin-sized Oola from behind, another is enjoying a blowjob from his Oola, the slime girl is riding the cock of another, and the goblin that talked to you is plowing his Oola in a missionary position.  
 
    “Ohhhh, yes, fuck me,” cries Oola. “Your cocks so warm. Give me your boy juice!” 
 
    One by one the goblins screech with pleasure, burying their cocks in her slimy bodies and erupting hot pumps of seed into her gooey bodies. 
 
    The sight of this miniature orgy is more than a little arousing. You ignore Theora’s stern glance and take your cock out, stroking yourself to the sight of the four goblins rutting with the slime girl. Oola notices you and quickly finishes with two of the goblins, leaving them panting on the ground. She reforms her body, or most of it, and slithers closer.  
 
    “Master,” she burbles, “Give me your yummy juice too!”  
 
    She presents her jiggling rear and gooey cunt to you.  
 
    “You are not actually going to do this, are you?” Theora grumbles beside you. 
 
    “It will only take a moment,” you grunt, stroking yourself towards your climax. You grab hold of Oola’s wobbly ass and thrust your hard cock into her slimy crack. Your hardness finds the cool, yielding divot of her gelatinous asshole. You thrust inside and Oola croons with pleasure as your thick human cock stuffs her slimy depths. Her gooey walls tighten around the entire length of your cock, writhing and squeezing in a way no human woman could pleasure you. 
 
    “Oh gods that is good,” you chuckle as Oola wobbles and bounces her jiggly ass back against your cock. You smack her rear, watching the ripples travel through her body. The cool, slurping pleasure of her slimy ass on your manhood builds, drawing you towards an orgasm. You thrust heavily into her, holding her slender waist, sending her dangling breasts jiggling.  
 
    The sight of one of the goblins still rutting with her cumming inside a miniature version of Oola is enough to send you over the edge. You give out a hoarse shout of pleasure and spurt your seed into Oola’s translucent ass. You marvel as gush after gush of your milky spunk melts into her swirling slime.  
 
    “Awoo, thank you, master!” Oola burbles happily. 
 
    You pull out, Oola only reluctantly releasing your cock as her ass slurps up the leaking spunk. As you stagger back, you make eye contact with Theora and see the contempt in her eyes. 
 
    “We had best be on our way,” she says. 
 
    “R-right,” you say, tucking your cock away. You rise up the sword and shout, “Oola return!” 
 
    With a flash, the slime girl disappears, leaving four groaning goblins on the ground. They seem dazed by their repeated climaxes and offer no resistance as you and Theora step past them. 
 
    You and Theora set off back into the jungle, following the path that veers clear of the goblin village. The journey is more difficult than on the other path, slowing your progress. The darkness of the jungle canopy is beginning to deepen, suggesting that night is falling. With the mountains still not in view, it seems unlikely you will reach them by dusk. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Call upon Izabella to defeat the goblins 
 
      
 
    You raise the Holy Sword of Veleda above your head and call upon one of the most menacing girls in the Crystal Sanctum.  
 
    “Izabella emerge!”  
 
    You shout the words and with a flash of pink light and a sudden gust of chilly air, Izabella appears before you. The busty vampiress, with her pale blue skin and bright red eyes, might have burst into flames if you had called upon her in the open, but even in this clearing she is shielded from sunlight by the dense jungle canopy the stretches above. Her smile reveals her elongated fangs and her lacy white bodice and fluffy skirt reveal much of her shapely body.  
 
    “Having troubles, Lucas?” She asks, teasing a fingertip over your chest.  
 
    “Goblins,” says Theora, gesturing with a nod of her head. “The ones pointing arrows at your back.” 
 
    “Ah, goblins is it!” She laughs and whirls around to face the goblins. “Kindred spirits! Fellow creatures that prefer the night and the shadows to daylight. Hello, little ones. You have nothing to fear from me. Unless you are afraid of pleasure.” 
 
    “Stay back,” warned the goblin leader. 
 
    “Oh, my, and so brave,” chuckles Izabella, sauntering closer to the leader. “If you simply look into my eyes, you will see that I am sincere and would never hurt you.” 
 
    The goblins stare up into Izabella’s glowing red eyes. The tension melts from their posture as they lower their bows and arrows. One after another, they drop their weapons and stand slack-jawed and paralyzed, staring with wonder at the beautiful vampiress.  
 
    “Nothing to fear,” she whispers and glided past the leader to the rearmost goblin. She steps behind him, stroking her long nails over his scrawny chest. She looks at you, her eyes flashing as she leans down and bites the goblin on his neck. Blood trickles down his chest as she drinks. The goblin moans with pleasure, his cock swelling in his loincloth. He murmurs in his savage language as Izabella drinks his blood greedily. He jerks his hips, seeming to climax in his loincloth.  
 
    Izabella lifts her mouth from his neck, licking her crimson lips. The goblin slumps to the ground, pale and lifeless. 
 
    “Delicious,” she says. “A bit earthy and sharp. But not very much to drink. I suppose between the four of them—“ 
 
    “Three,” you say. “Leave their leader alive.” 
 
    “Mmmm, very well,” pouts Izabella.  
 
    She seizes the nearest goblin in her arms and bites it much more violently. You look away and face Theora. Anger blazes in the angel’s silvery-blue eyes. 
 
    “She is evil,” whispers Theora. 
 
    “She is handling our problem,” you reply, twitching slightly at the thump as Izabella discards the second lifeless goblin and moves on to feeding upon the third. Her victim whimpers with pleasure, unable to escape, but clearly enjoying his doom. Another thump soon follows and Izabella lets out a satisfied groan, sucking drops of blood from her nimble fingers.  
 
    “Now, what shall I do with this one?” She asks, prowling behind the leader of the goblins. 
 
    “We need to ask him a few questions,” you reply. 
 
    “Oh, he would be happy to answer them,” says Izabella, stroking his shoulders and scrawny neck. “You will be a good boy and answer everything Lucas asks, won’t you?” 
 
    “Y-yes, mistress,” stammers the goblin. 
 
    “Such a good little boy,” she says, stroking his bald head. “Go on, Lucas, ask him what you wish.” 
 
    “What is your name?” You ask, suddenly feeling sorry for the goblin. 
 
    “Igbek,” says the goblin.  
 
    “Where is your village?” You ask him. 
 
    “Up path,” he says, pointing at the continuing path through the jungle. “Beside mound of burying. Many goblins there.” 
 
     “What about that path?” Theora asks, pointing to a much fainter path through the jungle. 
 
    “That go to empty house,” says Igbek. “Keep go that way, see green man. He is hairy and dangerous. Or you go towards garden. Even more danger. Never go towards garden.” 
 
    “Why not?” You ask. 
 
    “Plant eat goblins,” says Igbek, a tremor of fear crossing his face. “Eat my brother.” 
 
    “We continue to the abandoned house,” says Theora. “We can decide where to go from there.” 
 
    “What about this one, master?” Izabella asks, caressing the goblins chest. “You have your answers. Can I have my meal?” 
 
    “No,” you say sternly. “He has given us what we want.” 
 
    “What about rewarding him then?” She purrs, reaching down and squeezing his loincloth. “He has gone all hard.” 
 
    “No,” says Theora. 
 
    But you feel differently and Izabella knows it. Her eyes glow faintly as she leans her chin on the goblins shoulder, massaging and wanking the bulge of his cock through his loincloth.  
 
    “Yes,” you murmur. “Fuck him.” 
 
    Izabella laughs haughtily, “Oh, the great hero wants me to fuck this filthy little beast?”  
 
    “What are you doing?” Theora demands. 
 
    Before Theora can offer further objection, you act, stepping forward and taking out your cock. You stroke it as Izabella pushes the goblin to the ground. She lifts her skirt up above her waist, revealing her pale thighs, shapely bottom, and the perfect folds of her pussy. She kneels above the goblin, gripping his cock with her free hand as she lowers her undead pussy onto his hardness. Igbek squeals with delight, reaching up to grab her overflowing breasts as she begins to ride his cock. 
 
    “Is this what you wanted to see, Lucas?” Izabella teases you as she bounces up and down on the goblin’s cock. “A tiny beastly cock buried in my pussy?” 
 
    “Oh, yes,” you moan, stroking your hardness as you watch them fuck. 
 
    “Do you like the way my breasts sway?” She asks, pulling down the cups of her bodice to expose her large, pale breasts and her blue nipples.  
 
    “Beautiful,” you groan, stepping closer and stroking your crimson cock hard and fast, precum slicking the tip. Igbek fondles Izabella’s breasts, squeezing and plucking at her nipples and making her cry out with pleasure.  
 
    “Your cock feels so wonderful, Igbek,” she moans. “It might even make me cum! Would you like that, Lucas? Do you… ohhhh… want me to cum on this goblin’s little cock?” 
 
    “Yes, cum all over it,” you moan, stroking and squeezing your cock as you feel your balls tightening.  
 
    “Ohhhh! Yessss!” Izabella tosses her dark hair over her face, her breasts heaving and her hips working as she rides up and down Igbek’s bump like fuckstick. The goblin screeches, his green fingers pressing into the soft flesh of Izabella’s breasts. Izabella moans, “He’s cumming inside me! Ohhhhh yessss! It’s making me cum feeling all this hot goblin seed pumping into me!” 
 
    Hearing such lewd words from the vampiress pushes you over the edge. Your wanking cock erupts, shooting out fat streams of cum all over Izabella’s bouncing breasts and dripping down between them. 
 
    “Oh, Lucas,” she cries, looking at your cum splattering her body. “Yes! Shoot your cum all over me as I cum on this goblin’s cock!” 
 
    You are struck by guilt and self-loathing as your orgasm recedes. Your mother and sister are being held captive by a succubus and you stand here stroking off to the sight of a vampiress fucking a goblin. Izabella smiles mockingly at you, seeming to know that you regret what you have done.  
 
    “What’s wrong, Lucas?” She says, rising from Igbek’s cock.  
 
    You stuff your cock back into your trousers and draw the sword, quickly commanding, “Izabella return!” 
 
    She is mid-rejoinder when she disappears in a flash of pink light. The goblin, still sprawled on the ground, looks up at you in a daze of shock and pleasure. He shrieks as Izabella’s hypnotic power disappears and goes scampering off into the jungle. 
 
    “May we go now?” Theora asks, giving you a judgmental look. 
 
    “Um, yes, we should go,” you say. 
 
    You and Theora set off back into the jungle, following the path that veers clear of the goblin village. The journey is more difficult than on the other path, slowing your progress. The darkness of the jungle canopy is beginning to deepen, suggesting that night is falling. With the mountains still not in view, it seems unlikely you will reach them by dusk. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE > 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Wait 
 
      
 
    You have never squared off against a water-dwelling creature, let alone one with tentacles. You are not quite sure how to fight her. She doesn’t seem nearly as dangerous as Yasmeen. Then again, she knocked Theora out of the fight pretty easily. She is fast and she can throw those tentacles around with great reach. 
 
    You decide to wait, your guard up, circling her and searching for an opportunity to strike. Charlotte seems to sense what you are doing and moves to circle you in turn, trying to force you closer and closer to the river’s edge. Thinking she will be at a great advantage if she can get you into the water, you decide to make a risky feint to try to open up some room to maneuver. 
 
    You pretend to charge at her in an attack, in the hopes of getting her to retreat and giving you room to move past her. Instead, Charlotte braces for your attack, and when you reveal that it’s only a feint she smiles and lashes out with four lightning-quick tentacles. Before you even understand what is happening you have been seized by your ankles and flipped upside down. Your sword falls from your grasp, landing in the mud with a wet thump.  
 
    “That was silly,” says Charlotte, dangling you upside down in front of her face. “Now I could do whatever I want with you. I could even eat you.” 
 
    “P-please don’t eat me,” you say as she slowly turns you and examines you. She prods you with a fingertip, rotating you before her strange golden eyes. 
 
    “Ooooh, do not worry,” coos Charlotte. “I was telling you the truth. I am not going to eat you. I am going to mate with you.” 
 
    “Ahhhhh!” You cry as you are flung to the ground on your back. Her tentacles strip off your boots, your stockings, your trousers and creep, cool and slimy, up your bare legs. The tips of her tentacles reach into your underclothes and wrap their gentles suckers around your cock. 
 
    “Bigger than most humans,” she moans, lowering her human upper body so she is so close that her breasts are dangling against your chest. Her slimy tentacles begin to wank your cock, filling the air with a strangely sweet smell. She kisses you on the lips, her mouth cool and rubbery, but pleasant. Her tongue is just as nimble as her tentacles, kissing and teasing your tongue and delving into your mouth. 
 
    Charlotte slides her wet body down over yours, dragging her breasts from your chest to your abdomen. You gasp as her tentacles strip off your underwear and then she is looking up into your eyes with those strange golden eyes of hers as her soft breasts envelop your hard cock. Two tentacles press her mounds from the sides as she balances on her hands. Her slimy excretions lubricate your cock as she begins to writhe against your chest. 
 
    “Ooooooh,” she croons. “Your cock is so warm. And getting warmer! Don’t fight it! Just let go, give me your hot cum.” 
 
    “Ah… please… ahhhhh… stop!” You try to push her away, try to twist out from beneath her, but it is hopeless. She is too strong and has too many limbs. Her squished mounds slide up and down your hard cock, drawing you closer and closer to the edge. You let out a whining cry of pleasure and erupt in hot, milky ropes that spatter your abdomen and coat her soft breasts in your copious cum. 
 
    “So much of it!” Charlotte cries with delight. “Mmmmm! And it’s delicious! We are going to make so many babies together!” 
 
    You are still in the refractory period as Charlotte grabs your legs with a pair of tentacles and drags you across the muddy shore. She plunges into the water, her tentacles trailing behind her like a skirt and you caught by the two longest and most powerful of her tendrils. She pulls you under the rapidly flowing water, through the murky river and down into the depths. Your ears ache with the pressure and you feel certain you are about to drown. 
 
    Suddenly, Charlotte jerks you through a tunnel in a rocky outcropping underwater and you surface in a grotto deep beneath the riverbank. The musty smell of water and decay are overpowering, but you suck in grateful gulps of air as Charlotte pulls you onto a bed of soft river weed.  
 
    “Now you are home,” she says, sliding atop you. She strokes your hair from your face with a tentacle and cradles your cheek with a human hand. “We can be mates forever.” 
 
    Her kiss stifles your cry of resistance. Slippery tentacles surround you, drawing your hips into the depths of what would be her thighs. Your cock stiffens against the writhing tendrils and Charlotte guides it to the warm cove of her cunt. Compared to the cool, slippery flesh of her tentacles, it is a burning heat and you thrust instinctively into it. In a single, desperate stroke you sheath every inch inside the lovely monster girl. 
 
    “Ooooh,” croons the Scylla. “It’s so deep inside me.” 
 
    “Y-yes,” you gasp against her lips as you begin to thrust in and out of her clutching pussy. “Oh, yes, it feels so good.” 
 
    You tremble in her embrace, her slippery body writhing against you and her tentacles restricting your movement. It doesn’t matter. All that matters is the pleasure of her hot cunt, squeezing and rippling around you with every stroke. She her upper body up on her hands and she moves in sympathy with you, rolling human hips and swirling her slimy skirt of tentacles. Her soft breasts heave and sway with each movement. 
 
    “Ohhhhh, Charlotte,” you cry. “I’m going to… going to cum. Going to cum inside you.” 
 
    “My eggs are reading for you,” she moans, stroking a tentacle over her abdomen. “Breed me with your human cum!”  
 
    You cannot resist such a demand. You thrust furiously up and into the steamy cauldron of her cunt, each stroke sending you closer and closer to the brink. Even staring into her strange eyes cannot divert you from your course. With a last, hoarse cry, you thrust into Charlotte’s cunt and erupt, pleasure throbbing in your cock as your seed pumps into her egg-filled womb.  
 
    “Ooooooh,” croons Charlotte, tossing her silky blonde locks. “I can feel your cum pouring inside me. So warm and so much of it! That’s it! Let me squeeze out every drop!” 
 
    A tentacle encircles your balls and she massages your tight sack as you finish pumping your cum into her clutching cunt. You sag beneath her, but if you expected any respite, you were mistaken. Charlotte tightens her tentacles around you and continues to ride her creamy pussy atop your cock. 
 
    “More,” she moans. “I need more of your seed. I have so many eggs! You must fertilize them all with your delicious cum!” 
 
    Looking up into her monstrous eyes, feeling the damning pleasure of her squeezing cunt, you know you will never escape. You will spend your life mating with the Scylla girl.  
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    Use your Startle Eye ability 
 
      
 
    All it takes is another glance at Charlotte’s inhuman eyes to decide which of your special abilities you intend to use. You continue to evade her attacks as you begin to murmur a prayer to Veleda. Your right hand grips your sword as your left hand balls into a fist. You can feel the holy power building inside your body with each moment of prayer. 
 
    “What are you say?” Charlotte asks, casually curious as she pursues you and attacks again. 
 
    You roll out of the way of her tentacles, struggling to maintain your focus and keep Veleda in your mind. Even in this benighted jungle, focusing on Veleda gives you strength. You picture the radiant goddess smiling down upon you and thrust your fist out towards Charlotte. She draws back, expecting an attack, staring at your fist. 
 
    You open your hand and unleash the power gathered within you in a brilliant flash of light and a clap of thunder. Even with your eyes closed, the light is so bright that you can see the silhouette of the monster girl as she cringes. She howls in agony, grabbing at her face. 
 
    “What have you done to me?!” Charlotte cries, reeling and wildly flailing her tentacles. “I cannot see! I cannot see anything! Aaaaaaahhh!” 
 
    Her wails are piercing. You brandish your sword and charge, intent on finishing the fight while she is blinded. You draw back your sword to take off Charlotte’s head atop her slender neck. She leaps backwards, emitting a cloud of cloying black dust from somewhere beneath her tentacles. You recoil from the cloud of foul-smelling, greasy smoke. By the time it begins to clear, the Scylla girl has disappeared into the river.  
 
    You search the surface of the river as the last of the smoke settles and leaves a discolored sheen atop the mud. There is no sign of Charlotte. 
 
    “Be glad you scared her away,” says Theora, settling beside you with a last flap of her wings. 
 
    “You alright?” You ask her, noticing a few scrapes on her head and arm.  
 
    “Fine,” she says as the minor injuries fade away, leaving only Theora’s immaculate skin. “I think I saw a building of some sort about a mile upstream when I was in the air. We should be on our way in that direction before she gets up the courage to return.” 
 
    You and Theora set off again along the river. It seems unlikely that Charlotte will return, but you keep checking the river’s edge, not quite sure whether you are afraid she will leap out or that you hope to see her again. 
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    Meeting of Monsters 
 
      
 
    A succulent feast is spread across the huge tables in the palace’s candlelit main dining hall. Hina has prepared roasted meats, tureens of gravy, cheeses, fresh bread, dishes of sauced vegetables, and savory and sweet pies. You sit with your plate untouched, your hands worrying the fabric of your trousers. The girls of your harem seem to sense your anxiety and stare at you over the piled table. Only Yasmeen, too huge for a chair and seated at the foot of the table on her coiled serpent lower body, seems to be enjoying the bounty of food.  
 
    “Mmmmm!” She devours another whole roasted grecken, bones and all, sucking the grease from her fingers as the bird slides down her gullet. Her bare breasts jiggle and heave with each new morsel she swallows. She lifts an empty dish and eyes it with disappointment. “Hina, more of the potatoes!” 
 
    One of the golem girls serving the meal hurries off to fetch another dish of potatoes from castle’s magical kitchen. Oola, seated beside you, reaches out a tentacle of violet slime that becomes a hand as she strokes your hand.  
 
    “Master, I am sorry your sister is taken,” says the slime girl, her gelatinous face reforming into an exaggerated expression of concern. “Would feel good to give up juice?”  
 
    Her hand slithers over yours and kneads the flaccid mound of your cock in your trousers. You grunt and push her touch away. 
 
    “Not now, Oola,” you say.  
 
    Izabella, the vampiress, yawns beside Oola. Her sharp fangs and pink tongue show and you have a flash of her mouth clamped to your cock as she drains you in more ways than one. You shudder and look away, but Izabella notices your attention.  
 
    “I think it will be fun,” says the vampiress. “A chance for us to help you.” 
 
    “I don’t like it,” you reiterate, glancing at Theora who has explained the plan to the monster girls. 
 
    “It is the only way,” says the angel. She gestures at your companions seated around the table. “You are well-trained at fighting monster girls like these, but you have no experience battling male monsters. They will not be interested in mating with you, nor distracted by your abilities. You must rely on us to fight them for you. I will accompany you into the jungle of Saturana and if you encounter a monster I will aid you. Or you can summon one of your companions.” 
 
    “I think it’s a silly plan,” says Morelle, leaning forward so that her plump breasts strain at her corset. She gestures to Theora with her wine goblet and says, “She should remain behind in the castle. I will accompany you into this jungle. After all, we are on the hunt for Lady Rachelle. I know her.” 
 
    “Absolutely not,” says Theora. “Lucas needs his wits about him in Saturana, you will only distract him.” 
 
    “Maaaaaybe,” says Morelle grudgingly. “But it will be such a fun distraction.” 
 
    The succubus licks her soft lips and flutters her lashes at you.  
 
    “It will be simple,” says Yasmeen, suppressing a belch. She waves a lamb shank as she explains, “All you have to do is enter the jungle and reach the base of the mountain the shines red at dusk. Once you’re there, summon me and I’ll find the entrance to the underworld for you. It’s well-hidden, but I know how to tease it out.” 
 
    She slurps the lamb shank into her mouth, her eyes glowing mischievously as her tongue flicks out past her lips for a moment.  
 
    Gretchen, the hugely endowed cow girl, appears at your side. She leans her huge breasts against your arm and slides a dish of jiggling pudding in front of you. The sweet smell of her milk wafts into your nostrils and your cock stirs at the memory of drinking it from the source. You shift in your chair as she massages your shoulders with her powerful hands. 
 
    “I made this for you, Lucas,” she says. 
 
    “I have no appetite, Gretchen,” you say. 
 
    “It’s sweet maple milk pudding,” she explains. “Fortified with nutrients to make you strong for the fight.” 
 
    She reaches past you and scoops a spoonful out of the dish. She lifts it to your mouth and you let her push the spoon over your tongue. The pudding is delicious and there is no mistaking Gretchen’s milk as the pudding warms your belly and excites your lust. You shrug off the cow girl’s touch and push her dish of pudding away. 
 
    “I am sorry, Gretchen, but I have no time for this,” you say, resolutely. You push back from the table and rise to your feet. All the girls, even Yasmeen, turn their attention to you expectantly. “When I was ten years old, I helped my father take the harvest into St. Ingbert for sale. While I was there, my father gave me a few coins to buy sweets to take home for me and my sister. On the way back from the sweetshop, a wagon was passing in the street. Something spooked the horses and they bolted straight down the alleyway where I stood. I was knocked to the ground and one of the wheels went over one of my shoulders and both arms and broke them badly.”  
 
    Morelle and Oola cooed sympathetically. 
 
    “I was fortunate that was the worst of my injuries. For months, I was in bed, scarcely able to lift my hand. My father blamed himself and could hardly look at me, but my mother and my sister cared for me without complaint. My sister fed me every meal and my mother bathed me. Every day. Four months it took for me to be able to do it myself and I had to learn how to move my arms again.” 
 
    You take hold of the crystal hanging around your neck. 
 
    “When I leave this castle with Theora, I will not be coming back until I have saved my sister and mother. I am not leaving Chthona without them.” You lock eyes with each of the monster girls in turn. “And I will be relying on your help if the time comes.” 
 
    “We are with you!” Morelle cries, leaping to her feet. 
 
    “Yes, Lucas, we stand with you,” agrees Gretchen. 
 
    “You are a mighty hero,” burbles Oola. 
 
    “Mighty enough,” agrees Yasmeen, smiling slightly. 
 
    “I suppose it might be fun,” says Izabella.  
 
    “We all stand with you, Lucas,” says Theora. She raises her goblet in a toast. “To the Hero of a Thousand Lives! To Lucas LeBlanc!” 
 
    “To Lucas!” The girls chorus, raising their goblets in a salute. 
 
    You and your companions drain your drinks. One by one, you embrace each of the monster girls as you prepare to depart. Only Hina seems reluctant to see you go. You hug her small, porcelain body against yours and she suddenly wraps her arms around you. 
 
    “What is wrong, Hina?” You ask, surprised to see emotion welling in her glassy eyes. 
 
    “Your journey is almost over, Lucas,” she says, looking up at you. “Then I will never see you again.” 
 
    “We will see each other again,” you say, squeezing her in your arms and remembering the limp body of the Hina destroyed at your farm. “I promise.” 
 
    You lean down and kiss her porcelain lips. For a moment, you are certain you see a tear spill from the sapphire blue of her left eye. 
 
    “Are you ready?” Theora asks, holding a hand out to you as you step back from Hina. You take her hand, give the monster girls a last look to fix the sight of them into your mind, and you step through the pink glow of the crystal and back into the real world. 
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    Drink the swirling milk potion 
 
      
 
    The speed and power of the Succubus Queen will defeat you soon. You need to upend that balance of power and introduce chaos. You quickly reach into the pouch on your hip and retrieve the bottle of swirling pink and blue milk potion. You pop the stopper on the top and tip the bottle to your lips. Gretchen told you to only drink a sip of such a potion, but you gulp down the contents of the entire bottle. The intensely sweet liquid burns as it slides down your throat and forms a clenched fist of heat in your belly. 
 
    “What was that?” Lady Rachelle demands. “You think drinking some potion will save you from your fate, Lucas? I have been waiting so long to end this. So let us end this!” 
 
    Excruciating, white-hot pain stabs through your body, driving you down to your knees and giving Rachelle pause. The transformation is sudden and unexpected, transforming your body into an exaggerated image of womanly beauty to rival Rachelle’s abundant curves. Your breasts burst through your tunic, popping the buttons and sending them skipping across the floor. Your waist narrows and hips widen to tear your trousers as your ass grows round and plush.  
 
    Nothing compares to what happens to your cock. You scream a womanly shriek as your penis divides into a dozen prehensile cock, shooting down the legs of your trousers like eels trying to escape. Your mind can barely comprehend the sensation of your squirming cocks. A moment later, you realize you can control that squirming, that these huge, arm-length cocks are bending and burrowing based on your will. 
 
    “What is happening to you?” Rachelle gasps, taking a step back and perhaps glimpsing a bit of what you are becoming. 
 
    With a howl of half-mad lust, you rise to your feet, throwing back your head. Your eyes are wild as you scream again and your cock tear apart your clothing, leaving you naked and revealing your flailing mass of cock tentacles. 
 
    Rachelle reacts with horror to the sight of your monstrous maleness. You laugh, thrusting your shoulders back and your womanly hips forward as you send several prehensile cocks launching through the air. The Succubus Queen is too shocked to dodge them and you wrap her wrists and neck in your powerful cocks. It feels incredible. Wherever your sensitive cock wraps around her supple flesh, you feel a warm buzz and the mushroom cap of each cock begins to weep with your plentiful precum. 
 
    Your cock tentacles make short work of Rachelle’s lingerie armor, peeling off piece by piece until your tentacles are squeezing her huge breasts, teasing her thick nipples, and exploring the warmth between her thighs. You send one tentacle sliding between her buttocks, rubbing over her clenching asshole as it spreads your copious slime all over her body.  
 
    “Ohhhhhh, what are you doing, you naughty girl,” cries Rachelle. “Ahhhh! One is going inside me!” 
 
    You send one cock tentacle pushing into her pussy and it explodes almost instantly, spurting your spunk into her clutching depths. Another of your tentacles, writhing between her soft breasts, erupts all over her face and into Rachelle’s surprised mouth. She is so overwhelmed by your onslaught of cock tentacles that she seems unable to feed upon your sexual essence.  
 
    “Yes!” You cry, reveling in your power and the pleasure. “Yes! You are a queen of sluts! Take my cocks!” 
 
    “Help me,” cries Rachelle as you drag her closer and wrap her up in more of your cock tentacles. The sensation is incredible and you cannot resist silencing her cries by thrusts a tentacle into her mouth and down her throat. That appendage begins to spurt your seed almost instantly.  
 
    But the battle is not won yet. Powerful arms grab you from behind, wrenching both of your arms back. You realize it is your mother and Genevieve, both hissing with anger and clawing at your soft breasts and your feminine limbs. Your eyes widen in shock as you see that it is not actually your mother and sister. Both women are transforming into succubuses, revealing horns and bat wings and exposing that they were only imposters using their demonic magic to appear as your family. 
 
    “Release me!” You cry, struggling against them. 
 
    “MMMmmmmmm!” Rachelle tries to shout around the thrusting cock tentacle in her mouth, her tongue stroking beneath it and her words vibrating up your prehensile shaft. You shudder with pleasure and explode inside her pussy and down her throat again.  
 
    Unable to wrench your arms free of the grip of the two succubuses, you curl tentacles around your hips and between your breasts, attacking them with your slimy sexual serpents. Your cock tentacle squirm under the skirts and into their steamy holes and both demonesses release your arms. You back up as you violate their eager sex-demon cunts and asses, driving both lesser succubuses to their knees and allowing you to focus your attention once more on the Succubus Queen. 
 
    “It’s over,” you cry, plunging more cock tentacles into Rachelle’s stretched holes. “You cannot win this fight!” 
 
    You grip your sword, sauntering towards her as you plunge your cocks in and out of her pussy, ass, and throat. Cum pours from her well-fucked holes and you are beset by constant overlapping explosions of pleasure as your cocks spurt again and again inside all three demonesses. You maintain your focus, drawing back your sword and swinging at Rachelle’s slender neck. 
 
    Rachelle has a moment to scream around your spurting cocks before your blade makes contact. Instead of lopping off her head, your sword produces a familiar burst of pink light that consumes the Succubus Queen. You are knocked back by the force of it, transforming back into your male body with shocking force as you are sent sprawling on the floor. You look up at the ceiling and are almost as shocked to see your mother and sister hanging above, their bodies wrapped in chains and their mouths gagged. They cringe from the bright light as it grows brighter.  
 
    Unlike when you have captured other monster girls, the flash is continuing to enlarge and, the sword shaking in your grasp as the light spreads up to the ceiling to engulf your real family.  
 
    You feel yourself being pulled into the light, screaming as you are drawn into the blade along with the others. 
 
    You have won, haven’t you? You defeated the Succubus Queen. You do not understand what is happening as you tumble end-over-end through the bright pink light. 
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    Use an item 
 
      
 
    Charlotte’s speed and her eight flailing tentacles present a threat you have never faced before. You need an edge to defeat this wily monster girl and you decide to rely on the items you have collected during your adventures. Foremost among these is the Holy Symbol of Veleda – intertwined golden serpents given to you by Theora and blessed by the high priest of Veleda in St. Ingbert – which allows you to focus your spiritual energy. You feel the reassuring weight of it inside your tunic. 
 
    Then there is the pouch full of milk potions given to you by Gretchen. 
 
    These three alchemical potions are derived from mixtures of her milk, your “milk” and various herbal and exotic ingredients. The blue milk potion has the power to enhance your masculinity to extreme levels, including your musculature, your penis size, and the intensity of your libido. The pink milk potion transforms you from a man to a woman, reshaping your body and altering your desires. Finally, the swirling pink and blue potion can have unpredictable effects. 
 
    “Why are you stalling?” Charlotte croons, maneuvering to try to push you towards the river. “You are getting tired and I am only getting started. Give in, human boy, and I will show you countless pleasures.” 
 
    You grimace at the thought of the pleasures this half-octopus beauty might have in store for you.  
 
    She is right that she will wear you down if you don’t act soon. But which of your items are you going to use? 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Which item do you want to use? 
 
    The holy symbol of Veleda 
 
    Drink the blue milk potion 
 
    Drink the pink milk potion 
 
    Drink the swirling milk potion


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Surrender 
 
      
 
    Looking into Charlotte’s strange golden eyes, at her lovely human upper body, and wondering what might be hiding beneath the skirt of her tentacles, you lose the will to resist her. You toss aside your sword and declare, “I yield to you, Charlotte.” 
 
    “Oh? You see the sense now,” says Charlotte, slowing her attack and cautiously approaching you instead. “I will give you a good home and food and we will mate many times every day. This is a very good life for you.” 
 
    She holds out a tentacle and you realize she is offering it to you like a hand. Your heart pounds in your chest as you consider the implications of what you are about to do. What would Theora say? Will Veleda be able to rescue you from this fate? 
 
    You reach out and grasp her tendril. It is cool and slimy and the tiny suckers on the underside attach gently to the flesh of your hand, plucking at your skin as they release. You look into her strange eyes and smile up at her looming a head’s height above you. 
 
    “Ooooooh, are you ready?” She croons. “I will take you to my home.” 
 
    “Y-yes,” you say, afraid but also excited about the journey you have begun. 
 
    She snatches you up in three of her tentacles, grasping you tightly around the waist and each of your arms. She holds you against her supple back and leaps into the rushing river, diving under the water so quickly you barely have a chance to suck in a breath. You are dragged by the Scylla through the churning murk of the river, deeper and deeper until your ears begin to hurt and your lungs ache. She pulls you into a dark tunnel and you are certain it has all been a ruse and you are about to drown and become her meal. 
 
    Instead, you surface in a tiny cave grotto lit from within by phosphorescent lichen. Charlotte drags you out of the water and caresses you as she gently deposits you onto a bed of moss. 
 
    “Let me get you out of these wet clothes, human boy,” she says, undressing you quickly with her nimble tentacles.  
 
    “Lucas is my name,” you say, shivering as her tentacles unbutton your tunic. 
 
    “Lucas the human boy,” coos the Scylla. “I will call you this name.”  
 
    Her tentacles remove your boots, trousers, and undershorts. Charlotte moans excitedly as she frees your cock and immediately wraps it up in the soft, slimy grip of a tentacle. Her tentacle coils around your cock and begins to work up and down your manhood. She leans over you, the cool weight of her breasts against your arm and her lips close to your ear. 
 
    “Does that feel nice, Lucas?” She asks, watching alongside you as her tentacle slithers and slimes and strokes your hard cock. 
 
    “Y-yes,” you moan as precum begins to ooze from your crimson tip. You thrust your hips, fucking through her stroking tentacle, your breath coming in gasps as you feel the pleasure swiftly build. You cry out, “I am going to cum!” 
 
    “What? Already? Oooooooh!” She croons excitedly as your cock throbs in her tentacle’s grasp and you spurt out the first massive gush of your milky spunk. Charlotte’s squeezing and squirming tentacle pumps your spurting cock, wanking you out all over her tentacles. 
 
    “Oh, Charlotte,” you moan, watching as she squeezes the last drops from your cock. “I’m sorry, I made such a mess.” 
 
    Her tentacles surround your cock, gathering your splashes of spunk and thrusting the tentacles into Charlotte’s blushing pussy. She moans with pleasure, fucking her cum-smeared tentacles deep into her hot cunt.  
 
    “Oooooh, Lucas, I can feel your seed already finding purchase,” she croons and pulls you atop her as she rolls onto her back. “But I need more. Give me your seed. Directly in my tight pussy.” 
 
    Even though you came scarcely a minute ago, you press among her tentacles and guide your hard, red cock straight to her steamy cunt. The heat and tightness is so intense that you nearly lose control with that first stroke. You distract yourself by leaning down and licking and sucking on her fat nipples. They are cold and slimy, but also sweet as your lips pop with suction and your hips work to pound your hard cock into her pussy. 
 
    “Oooooh, please, Lucas,” cries Charlotte. “Fuck me hard! Give me your seed so deep! I need it!” 
 
    “Y-yes, Charlotte,” you cry, bracing your arms against her shoulders. You pound deed and fast into her steamy pussy, locking eyes with her as you slam your cock into that slippery channel. You give out a hoarse cry as your cock swells and bursts deep inside her pussy. Her inner walls squeeze and ripple around you as you pump spurt after spurt of your seed into her egg-filled womb. 
 
    “Thank you, Lucas,” she moan, her tentacles pulling you deeper as her pussy ripples with an incredible pleasure. She caresses your face with one of her tentacles and moans, “You will be with me forever. Isn’t that what you wanted?” 
 
    “Y-yes,” you say, forcing a smile. Her pussy squeezes around your flaccid cock and she leans up to kiss you. With her strange tongue swirling into your mouth, you know that this will be your fate forever. 
 
    Unless Veleda rescues you… 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE > 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Drink the pink potion and make love to Theora 
 
      
 
    Gazing at the soft beauty of Theora in the glow of her magical candles, you can hardly imagine soiling her with your maleness. Then you remember that you do not have to involve your maleness at all. With a leap of excitement, you draw out the pink potion and hold the swirling contents up to the light. Theora raises an eyebrow in surprise. 
 
    “You would become a woman to make love to me?” She asks, taking your free hand. 
 
    “You are so beautiful,” you confess, “I want to do something beautiful together.” 
 
    “Then drink,” she whispers, her lips moving close to yours. “Become the woman inside you. Become Lucia and let us do something beautiful you will not forget.” 
 
    Looking into her silvery-blue eyes, you pop the stopper from the bottle and take a healthy sip of the sweet, thick liquid that warms your body as it slides down your throat. Theora squeezes your hand, smiling sweetly at you as you stopper the bottle and return it to your pouch.  
 
    The transformation takes only seconds to begin. Your facial features grow more delicate, your eyes more feminine, your muscles lose some of their definition as plump breasts grow from your chest, straining your tunic. You moan as your hips widen and your ass grows rounder. Most shocking is the sensation of your penis pushing and inverting, your sensitive tip reforming as a clit and your inner workings shifting and changing.  
 
    “Oh, Lucia,” whispers Theora, cradling your chin and lift your face so that she can look into your eyes. She smoothes a lock of brown hair from your face and smiles sweetly. “You look so beautiful now.” 
 
    You feel beautiful in a way you never do as a man. You look lean towards her and kiss her, mouths melting together, tongues swirling as you press your body against her full and caress her with both hands.  
 
    “Let me see you as you are,” whispers Theora into the kiss. “Undress for me.” 
 
    “Yes,” you say excitedly. “I want to show you.” 
 
    With a deep breath, you get to your feet and stand up straight. Your tunic is stretched taut over your ample breasts and you can see your thick nipples jutting against the fabric. Theora watches with delight as you slowly unbutton your tunic, revealing your cleavage, the inner curves of your breasts, and then your flat tummy. You shed the tunic and bare your soft breasts, wider areolas, and plump pink nipples.  
 
    “Oooooh, they almost look like mine,” says Theora. “So beautiful. But I want to see more.” 
 
    You nod, your cheeks growing hot at the way Theora is looking at your feminine body. You turn slowly, your slender back to Theora as you unbuckle and unbutton your trousers. You gently slide them down from your wide hips, revealing the cream roundness of your peachy bottom, your slender shapely thighs, and your long, slender legs. Theora coos appreciatively. You turn around, your hand on the tuft of brown hair atop your mound.  
 
    “Show me,” whispers Theora, leaning closer.  
 
    You lift your hand from your mound, revealing your thatch of brown hair and the delicate pink folds of your pussy. Theora crawls towards you on hands and knees, a smile on her angelic face and her eyes ablaze with mischief. Her gown pulls tight and slackens with each movement she makes, revealing tantalizing glimpses of the luscious shape of her body.  
 
    “It is perfect, Lucia,” whispers Theora, reaching you and caressing your thighs. You tremble with desire, watching her move between your parted stance and press warm kisses to your inner thigh. Her fingers reach your sensitive pussy first and she strokes you lightly and parts your delicate folds. You suck in a breath as she leans up, kissing your mound and lightly licking your silky cunt. 
 
    “So sweet,” purrs Theora. “May I lick you?” 
 
    “P-please,” you say, leaning your shoulders back and watching as her tongue slides over the little bud of your clit. The moment her tongue makes contact with that bud, a hot pulse of pleasure shoots through your body. It radiates through you and up to your plump nipples which seem to be tingling and sensitive. She licks you again and again, slowly at first, letting you savor each wave of pleasure that ripples through your body. Then she begins to lick you faster and faster, building speed, shocking you by pressing two fingers into the tight channel of your cunt. 
 
    “Ohhhhh, goddess, they’re inside me,” you cry, marveling at her fingers thrusting and curling inside your cunt. Combined with her licking, the sensation is incredible and sends you plunging into an orgasm that is so intense and reaches so deeply into your reshaped core your legs almost give out. You cling to Theora’s head and shoulders, pleasure pulsing through your body as you arch your back and thrust your hips against Theora’s face.  
 
    “Mmmmmm!” She cries as her tongue works your clit relentlessly and your pussy grips against her thrusting fingers. You ride her fingers until the last shudders of pleasure ripple through you, leaving you quivering and stumbling back a step. Her fingers slip free of your pussy and you gaze down at Theora’s flushed face. 
 
    “Amazing,” you murmur. “I… let me pleasure you.” 
 
    “Of course,” says Theora, rising to her feet. Her clinging gown melts away from her body, dissipating into smoke to reveal the luscious perfection of Theora’s body. She is a perfect combination of femininity and strength; her abdomen, limbs, and shoulders are toned while her curves are soft and inviting.  
 
    You embrace her with a passionate kiss, your naked body against hers, your new hands exploring her loveliness as you share the taste of your nectar. You mash your breasts against hers, reaching around her to squeeze her shapely bottom as you swirl your tongue against hers. Your need for more pleasure is nothing compared to your need to give her pleasure.  
 
    “Oh, Theora, my body is on fire,” you moan, excited by the sound of your own girlish voice. You squeeze and fondle her shapely ass while kissing her neck, her powerful shoulder, and down to her left breast. You look up into her eyes as you swirl your tongue around her left nipple, covering it with your mouth and sucking gently. You kiss release her ass to cup her breasts, crushing them against your face, kissing your way to her other breast and sucking her other nipple. “Mmmmmmmmmm!”  
 
    “Yes, suck them, my sweet,” coos Theora, holding your face against her breasts. “Oh, that’s right. Suck them as hard as you want. Smother yourself with my breasts.” 
 
    “Mmmmmmm!” You agree, your face buried in her hot cleavage, your tongue tasting the faint salt of her sweat.  
 
    You linger at those lovely mounds, but you cannot remain too long, kissing your way down her toned tummy to the sweet-smelling golden thatch and her pink pussy. You moan, lunging your face between her toned thighs and thrusting your tongue into the sweet, slippery cove of her pussy. You press your nose deep into her golden silk and lap at her clit, her honeyed folds, and lower, to taste the pink clench of her anus. 
 
    “Ooooh, you are a naughty one,” she laughs. “Do not spare your tongue. It feels… ooooh… incredible.” 
 
    You lick her hot cunt and her fat clit, moaning as you worship her on your knees. You look up at her, reaching one hand up to pluck at her nipples as you make eye contact. She hisses as you focus your tongue on her clit, lapping steadily at her perfect pussy and that hard bud. She moans, pants, and works her hips in a steady rhythmic roll that grinds her sweet folds from your nose to your chin. You suck in a breath, tonguing deep into her clutching pussy as she cums.  
 
    She holds your head with both hands, crying, “Yes! Yes! Ohhhhhh! Lucia!” 
 
    You drink the hot flow of her cum into your mouth, your body growing warm from her angelic nectar. You lick and suck at her pussy, drawing her tender folds into your mouth, letting her smother you in it as she cums for long seconds. Her grinding hips slow, her gasping breath begins to steady, and she smiles in the afterglow of her orgasm. 
 
    She helps you to your feet and you embrace once more, kissing sloppily and sharing the sweetness of her cum. Your lust rises again and you fall together on the floor, your kisses becoming caresses and your caresses becoming Theora climbing atop you and kneeling over your face. You caress her firm, creamy bottom and lean up to lick her pussy and ass. While you pleasure the angel, she pleasures you in turn, her silky golden hair tickling your thighs as her tongue deftly flicks your clit. 
 
    The cabin echoes with your cries of pleasure, joined in song by Theora’s long moans as she cums with you. The pleasure of exploring her as a woman and knowing the pleasure of a woman as she explores you motivates you beyond this intense pleasure. You sprawl on your belly, ass in the air, and Theora pleasures your pussy with her fingers and your ass with her tongue. The ecstasy continues until you feel the change beginning and she pulls her fingers from inside your pussy. Your body transforms, your cock reemerges, and you are left gasping and slightly embarrassed by your awkward pose. 
 
    “Perhaps you should remain as a woman,” she says with a chuckle. 
 
    “Truly?” You ask. You enjoyed the thrill of being a woman, but are not certain you could permanently abandon your masculinity. 
 
    “It would be nice,” says Theora. “But no, you might not be able to face all monster girls you encounter. Now, come here and kiss me again.” 
 
    You embrace her and kiss her, ignoring the implication that you are less than satisfying when you have not been quaffing Gretchen’s potion. 
 
    You fall asleep with her in your arms. You are awakened some time later, sore from sleeping on bare wood. You realize Theora is no longer asleep. You sit up and see her kneeling in the doorway, her head bowed and her hands clasped in prayer. You can hear her speaking and you strain to make out her words. 
 
    “Do not make me do it,” she whispers, her voice hoarse with emotion. “Please, my goddess, please do not make me. I cannot.” 
 
    You want to call out to her, to ask her why she is saying this, but you dare not interrupt her communion with Veleda. Before long, she ceases her prayers and returns to your side. Her arm wraps tightly around your back and she presses her cheek to your chest. 
 
    Sleep returns, but it is troubled by your worries about Theora. 
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    Wait 
 
      
 
    Your mind is reeling from the thought of Theora being digested alive and the strong, fruit smell of Nepenthia’s flowers. Vines are creeping all around you and the plant girl’s lewd invitation to sniff the flower blooming between her thighs is nearly overpowering. You need to remain focused. You need to keep a clear head.  
 
    You need to find just the right moment to strike. You may have only one chance with this menacing monster girl. 
 
    You hold back your attack, fighting defensively and avoiding the vines that continue to creep towards you. They drop from the surrounding trees, they slither out from under the pitchers, they emerge from the stalk by twos and threes. Nepenthia laughs and prances among them, striking playfully seductive poses.  
 
    One vine almost wraps around your boot. Another, covered in thorns, tears open your tunic. You slash at it and Nepenthia cries out as your sword flashes and severs several of the vines. 
 
    “So violent!” She giggles. “But I have so very many creepers!” 
 
    You realize you are surrounded and the circle of vines is shrinking and tightening around you. Slashes of your sword hold them at bay, but you have to keep spinning and facing new appendages. It becomes hard to tell which vines are still alive and which are already severed and moving reflexively. They begin to intertwine across the gap, creating a living basket and you, desperately stepping from opening to opening, slashing at them and finding your sword slowed. You arms are growing weak and stinging sweat drips into your eyes. 
 
    Nepenthia emerges from the vines and steps into the basket they have formed around you.  
 
    “Let her go!” You gasp, raising your sword to strike the plant girl down. 
 
    Vines catch your wrist and Nepenthia steps forward, sweet-smelling and beautiful, and she plucks the sword from your grasp. 
 
    “No, I will not,” she says. “She is going to dissolve in ecstasy inside my pitcher. In fact, I think I will make a meal of you both.” 
 
    Your cry of outrage is smothered by her lips. You try to twist your head away, but her tongue slides into your mouth, warm and sweet and covered in honey. The moment that syrupy saliva touches your tongue, your resistance melts. You kiss her back, eagerly, your cock stiffening in your trousers and your body straining against hers. Nepenthia is the most wonderful thing you have ever known. You want to kiss her forever. 
 
    “Mmmmmm,” she says, denying you that privilege and pulling her lips away. “Come with me, Lucas. I will find a nice warm bath for you.” 
 
    She takes your hand, her vines dropping away as she leads you over to one of her pitchers. It tips forward, empty and pink on the inside, red capillaries visible through the fibrous membranes of the walls. Nepenthia crawls into the pitcher and beckons you to follow. You admire the creamy green curve of her rear as steps onto the spongy floor of the pitcher. It tilts back upright, sliding you onto your feet beside her. 
 
    There is a gurgle and warm, amber-tinted liquid gushes into the pitcher, slowly filling the chamber. As it does, Nepenthia pulls you into another kiss. Her sweet honey is irresistible. The flowers on her breasts and pussy drop away to be dissolved into the liquid beneath you. Nepenthia reveals her pale green nipples and humanlike pussy.  
 
    “Touch me,” she sings. “Touch me as you would your lover. Touch me… as you would touch the winged woman.” 
 
    “Theora,” you moan, helplessly kissing Nepenthia and reaching around to fondle her pert buttocks. 
 
    And then you are embracing the beauty of the Nepenthia, the living, hungering flower. You caress her slender body and kiss the perky mounds of her breasts. She coos with delight, her flowery scent filling the air as you drop to your knees and suck the sweet honey of her cunt. 
 
    “Oh, such a good boy,” she moans, riding her soft pussy against your tongue. Her nectar spills into your mouth and you drink greedily, squeezing her ass to pull her against your face. The liquid surrounding you feel so good. You do not concern yourself with the way your clothing softens and tears away. You recline in the liquid as Nepentia straddles your hips and slides her hot, delicate cunt down onto your cock.  
 
    “Oohhhhh,” you moan, bursting inside her at that first stroke.  
 
    “Yessss,” she coos. “Fill me with your liquid.” 
 
    Your cock does not flag, even after your orgasm, and Nepenthia rides atop you, her inner muscles squeezing softly around your cock as her pert breasts heave and jiggle. You cup her ass, feeling her lovely bottom in your hands as she takes you to another climax. Your hands slide off her back. Strange that you can no longer lift them. 
 
    Strange that you can barely move or make a sound.  
 
    “It’s alright, Lucas,” she purrs. “You’re already melting. Just close your eyes and dissolve inside my pitcher.” 
 
    The next morning, the pitcher gently overturns and sludge spills out onto the earth. Nepenthia’s roots drink greedily. A single gold necklace glitters amid the sludge. 
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    Give Nepenthia the kiss 
 
      
 
    You shudder at the thought of jamming your cock into that strange cup Nepenthia is waving in front of your face. It may smell nice, but you imagine it dissolving your poor manhood and decide there are easier ways to earn Theora’s release. 
 
    “A kiss,” you say. “I’ll give you one kiss.” 
 
    “Very well,” says Nepenthia, smiling sweetly. She waves her hand and then vine with the cup retreats into the jungle. She licks her lips with her tongue, making her full, blushing lips glisten wetly. “Come here and give me a kiss then, Lucas.” 
 
    You step forward and lean towards her to try to make the minimum amount of contact possible. Nepenthia is not having this. She curls a hand around your head and pulls you into a deep kiss, her nimble tongue forcing your lips apart. The honey sweetness of her saliva spills into your mouth. You pull back quickly, feeling strange warmth permeating your lips and tongue. 
 
    Nepenthia smiles, giving you a searching look. 
 
    “Just one kiss,” you murmur, the heat flooding your body, your cock stiffening, and Nepenthia looking more alluring by the moment. “One… one kiss.” 
 
    “Oh, really?” She plays with your tunic. “Just the one?” 
 
    Your body aches for her and your cock jerks in your trousers. She is so sweet and lovely. One kiss? That would be foolish. 
 
    You take her naked body in your arms and kiss Nepenthia passionately. She laughs against the kiss, her tongue meeting yours in a warm swirl. Her vines slide out from the jungle and make quick work of your tunic and trousers. You do not fight them as they strip and tear off your clothing, leaving you in nothing but your boots and undershorts. 
 
    “What do you have here?” Nepenthia giggles, reaching into your undershorts and squeezing your hard cock. “Something for me?” 
 
    “Yes,” you moan. “It is for you, Nepenthia. W-what do you want me to do with it?” 
 
    “Give me all your liquid, of course,” she giggles. The flowers fall away from her perky breasts and her mound, revealing pale green nipples and a quim with a pinkish blush to its dewy folds. 
 
    You stare at her remarkable beauty, wanting nothing more than to drop to your knees and worship every bit of her lovely, slender body with your tongue.  Nepenthia pulls you into a deep kiss, sharing more of her addicting honey as she drags you down to the ground. She does not break the kiss as she strokes your cock and guides it to the warm wetness of her cunt. 
 
    You cannot hope to resist her in that moment. Her legs wrap around you and she thrusts upwards and impales herself on your cock. As that exquisite warmth grips your manhood, you give up the last vestiges of your resistance and begin to eagerly fuck her.  
 
    “Oh, Nepenthia,” you gasp against her lips. “It’s so warm. So… ohhhhhh… so tight.” 
 
    “Yes, I crave your liquid, Lucas,” she moans, caressing your back and moving beneath you. “Pour it all into me.” 
 
    Her sweet kiss drives you over the edge. After only a few strokes, you erupt inside the plant girl’s lovely cunt. She moans against your kiss and her inner walls squeeze and milk your spurting manhood. Even as your pleasure recedes, she does not allow you to stop. You cry out, thrusting desperately, still hard despite having cum only moments before. It is as you look down into her inhuman eyes that you realize you are doomed. She is feeding on you, drinking your essence from each spurt of cum as surely as Morelle drains your life force. 
 
    “Ohhhh… going to cum… again…” 
 
    “Again and again!” Nepenthia laughs. “And when you’ve cum your last, I’ll drain your other fluids.” 
 
    Your eyes widen as you see vines tipped with hypodermic spikes emerge from the jungle and wave like serpents eager to strike. The terror is nothing compared to her sweet kiss. She feeds that sweetness into your mouth on her tongue, encouraging you to keep thrusting desperately through a second, third, and fourth orgasm.  
 
    Drenched in sweat, body aching, you finally collapse atop Nepenthia. She rolls you onto your back and climbs atop you without pause.  
 
    “You have a lot more to give me, Lucas,” she scolds. “Do not worry. I will do the work for you.” 
 
    With that, she begins a relentless ride atop your cock. She works her hips and bounces her ass up and down on your cock like a machine designed to extract your manly liquid. You spurt again and again inside her, trembling and whimpering with each diminishing orgasm. By the eighth, you are barely cumming and the spasms are strangely painful. By the tenth, you are delirious, your heart pounding in your chest. 
 
    “I think I have every drop,” declares Nepenthia, her pussy’s inner walls squeezing around your raw cock. “Time to get your other liquid.” 
 
    You have a moment to scream as the vines strike, burrowing their tips into your veins and arteries. As your blood flows out into the translucent vines, you feel a cold rising up through your overheated body. 
 
    “Thank you, Lucas,” says Nepenthia, stroking your cheek. “You have been very delicious.” 
 
    You croak, trying to deny her gloating smile, but it is too late. The darkness is upon you and there is nothing but bottomless cold. 
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    Use the Maddening Pleasure ability 
 
      
 
    The beautiful plant girl is relentless, but you see the game she is playing. She wants you to inhale the scent of her flower to be seduced by her scent. If you could somehow make her think you have been overcome, perhaps you could use your Maddening Pleasure ability to turn the tables and make her vulnerable.  
 
    You focus your willpower and take a running leap at her. She is caught by surprise, her vines too slow to react, and you and Nepenthia crash to the ground together. You struggle and grunt, all the while letting her get the better of you in such a way that her flowery breasts rub against your face. You hold your breath. She maneuvers her thighs apart and draws your face between them. The large red flower covering her mound is eye-wateringly potent, a sweet smell that even when you hold your breath is almost irresistible. She rubs it against your face, but you remain strong, resisting the scent. 
 
    Only, you let her think you have succumbed as you stop struggling against the slender plant girl. 
 
    “Oh, Nepenthia,” you moan, kissing her inner thigh. 
 
    “Yes, you love me now, don’t you, Lucas?” She coos, releasing her hold on you and spreading her legs wide. “You want to serve me.” 
 
    “Yes,” you moan. “Let me serve you. Let me lick you.” 
 
    “Oh? What a good boy,” she laughs and the flower covering her pussy drops away to reveal a blushing mound that meets her creamy green thighs. Her folds are delicate and glistening with her juice. The sweet floral smell is intense, but not nearly as overpowering as when the flower was in place. You let your kiss travel to her warm cleft and begin to lick at her folds. She cries out, holding the back of your head with both hands as she arches and thrusts her pussy against your tongue.  
 
    “Nnnnnnnnn!” You moan, licking the sweet juice of her cunt and trying to be sure it all spills back out of your mouth and down your chin. You batter her clit with your tongue and shock her by thrusting three fingers into her hot cunt. 
 
    “Yes! Such a talent!” She wails with pleasure, writhing against you as you finger-fuck her. You lick and suck her hard clit, eliciting more cries of pleasure and spasms against your thrusting fingers. She cums hard, but it is not enough.  
 
    “Let me serve your ass,” you moan, hands working to turn her over onto her hands and knees.  
 
    “I thought you were good,” she moans, raising her hips and pressing her face down into the grass of the clearing, “but you are a naughty boy. Go on then, Lucas, taste my rosebud.” 
 
    “Nnnnnn, yes, Nepenthia,” you moan in what you hope is a brainwashed voice. You grip her pert, round ass, spreading her pale green cheeks as you tongue the knot of her asshole. The plant girl sucks in a hot gasp of pleasure. You rim her tight pucker and resume fucking her dripping cunt with three fingers. As you lick her ass and fuck her pussy, you focus on her pleasure. You seek out every point of pleasure with your mind. You respond to every reaction, every shudder of pleasure. With kisses, licks, caresses, and thrusting fingers.  
 
    You make Nepenthia cum again and again. Your tongue burrows into her hot asshole. Your fingers strum her clit. You sick the pale green pebbles of her nipples and tease her clit with your hard cock. But you never lose your mind as you remain focused on her pleasure. The ecstasy takes hold and Nepenthia’s eyes roll back in her head.  
 
    “Kiss me,” she moans. “Kiss me and fuck me.” 
 
    You thrust three fingers into her pussy. Knowing she is at the limit of breaking, you lean down and kiss her lips. Sweet honey floods your mouth from her tongue. You are so in the moment, so focused on her pleasure, that you swallow some of the warm liquid. Your mind dissolves into need. You pull your fingers from her cunt and ram your hard cock deep into her hot channel. She wails against your lips. You pound her pussy with raw need, slamming in and out of her slippery depths, kissing her and drinking more and more of her intoxicating honey.  
 
    “Aahhhh!” You cry, pleasure racing up your shaft. Your cock throbs inside her, pumping your cum deep into her pussy.  
 
    Nepenthia sprawls helplessly on the ground, temporarily overcome by the Maddening Pleasure. But your mind is lost as well. All you can do is rut into her slippery cunt, kissing her and caressing her, fucking her with primal need. She flops like a ragdoll as you move her into different positions, cumming inside her again and again, spilling so much of your seed that your mouth goes dry and your body is weak.  
 
    Spent, you finally flop onto the grass beside her. Nepenthia recovers before you. Her vines slither out from the jungle and take hold of your limp arms. You look at her helplessly as you are dragged across the clearing. 
 
    “A nice trick,” she says. “And quite enjoyable. A pity we cannot try it again.” 
 
    “Wait,” you croak, but it is too late. The vines drag you into the air and drop you into one of the pitchers. You plunge into warm, amber-colored liquid. The sides of the pitcher are fleshy and slippery. You kick and try to escape, until the liquid seeps into your skin and you begin to feel mind-numbing pleasure. You smile faintly, your cock stiffening as your clothing melts away. 
 
    “That’s it, Lucas,” coos Nepenthia, looking over the rim of the pitcher. “Enjoy your final bath. You are going to be almost as delicious as your winged friend.” 
 
    “Nooo,” you moan, but already you are forgetting the danger as you melt into the pleasurable liquid. 
 
    Soon, the warmth gives way to darkness. All that will be left of you is the holy symbol of Veleda around your neck. 
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    Tell Theora to fight the yegrilla 
 
      
 
    “Theora!” You shout to the beautiful angel. “I have faith in you! Defeat the yegrilla!” 
 
    Her brow furrows with concern, but she nods and turns her full attention to the hulking green ape. He roars again, thundering through the trees as Theora launches herself into the air. She spreads her wings wide, her gown tight against her shapely body as she tips into a dive. She thrusts a fist forward and that fist begins to glow.  
 
    The yegrilla fearlessly leaps to meet Theora’s dive. The two collide and there is a flash of light and a loud crack. White-winged angel and green-furred yegrilla grapple and slam through the rotted roof of one of the cabins. You hear them fighting inside, the yegrilla grunting and Theora crying out with effort. There are flashes of golden light visible through the timbers as Theora wields her holy might. 
 
    Theora suddenly bursts through the wall of the ruined cabin, tumbling through the air, to crash into another of the nearby buildings. The gorilla, apparently winning the battle, comes charging out of the ruined cabin and leaps after Theora. You cannot let this brute hurt her! You grip your sword tightly in both hands and charge to the cabin where Theora fell. You hear her cry out and rush into the ruins. 
 
    “I’m coming, Theora!” You shout. 
 
    You reach the entrance of the cabin and your eyes widen in shock. Theora is on her knees before the hulking yegrilla. He holds her wings in his massive hands, the feathers stretched wide and bent back in what seems to be a painful position. Theora, tears glistening in her silvery-blue eyes, is fighting to escape, but it seems hopeless.  
 
    Worse, the yegrilla’s thick cock, sticking out in glistening pink from his furry root, is rubbing back and forth against Theora’s face. She tries to twist away, but he rubs the slimy tip across her lips. He is trying to thrust his cock into her mouth! 
 
    “You suck,” he grunts. 
 
    Your face goes hot. The sight of the furry beast trying to violate Theora fills you with boiling rage. You do not care how big or strong this creature is! This will not stand! With a primal war cry, you charge the yegrilla, swinging the Holy Sword of Veleda. 
 
    He backhands you against the wall, knocking the sword from your grasp and knocking you senseless. You struggle to recover, dizzy, slowly lifting your head. 
 
    “You see? Little slave boy come to bow down.” The yegrilla grunts. “You like watch, slave boy? Watch while I breed wing woman.” 
 
    “Lucas,” moans Theora, the welling tears finally breaking and rolling down her cheeks.  
 
    You can do nothing to stop the massive yegrilla as it moves behind Theora, grabbing her waist as it lines it thick cock up against the gold-thatched blush of her cunt. It seems almost as if the brute positions Theora so that you can see everything from your beaten vantage point. You moan in horror as his huge cock thrusts into her pussy and you cringe as Theora moans with pleasure.  
 
    “Ohhhhh, no, please,” she gasps, even as her hips move and she fucks back against his massive cock. 
 
    “You like cock,” chortles the yegrilla as it thrusts its furry hips and pounds his cock into Theora’s increasingly wet and blushing pussy. You moan helplessly, your cock nevertheless stiffening at the sight of Theora being pleasured by the yegrilla.  
 
    “Oh, no, please stop,” she moans, her breasts swinging as she rides back on his cock, bouncing her plush cheeks against him. With a bestial roar, the yegrilla thrusts deep and erupts inside her. There is a flash of violet light and a mark appears to glow from Theora’s abdomen just above her vulva. The yegrilla keeps thrusting, continuously rutting into her until her cunt is overflowing with his frothy cum.  
 
    “Yessss! Yes! Fill me with your babies!” Theora wails as she is enslaved by the yegrilla. “I am your broodmate! I will give you so many ones!” 
 
    You sit up, groaning helplessly as the yegrilla draws its cock out of Theora’s stretched cunt with a stomach-churning slurp and a spill of his copious spunk from her reddened folds.  
 
    “Little boy slave,” grunts the yegrilla, his pink cock dripping with his filth, “you clean mate.” 
 
    “No,” you cry. 
 
    “Yessss, oh, yes, Lucas,” moans Theora, turning onto her back and spreading her shapely legs. “Come and clean all the nasty cum from my pussy. He gave it to me better than you ever could.” 
 
    You want to scream at the way Theora is acting, but the glowing rune on her abdomen tells you that there is no hope. You hesitate a moment longer and the yegrilla grabs you by your hair and drags you over to Theora. He pushes your face against her slimy cunt, smothering you in the musk of his cum as he rubs your nose and mouth against her pussy. 
 
    “Mmmnnnnnnoooo,” you moan, trying to keep your lips sealed. 
 
    “Do not fight it,” moans Theora. “Clean my dirty pussy. Clean up the cum of a superior beast.” 
 
    Her fingers slide into your hair and you do not fight as the beautiful angel pulls your face back to her blushing, cum-smeared cunt. You stick out your tongue and taste the awful, salty taste of the yegrilla’s spunk. You look up at Theora as you begin to lick up the brute’s plentiful cum. She squeezes her inner muscles and more trickles out from between her folds. You lap it all up, your cock stiff between your legs as you pleasure and clean Theora’s freshly-used pussy. 
 
    “You good slave,” says the yegrilla, pulling you roughly away. “I fuck mate more now.” 
 
    He climbs atop Theora and begins to rut his huge cock into her depths. You look away, utterly beaten and enslaved by the mossy-furred brute who rules this village. All hope of completing your quest is lost. You are nothing but a cuckolded slave to a monster. 
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    Hand over the sword and ask for the Succubus Queen to pleasure you 
 
      
 
    Your mother and sister are beautiful, the idea of joining them in some taboo pleasure is exciting, but their erotic magnetism is nothing compared to the raw sexuality of the Succubus Queen. You meet her glowing gaze and you feel your cock shift in your trousers. You hold the sword out to her and she gently takes it from your hands, turning it over in her grasp. 
 
    “Very good, Lucas,” she says. “You have made a wise decision. And which will you take for your pleasure?” 
 
    “I would like you, your majesty,” you say, bowing your head respectfully. “I have not seen a more beautiful woman in all my journeys. You are exquisite and luscious.” 
 
    “You desire me?” She laughs, clasping a hand against her enormous breasts as if flattered by your request. “Not your lovely sister or mother?” 
 
    You glance at them and they both look at you with pleading eyes.  
 
    “I want you,” you say, looking back into the hypnotic gaze of the Succubus Queen. 
 
    “Very well,” said Lady Rachelle. “You shall have me.”  
 
    She takes your hand and leads you from the throne room. You are glad she wears gloves upon her hand or you think you might explode. Even the sight of her twitching hips and gently bouncing buttocks as she walks slightly ahead of you is nearly enough to make you cum. You try to focus on making your way through the immaculate halls.  
 
    “Of course you know,” says Lady Rachelle, “that I will devour your soul. I will consume every scrap and make you mine. You understand that?” 
 
    “Y-yes,” you say, cold fear spiking through your hot haze of lust. “I am done fighting. I have brought you the sword and I want to claim my prize.” 
 
    “Oh, yes, your prize,” she laughs. “Very well, Lucas. Be the last man to share my bed before I ascend to become a living god.” 
 
    She leads you into an extravagant bedroom of gold and crimson silk, a bed as large as the dining room of your farm house spread out before you. Each post of the bed is a different statue of Rachelle, nude, in an erotic pose. Even these statues cause your cock to twitch. 
 
    “Remove your clothing, Lucas LeBlanc,” says Rachelle, looking you over slowly. “And know the pleasure of the greatest lover in all of existence.” 
 
    You undress in a stumbling rush, very nearly tripping up over your borrowed riding boots in your haste to get your trousers off. Your cock bounces free, stiff and crimson, and you hear a chuckle from the lovely succubus as she observes. You pop buttons on your shirt as you pull it off and toss it aside, panting with need and grinning like a fool as you finally stand naked before Rachelle. 
 
    “My, my,” she says. “Aren’t we eager? Very well…” 
 
    She wiggles the fingers of her left hand and her extravagant costume melts away, revealing her creamy mounds in their full glory with her huge breasts impossibly perky, her areolas wide and violet-tinged and her nipples as thick as a nursing mother. Her slender waist draws your eyes back to the widening of her hips. Her ass is plush and round without giving way to fat. Her glorious cunt glistens with desire as she parts her creamy thighs and uses her fingers to spread her raunchy folds. 
 
    “Come and meet your fate, Lucas,” she croons. “Taste your damnation.” 
 
    You sink between her plush thighs, kissing and caressing them as you approach the heathen warmth of her cunt. She sighs, plucking at her nipples with both hands and tilts her hips to present you with her lewd body. You breathe her scent, so strong and intoxicating, and run your tongue over her violet-tinged cuntlips. The taste of the slightest drop of her nectar is enough to make you cum. You moan, falling upon her pussy, thrusting your tongue deep into her tight channel as your cock explodes, untouched, in messy pumps upon the floor of her boudoir. 
 
    “Nnnnnnmmmmm!” You cry with pleasure, spurting again and again uselessly onto the floor as you suck and lick Rachelle’s sweet cunt.  
 
    “Ohh, that’s right, Lucas,” she laughs. “I am irresistible. Now that you have tasted the dew of my loins, you have no choice but to surrender fully.” 
 
    “Nnnyyesss,” you agree, your tongue half-buried in her fluttering cunt and her nectar dripping from your chin. You suck and lick the fat bud of her clit. You wallow in her nectar and sweet fragrance. You moan submissively as her thick thighs squeeze around your head.  
 
    “Come here,” she says. “Bring me your cock. I want a taste fresh from your tap.” 
 
    You kneel on the bed beside her, trembling, your cock jerking as she sprawls on her side and lazily takes hold of your manhood. You barely resist the urge to cum at this lightest touch. She grasps your shaft and leans forward, her tongue curling around your tip. You let out a strangled cry of pleasure and begin to cum as the warmth of her mouth descends and envelops your cock. It is a pleasure like nothing Morelle or Theora or any of your other lovers could ever provide. You cum again and again into her mouth, one orgasm blurring into the next, your essence departing with each gush of your seed.  
 
    Rachelle finally relinquishes her hold on your cock with a wet pop of her mouth. She laughs and declares, “Absolutely delicious. You were woth the wait. Now then, Lucas, prepare to meet your end.” 
 
    “Oh, Rachelle,” you moan as she embraces you and kisses you. 
 
    She pulls you atop her, guiding you with powerful hands until your hips are positions between her thighs. She seems bigger than you, giant even, but you find her easily enough and sink your cock into her hot pussy. It so tight and warm, squeezes you so expertly, that you cum again in an instant. She kisses you as you spurt your seed deep into her demonic cunt and you feel her sucking out nearly all of your essence. 
 
    Weak, gasping for breath, you move your hips, fucking into her. You gaze down into her rippling perfection, her huge breasts heaving with each stroke of your frail body. She writhes to meet you, laughing contemptuously as you fuck her.  
 
    “That’s it,” she hisses. “One last cum for you, Lucas. Go on, give it to me. Give me your soul.” 
 
    “Oh, Rachelle,” you moan, squeezing her huge breasts in both your feeble hands. You thrust as fast as you can into her slick pussy, finally crying out desperately as your pleasure surges. 
 
    You explode deep inside her pussy, her walls seizing around you and clutching at you with every desperate stroke. Your cock throbs again and again, pouring out your cum and your soul with each orgasmic spike. You look into her violet eyes, at her predatory smile, and you feel yourself plunging into her.  
 
    “That’s it,” she coos. “Don’t fight it. Descend into me.” 
 
    “Ahhhh,” you cry, one last jolt of fear that everything is lost easily swallowed up by that warm, inviting darkness within her.  
 
    Your empty husk crumples atop her, lifeless and desiccated. She shoves it aside, licking her lips with satisfaction at the meal you have provided her demonic hunger. 
 
    You have been devoured by the Succubus Queen. Your journey is at an end. 
 
      
 
    BAD END 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Show mercy to the Succubus Queen 
 
      
 
    You look into your mother’s pleading eyes and feel Genevieve pulling at the leg of your trousers and you know you cannot slay the Succubus Queen. You lower the sword slowly. 
 
    “Very well,” you say. “If you surrender to me, I will show you mercy.” 
 
    “She surrenders,” cries your mother. 
 
    “Oh, Lucas, thank you for sparing her,” moans Genevieve, blotting at the tears dropping from her eyes. 
 
    “Yes,” says the Succubus Queen with a relieved look. “Oh, you are too powerful for me, Lucas. I yield to your might. I surrender myself to your mercy.” 
 
    “Good,” you say and sheath your sword. “There is no reason we cannot work together to end this madness. You are a rational being.” 
 
    “Yes,” she says, the wound on her chest sealing up and disappearing. “Yes, I am. And I am so grateful. Let me show you, Lucas. Let me show you my gratitude.” 
 
    “That’s not… um…” Your words trail off as your mother and sister climb to their feet and press against either side of your body. Your sister draws your attention with a stroke of your cheek. You gaze into her blue eyes heavy with lust. Your mother turns your face to her, leaning even closer, and whispers warmly against you, “We are all so grateful for your mercy, Lucas.” 
 
    You are entranced by your mother’s big blue eyes that are mysteriously flecked with violet. Your cock twitches as your sister and mother caress your chest, their hands sliding lower. Your refusal of their affection dies on your lips as you realize Lady Rachelle is on her knees before you, working your belt open with her practiced hands. Your eyes widen further as she unbuttons your pants and slides them down your thighs, allowing your hard, crimson cock to bounce free. 
 
    “W-what are you doing?” You manage. 
 
    “I am on my knees for you, mighty conqueror,” she whispers, taking holding of your cock and sending a tingling thrill of pleasure through your body. “Let me show my gratitude by sucking your big cock.” 
 
    She looks up at you adoringly, her plump breasts resting atop one of her arms, her other hand grasping your cock. You can see her in her full glory, her armor gone, her plump rear resting against her heels. Your manhood twitches in her grasp and drools out a strand of precum that spatters against the upper swell of her luscious breasts. She leans in, pink tongue reaching out, finding your cockhead and flicking beneath it. Her full, soft lips part wider, her eyes closing halfway as she moans and takes you into the exquisitely warm, wet vice of her sucking mouth. 
 
    You cum instantly. Your cock throbs between her lips and she moans with amusement, sucking quite hard to draw out each pulse of your spunk. As your seed fires into her mouth, you feel an even deeper pleasure and you know that she is feeding upon your essence. 
 
    “N-no,” you gasp, trying to step back, but you are held in place by your sister and your mother. Their hands are suddenly like iron shackles, their eyes mad with lustful hatred and distinct violet glows.  
 
    “Ohhhhhhh goddess, help me,” you cry out, a second orgasm exploding from your cock and into Rachelle’s slurping mouth. The only answer is that awful sucking sensation, drawing you deeper into her mouth, into that hot wet void that seeks to devour your very soul. 
 
    “Oh, Lucas,” she moans, rolling your cum in her mouth, “so delicious. One more and I will finish you off.”  
 
    She bobs hungrily, moaning and sucking at your cock, eyes looking up at you and glowing with fiendish delight. You cannot escape, you cannot even fight it as the pleasure swells inside you. Even though you know you are doomed, you cannot stop it. You thrust your hips pitifully, fucking her mouth with two strokes and exploding as your cock pushes into her silky throat. She gulps around you, swallowing your spurting seed and your essence with each pump of ecstasy. 
 
    You feel the warmth all around you. The darkness swallowing you up. And then you are falling and your mother and sister are laughing.  
 
    Your soul has been devoured by the Succubus Queen. Your adventure is at an end. 
 
      
 
    BAD END 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Reunited in the Crystal Sanctum 
 
      
 
    The sensation of falling recedes and you feel firm ground beneath you. It takes a while longer for the pink light to fade out, revealing a familiar grassy terrain, a stone road, and the white walls of the palace within the Crystal Sanctum. The sky above you is a sunset pink and as you push yourself into a sitting position you find a smiling Hina waiting to greet you. 
 
    “Hello, master,” she says, offering you a hand up. 
 
    “My mother and sister,” you say, pulling yourself up against her. “Did they…?”  
 
    You words trail off as you see Genevieve and your mother rising to their feet in the grass behind Hina. Another version of the golem is approaching them. 
 
    “Genevie!” You cry, pushing past Hina and running to your sister.  
 
    “Lucas!” She cries and you catch her in her arms and lift her up, kissing her cheek and embracing her tightly. You turn around in a circle, holding her in your arms, and by the time you finish a revolution your mother is waiting to hug you.  
 
    “My sweet boy,” she says, somehow looking both happy and sad at the same time. You do not try to pick your mother up, but you hug her just as tightly as you hugged Genevieve, breathing in her familiar scent and trying not to think about the way the imposter of your mother tried to seduce you. 
 
    “I thought you were dead,” you say, wiping moisture welling in your eyes. “And then when she had those two creatures posing as the two of you… I…” 
 
    “You almost gave in to our charms, huh?” Genevieve jokes, nudging you with an elbow. 
 
    “Everything she said was a lie,” you say, but search your mother’s eyes for agreement and find none. 
 
    “No,” says your mother. She turns her back on you and gazes out at the forest and strange mountains that border the castle’s inland walls. “Not everything was a lie, Lucas. The goddess poisoned your father and in my need for revenge I summoned Lady Rachelle. I thought she could hurt Veleda. I did not realize the pain I would cause so many others.” 
 
    You remember Veleda in the cave just before entering Chthona, radiant and terrible, tearing the wings off Theora and casting her back into the world.  
 
    “Veleda did this, not you,” you say, placing a reassuring hand on your mother’s shoulders. 
 
    “No,” says your mother, turning back to you with tears in her eyes. “No, we were both wrong. We both let evil into this world.” 
 
    “It’s over now,” you say, hugging her tightly again. “We are safe.” 
 
    “Yes, no more trouble from me,” says Lady Rachelle, joining your hug with your mother. 
 
    “You!” Genevieve shouts. “Mutandis Pentatis!” 
 
    A glowing pentagram appears in the air, throwing the Succubus Queen back and knocking her onto her bottom in the grass.  
 
    “Wait!” You shout as Genevieve readies another spell. “Stop it! She has been captured. She cannot hurt us here.” 
 
    “That is not exactly true, master,” says Hina, but you motion her to silence.  
 
    “What is this place?” Genevieve asks, looking around at the castle and mountains and sunset sky as if just noticing it.  
 
    “We’ve been sucked into the Holy Sword of Veleda,” you say. It occurs to you that the sword was in Chthona, in the throne room of the Succubus Queen. “Hina, where is the sword now?”  
 
    “We have left the mortal realm and are traveling to the goddess’s heavenly palace,” says the nearest Hina. “You are no longer the master of the sword and it will be returned to her. We will arrive in three minutes, relative.” 
 
    “Wait, we are going to Veleda?” Lady Rachelle gets up off the ground. “I cannot have that. She will burn me into cinders.” 
 
    “The goddess will judge everyone within the Crystal Sanctum,” explains Hina.  
 
    Your mother, sister, and Lady Rachelle begin to argue with one another. Your mother seems to take the position that she will kill Veleda herself, while Genevieve and the Succubus Queen are exchanging accusations about who deserves to be incinerated by Veleda. Your family and the Succubus Queen are not the only ones facing the harsh judgment of Veleda. Every monster girl you have met and defeated is in the sword and will likely be punished by Veleda. 
 
    You take the opportunity to step away and speak with Hina in a low, quiet voice. 
 
    “What is Veleda going to do to all the monster girls?” You ask her softly. 
 
    “She will judge them each by their deeds. She does not frequently show mercy, master.” The Hina gives you a sympathetic smile, her glassy blue eyes betraying no actual emotion. 
 
    “They are my friends, Hina,” you say, though you might describe some of them as more than friends. “I cannot allow them to be punished and killed by Veleda. I don’t particularly want to be incinerated by an angry goddess either.” 
 
    “Alright, master,” says Hina. “I can help you.” 
 
    Electricity snaps and the Succubus Queen howls in pain, having evidently come too close to your sister or mother. You do not have time to intervene. 
 
    “What can you do?” You ask Hina. 
 
    “I can discharge the crystal heart and transmit all of the monster girls and humans near to their point of origin. I cannot transmit the Succubus Queen back to Chthona or send the plant girl back to the jungle of Saturana. I can send them close, however.” 
 
    “And my mother and sister?” You ask, feeling a growing tension. 
 
    “I can send them back with the monster girls,” she says. “Or to your farm.” 
 
    “Send them to my farm,” you say. “And the others back as well. Is there time to say goodbye to the girls?” 
 
    “I am sorry, no, master,” she says. 
 
    “Do it then,” you say. “Send them all back.” 
 
    Hina gets a distant look in her glassy eyes. The air begins to hum, the clouds rippling, silent pink lightning crackling in the clouds. The hum grows louder and your hairs stand on end.  
 
    “What is happening?!” Genevieve cries. 
 
    “It’s alright,” you shout over the building hum, hoping it truly is alright. The hum builds to a painful volume and pitch, the sky alive with pulsing pink capillaries of electricity. Suddenly there is a pulse you feel behind your eyes and your mother, sister, and Lady Rachelle disappear. 
 
     You take a shaky breath as the clouds slowly return to normal and the human dies away. 
 
    “It is done, master,” says Hina. “I reserved enough power to send you back as well if you would like to join them.” 
 
    “Will I ever see you again, Hina?” 
 
    “You could remain with me,” says the golem girl. “I am able to create a pocket within this pocket dimension and create a duplicate of this palace. Future possessors of the sword will never know you are there, but you would never be able to leave.” 
 
    You look around at the beautiful castle, the landscape of rolling greenery, and the dense, handsome woods. You can imagine living out your days here, with Hina, trapped forever within the castle. But you would never see your mother, sister, any of the other monster girls, or Theora ever again. 
 
    “You must decide quickly, master,” says Hina. “We will be arriving in seventeen seconds. Sixteen. Fifteen. Fourteen…” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    This decision and more await you in the final ILLUSTRATED epilogue in The Easily Defeated Hero's Monster Girl Adventure: The Complete Harem collection. Including stunning naughty illustrations of all your favorite monster girls! 
 
      
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Use your Maddening Pleasure ability 
 
      
 
    Your cock throbs and your mouth waters at the thought of pleasuring the voluptuous Succubus Queen. Her body is purpose-made for pleasure and you know you could find all sorts of ways to give her that pleasure. Theora would think using Maddening Pleasure on the most powerful sex demon in the world was foolish. Morelle, taught you the ability and who always spoke highly of Lady Rachelle, would have loved the audacious move. 
 
    You sheath your sword and steel yourself for a test of your willpower. The Succubus Queen is baffled by your move, cocking her head and raising an eyebrow. 
 
    “Have you come to your senses?” She asks. 
 
    “I have decided that I cannot resist your beauty,” you say, striding towards her and blatantly admiring her curvaceous body.  
 
    “Yes, of course,” laughs Rachelle, holding her arms wide in an invitation to embrace her. “Come here then, Lucas, and I’ll give you what you desire.” 
 
    You approach her as if you intend to embrace her, but stop short.  
 
    “My gods, you are lovely, your majesty,” you say, taking in her curves once more. “Deserving of worship in every way. If only I could see your loveliness in its purest form.” 
 
    “That’s right,” says the Succubus Queen. “Bow down before me, mortal. I shall give you something to worship.” 
 
    With a dramatic sweep of her hand, the beautiful demoness causes her regal costume of armor and lingerie to melt away to nothing. You gasp with astonishment at her naked loveliness. Her huge breasts are impossibly pert, her areolas wide a pale and her nipples thick and seemingly straining to be sucked. Her slender waist and shapely hips combined with her ample thighs and long legs to draw your eye to the cove of her womanhood. It is immaculate, as if she is virginal, and glistens with the nectar of her arousal. 
 
    Perhaps this was a fool’s errand, you think, as you resist the urge to fall to your knees before the Succubus Queen, but it will be a glorious way to die. Rachelle clearly expects you to kneel and is therefore surprised when you lurch towards her, embracing her passionately and caressing her shapely hips. You cannot resist reaching around to fondle the ample onion of her ass, squeezing and shaping the globes of her buttocks as you moan with lust and bury your face against her breasts.  
 
    “That is not bowing down before me,” says Rachelle, but she does not stop you from seeking out one of her fat pink nipples with your tongue. You look up into her glowing eyes for a moment as you suck her nipples into your mouth, drawing the slight dome of her areola with the suction. You moan around her fat bud, spreading and smacking her ass while your mouth is busy. She cries out, “How dare you spank the queen!?” 
 
    “Your ass is just so lovely,” you moan. “Your breasts. Your everything. Oh, forgive me, my queen, but I cannot resist.” 
 
    You lick and suck her breasts, making the succubus queen moan and shudder with pleasure. You do get down on your knees, but only after you have thoroughly pleasured her quivering teats and kissed your way down between her luscious thighs. She cradles your head, as if she can seize control of you, guiding you to the radiating heat of her cunt. Her scent is intoxicating, but you are focused. You do not drink the sweet honey of her pussy, but you lash her with your tongue and thrust two and then three fingers forcefully into her clutching cunt. 
 
    “Ohhhhhh, Lucas, I see you have learned well,” she moans, jerking her hips. “Did Theora teach you to suck the clit while plumbing the depths with your fingers?”  
 
    “Morelle,” you moans, slurping lewdly on Rachelle’s fat clit. 
 
    “The farm girl?” The Succubus Queen laughs with derision. “What could she possibly teach you.” 
 
    “More than you think,” you say, suddenly knocking over the Succubus Queen. She cries out in alarm, but you have already bent her legs back, forcing her knees almost to her huge breasts and her ass and pussy upwards in a contortion of her shapely body. You could try to deliver a mortal blow with her in this position, but you know if you release the pressure on her legs for even an instant she would spring up and have her revenge. 
 
    “Unhand me!” The Succubus Queen cries, but she has no leverage at all to force your hands away and her arms are pinned in an awkward position. Her dripping pussy and the clench of her ass are completely exposed to you, wafting with her demonic heat and the musky perfume of her arousal. You cannot use your hands, but your tongue is a powerful force. 
 
    Rachelle moans as you assault her puckered asshole. You feverishly moan as you tongue her hot clench. It tenses and flexes against your lapping tongue and Rachelle makes reluctant sounds of pleasure. You thrust your tongue past her resistance and into the hot passage of her ass. She croons with pleasure. Tasting her raunchy depths, you are so aroused that you let out a tongue-tied moan and explode into your trousers. You feel the wetness of your cum throbbing out and making a mess of yourself, but you cannot help it. You cry with ecstasy, your moan vibrating into Rachelle’s clenching hole. 
 
    “You cannot defeat me this way,” she moans plaintively. “I will have your soul, Lucas. And my sword.” 
 
    “Nnnnnnnnn,” you reply and slip your tongue out of her ass. You give her closing gape a few tender licks before you turn your attention back to her clit. You suck it greedily, causing her to tense and shudder with her pleasure. She calls out to your mother and sister, perhaps begging them to assist her and pull you away, but her words are incoherent through her pleasure. 
 
    She begins to glow, her body becoming hot and her pussy so hot that it nearly burns your lips. You do not relent. You slurp her scalding folds and batter her clit with your tongue. 
 
    “Stoppppp!” She cries, her body tensing and releasing as another orgasm explodes through her. She stops fighting and you can feel her surrender to the pleasure, pussy convulsing, juices pouring out of her peachy cunt. “Aaaahhhhhhhhh!” 
 
    The tension fades from her body and you see the madness in her rolling eyes. She is stunned, perhaps only for a moment, and you are not going to waist this opportunity. You let go of her legs and she flops onto her back, writhing and whimpering with her pleasure. 
 
    “What have you done to he!?” Your mother demands. 
 
    “You have hurt her!” Genevieve cries. 
 
    Suddenly, your mother and sister transform. For a moment, you fear they are only revealing their true nature as demonesses as horns burst from their heads and wings stretch from their backs. But their faces change, becoming two completely different women, eyes blazing with outrage.  
 
    “Stay away from her!” The succubus that was your sister screams and launches at you with claws outstretched. You duck her attack and she slams into the throne, crumpling its golden delicacy and becoming entangled in the ruin. 
 
    “You are not worthy to even be in her presence!” The succubus that was your mother shrieks and flies at you.  
 
    You realize this one is too quick to dodge so you meet her head on, slamming her in the side of the head with the pommel of your sword. She crumples to the floor, alive but unconscious. You return your attention to Rachelle just in time as she is beginning to come around.  
 
    “Wha-what happened?” She moans, sitting up and rubbing her flushed face. 
 
    “You have been defeated,” you say and mercilessly swing your sword at her neck. 
 
    Rachelle has a moment to scream before your blade makes contact. Instead of lopping off her head, your sword produces a familiar burst of pink light that consumes the Succubus Queen. You are knocked back by the force of it and sent sprawling on the floor. You look up at the ceiling and are shocked to see your mother and sister hanging above, their bodies wrapped in chains and their mouths gagged. They cringe from the bright light as it grows brighter.  
 
    Unlike when you have captured other monster girls, the flash is continuing to enlarge and, the sword shaking in your grasp as the light spreads up to the ceiling to engulf your real family.  
 
    You feel yourself being pulled into the light, screaming as you are drawn into the blade along with the others. 
 
    You have won, haven’t you? You defeated the Succubus Queen. You do not understand what is happening as you tumble end-over-end through the bright pink light. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Drink the pink milk potion 
 
      
 
    Nepenthia’s vines lash at you again and you barely manage to dodge them as thorns catch at your sleeve and leave spots of blood. The plant girl laughs with the delight.  
 
    “So much juice in you human boys! I will drink it all!” She licks her lips and starts towards you. With a slash of your sword, you ward her off and reach into the pouch on your hip. You grab the pink milk potion, remove the stopper, and tip the potion to your lips. With a sweet gulp of the creamy liquid, you feel the warmth spilling down your throat to become a warm ball in your belly.  
 
    You double over, moaning as your body begins to transform. Your muscles soften and your face becomes much more feminine. Your waist becomes more slender, your hips wider, and your ass round and shapely. Enormous breasts bulge form your chest and your nipples become thicker and more sensitive. No change is as profound as the one between your newly-feminine thighs. Your penis inverts inside your body, seeming to separate and shift so that your cockhead is now the sensitive bud of your clit.  
 
    “What is this? Did you drink poison?” Nepenthia looks at you in confusion. “You… you are growing breasts. Your face has changed. You have become a woman!” 
 
    You stand, still trembling from aftershocks of the potent potion. You smile sweetly at Nepenthia.  
 
    “No juice for you, plant girl,” you say, thrusting your ample breasts out proudly and resting your hands on your shapely hips. 
 
    “On the contrary,” laughs Nepenthia. “I can get just as much juice from a beautiful woman.” 
 
    Her vines shoot out from behind you, wrapping around your arms and then your legs. You fight against them, but one vine strips the sword from your hand. Nepenthia prowls over to you as the vines bind your wrists together and lift you a few inches off the ground.  
 
    “Look at this succulent young body,” she says, caressing your hips up to your plump breasts. “You will not be needing all these silly garments.” 
 
    With a wave of her hand, the vines slide into the legs of your trousers and the sleeves of your tunic and rip your clothes apart. Shredded scraps of fabric hang over your breasts. Vines yank down your undershorts and expose your shapely bottom and your glistening pussy thatched with brown hair. The vines creak as you strain against them, but it is hopeless.  
 
    Nepenthia circles around you, admiring your naked flesh and trailing her fingers over your bare body. She returns to your front and she plucks away the bits of your tunic still covering your breast. She chuckles as she runs her fingers over your thick, sensitive nipples, plucking each of them lightly between her fingers.  
 
    “Yours are so much bigger than mine,” giggles the plant girl. With a wave of her hand, the flowers covering her nipples drop away to reveal pale green buds scarcely bigger than yours before the transformation. The flower drops away from between her thighs as well, exposing a hairless, blushing pink pussy of exquisite delicacy.  
 
    She cups your breasts and leans up on her tiptoes to rub her small, perky mounds around your heavy breasts. You gasp with pleasure and Nepenthia chooses that moment to lean up and kiss you. Her lips part and she thrusts her honey-sweet tongue into your mouth. You try to push her tongue back out, but that only serves to further spread the slippery liquid in her mouth. Wherever it touches, warmth seeps into your flesh. The warmth spreads through your mouth, radiating down into your body. You are filled with a powerful need. You cease fighting to escape her kiss and begin kissing her back. 
 
    “Mmmmmmm,” you moan into her kiss.  
 
    The vines release you gently back down onto the ground. Without hesitation, you embrace Nepenthia, kissing her passionately and pressing your soft body against her tall, slender figure. Your hands slide down her hips and caress and squeeze her firm rear. Nepenthia breaks the kiss and leans down, look up at you with her strange eyes as she tongues your fat nipples.  
 
    “Oh, yes,” she giggles. “So much liquid from willing human girls.” 
 
    Two vines tipped with hypodermic barbs emerge from the nearby jungle. Their needlelike quills sting into each of your breasts and inject tingling venom. They withdraw back into the darkness of the jungle. 
 
    “Ahhh,” you moan. “Why would you do that?” 
 
    “To drink your liquid,” giggles Nepenthia. 
 
    The tingling in your breasts grows more intense. You whimper with shock as your breasts, already huge, begin to swell and grow tight with new weight. Your nipples seem even thicker and are almost painfully erect. You are about to ask Nepenthia what is happening when liquid bursts from your left nipple. A moment later it sprays out in a similar fine mist from your right.  
 
    “Yessss! Your sweet milk!” The plant girl cries with delight. She latches her mouth to your right nipple and begins to suckle, drawing your milk into her mouth in greedy gulps. The sensation of having your breast drained by the plant girl is more than you can stand. You thrust a hand between your thighs and begin to excitedly fuck yourself with two fingers.  
 
    “It is being wasted,” gasps Nepenthia, lifting her mouth from your right nipple and moving to your left. You finger fuck yourself as the beautiful monster girl moans and slurps and suckles at your breasts. She moves back and forth between them, gradually reducing the painful pressure in them as the pressure of your orgasm builds. You finally cry out, bucking against your thrusting fingers as Nepenthia sucks on your nipples. Your nectar spills down your hand as she finally pops her mouth from of your raw, red teats.  
 
    “More liquid,” she coos, and takes hold of your hand, pulling it to her mouth and licking your fingers clean. She pants, “More.” 
 
    Nepenthia pushes you back onto the soft earth and her vines part your legs. She begins eagerly licking your folds, slurping lewdly at them and sucking your clit, all to draw out more of your moisture.  
 
    “So delicious,” she moans, licking your glistening cum from her chin. “You are the sweetest girl human I have tasted.” 
 
    Her tongue burrows into your cunt as she resumes sucking you. With another wail of pleasure, you experience a long, deep, and every intense orgasm. You hold her silky green-blonde hair as you cradle her head and fuck against the plant girl’s fucking tongue.  
 
    “More,” she gasps. Her vines descend from the jungle branches above and wind around your breasts, squeezing them tightly and producing fresh trickles of milk. Cup-like bulbs attached to vines cover your areolas and begin to rhythmically suckle your breasts, draining your cream. More vines thrusts into your pussy and ass, soaking up your juices as they pump in and out of your tender holes.  
 
    “Fun for me as well,” sings Nepenthia and she climbs atop your face and settles her pussy and firm ass atop your mouth. You lick her eagerly, drinking the honey that flows from her folds and tonguing her clit. You are delirious with pleasure, cumming again and again as the plant girl rides your face. 
 
    You are so intoxicated on her sweet syrup that it only makes sense when you follow her into one of her pitchers. It seems perfectly rational that you should bathe with her in the warm, amber liquid inside, your body turning back into a male. She rides your cock as you fade in and out of consciousness. Finally, a warm darkness descends. 
 
    Somehow, you know you will never emerge from the at warm blanket of nothingness. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Call upon Morelle to defeat the goblins 
 
      
 
    Four goblins look like bite-sized morsels for a hungry succubus. You smile at the thought as you hold the Sword of Velveda aloft and shout, “Morelle emerge!”  
 
    With a flash of pink light that shocks the goblins, you call forth the shapely beauty of Morelle. She appears in the clearing standing between you and the goblins. She looks from you and Theora to the four creatures, staring in confusion at the beautiful bat-winged demoness that has just appeared.  
 
    “Ooh, goblins,” coos Morelle. “You are so little and cute!” 
 
    The goblins loose their arrows almost simultaneously. Morelle cries out and shields her body by turning a shoulder to them and curling a wing over herself. The small arrows bounce harmlessly from her magically toughened flesh. She snaps her wing back, her eyes blazing with demonic energy as she crouches. Her corseted bodice and immodest skirt disappear in a puff of smoke. The goblins stare at her luscious body as if mesmerized by her beauty. One of them actually drops his bow and the other three are distracted in the act of drawing and firing another arrow.  
 
    “That wasn’t very nice,” says the succubus. “Why would you want to hurt… these?” 
 
    She cradles her soft breasts, fingers bending and teasing her violet-tinged nipples as she squeezes her heaving mounds. She swings her hips and twitches her fleshy tail around one to tease them. She turns slowly, watching them over her shoulder as she swings her firm ass for them, finally bending over to show off her violet-pink pussy to their shocked gazes. 
 
    “Come here,” she beckons. “Taste the pleasure you know you deserve.” 
 
    “N-no,” moans the goblin that had spoken before. “No go. She dangerous.” 
 
    But the goblin’s three companions do not listen. One of the goblins steps forward and removes his loincloth, revealing a small, bumpy green cock no bigger than Morelle’s thumb. She giggles as he thrusts his hips towards her.  
 
    “Oh, dear,” laughs Morelle, stroking the scrawny creature’s cheek. “That’s all you have? Well, that’s alright… I can find a use for it.”  
 
    Her fleshy tail slides between her thighs, rubbing her delicate cuntlips as its slick, fleshy opening descends on the goblin’s cock. The creatures squeal’s with pleasure and thrusts forward, sheathing its hard cock in Morelle’s ravenous tail. With a squeak of pleasure, the beast explodes instantly, violet energy crackling around her tail as she begins to drain his cum and his life force simultaneously. The tail throbs rhythmically as it pumps the goblin’s cock.  
 
    As Morelle feeds on one goblin, she turns to the other two that have approached. She gets down on her knees, gripping their offered cocks, dragging them closer as she wanks them with her skilled hands. The goblins squeak and squirm. She kisses one on the lips and the creature cums in her hand, shooting ropes of yellowish spunk onto the ground and spattering her arm. 
 
    You see that the goblin being drained by Morelle’s tail has grown emaciated and frail. It croaks and falls to the ground, its flesh withered as Morelle’s tail slurps lewdly and releases the goblin’s shriveled cock. Her tail immediately slurps up the cock of another goblin as she guides the fourth to her slippery pussy. Sucking one with her tail, kissing another as she wanks it, and being fucked by the fourth, Morelle is in her succubus element. The goblins cannot hold out and begin to cum again and again, surrendering their life force to her kiss, her hungry tail, and her steamy pussy. 
 
    “Don’t kill them all,” you call out to Morelle. “Leave the one that can speak. We need to ask him some questions.” 
 
    “Of course, master,” coos Morrelle, working her hips as the goblin between her thighs helplessly fucks her creamy pussy. The goblins cries out, his voice shrill and hoarse, as he cums again, shooting another of his filthy loads into the milking pussy of the succubus. 
 
    Morelle’s tail drains every bit of life force from a second goblin and her kiss leaves a third nothing but a withered husk. The fourth goblin, drawn and pale, collapses atop her body, still buried in her cum-stuffed pussy. 
 
    “I think he’s ready to talk,” giggles Morelle. She rolls the goblin onto his back, where he lays helpless and feeble. Morelle climbs atop him, her hand coaxing his cock to hardness and sliding it back into her creamy pussy. He moans pitifully as she rides slowly atop him, her soft breasts jiggling with her motion.  
 
    “Where is your village?” You demand.  
 
    “Up path,” says the goblin, trying to point towards the continuing path through the clearing. “Many more goblins.” 
 
    “Ooh, more little goblins,” cries Morelle. 
 
    “You’re not going to the village,” you scold. “What about that way?” 
 
    You point to an even fainter path out of the small clearing.  
 
    “That is… old house. Humans live there once.” 
 
    “Have you seen any humans nearby?” You ask. 
 
    “Furry green man.” 
 
    “What about that direction?” You ask, pointing through a thicket with an unusual bloom of flowers. 
 
    “G-garden,” says the goblin. “We not go way. Very dangerous.” 
 
    “So we check out this abandoned house,” you say, enjoying the sight of Morelle slowly riding her luscious ass atop the goblin. “And decide where to go from there.” 
 
    “Morelle,” says Theora, “that is enough.” 
 
    “Aw! Do I get to eat him up too?” She asks, stroking the goblin’s face. 
 
    “No, let that one live,” you say. “He has been helpful.” 
 
    Morelle reluctantly dismounts with a raunchy slurp. The goblin’s cock is straining hard and twitching as he looks from you to Morelle with a mixture of terror and lust.  
 
    “Morelle return!” You command and the succubus cries out as she is sucked back into the Crystal Sanctum in the Holy Sword of Veleda.  
 
    “She is an evil creature,” murmurs Theora, surveying the three withered corpses and the pitiful survivor left by Morelle.  
 
    “She can’t help what she is,” you say. “The Succubus Queen did this to her.” 
 
    You and Theora set off back into the jungle, following the path that veers clear of the goblin village. The journey is more difficult than on the other path, slowing your progress. The darkness of the jungle canopy is beginning to deepen, suggesting that night is falling. With the mountains still not in view, it seems unlikely you will reach them by dusk. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Drink the blue milk potion 
 
      
 
    You reach into the pouch on your hip and remove the bottle of faintly glowing blue milk potion. You pop the stopper from the bottle and tip the contents to your lips. You almost spill it as Charlotte tries to grapple you again. You just manage to get the stopper back on and return it to your belt without being caught up by her tentacles. 
 
    “What was that?” Charlotte demands. “Some sort of cordial? May I have a taste?” 
 
    You stagger, throwing back your head and howling with sudden rage. Charlotte is shaken by your outburst. She looks at you with concern and does not press the attack as you are temporarily incapacitated by the potion. Anger and lust surge through your veins.  
 
    Your muscles bulge, your shoulders broaden, your neck thickens, and your cock swells until the buttons of your trousers are barely containing it. With another roar, you free your cock from your pants and Charlotte gasps at the sight of your grotesquely enlarged cock, crimson and corded with thick veins, nearly as big as your arm and clenched fist from the elbow. 
 
    “W-what is that?” The Scylla girl stammers, slithering backwards from you. “I have never seen mating flesh like this! How is it possible?” 
 
    “Possible?” You pant, your muscular chest heaving. “Because I need to fuck you SO BAD!” 
 
    You leap at her, propelled by your strengthened muscles, tackling the Scylla girl to the mud at the river’s edge. She squeals with surprise as you overpower her tentacles, parting her slimy appendages to reveal the hot, blushing cove of her cunt. You press the huge tip of your throbbing cock to that slippery mound and take her with a mighty thrust, driving every inch into her pussy and grunting with pleasure. 
 
    “AAAAAAHHH! It’s so big!” She squeals as you drive your massive cock inside her steamy cunt, stretching her tight around your manhood. 
 
    You hammer your cock in and out of her steamy pussy, making her breasts bounce with every stroke and pinning her arms to the mud when she tries to push you away.  
 
    “You love my cock,” you snarl, pounding in and out of her pussy. 
 
    “It’s too big,” she wails, arching and trying, in vain, to escape your powerful grasp.  
 
    Every thrust of your massive cock bulges her abdomen. The more furiously you fuck her, the less she fights, until she is gasping along with your bestial grunts. You hammer your cock faster and faster, sweat spilling down your face as you drive towards an orgasm. You can feel it building. 
 
    “You want to be bred?” You laugh savagely. 
 
    “Oooooh, yesssss,” she croons. “Fertilize my eggs!” 
 
    “Aaaaaaahhhh!”  
 
    You throw back your head and howl with pleasure, your cock swelling inside her stretched pussy. Your welling pleasure explodes inside her, erupting in a hot geyser that bastes her clutching womb and overflows with each stroke of your mighty cock. Your frothing cum spills down her ass and drips from her tentacles as you pound into her pussy. You think you can feel her inner walls clutching at you as she cums as well, but you do not care. All that matters is how bad you need to fuck. 
 
    You pull your cock out of her, leaving her gasping and dripping, her folds smeared with your cream and gaping wide. She is dazed, breathless, but with a smile on her flushed face. You flip her over roughly, lifting her hips for a better view of her creamy ass. You spit loudly and messily onto her asshole and smack the hard pipe of your cock against her crack.  
 
    “Noooo,” she croons. “Please, not there.” 
 
    “Yes, there,” you laugh as you press the fist-sized mushroom of your cockhead to her tight pinky pucker. With a thrust, you overcome her clench and stuff your hard cock deep into her ass. You take her ass without concern for her discomfort as she howls with shock and pain. You grab her slender hips, pounding your cock up her ass, and making her cheeks jiggle and her tits swing.  
 
    “It’s too big,” she moans in obvious agony.  
 
    “You’re too tight!” You laugh, smacking her ass with your hand. “I have to loosen you up!” 
 
    You pressing her face down into the mud, her ass raised as you fuck in and out of her stretched pink hole. Your cock is raging, your need undimmed. Your swollen bollocks slap against the cummy heat of her pussy. The lewd wetness of her body only adds to your pleasure. You hunch over her, rutting into her tight asshole unrestrained. Your balls tightening and your cock swelling in her slippery hole. 
 
    “Are you… are you going to spill your seed in my ass?” Charlotte wails. 
 
    “YES!” You laugh, smacking her ass again. “YESSSS!”  
 
    “Oooooooh,” she croons helplessly.  
 
    With a last snarl of lust, you erupt into her ass. Gush after gush of your seed boils out of your throbbing cock, slicking each thrust and filling her ass with your huge load. You slow your strokes, savoring her clutching pucker, your lust receding.  
 
    You pull your cock from her ass with a raunchy slurp, watching your spunk drain from her gaping asshole. She moans helplessly as you stand above her. 
 
    “Go back to the waters,” you say as the effects of the potion begin to fade. “I have given you all I intend to give you.” 
 
    “Th-thank you,” she says, slithering upright, seeming to regain her bearings. Her luscious body is smeared with mud, but she is still beautiful as she embraces you and kisses you. “I will take good care of all our children.”  
 
    You feel a jolt realizing you have mated with the Scylla girl. She giggles as she slips back into the river and disappears. 
 
    “Well handled, big man,” says Theora from behind you.  
 
    “Ah, I did not know you were there, uh,” you look down, trying to tuck your oversized cock back into your trousers. “I thought the potion would be appropriate.” 
 
    “That seed you gave her,” says Theora, helping to tuck your cock away and buttoning your trousers. “Will give her at least a hundred offspring. You just sired a veritable army of monster girls.” 
 
    You glance guiltily at the river’s surface. 
 
    “Perhaps we should carry on before you find something else to impregnate,” chuckles Theora. “When I was flying I noticed some sort of building a few miles upriver. It might be a good place to shelter overnight.” 
 
    “Right,” you agree. “Uh, let’s head towards that.” 
 
    You and Theora set off once more, following the curve of the rushing river into the sweltering jungle. You cannot help but think about dozens of tiny monster girl Scyllas darting around the murky river, their faces slightly resembling your own. 
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    Parley 
 
      
 
    Tentacle-like vines squirm in the surrounding jungle, beginning to creep into the clear on every side. The beautiful plant girl stalks you, her lips curling into a cruel smile. You flick your gaze to Theora’s silhouette, writhing in the pitcher nearby. She is moaning in pain. Or is it pleasure? 
 
    You want to slash open the pitcher and free her from her predicament, but you know this would leave you vulnerable to Nepenthia.  You need to get Theora out. You need to reach some sort of bargain with the plant girl.  
 
    “Wait,” you say, lowering your sword and holding up your hand. “Let’s talk about this.” 
 
    “Talk? Not many animals want to talk with me.” Nepenthia strokes her delicate chin in consideration. “Very well, Lucas, let us talk. What is the subject?” 
 
    “My friend,” you say. “The feathered woman.” 
 
    “Yes, she is very delicious,” says Nepenthia. “I can already taste her skin beginning to melt. Oh, do not make that face. It is very pleasant for her.” 
 
    “Pleasant or not,” you say, stepping closer to Nepenthia and fighting not to be overwhelmed by her sweet scent, “I want to save her from your pitcher. What can I do to convince you to let her out?” 
 
    “Your liquid,” she says. “I enjoy the liquid of many animals, but human is my favorite. Let me drain some of your liquid with one of my cups.” 
 
    “Your… cups?” You ask, not sure you like where this is going. 
 
    Nepenthia gestures to a vine as it rises beside her. Instead of a flower, it sports a long, slender, fleshy green cup rimmed with pink. The opening for the cup is a narrow mouth lined with plump folds. The inside of the cup glistens with honey. The cup has a distinctly sexual appearance, as if it grew to resemble a woman’s cove separated from her body. 
 
    “You simply place your penis into my cup and let it suck out your liquid,” she says, teasing her finger at the opening of the cup. It gently closes on her finger and opens against when she pulls back. 
 
    “I’m not sure,” you say, feeling as if sticking your cock in that thing would somehow doom you. 
 
    “Well then, a simple kiss would also suffice,” she says. “You could pucker up and give me a juicy kiss on the lips.” 
 
    She puckers up, showing off her full, soft lips. Your cock jerks again at the thought of kissing the beautiful plant girl. 
 
    “Or you could do neither and let your poor feathered girlfriend melt into nothing,” she says. “It does not matter to me which you choose.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Attack 
 
    Give the plant girl some of your liquid 
 
    Give Nepenthia the kiss


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Parley 
 
      
 
    “This does not have to end with one of us dead,” you say, maintaining your guard and keeping your distance from the Succubus Queen. “I believe you. About Theora and Veleda. But I am not giving you the sword.” 
 
    “Then this ends with you dead,” says Rachelle. “It is as simple as that. I need to root my power in that sword and if you will not give it to me, I will take it.” 
 
    She lunges towards you, reaching for the sword. In a flash of silver, you take off her right hand. She howls with anger. Her severed hand smolders for a moment and bursts into flames that quickly consume it and reduce it to ash. With a crunch of bone and a pop of tendons re-stringing, Rachelle grows a new hand in an instant. She curls her fingers, her nails sharp enough to serve as claws. 
 
    “I cannot be killed in this place,” laughs Rachelle. “Chthona bends to my will.” 
 
    “You don’t have to bow down to this creature,” you shout to your mother and sister. “She is evil. She will use you and discard you.” 
 
    “I love them like my daughters,” hisses Lady Rachelle. “You know nothing of the bond I have with them, because you are a man and men destroy. They do not create. They do not nurture.” 
 
    It is your turn to howl with rage as you charge at her, swinging your sword wildly. She ensnares you with her tail, pulling your legs out from under you and knocking you to the floor. You mother and sister laugh and the Succubus Queen saunters towards you, her tail wrapped tightly around your legs. 
 
    “It is over, Lucas,” she says. “Hand over the sword and I will make it quite pleasant for you.” 
 
    It is as you are on your back, listening to your mother and sister mock you and Rachelle gloat, that you peer up at the ceiling of the chamber and see your mother and sister. Again? They are hanging from the ceiling bound up in chains, their mouths gagged and their eyes wide with terror as they watch your battle with the succubus queen.  
 
    Rachelle has been lying to you all along! These two slutty women are not your mother and sister. 
 
    “You’re right,” you say, looking to your mother and sister. “I should just give her the sword.” 
 
    You reverse the sword in your grasp and hold the handle out to Lady Rachelle. She smiles triumphantly and reaches for the weapon. 
 
    You reverse the sword again in a flash and slice Rachelle’s hand off. As it bursts into flames, you hack through her tail and free your legs.  
 
    “Fool!” The Succubus Queen snarls, her countenance becoming terrible and her wings spreading wide. “I will flay you from the top of your head to the tip of your cock. I will pull out your entrails and—“ 
 
    You swing your sword with such force that it slices off her head with a single blow. Only the blade does not cut through Rachelle’s supple neck, it does not slice off her head, instead it produces a flash of blinding pink light. Unlike when you have captured other monster girls, the flash this time grows brighter and brighter, the sword shaking in your grasp as the light knocks aside your imposter mother and sister and spreads up to the ceiling to engulf your real family.  
 
    You feel yourself being pulled into the light, screaming as you are drawn into the blade along with the others. 
 
    You have won, haven’t you? You defeated the Succubus Queen. You do not understand what is happening as you tumble end-over-end through the bright pink light. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Use a special ability 
 
      
 
    Parrying a few attacks from Lady Rachelle and dodging a few more proves that the Succubus Queen is faster than you and stronger than you. She also has the advantage of being on her own turf. You are going to need something to give you an edge. Something she won’t be expecting. 
 
    You have mastered four special abilities which might prove useful against the Succubus Queen. Theora taught you Startle Eye, which allows you to call upon the holy power of Veleda to summon an explosive ball of light, hopefully blinding Rachelle. Because this power relies on your faith in Veleda, you are not certain it will work. 
 
    Similarly, Dervish Strike allows you to focus your righteous fury and transform yourself in a whirlwind of slashing attacks with your sword. The hope is that you will strike so quickly and with such ferocity that Rachelle will not be able to block or dodge your onslaught. Will it work in the underworld? You don’t know. 
 
    Morelle taught you the skill of Maddening Pleasure, which utilizes intense focus and your intimate knowledge of female anatomy to pleasure a foe until she loses her mind and becomes catatonic or paralyzed with pleasure. That ability does not require any help from Veleda, but you would be trying it out on the Succubus Queen. It seems as if she might be pretty familiar with pleasure. 
 
    Finally, there is the ability Lure of the Lily, which relies on taking a well-timed fall in combat and convincing Rachelle that she has managed to kill you with her attack. With her guard down, she might decide to gloat over you or take a trophy, giving you a chance to deliver a sudden and lethal strike with your sword. 
 
    The Succubus Queen leaps at you, swinging her sharp-nailed hands like claws, narrowly missing your face and opening bloody slashes on your right arm. Even this fleeting, painful contact gives you a thrill of arousal. You watch her breasts jiggle in her armored bodice, nearly becoming entranced by the sight. You snap out of it before she can strike again. 
 
    You have to decide! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Which special ability are you going to use?  
 
    Use the Startle Eye ability 
 
    Use the Maddening Pleasure ability 
 
    Use the Dervish Strike ability 
 
    Use the Lure of the Lily ability


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Finish the goblin with her mouth 
 
      
 
    Theora continues to wank the goblin’s bumpy little prick, looking from the beast’s glistening maleness to you. She bites her lower lip and in that moment you know what you need to see. 
 
    “Finish what you started,” you say, “with your mouth.” 
 
    “Oh!” Theora gives a delighted laugh. “You want me to put this creature’s filthy little thing in my mouth?” 
 
    “Yes,” you say, taking a step closer. “Suck him.” 
 
    “You not need do this,” croaks the goblin, squirming on the ground as Theora continues to pump her hand on his cock. 
 
    “Quiet,” she says. “You cannot refuse the blessing of an angel’s mouth.” 
 
    The goblin lifts his head from the ground and stares in disbelief as Theora leans over his cock and begins to run her pink tongue over the glistening tip of his cock. She locks up at you as she strokes and licks the goblin’s slimy cock.  
 
    “It’s so disgusting,” moans Theora. “Foul and unwashed. You want me to put this creature’s cock in my mouth?” 
 
    “Yesssss,” you moan, massaging your cock through your trousers. 
 
    “Mmmmmm,” moans Theora as her full lips part and she sucks the goblin’s hard, wet cock into her mouth. She begins slurping loudly on the goblin’s cock and bobbing her head up and down vigorously. She looks right at you, sucking goblin cock like a whore and staring into your eyes. 
 
    “So good!” The goblin squeals, twisting its head on the ground and thrusting its cock in Theora’s mouth. She does not relent, sucking harder and even massaging the goblins bollocks as she slurps and drools on his maleness. 
 
    You cannot resist the sight of the glorious angel pleasure the goblin with her luscious lips. You unbutton your trousers and take your cock out, stroking your sensitive manhood furiously to the sight of Theora slurping the goblins little green prick.  
 
    She pops her lips free of his cock with a wet pop and moans, “Oh, yes, Lucas. Stroke your cock while I pleasure this horrible little beastie. MMmmmmmmphhmm!” 
 
    She moans contentedly around the goblins cock, bobbing her head on him and greeting his desperate thrusts. He even dares reach his clawed hands down and grabs her head, forcing her down more. She lets him do it, moaning as she takes ever bit of his cock into her sucking mouth. 
 
    “Yes! I spill seed!” The goblin cried, humping furiously at Theora’s mouth and clinging to her golden tresses. “Taste! Taste seed! Aaaaaiieeeeee!” 
 
    The goblin tenses and Theora’s stuffed moan rises in pitch. There can be no doubt that the goblin is cumming in the beautiful angel’s mouth and the thought sends you over the edge. You jerk your cock hard, pleasure gripping you as you unleash thick ropes of cum onto the mossy earth at your feet. Theora’s eyes open and she stares at you as you milk the last of the seed from your cock.  
 
    “Ohhh, pretty wing lady,” moans the goblin. “You suck out all seed.” 
 
    Theora lifts her mouth from the goblin’s cock with a wet slurp. She cups a hand beneath her lower lip and opens her mouth to show you the goblins cum as she swirls it with her tongue and overflows some into her hand. Her silvery-blue eyes are heavy with lust as she sucks the cum from her palm and gulps the filthy goblin spunk down.  
 
    “Oh, gods,” you moan.  
 
    “Delicious,” she laughs, wiping a few drops from the corners of her mouth. 
 
    “So good,” says the goblin with a goofy grin on your face.  
 
    “Did you enjoy the show, Lucas?”  
 
    “Um, yeah,” you say, tucking her wilting cock back into your trousers.  
 
    “You sex hand while I sex mouth,” laughs the goblin as your face burns with shame. Theora laughs with him. He points at you and says, “Human is crazy!” 
 
    “He is a strange young man,” agrees Theora. “But we have much to do, my little green friend. It is time for you to go.” 
 
    The goblin pulls up his loincloth, grins at you one last time, and scampers off down the path to his village. Theora rises to her feet and approaches you. The smell of the goblin’s musky seed is on her breath as she says, “You are very strange indeed.” 
 
    You and Theora set off back into the jungle, following the path that veers clear of the goblin village. The journey is more difficult than on the other path, slowing your progress. The darkness of the jungle canopy is beginning to deepen, suggesting that night is falling. With the mountains still not in view, it seems unlikely you will reach them by dusk. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Call upon Gretchen to defeat the goblins 
 
      
 
    Facing down four little goblins armed with poison-tipped arrows makes you think of your own poison expert and a large and powerful monster girl. Gretchen, your milky, cow girl alchemist, probably knows a thing or two about goblins.  
 
    You raise the Holy Sword of Veleda above your head and shout, “Gretchen emerge!”  
 
    There is a flash of pink light and the voluptuous cow girl appears before you. She is dressed in a halter top that barely contains her massive breasts and a pair of short pants that do a similarly in adequate job of covering her wide hips and round ass. She snorts when she sees the goblins. She tosses her golden hair over her small horns and stomps a hoof as she takes a step towards them. 
 
    “No come closer!” The apparent leader of the goblins warns her. The little goblins have adjusted their aim to point their arrows at Gretchen. 
 
    Gretchen’s brow furrows and she tenses, ready to charge at them with her head down. One of the goblins, squeaking with fear, looses his arrow at her. The dart-sized projectile sails through the air and thumps into the meat of Gretchen’s thigh. She looks down at the shaft protruding from her leg, calmly reaches down, and plucks it out. Blood trickles from the puncture wound. She holds the arrow up to her nose and sniffs. 
 
    “Bolotox?” She looks at the goblin that fired the arrow. “From the seward cap mushroom? Very deadly. Of course, I have trained my immunity to such toxins. Of course, the arrow hurts a bit.”  
 
    She snaps the arrow with finger, eyes going wide with anger. Her face reddens and her nostrils flare with rage. Another goblin fires an arrow, but in his fear, his shot goes wide and bounces off some rocks. 
 
    “I hate things that hurt!” Gretchen roars, stamps her hooves, and charges at the goblins.   
 
    The goblins attempt to flee, but they start running far too late to escape Gretchen’s furious charge. She slams into one after another, bowling them over and smashing their bows to bits. When they try to get up, she kicks one square in his chest and stomps the head of another, knocking both out completely. 
 
    “Wait!” You cry, chasing after her. “Don’t knock them all out! That one! That one talks!” 
 
    She grabs the goblin you are pointing at and kicks the remaining goblin as it tries to stand. With his comrades knocked unconscious, the speaking goblin whimpers fearfully as Gretchen carries him back towards you. She tosses him unceremoniously at your feet and stands over him, triumphant, but still enraged, her huge breasts heaving and leaking milk.  
 
    “We need to ask him some questions,” you say as the goblin looks from you to Gretchen and tries to scramble away. 
 
    Gretchen grabs him again, slamming him down and momentarily smothering him under the weight of her enormous breasts. His legs kick helplessly as most of his upper half disappears beneath the squashed mounds of Gretchen’s milky tits. You grab his ankles and pull so that most of his face is uncovered. The heaving, creamy expanse of Gretchen’s breasts still covers the top of his head.  
 
    “Alright, goblin,” you say, pointing the tip of your sword at his scrawny chest, “start talking or Gretchen here is going to bury you for good under her breasts.” 
 
    The goblin’s beady red eyes flick in the direction of Gretchen’s creamy mounds, her nipples poking beneath her top and darkening the fabric with her leaking milk. He seems to consider accepting death by massive breasts, but decides, with a forlorn yip, to answer your questions. 
 
    “What want?”  
 
    “Where is your village?” You demand. 
 
    He points at the path that continues through the clearing and back into the jungle. It’s a lucky thing you encountered the goblins or you and Theora would have walked straight into a whole village of goblins. 
 
    “What’s that way?” You ask, pointing to a much fainter path just barely visible as it heads into the jungle. 
 
    “That? Empty house. Human leave.” The goblin glances from you to Gretchen’s breasts squished atop his head.  
 
    “There is no one at the house? Nothing on that path pas the house?” 
 
    “Green man,” says the goblin. “Green fur. Very dangerous. No like goblins.” 
 
    “Imagine that,” chuckled Theora. 
 
    “What about that way?” You ask, pointing to an unusual thicket of flowers at the edge of the jungle. 
 
    “Is dangerous flowers,” says the goblin. “We no go there. Hungry plants. Eat thing. We stay away.” 
 
    You consider asking the goblin a few more questions, but decide he has answered enough. 
 
    “Very well, you may let him go,” you say to Gretchen. 
 
    The cow girl keeps the weight of her breasts atop the goblin’s forehead and looks at you sweetly as she says, “Goblin milk has very unique characteristics. Perhaps I could extract some for alchemical purposes.” 
 
    “We do not have time for this,” interjects Theora. 
 
    You hold up your hand to dismiss her concerns. You want to help Gretchen’s alchemy, after all. Not to mention, you would like to see how she intends to extract the milk from the goblin. 
 
    “Go ahead, Gretchen,” you say. “You may take some of his milk.” 
 
    “What? Take milk?” The goblin squirms and looks fearfully at you. “I no have milk. I boy goblin.” 
 
    “Thank you, master,” says Gretchen. She takes four corked bottles and sets them on the ground beside the goblin. Then she leans over him, her huge tits straining her halter top against his belly and her round ass raised as she peels back the goblin’s loincloth. He squeals beneath her as Gretchen’s soft lips part and she takes his bump little cock, no bigger than her thumb, into her mouth. She looks up at you, her eyes heavy with lust, as she slurps loudly on the goblin’s wee prick. It whimpers and writhes under her, then begins to jerk its hips, fucking into her mouth.  
 
    “Mmm… mhmmmmm… mmmmmm,” moans Gretchen around his cock.  
 
    It scarcely takes a minute for the goblin to let out a shrill cry from beneath the cow girl. You can see the underside of its bumpy shaft twitching and Gretchen moans with pleasure as it spills its seed into her mouth. She lets its thrusts die away, then slides her mouth off the goblin’s glistening cock, and carefully spits the yellowish load of goblin cum into one of the small bottles. She stoppers it again and marks the paper on the bottle’s front with a symbol. 
 
    “Revolting,” says Theora, looking away. 
 
    “What does the symbol mean?” You ask. 
 
    “This one,” says Gretchen, holding the bottle up, “contains a compound of goblin milk and my saliva. It will have different properties than the other samples.” 
 
    “What other samples?” Theora demands. “That is enough, Gretchen, we must be—“ 
 
    “No,” you interrupt. “Let her finish her collection.” 
 
    “Thank you, Lucas,” says Gretchen, smiling sweetly at you. 
 
    She kneels upright, straddling the goblin’s face as she unties her halter top and peels it free of her milky breasts. Her nipples are fat and her breasts round and laden with milk. Your cock jerks as she runs her hands over them, producing twin sprays of her sweet cream. You resist the urge to walk over and suckle from her trickling milk as she crawls down the goblin’s body, her huge tits dangling and dripping from her fat nipples. She kneels over his legs, giving you a good look at her plump ass swallowing up her tiny shorts as she squeeze’s the goblin’s cock between her breasts.  
 
    Although you admire the sight of her plush rear and her shorts so tight that you can see the outline of her cunt, you want to see what she is doing to the goblin. You shift to the side, watching as Gretchen wanks the goblin’s wee cock between her huge, creamy breasts. Her massive teats engulf his manhood completely. Even on the downward stroke it is not visible, but the goblin begins whimpering and moaning, “Soft. Is soft… ohhhh… soft.” 
 
    He thrusts his scrawny hips, fucking between Gretchen’s wanking tits and finally crying out as he releases his seed into the tight valley of her mounds. You can see the very first pumps squirting the yellowish spunk onto her breasts before this slides back down into her cleavage. She releases his cock and picks up another bottle. You watch as she scrapes the smudges of cum from her chest into the bottle. She marks it with a different symbol. 
 
    “Now a good wank with my hand,” says Gretchen. “A little milk for lube.” 
 
    She looks at you as she pinches and tugs her fat nipple, producing streams of milk that splash over the goblin’s wilted cock. It stiffens almost as soon as she begins stroking it with her fingers. Even at full hardness, she only uses three fingers to stroke his tiny cock. The goblin squeaks and whimpers, lifting his head to watch her pumping her fingers on his cock. Her breasts jiggle with the motion and she says, “That’s it, little one. Give me your milk. Put it straight in the bottle.” 
 
    She holds the rim of the glass bottle up to the head of the goblin’s cock. It watches, moaning, as its cock throbs and spits its filthy seed into the glass bottle. Gretchen expertly pumps out every drop, using the rim of the bottle to catch the last yellow-tinged droplet. She corks the bottle, marks it with a grease pencil, and sets it with the other two. 
 
    “Now can we be on our way?” Sighs Theora. 
 
    “One more sample,” says Gretchen. “And then I will be done.” 
 
    “No more,” whimpers the goblin. 
 
    His cock does not respond to her stroking fingers, so Gretchen feeds a fat nipple into his thin-lipped mouth and squeezes her breast. He gurgles as milk overflows down his cheeks. He must have swallowed some of her sweet, addicting cream, as he latches to her mound and she cries out with pleasure as he suckles her milk. The more he drinks, the more his cock swells, until it seems bigger and harder than you’ve seen it yet. 
 
    Gretchen runs her fingers over it and declares, “Good enough.” 
 
    She slides off her tight shorts and squats above the goblin, looking down into his beady red eyes as she lowers her wet pussy onto his cock. His bumpy green hardness disappears into her slippery folds and the goblin lets out a wail of pleasure. Gretchen bounces atop him, fucking him energetically, her huge tits bouncing and slapping against her belly. The goblin thrusts desperately to meet her, whining as his pleasure builds. 
 
    “That’s it,” cries Gretchen. “Fuck my pussy. Give me the last of your milk!” 
 
    “Aiiiiiiiieeeeee!” The goblin cries, grabbing her hips as he fucks furiously into her and pumps her full of his seed. Gretchen rides him until he goes slack, then she climbs off and squats above the fourth bottle. Theora makes a disgusted sound, but your cock twitches at the sight of strands of milky cum dropping from her freshly-fucked pussy and into the bottle.  
 
    “Well done,” she tells the goblin. “I think that was your biggest load of milk. Now… get out of here.” 
 
    The goblin scrambles to his feet. Gretchen begins packing up her vials.  
 
    “Now we can go?” Theora says as the goblin slowly backs away. 
 
    “Not yet,” you say, unbuttoning your trousers. You pull your incredibly hard cock out, the head glistening with precum. You are not concerned with Theora’s groan of disgust or the thought that your mother and sister are trapped. All that matters after watching Gretchen milk the seed from the goblin is that you need to have your own seed milked. 
 
    “Quickly now,” you say, thrusting your hips towards Gretchen. 
 
    “Oh, do you want me to collect some of your milk?” She giggles. “Of course, Lucas. Mmmm… let me suck it out for you.” 
 
    She drops to her hands and knees, her hips twitching and her huge tits hanging as she crawls over to you. The goblin watches with interest as Gretchen takes hold of your cock and slides it into her mouth. She moans as she sucks you, bobbing her lips on your cock and wrapping your straining hardness in the warmth of her mouth. Her tongue curls around you and flicks at your precum-smeared tip. The goblin sits up, watching. Gretchen notices and pops her lips free. 
 
    “I thought I told you to leave,” she says to the goblin. 
 
    “You rut with human,” says the goblin and there is a strange intensity to his tone. “You put human inside where goblin seed go.” 
 
    You realize he isn’t asking questions, he is telling Gretchen what to do. Gretchen seems about to smack the goblin with annoyance, but you think better. 
 
    “Y-yes,” you say. “Let me fuck you. Let me… let me feel where the goblin fucked you.” 
 
    “Oh? You’re so dirty, Lucas,” giggles Gretchen. “You like going after the goblin?” 
 
    She turns and leans her face down to the soft earth, raising her big ass so you can see her thick pink asshole and the glistening folds of her pussy. Sure enough, there is a yellowish, milky substance gathered at her cuntlips, the last of the goblin’s musky spunk still oozing from Gretchen’s depths.  
 
    “Ohhhh, yesss,” you moan, thrusting through the slick of goblin cum and deep into the hot, filthy slime of Gretchen’s pussy. Each stroke makes loud squelching sounds and you can feel the goblin’s oily spunk bubbling out and dripping down your balls. 
 
    “That is revolting,” says Theora, looking away.  
 
    It is depraved, but as you grab Gretchen’s meaty ass, all you can think about is how good it feels. The goblin grins and mocks, “You go after me! You second!” 
 
    “Ohhhhh fuck,” you gasp, feeling your cum surge.  
 
    Gretchen cries, “Yes, Lucas, mix your milk with his. Create an elixir inside me!” 
 
    You watch her ass jiggling, her pink knot clenching as you fuck forcefully into her hot cunt and explode with a ragged cry of pleasure. You pump your heavy seed into Gretchen’s depths as she coos and fucks back against you. The realization of your perverse act and the time you have wasted form a wave of guilt that sweeps over you even as you are still spurting the last of your seed into Gretchen’s hot cunt. You draw back, your cock smeared with goblin seed, the musky mixture dripping from her pussy. Gretchen quickly shifts and squats over a bottle, expertly catching the cum that drools out of her pussy inside. 
 
    “A precious elixir,” she declares, corking the bottle. “I will make something truly inspiring from this. As for you…” 
 
    She turns to the goblin. 
 
    “Be on your way!” She kicks at him and he goes scampering off into the jungle. 
 
    “As we should be on our way,” says Theora, unwilling to make eye contact with you after what she just witnessed. 
 
    You hold the Sword of Veleda up and declare, “Gretchen return!” 
 
    With a flash of pink light and a soft pop, the cow girl is returned to the Crystal Sanctum. You sheath the Holy Sword of Veleda, make sure your trousers are fully buttoned, and set off into the jungle. It is going to be a long and arduous journey to that abandoned human house. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Make love to Theora 
 
      
 
    You do not need some potion to heighten your pleasure with Theora. Looking into the glistening pools of her eyes, you feel the depth of her need, and you feel that longing in yourself. The water drums steadily on the roof and walls of the dreary cabin, the jungle quiet but for the sounds of the storm. But here, close enough to touch, is a piece of heaven. 
 
    “Theora,” you whisper, leaning closer to her and stroking her cheek. “I need no elixir when I have your lips.” 
 
    You press a kiss to her soft lips. It is tender but she wraps her arms around you, pulling you into a more passionate embrace. She has been with you since the beginning of this adventure and you could not imagine surviving it without her. Her tongue meets yours as your kiss melts against her lips, sweet like honey, her hands stroking your back through your rain-damp tunic. 
 
    By the golden light of her magic, you undress, revealing your bruised and scratched body to her fingers and her tender kisses. She unbuckles your belt, takes down your trouser, and her warm mouth engulfs your cock. You groan, leaning your head back against the wall and cradling her head with your fingers woven into her golden locks. She massages your bollocks as her softly slurping mouth bobs up and down, warm and luscious around your straining cock. 
 
    “Th-Theora,” you moan, your pleasure rising far too quickly. 
 
    “Mmmmmmm,” she moans, giving your tip a hard suck before popping her lips off your cock. “It is alright, Lucas. I want it. I want to swallow your cum. Mmmmmm. Please, cum in my mouth.” 
 
    Hearing the often withholding and never submissive angel pleading for you to fill her mouth with cum sends you over the edge. She gazes up at you, her silvery-blue eyes heavy with lust, her full lips sliding over your cockhead again and her tongue flicking against your tip. Your cock jerks, pleasure pulsing through your manhood as you fire your cum into the beautiful angel’s eager mouth. Her eyes close with satisfaction at your first gush of cum and she bobs her warm mouth on your cock, swallowing your load. 
 
    “Oh, goddess, Theora,” you laugh as your cock becomes overly sensitive. “That was… that was incredible.” 
 
    “Mmmm,” she licks your cock, seemingly reluctant to abandon it. “It was delicious.”  
 
    She plants a few more kisses on the head of your cock, her hand gently stroking your spit-soaked manhood, but you wilt in her grasp. You have to gently encourage her to lift her head from your lap to get her to stop.  
 
    You kiss her without restraint, your tongue swirling eagerly into her mouth, tasting a hint of yourself, but mostly tasting the sweetness of Theora’s angelic mouth. You cradle her cheek, looking into her lust-heavy eyes as you pull back from the kiss. 
 
    “Let me repay the favor,” you whisper. “Make yourself comfortable.” 
 
    “That is not necessary,” she says, rising on her knees, “but I can tell by that look in your eyes that you will not be denied.” 
 
    “That’s right,” you say, giving her room to maneuver.  
 
    She could simply make her soft white gown disappear, but instead looks at you with smoldering lust as she slides the gown off over her head. You murmur appreciatively as she unsheathes her thick thighs, shapely hips and golden-thatched mound. Her gown catches on her plump breasts, lifting and dropping them as she pulls the soft material off over her head. Her creamy breasts heave and shift as she leans back against the rain-beaten wall. She looks at you as she raises her knees and feet into the air, exposing her pink cuntlips and the immaculate pink divot of her anus.  
 
    “You’re stunning,” you say. “Don’t tell Veleda, but you’re even more beautiful than her.” 
 
    “She would not appreciate that,” chuckles Theora, but there is a strange hollowness to your laugh. Did your words touch on something painful to her? You decide to put it from your mind as you confront the raunchy beauty of Theora’s perky pussy, glistening with her obvious arousal. 
 
    “Oh, Theora,” you moan, kissing her thighs and pulling her legs over your shoulder as you lean down to her sweet-smelling cunt. “Even in this dark place, you are radiant.” 
 
    You attack her delicate folds with relish, tonguing her hot slit and flicking your tongue against the hard bud of her clit. Theora moans, tossing her head and fondling her own breasts as you pleasure her. Your thrust two fingers into the hot clutches of her cunt, pumping them in and out as you suck her clit. Her first orgasm is unmistakable, her body glowing with a faint golden light as you suck atop her folds and pump two fingers into her pussy. 
 
    “Ahhhhh, Lucas!” She cries, grabbing the back of your head with one hand as you pleasure her pussy. She bucks her shapely hips, fucking herself against your fingers and rubbing her juicy pussy against your tongue and chin. Her sweet nectar drips from her fluttering folds and trickles from her pussy to her crinkled asshole. 
 
    You let her ride out her orgasm against your fingers and tongue, then you slip your fingers from her pussy and push her legs back even more. Theora moans in surprise as you begin licking her ass. You look up at her, lust burning in your eyes as you lap her hot hold, pressing your tongue into that delicate knot and the hot, steamy tunnel of her ass.  
 
    “You are so bad, Lucas,” she moans as you fuck your tongue deep into her asshole. You moan in agreement, thrusting your tongue as you reach up and begin diddling her clit. It is not long before you feel Theora’s tension build. She cums again, bucking and rubbing your face against her assflesh, your tongue probing deep into her clenching hole as you furiously massage her clit with your fingers. 
 
    Her pleasure spent, she eases back against the wall, panting and flushed. You rise from between her thighs and plant a sloppy kiss on her lips, your tongue swirling into her mouth as you roughly fondle her breasts.  
 
    “Fuck me,” she gasps. “I need your cock, Lucas.” 
 
    “You’re in luck,” you laugh, climbing between her thighs and pressing your hardness to her slippery pussy. You grip your cock at its root and rub your tip up and down her folds. “I don’t know if I’ve ever been harder.” 
 
    You gaze into her flinty eyes as you sink your cock into her slick pussy, sheathing every inch inside her and pausing as you feel her inner walls squeeze around your hardness. 
 
    “It feels bigger than usual,” she says.  
 
    “For you,” you whisper, kissing her as you begin to move your hips and stroke your cock into her tight channel. 
 
    You make love to Theora face-to-face, savoring each stroke and reading the pleasure on her face to know when to thrust harder or more gently. You watch her breasts bouncing as you fuck her, squeezing them and plucking at her nipples, leaning down to lash them briefly with your tongue. As you feel your pleasure rising, you can tell by her breathing that her orgasm is approaching as well. You reach beneath her, cradling her ass with both hands as you thrust hilt-deep into her pussy with every stroke, your balls squeezing against her asshole. 
 
    “Oh, Lucas, fuck me,” cries Theora. “Don’t stop. Ohhhh! Don’t stop! Make me cum! I want to cum with you!” 
 
    “Cum with me,” you grunt, sweat dripping down your face in rivulets. “Let me feel it. Cum with me, Theora!” 
 
    “Ahhhhhhhhh!” She wails and arches to thrust against your cock, her pussy clutching your manhood tightly. The sensation of the beautiful angel squeezing your swollen manhood is enough to send you over the edge.  
 
    “I am going to cum inside you!” It is not question. You thrust deep and explode inside Theora’s heavenly cunt, pumping your seed into the warm depths of her luscious cove. Your strokes are slow and intense, timed to the pulsing of your orgasm as you empty your load inside her. 
 
    “Oh, Lucas,” she moans, pulling you in for a kiss as you finish with your last few strokes. “That was incredible.” 
 
    You roll off of her, breathing heavily, flushed, and satiated. Theora curls beside you, kissing you and embracing you in a way that makes you forget you are in some horrible abandoned house in the middle of a jungle full of nightmares. She kisses your shoulder and neck, her legs over yours and her body soft and comforting. 
 
    “When this adventure ends,” you say, “where will you go?” 
 
    Theora rolls onto her back, looking up at the ceiling, her breasts rising and falling with her breathing, but no answer coming. 
 
    “Theora?” You ask. 
 
    “I go where the goddess commands,” says Theora. “Far away from you, Lucas. We will not see each other again.” 
 
    “You are certain of it?” You ask, surprised by her admission. 
 
    “I cannot be certain,” she says, running a hand over your chest. “Perhaps we will. Perhaps I can stay with you.” 
 
    “That would… I would like that,” you say with a smile, embracing her so tightly she cries out in surprise. 
 
    You fall asleep with her in your arms. You are awakened some time later, sore from sleeping on bare wood. You realize Theora is no longer asleep. You sit up and see her kneeling in the doorway, her head bowed and her hands clasped in prayer. You can hear her speaking and you strain to make out her words. 
 
    “Do not make me do it,” she whispers, her voice hoarse with emotion. “Please, my goddess, please do not make me. I cannot.” 
 
    You want to call out to her, to ask her why she is saying this, but you dare not interrupt her communion with Veleda. Before long, she ceases her prayers and returns to your side. Her arm wraps tightly around your back and she presses her cheek to your chest. 
 
    Sleep returns, but it is troubled by your worries about Theora. 
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    Drink the swirling potion and make love to Theora 
 
      
 
    Theora’s beauty is transcendent. It deserves something more than just your cock. It deserves more than a man or a woman could ever offer. But a man and a woman?  
 
    You take the bottle containing the swirling blue and pink milk potion from your hip pouch. You know Gretchen’s experimental potions are unpredictable, dangerous even, but it is just the sort of danger you want to make a memorable night with Theora.  
 
    “That?” She says, wide-eyed. “You are going to drink that?” 
 
    You answer her by removing the stopper from the bottle and tipping it to your lips. You lock eyes with Theora as you gulp some of the bottle’s contents, the milk potion tingling as it slides down your throat. You return the stopper to the bottle and stash it back in your hip pouch. 
 
    “What is that supposed to—“ 
 
    Whatever she says next is lost to the blinding jolt of pain that hits your groin. It lasts only a moment, but the sensations that follow are in many ways worse. You can feel your cock splitting in half lengthwise and flopping apart. The two halves reform into two separate penises, sealing themselves sup again, one cock over the other as the rest of your body begins to transform into that of a shapely young woman. Your face feminizes, your lips plump, your muscles slacken and your breasts swell immensely. Your waist narrows and your hips and ass seem to inflate. 
 
    “Oh, by the goddess,” marvels Theora, watching your physical transformation. “Does that hurt?” 
 
    “A bit,” you say, your voice soft and girlish.  
 
    “But you look so beautiful,” she says, caressing your back up to your shoulder as your transformation completes. “Your breasts are as plump as mine. Oh, and your rear is so shapely. What do we have down here in your trousers…” 
 
    Theora slips a hand into your trousers and you both gasp as her fingers make contact with your double cock. She takes a moment to wrap her hand around each shaft and squeeze it in turn, seemingly to verify that she is not imagining things. 
 
    “Oh my,” she says, a smile spreading on her face. “We could have a bit of fun with these.” 
 
    “Yeah?” You grin at the thought. “What did you have in mind?” 
 
    “Stand up,” she says. “Let me see them.” 
 
    Theora kneels as you stand and let her unbuckle your belt and unbutton your trousers. You watch as she slides your undershorts down, letting out a low whistle as your twin cocks are revealed. Each is at least as larger as your former manhood, though the upper seems a bit larger. Theora strokes them both and you nearly fall over with the sensation of her massaging two sensitive cocks at the same time. 
 
    “Gods,” you laugh. “That feels amazing.” 
 
    “Let’s try this,” she says and leans forward to suck one as she strokes the other. You moan softly as she slides her warm mouth down to your root, easily fitting your upper cock into her throat as her hand pumps the length of the lower cock. She pops her lips free, looking up at you with her silvery-blue eyes heavy with lust. “Take off your tunic, Lucas. Let me see what you have become. Mmmmmm...” 
 
    Her mouth engulfs your lower cock, her tongue flicking beneath your tip and her hand stroking your upper cock, wet with your saliva. You gasp and fumble with your buttons as Theora slurps whorishly on your twin cocks, moving between them as you gradually release your newly plump mounds from the confinement of your tunic. Your areolas have grown and your nipples are thick and erect.  
 
    “Ohhhh, look at those,” moans Theora, moving back to your upper cock. “Play with them. Play with your big breasts while you fuck me with your cocks.” 
 
    You can hardly believe your eyes as Theora makes her gown dissipate and reveals her voluptuous body. She turns onto her hands and knees, lowering her dangling breasts to the rotten floorboards and lifting her creamy ass for you to see. You fall to your knees behind her and bury your face in her round ass, moaning as you run your tongue over her clenched hole. She sucks in a breath, reaching back to grab a handful of your hair and hold you with your face buried between her cheeks. 
 
    “That’s it,” she moans, “get it nice and wet for your cock.” 
 
    “Nnnnhnnn,” you agree, tongue-fucking her angelic asshole. You slip your feminine fingers into her steamy slit, pumping away and stretching out her tight pussy. You rim her tight picker and work your fingers in and out of her pussy. You could spend all day worshipping Theora with your fingers and tongue, but your two cocks demand attention.  
 
    You give Theora’s asshole a last lick and rise upright on your knees behind her. She looks back, watching you as you take hold of a cock in each hand and guide them to her steamy pussy and spit-lubed asshole. You both suck in a breath as you line your twin cocks up and gently thrust forward. Her pussy yields easily to your lower cock. It takes a bit more pressure to force your bigger upper cock past her reluctant ring and into the steamy sheath of her asshole.  
 
    “Ooooooh, Lucas,” she groans as you fill both her holes with every inch of your new manhood. “Yes, fuck me just like that.” 
 
    It takes no further encouragement. You grab hold of her plush hips and begin to pound both cocks into her hot holes. Your hips pat against her plump cheeks as you ram your slightly larger cock into Theora ass and your upper cock into her slippery channel of her cunt. You slide in and out, marveling at the sight of your new breasts heaving with the movements of your hips. 
 
    “Yes, fuck me,” pants Theora, her breasts swinging beneath her with each thrust. “Ohhhh, fuck me hard, Lucas. I need it. I need to be punished by both cocks.” 
 
    “Can’t hold out long,” you warn her as you begin to slam your cocks hard into her pussy and ass. She wails with pleasure, hissing encouragement and fucking back to skewer herself on your twin poles. The intense pleasure is rising. As she lets out a sharp cry, you feel her clutching you with the inner muscles of both holes.  
 
    “Cum!” Theora cries out. “Cum inside me!” 
 
    “AAaaaaaahhh, yesss!”  
 
    You wail with girlish ecstasy, thrusts your cocks into Theora’s holes and erupting in both. Your cocks seem to fire in alternating pulses, the top and then the bottom, again and again. Your cum floods Theora’s angelic core and the depths of her perfect ass. You squeeze tightly and ride her plush ass until the sensation becomes too intense. She tries to keep fucking back onto your cock, but you let them slip out of her holes and fall onto your back on the floor. Your twin cocks begin to wilt. 
 
    “No, I need more,” moans Theora, turning and dropping to her knees. She grabs hold of both of them a bit roughly, wanking them and then leaning down to lewdly slurp one into her mouth. 
 
    “Wait, ah, they’re still sensitive, AH!” 
 
    But Theora does not relent and in seemingly a few seconds she has both of your cocks hard and wet again. She climbs atop you, playing with your tits as she straddles your hips and slides down onto your hard cocks. Her cum-lubed holes take every inch you have to offer and she begins to ride you, vigorously.  
 
    “Oh my god,” you cry, reaching up to fondle her breasts, making a mutual circuit with her. She pinches your nipples and you pinch hers. You thrust your hips and she arches her back and thrusts hers. Sharing that mutual pleasure, staring into each other’s eyes, you ride to a climax together. You explode into her angelic pussy and ass for a second time. Or is it a fourth time? As your cocks pump her full of your seed, her tight holes clench tighter, inner muscles rippling with her wailing pleasure.  
 
    You collapse together, kissing and filthy, laughing with each other right up until the change begins. She strokes you and holds you against her breasts as you grunt and cry out, your body fusing back into its previous shape. 
 
    “I think,” you gasp, catching your breathing, “that the fun is over.” 
 
    Your solitary cock is flaccid and does not seem willing to stir. She prods it gently with a finger. 
 
    “Two was better than one,” she coos, kissing your lips and then your shoulder. “You filled me up so well. I don’t know if I’ve ever cum like that. 
 
    You embrace her and kiss her, ignoring the implication that you are less than satisfying when you have not been quaffing Gretchen’s potion. 
 
    You fall asleep with her in your arms. You are awakened some time later, sore from sleeping on bare wood. You realize Theora is no longer asleep. You sit up and see her kneeling in the doorway, her head bowed and her hands clasped in prayer. You can hear her speaking and you strain to make out her words. 
 
    “Do not make me do it,” she whispers, her voice hoarse with emotion. “Please, my goddess, please do not make me. I cannot.” 
 
    You want to call out to her, to ask her why she is saying this, but you dare not interrupt her communion with Veleda. Before long, she ceases her prayers and returns to your side. Her arm wraps tightly around your back and she presses her cheek to your chest. 
 
    Sleep returns, but it is troubled by your worries about Theora. 
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    Use the Lure of the Lily ability 
 
      
 
    You are being overwhelmed by attacks from Nepenthia’s vines. Maybe she wants a living meal and would abandon her attacks if she thought she had killed you. It seems as good a plan as any you can come up with. 
 
    You slash and hack at the vines attacking you, waiting for the right opportunity. You spot a vine whipping at your face and you lurch into the attack, taking the blow on your throat. You make a loud gagging sound as you pivot away and drop to the ground. You convulse for a moment and then become still. By concentrating, you keep your breathing extremely shallow. 
 
    “Lucas?” Nepenthia approaches you cautiously. “Did I hurt you?” 
 
    She is just out of reach. You hold your sword loosely, ready to tighten your grip and strike. But she needs to step closer. A vine nudges you and you continue to feign death. 
 
    “Awwww, I play too rough sometimes,” she says. “We could have had so much fun together.” 
 
    Vines suddenly wrap around your sword and pluck it from your grasp. More seize your legs and drag you across the ground. She lips you up into the air and drops you heavily into one of her pitchers. You cry out in pain as you fall badly on your shoulder and nearly dislocate it with the impact.  
 
    “Lucas!” Nepenthia cries. “You are still alive!” 
 
    She appears at the rim of the pitcher as you look up. She smiles sweetly as there is a glug and the pitcher begins to fill with pleasantly warm amber liquid. It rises around your ankles and up to your knees in seconds. The liquid soaks into your skin and spreads wonderful warmth. To your surprise, it also causes your cock to stiffen. You can think of nothing other than pleasure.  
 
    “That’s right,” coos Nepenthia, watching you as you begin fumbling with your belt. “Enjoy yourself, Lucas. Enjoy it as you melt away to nothing.” 
 
    You know it must be something to make creatures trapped in her pitchers docile, but knowing that and overcoming the potent poison in your thoughts is a different thing. Even though you know Theora is dissolving in a pitcher next to yours, even though you know you will melt down into food for the plant girl, you cannot stop yourself.  
 
    “Ohhhh, Nepenthia,” you moan, stroking your cock as the liquid rises up to your waist.  
 
    Not even the fresh pain in your shoulder can discourage you from the pleasure you are feeling. You sink down into the bath. You smile stupidly and writhing against your hand as you pump your seed into the amber colored liquid. The fleshy pink insides of the pitcher echo with your pitiful moans of pleasure and the slosh of the fluid as you squirm and writhe. 
 
    There is no escape or mercy. You can hear Nepenthia laughing faintly from the jungle, but you do not care if she is mocking you. All you care about is the mindless, overwhelming pleasure. By morning, there is nothing left of you but the golden necklace of Veleda.  
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    Use the holy symbol of Veleda 
 
      
 
    You dodge another flailing flurry of vines from Nepenthia. Praying to the goddess, you reach into your tunic and grasp the comforting weight of the golden necklace. You kiss the intertwine serpents and hold the amulet out towards the plant girl.  
 
    “In the name of Veleda, she of mercy and strength, I rebuke you!” The holy symbol begins to glow faintly in your grasp. You can feel the holy light of the goddess struggling to break through the jungle canopy. Another wellspring bursts forth from within you and the amulet begins to glow brighter.  
 
    “The light is wonderful,” coos Nepenthia, “but I cannot digest that silly piece of metal.” 
 
    A vine lashes out and strips the necklace from your grasp. You shout, trying to grab it back from her, but she tosses the golden amulet into the jungle.  
 
    “Sorry, Lucas,” she says, vines wrapping your arms and picking you up off the ground, “but no more silly tricks like that. It is time for you to join your feather girlfriend in one of my pitchers.” 
 
    “No, please,” you cry, kicking and struggling. 
 
    “Oh, I’m not mean,” says the plant girl as her vines carry you to one of the pitchers and hang you in the air above its yawning mouth. “I will give you something pleasurable to keep you company. How about one of my thirsty vines?” 
 
    A vine appears from the jungle. On its end is an oblong cup with a slit-like opening, this is surrounded by fleshy lips resembling swollen cuntlips. Honey drools from the opening of this obscene appendage. 
 
    “N-no,” you cry. “Not that! Please! Just let us go and—“ 
 
    Your pleas are answered by a laugh from Nepenthia as her vines drop you into the pitcher beneath your feet. You cry out and drop into the fleshy chamber. The vine with the cup on one end descends with you. When it comes close, you bat it away. Amber liquid gurgles out of recessed channels and begins to fill the pitcher. You press back against the pitcher’s pink inner wall, searching for some sort of means of escape, but the wall is slippery and angled inward at the top, making escape impossible. 
 
    “Please, goddess,” you moan. 
 
    The level of the amber liquid rises from your feet to your knees and up to your waist. As more of your body is submerged, your clothing soaked, you feel a wave of warmth and pleasure wash over you. The need to resist fades and is replaced by an intense need for pleasure. Your body becomes hot with lust and your cock grows incredibly stiff. You strip off your clothing and begin to wank your cock. The obscene vine descends again, dripping with lubrication, offering its fleshy lips for your pleasure. 
 
    “Yessss,” you groan, grabbing it and thrusting into its fleshy opening. The warmth of it is incredible and it immediately sucks tightly to your groin. It begins to rhythmically pump your cock with suction, working your swollen tip down to your shaft and making lewd wet sounds as it slurps hungrily.  
 
    “Ahhhhhhhh!” You cry out as you are struck by an orgasm after only a moment. You spurt heavily into the vine’s cup, shooting out a massive load that leaves your legs trembling. You sink back into the amber liquid, the vine submerging with you and continuing to suck your cock. 
 
    You stew in pleasure, that general ecstasy punctuated with the intermittent but sharp, pneumatic pump of an orgasm into the vine. Your eyes close and you lose track of time. Your limbs soften and stop working. The warmth is all around you. Somewhere, nearby, Theora is moaning just like you as she bathes in the juices inside her pitcher. 
 
    As she, like you, dissolves into nothing. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Call upon Oola to battle the yegrilla 
 
      
 
    This brute can impregnate most of your monster girls, ruling out the likes of Theora or Gretchen. You are fairly certain there is at least one of the monster girls immune to being knocked up. You hold the sword over your head and shout, in a commanding voice, “Oola emerge!” 
 
    There is a flash of pink light and a blob of violet slime drops from mid-air, splashes on the ground, and reforms quickly into a wobbling mound of violet goo. The yegrilla moves warily, staring at the slime. The familiar and very shapely body of Oola rises from the mound, the gelatinous mass consolidating into a lovely woman with a translucent body. Oola looks from the yegrilla to you, although it is always hard to tell where she is really looking.  
 
    “Awooo?” She burbles. “You want me to beat gorilla, Lucas?” 
 
    “Please, Oola,” you say. “Defeat this furry brute!” 
 
    “You not defeat me!” The yegrilla hoots and hops up and down, slamming his fists into the ground. Oola burbles, apparently unmoved by his masculine display as she launches herself at the green-furred yegrilla. He catches her in midair, slamming her to the ground and causing her body to splatter, deform, and reform around him, grabbing him with new arms.  
 
    “This should be good,” says Theora with an amused smile on her face. 
 
    The yegrilla, incredibly strong and filled with rage and lust, commences wrestling with the slime girl Oola, who is fearless, excitable, and also quite lusty. The yegrilla pummels her body with punches that splatter her onto the ground. He lifts her up and tears her apart, only to have her reform around him, giggling as if it is all a game. He swings and flips and stretches her body, but he seems unable to hurt her. 
 
    Then she wraps around his waist, her slimy appendages forming into her plump legs, her body become womanly once again, and his cock, hard and pink, buried inside her gelatinous cunt.  
 
    “OOOoooooOOOooo!” The yegrilla hoots, realizing that his massive manhood is buried in the slime girl’s gooey pussy. 
 
    “Awoooo!” Oola burbles with excitement and begins vigorously thrusting her hips and riding her translucent violet pussy atop his cock. He falls onto his back and she rides fully atop him, her huge gooey breasts jiggling and bouncing and splashing with each ride up and down his cock. The yegrilla stops fighting and grabs her generous slimy ass. 
 
    “So slippery!” The yegrilla grunts and you have a prime view of the pink pillar of his cock submerged in Oola’s slimy slit. You can see her inner slime gripping him and swirling around him, drawing him towards his orgasm.  
 
    “Awoo! Fuck me, mister gorilla!” Oola cries, tossing her slimy locks of goo and burbling with ecstasy. 
 
    “Ahhhhhh! No hold back!” The yegrilla thrusts violently into her, pounding his cock upwards with such force it seems as if it might push all the way through her gooey body. Instead, his huge cock twitches violently inside her. A stream of milky seed pumps out, quickly spreading as a hazy cloud inside her jiggling body. 
 
    “Awwoooo! Give me yummy juice!” Oola burbles happily, riding and squeezing the yegrilla’s spurting cock. Pump after pump fills her abdomen with a hazy opacity that slowly clears as she consumes his seed. It’s a familiar sight to you, but never one you have seen happen in such quantity.  
 
    “Oh, is good,” moans the yegrilla.  
 
    “Awoo, I want more,” croons Oola.  
 
    She slithers and slides and reforms her body so that her hips and ass stretch out into a head and neck. Her pussy becomes her mouth as the rest of her consolidates between the yegrilla’s furry legs. She begins lewdly sucking his cock, the length of it sliding down her neck and into her wobbling chest. 
 
    “So good,” moans the yegrilla.  
 
    “I think you’re rather enjoying this,” chuckles Theora, casting a glance down at your trousers. 
 
    “It’s, um, stimulating,” you say, your face reddening with embarrassment. 
 
    “Would this be more stimulating?” Theora murmurs, reaching down to your trousers and slipping a hand inside. You shudder as she wraps her grip around your cock and begins to stroke you inside your trousers. Your precum smears your undershorts as she leans her breasts against your arm and her lips beside your ear. “Do you like to watch a big, furry beast get pleasured by your favorite slime girl?” 
 
    “Awwwwoooo!” Oola moans with delight even though her mouth is wrapped around the yegrilla’s throbbing cock. This confuses him, but he puts a huge hand on the back of her gelatinous head and guides her to bob up and down on him, taking him impossibly deep and licking his furry bollocks with her slimy tongue. 
 
    “Ohhhh, Theora, that’s… I don’t know if this is a good idea,” you moan as your precum coats her hand and allows her to wank you with slippery fingers.  
 
    “Shhhhh,” she hisses into your ear. “It’s alright. Watch them, Lucas. Enjoy your perverted show.” 
 
    “OOOOooOOOoo!” The yegrilla hoots, thrusting his cock into Oola’s mouth and exploding down her neck and into her body. Spurts of cum dissolve into milky puffs inside her with each pump of his cock. He slows his savage thrusts and relaxes on the ground, his arms flopping to his sides as Oola continues to pleasure him. 
 
    “Master?” Oola says, lifting her slimy head from the yegrilla’s glistening cock. “Can I do more fun to the hairy man?” 
 
    “Um, yes, of course,” you say. “A bit more.” 
 
    “No more,” groans the yegrilla. 
 
    Oola ignores him, turning her back to him and presenting her big, jiggly, translucent ass and pussy. She slides his cock between her buttocks and feeds it into the translucent wrinkles of her gooey anus. He groans with helpless pleasure as she begins to ride her ass on his cock. Oola looks in your direction and smiles mindlessly as she bounces atop the yegrilla.  
 
    The perverse sight of the plump, wobbling slime girl riding up and down the yegrilla’s cock is stimulating enough to drive you to the edge. Theora purring in your ear and stroking your cock certainly is not helping matters. You let out a strangled cry and your cock pumps your load into your shorts. The thick, filthy slime covers Theora’s fingers and gushes down your shaft. 
 
    “Oooh, yes, Lucas,” she chuckles in your ear. “You are still a naughty boy after all we’ve done together.” 
 
    “I am a naughty boy,” you agree as she squeezes out the last of your cum. 
 
    Theora extracts her cummy fingers from your trousers and looks you in the eyes as she licks her hand clean. A few paces away, the yegrilla hoots weakly and you just manage to catch sight of his eruption into Oola’s wobbling buttocks. His cum pours into her slime, still plentiful, but greatly diminished from his first eruption. 
 
    “Sooooo yummy,” burbles Oola.  
 
    The yegrilla, dazed by pleasure, falls back into an exhausted slumber.  
 
    “That’s enough, Oola,” you say, raising your sword. “Oola return!” 
 
    With a pink flash, Oola vanishes, leaving you and Theora alone in the clearing with the snoring yegrilla. You slip past him easily, continuing in your journey towards the mountains. It won’t be much longer now before you have them in clear sight. 
 
    Onward to the mountain stained red by the setting sun! 
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    Call upon Yasmeen to battle the yegrilla 
 
      
 
    You are not certain whether or not the yegrilla could make the huge lamia girl Yasmeen pregnant with his fertility rune. What you do know is that of all your monster girl companions you feel certain Yasmeen can physically overpower the yegrilla. She is twice the size of any human and her serpentine lower body is incredibly powerful. 
 
    You hold you sword above you head and command, “Yasmeen emerge!” 
 
    With a bright flash of pink light and a puff of smoke redolent of exotic spices, Yasmeen appears between you and the yegrilla. The ferocious brute staggers back in surprise. 
 
    “What this creature?” He grunts, his brow furrowed with worry. 
 
    Yasmeen towers over you both, her pale golden-skinned human upper half is that of a giantess, with enormous breasts barely held by a sling of fine gold chain, arms that could pick you and the yegrilla up at the same time, and a wide, smiling mouth that can open terrifyingly wide. Her serpent lower body is no less terrifying. Starting just below her human buttocks, the red scaled coils reveal her gold called underbelly. She slithers and circles around the yegrilla.  
 
    “I am Yasmeen,” says the lamia. “I am known for my appetite. What are you known for, little gorilla man? Perhaps, your deliciousness?” 
 
    To your surprise, the yegrilla steps towards her and pushes out his huge barrel chest. 
 
    “I known for strength! All beasts fear me! I will make you my mate and you will love me!” 
 
    “Oh, wonderful, well this should be fun,” she says, her reptilian eyes glittering with delight. 
 
    The yegrilla snarls and launches itself at her upper half. He slams into her with surprising force, knocking her back and smashing her into one of the ruined houses. Although Yasmeen was caught off guard by his initial attack, she recovers quickly, grappling with him and wrapping him up in the coils of her tail. He manages to force her to release him by delivering what seems to be a painful bite to her reptilian lower half. 
 
    “You awful beastie!” Yasmeen howls, flinging him away. The yegrilla lands on his feed, leaps to the top of one of the ruined houses, and leaps again to grab at Yasmeen’s neck and shoulders, his hand like feet digging into her chain sling and tearing it away from her enormous mounds. His frantic scrambling to get a good grip on her squeezes and mashes her breasts in his fight to subdue her.  
 
    It is a hopeless fight. He may be strong and fearless, but the lamia is just too large to be overcome. She throws him to the ground so hard that it stuns him and then seizes him so tightly in her coils that he cannot hope to bite her.  
 
    “Put down!” The yegrilla cries. 
 
    Yasmeen shifts her coils, chuckling softly as the yegrilla’s thick pink cock suddenly protrudes between her coils. She squeezes and slides her tail against his cock, making the yegrilla groan with dismay. She leans over him, dangling her breasts in his fast but keeping them out of reach of his fangs. 
 
    “This not how mate!” The yegrilla moans unhappily.  
 
    “But it feels nice, doesn’t it?” Yasmeen hisses as she wanks him with her coils. “You just want to explode all over my tummy.” 
 
    “Noooo,” moans the yegrilla. “Put down! I… I mate right!” 
 
    “I don’t think so,” laughs Yasmeen. “I recognize that glowing rune on your chest. You have been marked with a fertility sign. One drop of your seed would be enough to stuff my belly with your babies.  
 
    “Yes, do that,” pants the yegrilla. His cock, jutting between Yasmeen’s coils, is beginning to ooze precum, which further lubricates her smooth reptilian body.  
 
    The yegrilla is unable to resist his building pleasure and begins writhing and thrusting through Yasmeen’s coils. His cockhead pulses and bubbles with spunk like a candle shedding a stream of wax. 
 
    “Yes!” Yasmeen cries, her reptilian tongue flicking out. “Cum for me! Cum against my breasts.” 
 
    She slides them down his furry body and positions her huge mounds beneath his cock. He hoots desperately, fucking between her writhing coils. His cock, now almost crimson, pulses and shoots out massive streams of beastly spunk. His cum spatters against her dangling breasts, dripping from her wide areolas and thick nipples. She laughs and continues to milk his cock with her coils.  
 
    “S-stop,” he moans. “Too much! It hurt!” 
 
    “Oh, but it hurts so good,” laughs Yasmeen, an evil glint in her eye. His cock turns from red to purple and with another desperate snarl he cums again, thinner spurts of his seed spilling into her cleavage and glazing her dangling titflesh. Yasmeen laughs and says, “Now I will eat you up.” 
 
    She begins to unhinge her jaw. 
 
    “That’s enough,” you shout. “Let him go.” 
 
    “Right,” says Yasmeen. “He is filthy. I would probably catch some sort of disease.” 
 
    She unfurls her cum-spattered serpentine half and deposits the yegrilla on his back on the ground. He struggles to his feet, clearly weakened by Yasmeen’s rough handling. 
 
    “I not forget this,” he curses and hobbles off into the jungle. 
 
    “How about you, Lucas?” She says, wiping the yegrilla’s cum from her breasts. “Would you like to be my meal today? I’ll swallow you and that self-righteous bird woman as well.” 
 
    Your cock twitches in your trousers. Before you can reply to the perverse suggestion, Theora interjects. 
 
    “Absolutely not,” says Theora. 
 
    Seeing sense, you lift your sword above your head and command, “Yasmeen return!” 
 
    The huge lamia vanishes in a flash of pink light. The sounds of the jungle slowly return to normal.  
 
    “We should be on our way,” says Theora. 
 
    You adjust your trousers, hoping she does not see your cock stiffened from watching Yasmeen handle the yegrilla. You and Theora set off again into the jungle, heading towards the mountains that loom like shadows through the jungle.  
 
    Onward to find the mountain stained red by the sunset. 
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    Rescued by Veleda 
 
      
 
    You thought your quest was over. You were certain you had failed in your mission. Yet here you are, kneeling in the vast heavenly temple of Veleda. Golden light streams through the open ceiling and flocks of white doves take flight. You can hear a chorus of female voices singing in the distance.  
 
    Veleda appears with a warm flash of light, glorious and huge, with ringlets of blonde hair spilling over her alabaster shoulders. She wears a thin, veil-like gown similar to the one Theora wears. Her eyes are sympathetic, but not completely forgiving. 
 
    “You have failed again, Lucas,” she says, her voice booming over and around you in waves you can feel physically in your body. “In your most important task. You have failed.” 
 
    “I… I am weak,” you say, groveling before her.  
 
    “Yes, this is true,” says Veleda. “But you are my chosen warrior. You must locate the entrance to the underworld to end the monster girl incursion.” 
 
    “Y-yes, my goddess,” you moan, your face touching the cold stone. 
 
    “You know that I cannot simply mend wound or turn back time to the exact moment of your defeat in this jungle,” says Veleda. “Saturana defies my holy interference. I can save you though, Lucas, and return you to the moment before you entered the jungle. Do not make the same mistakes again.” 
 
    “N-no, my goddess, I will not,” you say gratefully. 
 
    “Rise, Lucas LeBlanc, and face me,” she commands. You tremble with her holy majesty, rising to your feet and forcing yourself to look upon her radiant face. Her beauty is stunning, reminiscent of Theora, but perfected and even more delicate. Her eyes glow with golden light that becomes brighter and brighter. “Do not fail me.” 
 
    You hear the words echoing through a golden haze. The floor gives way beneath you and you are falling, faster and faster, plummeting back to the earth from Veleda’s temple in the heavens. The cool, whistling air and glorious, cloudy terrain gives way to the stifling heat and the endless green of the jungle of Saturana. With a last cry, you drop to the ground. 
 
    Theora places a steadying hand on your shoulder. 
 
    “Lucas, are you alright?” Theora asks, placing a steadying hand on your shoulder. 
 
    “Y-yes,” you say. “Just a bit delirious I think. I had a vision of the goddess.” 
 
    She takes your hand and gives it a squeeze. 
 
    “She will be by our side, Lucas,” she says, her silvery-blue eyes burning with her righteousness. “We will find the entrance and we will rescue your mother and your sister.” 
 
    Bolstered by Theora’s words, but unable to shake the feeling that you met with the goddess, you set off for the jungle. You reach the wall of massive trees and find that there are gaps between the tangles of barbed vines that you could not see from a distance. Still, the jungle is dense, and thorns tear at your clothes. You draw your sword and cut your way through the thickest foliage. It is exhausting work in the heat and even Theora’s face becomes red and her golden hair heavy with the sweat and humidity. Strange, huge insects bite at your arms and try to crawl up your trousers. You are constantly swatting them away from your neck. 
 
    “There,” says Theora, pointing out an archway formed by the interwoven lower branches of two nearby trees. The foliage thinned beneath the seemingly natural embrace of the two trees. As you approach, Theora points out a set of small footprints. “Goblin tracks.” 
 
    “So if we go that way, there will be goblins?” You say. 
 
    “Possibly,” she says. “Or whatever eats goblins.” 
 
    “Is there another way?” You ask, not really wanting to find out firsthand what might snack on a goblin.  
 
    “Listen,” said Theora, closing her eyes. 
 
    You quiet your heavy breathing and listen to the overlapping noises of the jungle. Rustling cycads, croaking amphibians, the buzz of swarms of insects, the calls of birds and tree-dwelling primates, and… yes… there. 
 
    “A river,” you say. 
 
    “Yes,” she says. “We could follow it to the mountains. It will be difficult going, no telling what we might encounter.” 
 
    “Or we take the path and get ambushed by goblins,” you say grimly. 
 
    The prospect of finding a river flowing through the jungle and then following it, fighting your way through the undergrowth, not to mention what might come out of the river, hardly seems appealing. Goblins jumping on you from the trees does not seem very pleasant either. 
 
    “Which path should we take?” Theora asks, looking at you expectantly, her beautiful face dewy with sweat. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Which way do you go? 
 
    Follow the jungle path 
 
    Follow the river through the jungle 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The mountain stained red by the sunset 
 
      
 
    You and Theora arrive at the so-called Jaws of the Beast with a sudden emergence from the jungle. You step out from the trees and find yourself looking up at a monumental wall of gray and white stone. The mountain’s roots of jutting bedrock are furred with foliage, but the jungle itself ends absolutely, the trees forming a wall like a military formation arranged respectfully before the awesome sight of the mountains.  
 
    Some of the mountains are quite close to the jungle’s edge, others crowd out the horizon, misty and purple in their distance. Most are low enough to have vegetation all the way to their peak, though a few farther away rise so high into the cloudy sky that their tops are bare but for snow caps.  
 
    “I hope this red mountain isn’t one of those,” you say, pointing to the distant mountains. 
 
    “It is almost time,” says Theora, studying the sky behind you. “Look, the red of sunset paints the golden clouds at our backs. Soon those rays will reach the mountains.” 
 
    The sun slips beneath the clouds and edges the tops of the jungle’s highest trees to create long, strange shadows on the mountains. A moment more and in a burst of scarlet light, one of the peaks in the Jaws of the Beast transforms into a great bloody fang. You and Theora both gasp in amazement at the sight.  
 
    “There it is,” you mutter. The coloring is much more pronounced than you had expected.  
 
    “Then that is where we are going,” says Theora. “Come on, Lucas, we are almost there!” 
 
    You run towards the mountain, leaping easily over a stream and dodging around boulders overgrown with foliage. Even as the sun sets and the moonlight is your only guide, it is not hard to find a mountain. Finding the entrance into the underworld is a different matter. You follow the irregular rock wall. Theora flies above you, searching for a sign that you have found the right location. 
 
    It is the echoing sound of your footsteps that betrays the hidden entrance. You can hear them echoing as if they are inside the mountain. 
 
    “Something is concealing an entrance,” you say. “I can hear it! Listen!” 
 
    You toss a stone and the clattering sound echoes nearby as if the sound is reverberating in a tunnel shaft. You approach your best guess for the location of the sound. Feeling on the rock face, you suddenly plunge into a void that appears to be solid rock.  
 
    Before you can even shout, you find yourself sliding down a steep tunnel. Theora calls out, her voice echoing farther and farther behind you as you skid down to a rocky chamber. The moment you enter this room, groaning from some rough bumps, several torches burst into flames. The room is rough hewn through rock. Someone or something powerful has created this place. 
 
    “There you are,” cries Theora with relief, skidding into the room behind you. “I thought I had lost you to some sort of trap.” 
 
    You glance at her, but your attention is drawn to the huge door of burned black iron that stands against the far wall of the room. Walking slowly towards it, you can hear a faint rumble through the metal. Heat radiates from the door. 
 
    “This is it,” you say and reach out a hand to the door’s pull ring.  
 
    “Wait,” says Theora, moving to your side. She puts her hands on your shoulders. “Just wait, Lucas.” 
 
    “Why?” You release the ring with a clang and look at the angel. “My mother and sister are down there. We have braved the most dangerous place known to man to reach this door. Why stop now?” 
 
    “Because,” says Theora, her brow furrowing. “Because… I cannot let you through that door. Stop. Stop here. I… there are things you do not understand.” 
 
    “Now you speak madness,” you say, anger flashing. “We are here, Theora. It is too late for this.” 
 
    She cries out as you turn back and pull the iron door open with both hands. For a moment, you think you are not strong enough to open the door. Then its hinges given a terrible screech and the massive door begins to swing open, shedding flakes of ancient iron. The door swings faster and faster until it open the last few feet and slams into the wall with a resounding clang.  
 
    Beyond the doorway stands a curtain of red velvet. You touch it with your fingertips and it ripples like a cloth floating on the surface of a body of water. Or oil. Like a cloth floating atop oil. The inherent wrongness of this sensation makes your guts twist with fear. Your heart pounds in your chest and you try to take a deep breath to steady yourself.  
 
    “Lucas,” whispers Theora. 
 
    Turning back to look at her saves you from being blinded by the flash of golden-white light that explodes between you and curtain. You are knocked back, tumbling past Theora and landing awkwardly on the stone floor.  
 
    You manage to turn over quickly and sit up. Standing blocking the strange red curtain is the goddess herself. Veleda is beautiful, as always, but her eyes glow with golden fury and a holy fire seems to wreath her entire body. Her hair swirls around her head in the radiance that burns from her divine image. 
 
    “Veleda!” You cry. 
 
    The goddess ignores you and you are almost grateful as she casts her wrathful gaze upon Theora. 
 
    “It is time,” says Veleda, her voice so powerful that it tears at your mind. 
 
    “N-no,” says Theora, holding her hands over her heart. “No, my goddess, please. I cannot do this.” 
 
    “W-what?” You stammer, seeing the fear on Theora’s face. “What is this?”  
 
    “It. Is. Time.” The voice of the goddess booms through the room, sending flakes shivering from the iron door and causing several of the torches to sputter and go out. 
 
    “I cannot!” Theora cries. 
 
    Veleda’s hand reaches out towards you and you feel a tug at your waist. The Holy Sword of Veleda flies from its sheath and into Veleda’s hand. The pink crystal in the hilt grows so brightly it is almost painful to look upon. The goddess glides towards Theora, who trembles with fear. 
 
    “Strike him down,” says Veleda, holding the sword out to Theora. 
 
    “I will not do it,” whimpers the angel, looking as if she might fall to her knees. 
 
    “He will not do what must be done,” says Veleda, her voice booming with contempt that does send you to your knees. You cry out in anguish. She continues, “He is weak and of her flesh. It will cause him to succumb like all of mortal blood. Take his strength and pass through the gate.” 
 
    “Theora,” you croak. “Please, I don’t know what this is about. I—“ 
 
    Theora moves with sudden determination, taking the sword from Veleda’s grasp and stalking towards you. Tears spill down her cheeks. You cringe, imagining her swinging the blade down to take off your head. Instead, she reverses her grip on the sword and holds it out to you.  
 
    “Take it,” she hisses, tears dripping from her chin. “Take it and go, Lucas. Now!” 
 
    . You take the sword and sheath it on your belt. Theora pulls you to your feet and shoves you towards the door.  
 
    “No!” Veleda roars with rage, causing you to stumble and nearly collapse again. You stagger towards the door, but cast a glance at the goddess and almost scream at the horror of her visage. Her body glows with crimson fury, her eyes red and her mouth open to reveal fangs. She appears demonic, her hands clawed and her flesh aflame.  
 
    Theora steps between you and the goddess.  
 
    “Strike him down, Theora,” snarls Veleda. “Claim his soul with that sword and fulfill your duty.” 
 
    “Every action I have undertaken in your name has made this world and its suffering worse,” cries Theora. “I am done performing evil in the name of good!” 
 
    “You insolent little harlot,” roars Veleda. “You cannot understand good. You do not know the suffering weakness will cause. Your sympathy for the mortal will not save him.” 
 
    “Not sympathy,” says Theora, wiping her tears and facing the goddess. “Love.” 
 
    Veleda howls with rage and you stumble towards the scarlet curtain, glancing back as the goddess takes hold of Theora’s wings. The feathers combust and with a sickening crunch and rip, Veleda tears Theora’s angelic wings from her back. Blood gushes from the wounds and Theora howls with agony.  
 
    “Go!” Theora cries, looking at you, her face contorted in pain. “Go, Lucas! Go!!” 
 
    “I made you in my image,” screams Veleda. “But you are not divine, so you shall be mortal! You will live out your days on earth! Wallow in the misery of these pitiful creatures!” 
 
    A gesture from Veleda flings Theora head over heels through the air and up to the tunnel towards the entrance in the mountain. You hear your companion’s agonized scream receding into the distance.  
 
    The goddess turn her attention to you, her demonic image seeming to ripple with glee. 
 
    “Now, as for you—“ 
 
    You swing the holy sword at Veleda with a desperate cry of anger and betrayal. The blade strikes what would be the goddess’s breast. She explodes as easily as a bubble filled with glittering dust that sparkles as it falls to the floor. For a moment, you think you might have captured her in the sword like all of the monster girls you have defeated. Then her image reforms several paces away, beautiful for a moment and then instantly more terrible and angry than ever before. 
 
    “You think to smite me with my own blade!?” She launches towards you. “I will flay your flesh for a century! I will burn you from the inside out!” 
 
    You know you cannot defeat a goddess, but you know that she is powerless in the godless realm of Chthona. Your mind reeling with fear and anger, you turn from the goddess and leap through the oily curtain. You plunge headlong into the underworld, leaving behind the howling goddess, your wounded lover, and your mortal realm.  
 
    Veleda cannot reach you here. 
 
    Nothing can reach you in the underworld of Chthona.  
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    Refuse to hand over the sword 
 
      
 
    After all you have been through, all you have lost, this arrogant queen thinks you will surrender your most potent weapon by dangling your mother and sister in front of you? You look away from their provocative outfits and lustful eyes. Why are they behaving in this way? Have they turned to evil or are they under Lady Rachelle’s spell? 
 
    “No,” you say. “I will not hand you the Holy Sword of Veleda!” 
 
    “The Holy Sword of Veleda?” She mocks your tone. “I made that sword. The bitch stole it from me ten thousand years ago and she has been passing it around to her lapdogs ever since. That palace you spend all your time in fucking your slaves? That was mine! Hina was my creation!” 
 
    “You lie!” You shout, brandishing the sword as if to parry her words.  
 
    “Lies? You have been fed nothing but lies by Veleda and Theora, although, well done seducing the angel away from her mistress. I see now why I like your mother so very much.” 
 
    “Do not speak of Theora or my mother,” you warn and point the tip of your blade at Lady Rachelle’s breasts.  
 
    “Veleda never intended you to reach my throne room and certainly not with my sword in hand,” says Rachelle, apparently unimpressed with your threat. “Lucas, have you ever wondered who it was that killed your father?” 
 
    “My father… fell ill and died,” you say, the tip of your sword dropping just a fraction of an inch. 
 
    “Your mother knew better,” says the Succubus Queen. “She swore off magic when she married your father, but she knew enough still to true see his body. She knew he had been cursed by a god. A pox was placed upon him by one of that god’s servants.” 
 
    “No,” you say and take a step back. 
 
    “It’s true,” says your mother. “That angel you journeyed with poisoned your father under the orders of Veleda.” 
 
    You stagger back another step. 
 
    “Yes, he sees it now,” says the succubus. “Your mother was never supposed to know. The angel came for your mother in her bed, but your mother escaped. She knew the truth, so she conjured me and journeyed with me to Chthona. She released the monster girls upon the world.” 
 
    “Why? No, this cannot be true,” you say.  
 
    “It is, Lucas,” says your mother. “And it has only just begun. Hundreds and thousands of monster girls are waiting to be unleashed upon the world. We will end the reign of the cruel human gods and Lady Rachelle will ascend to full godhood. She will becomes a glorious monster goddess to rule over mankind and the monsters.” 
 
    “And I will rule from that,” says the Succubus Queen, pointing at the sword in your hands. 
 
    “Why? Why did Veleda do it?”  
 
    “She needed a champion,” laughed Rachelle. “As she ever does. Once or twice a century she must create some crisis and summon a weak human champion to battle the monsters. She got her champions and I gave her the crisis she desired. One far more dangerous than she had anticipated.” 
 
    “No,” you mutter, drained by the truth of her word, the sword trip dropping to the polished floor. 
 
    “I have protected your mother and sister from Veleda,” says Lady Rachelle. “Join us. Surrender to me and I will reward you with eternity.” 
 
    “Do it, Lucas,” says your mother, reaching towards you. “Let Lady Rachelle rule.” 
 
    “All hail the Succubus Queen,” agrees Genevieve, her hands stroking your chest.  
 
    “No!” You shove your mother and sister back. “I don’t know what is truth or lies, but I know the evil you have done. I have seen it. This ends now. I will strike you down and seal this horrible place away forever. No more monster girls will be released onto the surface.” 
 
    “You enslave them for your pleasure in your palace!” Lady Rachelle rages. “In MY palace! You are no better than that thief goddess.” 
 
    “I will strike you down,” you say, gripping your sword tightly in both hands. 
 
    Your sister and mother moan with horror. Lady Rachelle slips behind them, stroking them as she says, “I am sorry, but I must destroy him.” 
 
    Your mother wails. Genevieve cries out and drops to her knees. You face the Succubus Queen, alone and resolute. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Use the Holy Symbol of Veleda 
 
      
 
    Even if Veleda has turned her back on you, her benevolent message is real. To heal the sick and protect the weak and less fortunate is part of the covenant of mankind. You believe in that, whether it is derived from a goddess or it comes from within.  
 
    You dodge another attack from the Succubus Queen and reach into your borrowed tunic, yanking free the golden symbol of Veleda. You feel stronger and more confident as you grasp the intertwined serpents. Even if everything was a lie, if Theora murdered your father on Veleda’s orders, you believe in fighting for what is right. 
 
    You hold the symbol out and it glows brightly in your hand. Lady Rachelle howls and recoils, her beautiful face twisting into monstrous anger. For a moment, you think you have weakened her. You take a step towards her and she snaps back to her arrogant and yet alluring posture. She lashes out so quickly with her sharp-nailed hand that you barely see the movement. She plucks the holy symbol from your grasp and the light is snuffed out. She tosses the necklace aside. 
 
    “Really?” She sneers. “You turn to that murderous, self-righteous cunt? And where is she now?”  
 
    Rachelle grabs you by your shirt and her wings snap open. You let out a cry as she wings into the air, dragging you with her, spiraling up towards the ceiling. You cry out as you realize she is flying you towards two female figures chained to the ceiling, their bodies stripped naked and their mouths gagged. They are both naked and staring at you in horror.  
 
    “What… what about…?” You crane your neck and look down at the floor far below you. Your mother and sister have transformed into succubuses that bear no resemblance to your family. They were imposters! 
 
    “Veleda did this to your mother and your sister,” laughs Rachelle, swooping closer to Genevieve and your mother.  
 
    “No, you put them on the ceiling like that,” you cry, barely holding onto your sword. 
 
    “I only wanted them to see your foolish destruction, Lucas,” says Rachelle. “Once they saw you were a fanatic of Veleda, that your mind was gone and you are a man like all the others, bent on destruction. Then they would understand why I had to feast upon your soul. They would understand and join my succubi army to overthrow the world of men.” 
 
    You reach out a hand towards Genevieve, seeing tears glistening in her blue eyes. 
 
    “Oh, how very touching,” laughs Rachelle. She calls out to Genevieve, “Do not fear. I will not make him suffer. And you, my dear, will soon be one of my beloved daughters.” 
 
    The Succubus Queen twists your arms behind your back, causing you to cry out in pain and drop the Holy Sword of Veleda. The succubus that had been impersonating your mother launches into the air and catches the relic sword before it hits the floor. She flies it over to Lady Rachelle and bows her head as she passes the sword to the Succubus Queen.  
 
    “Very good,” laughs Rachelle. “Oh, I feel the power coursing through this weapon. An entire world in my hand.” 
 
    “You won’t win this,” you gasp. “There will be other heroes. Other swords.” 
 
    “Perhaps,” says Rachelle. “And perhaps I will swallow their souls like I intend to swallow yours.” 
 
    Your mother and sister moan against their gags. Rachelle casts a glance in their direction. 
 
    “Come, Lucas,” she says, winging away from your mother and Genevieve, “I will take you somewhere more private.” 
 
    You have little choice in the matter as she flies out through an opening near the top of the pyramid and into the massive cavern containing the demonic temple. You try not to look down at the steaming lake far below. Rachelle brings you to a small cave, cooler than the surrounding chamber, and lit by hundreds of glowing violet caterpillars nearly as big as your arms. They cover the ceiling and walls of the chamber, slowly and seemingly aimlessly making their wave over the surface. 
 
    “This is where I bring my prey sometimes,” says the Succubus Queen, dropping you lightly onto a bed of soft fronds. “They are Cataphrian Stingworms. Do not worry, they are mostly tame. They remind me of my home in the Cursed Tunnels of Eruoan.”  
 
    “You are an elf?” You say, not noticing the distinctive pointed ears of elves. 
 
    “I was the slave of an elf,” say Rachelle. “Long ago. He was impossibly cruel. He made me what I am.” 
 
    “A demon?” 
 
    “Vengeful,” says Rachelle, settling onto the bedding with you. “But not against you, Lucas. Oh, no, I am vengeful against the goddess who turned you into what you are as well. I must defeat her champion.” 
 
    “I was here for my family,” you say. “That is all that is important to me.” 
 
    “Aw, how adorable,” she says, sticking out her lower lip sympathetically. “But they are my family now. They will soon be my daughters, transformed into succubuses like all the other women who enter my realm.” 
 
    “You are no better than Veleda,” you say bitterly. 
 
    “Unfair,” says, Rachelle and her armored lingerie melts from her body and dissipates in wisps of sweet-smelling smoke. Even with your heart full of hatred for the Succubus Queen, you cannot look away from her sensual perfection. Her huge breasts dangle between her arms as she climbs onto her hands and knees, a seductive smile on her face and a glow in her violet eyes. Her breasts give way to a slender waist that widens into wide hips and an ass so luscious round and creamy that it resembles an onion.  
 
    “I would never have one of my minions tear you apart,” purrs Rachelle. She crawls between your legs and runs her hand over your bulging cock in your trousers. “I want you to enjoy the inevitable. I want you to want this.” 
 
    “Never,” you whisper, even as you tremble and your cock twitches in your trousers. 
 
    “Mmmmmm, I want you to take me like a man, Lucas,” she says, working your belt and unbuttoning your trousers. She frees your hard, crimson cock and wraps her perfectly soft hand around your shaft. Her touch buzzes in your sensitive flesh as she begins to gently wank your manhood. “Oh, yes, I know you want this Lucas. Do not just lie back and take it like some virgin or some old man. Caress me, kiss me, touch me, and fuck me.” 
 
    She teases the head of your cock with a fingertip and adds, “After all, this will be the last time you have the chance to fuck anyone.” 
 
    “Y-yes,” you say, your cock twitching in her deft hand. “Yes, I’ll do it.” 
 
    “Ohhhh, yes, good boy,” she laughs with delight, releasing her hold on your cock. She begins to crawl atop you and drags the soft weight of her breasts against your manhood as she does. The sensation of her dangling breasts sliding over your cock is enough to make you cum. You moan and jerk your hips as her tits are pressing over your cock and your cum gushes against her creamy chest. You moan and thrust, making only partial contact with her soft mounds, your orgasm intense, but somehow unfulfilling because of it. 
 
    “Gods,” you moan as she halts her climb just long enough for you to cover her breasts inc cum.  
 
    “No gods here,” she coos, continuing her climb up your body, smearing your cum on your shirt as she crawls. “Just a naughty succubus in need of a good, hard fuck.” 
 
    You think you cannot possibly rise to the occasion again only moment after spattering her cleavage with your cum. Then she kisses you, her sweet tongue thrusting into your mouth and her warm saliva as intoxicating as an elixir of lust.  
 
    “Mmmmmmmm!” You moan against her passionate kiss, embracing her and pulling her against you as you explore her luscious body with your hands for the first time. You stroke her sides and hips and slide your hands around to her plump bottom, squeezing her ample globes as your cock stiffens fully and twitches with need. 
 
    You roll her over and you are atop her in a moment, parting her thick thighs as you kiss her lips, her neck, and work your way lower. You gather her huge breasts in your hands, burying your face against them, ignoring the odd smear of your spunk to tongue her fat nipples and suck them each in trun. You kiss lower as she coos and writhes with pleasure. You press your hungry face between her creamy thighs and you breathe her sweet musk.  
 
    “Oohhhhh, yes, Lucas,” she moans, resting a hand on the back of your head. “Taste me.” 
 
    You lap eagerly at the hot folds of her cunt. You drink the fresh nectar of her pussy and explore her perfect demonic slit with your fingers and tongue. She bucks against you, thrusting her hot slit against your fingers and smearing your face with her sweet juices. You suck at her clit, gratified by each jerk and cry of her pleasure. You feel her orgasm rippling against your fingers, her pale body slightly luminous in the dark cave. 
 
    “Fuck me, Lucas,” she moans, slowly relaxing back onto the bed of fronds.  
 
    “Turn over,” you grunt. “I want to fuck you from behind.” 
 
    “Oh? Naughty boy! You like my big ass?” She rolls over, lowering her face to the soft bed, her breasts mashed beneath her as she lifts her hips and presents her cream ass and her violet-tinged pink holes. Her pussy glistens with her need. You know that luscious ass and those delicate folds are your doom, as vicious as the fanged maw of any predator, but you cannot resist her now. You are drunk on her nectar and your crimson cock is throbbing with need. 
 
    You take hold of Rachelle’s shapely hips and pull her back as you slam your cock into the hot cleft of her cunt. She howls with pleasure and you erupt inside her with that single stroke, pumping your seed into her clutching cunt. You can feel the unmistakable tug of her demonic feeding and see sparks of violet glowing around her folds. You cannot stop thrust, your hips spanking against her soft ass with each helpless stroke.  
 
    “Ohhhhhhhh yes, Lucas,” she cries. “Yes! Feed me your cum! Feed me your essence!” 
 
    “Oh, Rachelle,” you cry, desperately thrusting, your cock seemingly sucked deeper into her churning depths with every stroke. It feels as if you are falling, the pleasure only growing more intense as a second orgasm explodes through your body and you continue to spurt deep into her pussy. Her diabolical cunt squeezes and milks your spurting manhood. Her pitiless hunger feasts upon your life force. 
 
    By your third orgasm inside her, spurting out a diminishing flow of your seed, you have stopped thrusting. Rachelle is bouncing her soft ass back against you, slapping her flesh against yours as she impales her drooling pussy onto your cock. Each squeeze of her folds sends another ripple of pleasure through your body and another weakening pulse of your life force.  
 
    At last, you slump behind her, fall against her ass as you wither and sink into the darkness of oblivion. The last thing you feel is another orgasmic pulse inside her pussy. The last thing you hear is the succubus queen laughing with satisfaction. 
 
    Your life and your adventure are at an end. You have given yourself to the succubus and there will be no rescue from the underworld. 
 
      
 
    BAD END 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Use the Dervish Strike ability 
 
      
 
    Theora always taught you to control your emotions, but without the divine inspiration of Veleda to fuel your abilities, your anger might be the key to unleashing your power. You allow your hatred build inside you as you square off against the arrogant Succubus Queen. She is beguiling, yes, but her lovely body and sensual movements cannot erase all the pain she has inflicted upon you and others. To torment you with your mother and sister, to offer them up as sexual prizes to you in some perverse game, cannot be forgiven. 
 
    “That look in your eyes would strike fear into a lesser demon,” purrs Rachelle. “But I have watched you, Lucas LeBlanc. I know your every weakness.” 
 
    She caresses her armored bodice and the silver and lace melt away from her soft breasts. She cups them and plays with her fat pink nipples, tinged with violet.  
 
    “Come here, Lucas,” she says. “Forget your worries and bury your face between my breasts. Pretend I am that angel you followed here, if it makes you feel any better.” 
 
    “You are an abomination!” You snarl. “And I will defeat you!” 
 
    She says something mocking, but your prolonged battle cry drowns out all other sounds. You let your hatred loose and swing with the ferocity of a man driven wild by cruelty. You swing again and again, your bones and muscles fused to the burning core of your anger. You spin as your blade flashes again and again, your body transforming into a lethal whirlwind of silver. You glimpse Rachelle, retreating in fear.  
 
    “In the name of my mother and sister!” You shout. “In the name of Theora and Morelle and all those humans you have fed upon! I will destroy you, succubus!” 
 
    She blocks your blows with her wings, which begin to break and become tattered as you slash across their leathery membrane. She parries some with her tail, but you slash at that as well until purple ichor is dripping from the wounds. With a last slash of your blade, you cut across her chest, opening a serious wound that sends her to her knees. Purple blood stains her pale breasts and she looks up at you, cringing in fear as you stop your blade a hair’s width from her neck. 
 
    “It is over,” you growl, readying to take off her head. 
 
    “Please! Don’t do it!” Your mother cries, tears dripping down her cheeks. 
 
    “Show her mercy, brother!” Genevieve wails and drops to her knees beside Rachelle. “She can be shown the error of her ways!” 
 
    “Yes, forgive me,” gasps Rachelle. “I have been a victim of Veleda, just like you.” 
 
    Rachelle’s violet eyes glisten with tears as your mother and sister cling to the Succubus Queen, pleading for her life. 
 
    “You have it all wrong, my sweet son,” says your mother. “You cannot strike her down.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Strike down the Succubus Queen 
 
    Show mercy to the Succubus Queen


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Use the Startle Eye ability 
 
      
 
    You dodge another lash from Nepenthia’s vines. You stumble on the recovery and she laughs, her monstrous eyes glittering. She has eyes, she is watching you, so she can be blinded. You will use Startley Eye and then finish her off! 
 
    You ball your off hand into a fist and intone a quiet prayer to Veleda. You reach out to the goddess from the darkness of this primordial jungle. She is so far away, but you feel her golden warmth inside you, welling up and filling your hand with her blessing. With a shout, you thrust your first toward Nepenthia’s face, open your hand, and unleash the Startle Eye. 
 
    Even with your eyes closed, the intense white flash of light is painfully bright. Nepenthia cries out, covering her eyes with her human hands. The after-image of the flash is still in your vision as you feel vines wrapping around your limbs. 
 
    “Oooooh that was so pretty,” coos Nepenthia and you realize she has not been hurt at all. “I do not get much light down deep in the jungle. I felt wonderful.” 
 
    “N-no,” you gasp as she strips your sword from your hand with her vines. 
 
    “Do it again,” she coos, stroking you with her human hands. “Please?” 
 
    “Let Theora go,” you grunt, fighting against her vines, “and I will do it as much as you want.” 
 
    “Mmmmmm, I think not,” says Nepenthia. She tears your tunic open with her human hands and leans down, kissing your muscular chest and running her tongue over your tiny nipples. You shudder as you feel her unbuckling your belt.  
 
    “Stop this,” you gasp.  
 
    “Shhhhh, stop fighting and enjoy it,” murmurs the plant girl as she takes down your trousers. Your undershorts follow and you moan as her soft hands caress your cock and your bollocks. She holds a hand up and spits a long stream of golden saliva into her palm. You watch in horror as she smears this on your cock. It is slippery and warms your flesh as she massages it into the shaft and the head of your cock. Worse, the more she strokes, the more you forget all your worries.  
 
    “Ohhhh, that’s… that’s good,” you moan. 
 
    “Yes, it is,” she says. “We can go into one of my pitchers and I will give you such pleasure. Would you like that, Lucas?” 
 
    You hear a moan and see Theora’s silhouette writhing in one of the pitchers. For a moment, you remember your mission and your need to save the angel from being digested by the plant girl. Then you feel Nepenthia’s hot mouth slurp around your cock, drawing your aching manhood into her eager mouth. Her honey coats your cock and drips from your balls as she bobs hungrily on your manhood. You thrust your hips against the creaking vines and she laughs with your cock in her mouth. 
 
    “Aaahhhhh!” You cry, forgetting all your worries as your cock throbs with pleasure. You erupt into Nepenthia’s sucking mouth and she moans around you, slurping and greedily swallowing every pump of cum into the back of her throat. She pulls free of your still-hard and crimson cock with a loud pop and satisfied moan.  
 
    “Are you ready for your new home, Lucas?” She asks, standing and taking your hand. 
 
    “Y-yes,” you say, a submissive smile on your face. “Anything, Nepenthia.” 
 
    “Such a good boy,” she laughs. The vines release you and the plant girl leads you across the clearing to one of her pitchers. It slowly tilts down, revealing a fleshy pink interior. You and Nepenthia climb inside and the pitcher tips upright once more. For a moment, you are afraid. Then the plant girl kisses you sweetly and the pitcher begins to fill with the pleasurably warm amber liquid.  
 
    “Nothing to worry about here,” whispers Nepenthia against your lips. “Now fuck me, Lucas.” 
 
    She turns and presses her body against the inside of the pitcher, thrusting her pert bottom and blushing cunt back towards you. The flower is gone, it must have fallen off to reveal her lovely human pussy. You cannot stop yourself, you grab her slender waist and thrust your hard cock deep into the warm, slick cove of Nepenthia’s pussy. As you fuck her, your pleasure rising quickly, the level of the amber liquid goes from your ankles to just below your waist.  
 
    “It feels so good,” you moan, not sure if you mean her clutching cunt or the warm liquid up past your knees.  
 
    “This is a happy place,” says Nepenthia, pushing her tight pussy back onto your cock. “We can have so much fun together.” 
 
    “Oh, gods, yes,” you cry, fucking harder and faster into her, desperately pounding her peachy pussy until you feel your cum rising. You lean over her, sweat dripping onto her pale green flesh as you take her in powerful thrusts timed to your orgasm. Pump after pump of your spunk pours into her plant girl pussy. That naughty flower seems to drink your cum, eager for every spurt.  
 
    “So delicious,” moans Nepenthia, sliding gently off your cock. Not a drop of your spunk drains out of her. She turns and eases you back into the liquid. She mounts you beneath the surface as only your head and neck are still above the liquid.  
 
    “Are you ready to melt for me?” She coos, her lips close to yours. 
 
    “Yesss,” you hiss. 
 
    “Good,” she says, kissing you and sharing her sweet saliva. “Melt in my pitcher.” 
 
    She rides you as the process begins. You cum again and again inside her, the warm liquid sloshing around you as your body becomes weaker and weaker. You caress her and kiss her and thrust into her until you can no longer move. She continues to ride you as you dissolve into the liquid, warm and happy, disappearing into the darkness beyond. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Attack 
 
      
 
    You have no intention of letting some half-tentacle, half-busty-blonde creature drag you into the river and suck the life out of you. Not even if having your life sucked out would feel amazing. You learned your lesson about that from Morelle. And Izabella. And sometimes Oola.  
 
    “Stay back, fiend!” You shout, brandishing your sword. 
 
    “Stay back? I have to get close for us to get to know each other,” says Charlotte, darting towards you and lashing out with her tentacles.  
 
    You slice at one of her tentacles, your blade cutting into the rubbery flesh. She cries out, withdrawing her limbs as blue-tinted blood dribbles from the wound.  
 
    “You awful man!” Charlotte cries. “How dare you cut me with your piece of metal!” 
 
    “I’ll slice up those tentacles and fry them in oil!” You shout, charging at her and swinging your sword.  
 
    Charlotte’s brow furrows in anger and her strange eyes seem to blaze with her fury. You realize, too late, that you have unleashed the Kraken. 
 
    “I will have your seed if I must twist it out of you!” Charlotte screams and meets your charge, her tentacles flailing at you. One wraps around your arm, wrenching it nearly out of your shoulder socket as she strips the sword from your grasp. She tosses you into the air like a ragdoll, tearing off your boots, clothing, and shirt, spilling your pouch and travel pack, and hanging you by your ankles. You are eye to eye with her as she suspends you upside down in midair. 
 
    “Let me go!” You cry, unable to kick your legs for the tentacles tightly binding them. “Put me down!” 
 
    “Shut up,” she says and smacks you in your face with a slap of her tentacle. The slimy tendril creepy up your inverted body towards your cock. You hiss as the cool flesh and suckers of her tentacle wrap around your flaccid cock. 
 
     She begins to stroke you and tug at your manhood. Another tentacle slides between your thighs, wrapping your bollocks before crawling its tip to your anus. You suck in a breath as the tip of her tentacle violates your tight hole, shocking you as it slips inside. The insertion stimulates your body and your cock becomes intensely stiff and swollen. Her slimy tentacle thrusts in and out of your ass, a sensation that is both horrifying and pleasurable.  
 
    Your cock begins to twitch and before you realize what is happening you are shooting out huge spurts of milky cum. Your seed spatters Charlotte’s breasts and shoulders and drips from her face. She stares at you angrily, milking you with her tentacles, forcing out your massive orgasm. 
 
    “Do you like that?” She asks, flicking your cum from her face with one of her tentacles. “I am going to force you to fertilize all my eggs, nasty little human, and you will never escape by lair.” 
 
    “Wait,” you whimper, your cock still hard and twitching. “What do you mean lair?” 
 
    Charlotte ignores your question and drags you across the muddy shore. She plunges into the water, her tentacles trailing behind her like a skirt and you caught by the two longest and most powerful of her tendrils. She pulls you under the rapidly flowing water, through the murky river and down into the depths. Your ears ache with the pressure and you feel certain you are about to drown. 
 
    Suddenly, Charlotte jerks you through a tunnel in a rocky outcropping underwater and you surface in a grotto deep beneath the riverbank. The musty smell of water and decay are overpowering, but you suck in grateful gulps of air as Charlotte pulls you onto a bed of soft river weed.  
 
    “Now you are home,” she says, sliding atop you and binding you with her tentacles. “And you can provide me with all the seed I could ever want.” 
 
    Your eyes widen and you gasp as you feel her sliding a tentacle back into your ass. The fullness and cold, slimy sensation stiffens your cock. The Scylla girl slithers atop you, wrapping you up tightly as a tentacle draws your hardness to the hot cove of her pussy. 
 
    “There,” she croons. “Do you feel it, human? You will fertilize me every day until your stones are emptied. I will never let you go.” 
 
    “Oohhhhhh,” you whimper as she slides the hot cauldron of her cunt down onto your cock and begins to fuck your ass with her tentacle. She smiles cruelly, riding your hard cock and fucking you relentlessly, her squishing tentacle probing some spot inside your ass that is driving you quickly towards the brink. You cry out, pitifully, “Oh! I’m cumming! I’m going to… ahhhhhh!” 
 
    Your cock erupts inside her and she laughs knowingly, twitching her human hips and squeezing your spurting cock with her steamy inner walls. You cum again and again, driven to a terrifyingly long orgasm by the hot walls of her pussy and the relentless thrusting of the tentacle in your ass. 
 
    “That’s it,” croons Charlotte, bucking her hips. “Cum again and again for me. Soak my eggs in your virile human seed. Then I’ll give you a little rest before we start again.” 
 
    “A-again?” You stammer, your cock still twitching inside her pussy. 
 
    “That’s right,” she says. “You are my mate forever.” 
 
    Your moan of despair is covered by a cruel kiss, her slimy tongue thrusting into your mouth like another ravenous tentacle. You tremble inside her, the tentacle in your ass driving you towards another orgasm without your cock ever softening.  
 
    Looking up into her monstrous eyes, feeling the damning pleasure of her squeezing cunt, you know you will never escape. You will spend your life mating with the Scylla girl.  
 
      
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Follow the jungle path 
 
      
 
    “Better the danger we know, right?” You say. 
 
    You lead the way beneath the arch and follow the path, faint as it is. The jungle is rampant and the travelers on this path too infrequent to create much more than a thinning of the undergrowth. Here and there you encounter bald patches of mud, spotting more footprints of goblins and less identifiable creatures.  
 
    Although you are unpleasantly tense, the path does at least make for quicker going. Theora seems to know the general direction of the mountains you are seeking and the path seems to continue in this direction. You never see the mountains, not with these overlapping layers of massive jungle trees, but you trust that Theora knows her way. 
 
    You reach an area where the terrain is more broken up into green outcroppings of vines hanging over rocks and narrow gulches carved by streams. It is the closest thing you have come to a clearing since entering Saturana. Far from easing your worry, it increases your fear that you may encounter one or more of the creatures that traveled the path ahead of you and Theora. 
 
    Your concerns prove well-founded. 
 
    “Watch out,” hisses Theora. 
 
    You hear the goblins speaking to one another in high, guttural voices a moment before you see them and they see you. There are four of them, crouched around a stream, washing the blood from a gutted amphibian similar to a huge bullfrog. They look at you with beady red eyes and quickly abandon the meal they were preparing.  
 
    The four goblins stand upright only slightly taller than your waist. They are bald, with mottled green-brown skin, pointed ears, unpleasantly large noses, and long, spindly limbs. They are wearing loincloths and armed with crude bows and arrows. You brandish your sword as they scurry to better vantage points and nock their arrows.  
 
    “Watch out for those arrows,” murmurs Theora. “Goblins like to tip them with poison. You should let me handle this.” 
 
    “You?” You glance at Theora. Her full attention is on the goblins. 
 
    “Or one of the monster girls,” she says. “Call one forth from your sword to fight the goblins. Their poison will not work on us.” 
 
    One of the goblins takes a step closer to you and Theora, stepping out ahead of his comrades. He is slightly larger than the other three. He calls out in a high, scratchy voice, “What you want, humans?” 
 
    “He speaks,” says Theora was some surprise. 
 
    “I speak,” says the goblin. “What you want? You not go here. This our place. You leave.” 
 
    “Not really an option,” you say. 
 
    “Then we fight,” growls the goblin. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Tell Theora to fight the goblins 
 
    Call upon Morelle to defeat the goblins 
 
    Call upon Oola to defeat the goblins 
 
    Call upon Gretchen to defeat the goblins 
 
    Call upon Izabella to defeat the goblins 
 
    Call upon Yasmeen to defeat the goblins 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Follow the mysterious path through the jungle 
 
      
 
    You decide that making your way through fruit that might explode and dissolve your face is worse than whatever could be on the mysterious path through the jungle.  
 
    “We go that way,” you say, pointing to the path at the bottom of the hill.  
 
    “Very well,” says Theora. “Let us hope that luck is on our side.” 
 
    You and the beautiful angel set off down the hill and into the jungle. This path is overgrown compared to any you have traveled so far, sometimes disappearing entirely before you or Theora can locate its continuation in the dense foliage.  
 
    You hack your way through thick jungle ferns and fight your way past stinging insects that seem to want to buzz down into your shirt. The heat of day builds around you, as oppressive as the dark canopy of the trees. Various jungle birds and animals call out from the trees. Some birds sing dirges and there is some screaming call that reminds you of a terrified child. Needless to say, this caterwauling does nothing to calm your nerves. 
 
    “This is worse than the city,” you mutter to Theora. “I visited Elzeheim once, when Genevieve first joined the wizard’s academy there. Awful place, rats everywhere, too many people. Cutpurses in every alley. There were respites though. The temples, the public squares, the bustling market. But this…” 
 
    “The jungle is the city of the wild things,” says Theora. “And this jungle is cursed. It is one giant slum of thieves and murderers and they will all take what they can if you give them the chance.” 
 
    “Right,” you say, nodding and casting a wary glance at snapping foliage nearby. “Let’s not give them any chances.” 
 
    You continue on your way, beating a path through the jungle and fighting off various pests and vermin. You are not aware that you have reached a village until you notice that the trees have thinned out. Theora tugs at the sleeve of your tunic and points at a cabin. It has collapsed and it overgrown with broad-leafed vines. You spy several more buildings, camouflaged by vines and, in one case, sporting a small tree from inside the structure. 
 
    Despite the ruinous state of the village, there is a sense that someone is here. You are certain it is either your imagination or spirits.  
 
    And then the green man steps out from the largest of the structures. 
 
    He stands two heads taller than you, broad-chested and covered in thick fur with a distinctive mossy green color. His huge arms and torso are longer than a human’s, giving him the appearance of a great ape, and he walks with a swaggering movement that suggests the same. A strange symbol glows on his chest, indicating he is under the influence of or using magic. His face is simian, with a heavy brow and small, dark eyes. He sees you and Theora and peels back his lips to reveal fangs so large they are almost tusks. 
 
    “A yegrilla,” gasps Theora. “I thought they died off long ago.” 
 
    “OoOoooO!” The creature bellows, thumping his chest with fists as big as your head. He charges forward, skidding to a stop barely an arm’s length away. He exudes a foul vegetable smell and you realize the green mossy color of his fur might be some sort of growth of plant matter clinging to his furry body. His dark eyes burn with hatred and you cannot help but notice the thick cock dangling between his short, muscular legs. When he speaks, it is with a savage voice and a tongue that struggles to form words. “You invade my home? I smash you to bits!” 
 
    “That symbol,” says Theora. “That is a fertility rune. Old magic.” 
 
    “That right,” snarls the yegrilla. “I need to breed. I make you bride, pretty bird creature. And I make little boy into slave!” 
 
    “You’re not going to do either of those things,” you say, drawing your sword and brandishing it. 
 
    “Lucas, you can’t fight this creature,” murmurs Theora. “He will tear you limb from limb. You have to rely on one of us to tame him. But beware, that fertility rune means he will impregnate anything that can be impregnated. If he does that, we will be enslaved by him. Do you understand?” 
 
    “Even the girls from the crystal?” You ask as the yegrilla roars and beats his chest again. 
 
    “Yes, Lucas! If they can be made pregnant, it is a risk! Be careful who you choose!”  
 
    Any further conversation with Theora is impossible as the yegrilla charges between you, spinning and swinging his mighty limbs. You both avoid his attack, but he smashes the trunk of a tree, splintering the wood and sending the tree crashing to the ground. 
 
    You will have to rely on your monster girls or Theora to best the yegrilla.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Tell Theora to fight the yegrilla 
 
    Call upon Morelle to battle the yegrilla 
 
    Call upon Oola to battle the yegrilla 
 
    Call upon Gretchen to battle the yegrilla 
 
    Call upon Izabella to defeat the yegrilla 
 
    Call upon Yasmeen to defeat the yegrilla


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Use a special ability 
 
      
 
    If Nepenthia were just a plant girl trying to seduce you, that would be one thing, but she has dozens of tentacle-like veins and she is slowly digesting Theora. You have to do something quickly. You need to use a special ability. 
 
    “Come here, Lucas,” laughs Nepentia, gyrating her hips and running her hands over the flowers covering her nipples. “Have a sniff and I promise you will no long have any worries.” 
 
    “Stay back!” You warn, swinging your sword to fend off another lashing attack from her vines.  
 
    You have the ability to summon the holy might of Veleda to blind your foes with a bright flash. Startle Flash was the very first ability you learned. 
 
    Theora also taught you the Dervish Strike ability, which will transform you into a spinning thresher of destruction. You might just be able to chop a plant girl down to size with that sort of aggressive ability. 
 
    Then you have the power of pleasure taught to you by Morelle. She instructed you on how to pleasure a woman so profoundly that she loses all sense of what is happening. This might leave Nepenthia open to a quick, lethal attack. 
 
    Then again, there is the Lure of the Lilly. By feigning death or serious injury, you might be able to trick Nepenthia into revealing her week spot.  
 
    You cry out as a thorned vine slashes through your tunic and leaves your shoulder dripping with blood. You must decide quickly! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Which special ability are you going to use?  
 
    Use the Startle Eye ability 
 
    Use the Maddening Pleasure ability 
 
    Use the Dervish Strike ability 
 
    Use the Lure of the Lily ability


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Knock the goblin out and leave him 
 
      
 
    “Knock him out,” you say. “Give us time to get away.” 
 
    “Sorry,” says Theora, releasing the goblins cock from her grasp, “but it is time to get some sleep.” 
 
    “Wait!” The goblin cries, trying to sit up. 
 
    Theora punches him in the side of his head, her knuckles colliding with his skull with a loud thump. The goblins red eyes roll back in his head and he topples over. Theora rises to her feet. 
 
    “I feel a bit bad leaving him in such a state,” she says, glancing back down at the goblin. 
 
    “What, you wanted to finish him off with your hand?” You suggest. 
 
    “No,” she says, her eyes flashing with silvery-blue anger, “I meant leaving him unconscious. Who knows what beasts might creep up on him while he is out.” 
 
    You pluck a branch from a nearby tree and gently cover the goblin’s unconscious body.  
 
    “There,” you say. “He’s hidden.” 
 
    You and Theora set off back into the jungle, following the path that veers clear of the goblin village. The journey is more difficult than on the other path, slowing your progress. The darkness of the jungle canopy is beginning to deepen, suggesting that night is falling. With the mountains still not in view, it seems unlikely you will reach them by dusk. 
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    Parley 
 
      
 
    “W-wait, hold on,” you say, backing away from the river’s edge. “We don’t have to fight.” 
 
    “Ooooooh,” croons the Scylla girl. “I know! I do not want to fight you! I want to mate with you!” 
 
    She slithers atop her tentacles with alarming speed, keeping you retreating and dodging desperately as you try to talk with her.  
 
    “Stop!” You cry, growing desperate as she seems to be trying to herd you back towards the river. “Stop this and let’s talk!” 
 
    She slows her pursuit and cocks her head. 
 
    “Human boys never want to talk,” she says. “They usually yell like this ‘Aaaaaah! Stay back!’ and then they run into the jungle.” 
 
    “Look, I mean you no harm,” you say, lowering your sword. “I don’t even need to capture you in my, well, that’s a whole other issue, but I am not trying to defeat you. I just need to pass.” 
 
    “I need a mate,” she says, her tentacles parting to reveal her lewd, humanlike pussy.  
 
    “I can’t be your mate,” you say. “I am trying to save my family. My mother and sister—“ 
 
    “Your family?” She cocks her head again and stop chasing you entirely. “You have a family and you want to save them?” 
 
    Sensing an opportunity, you push the family angle, “Yes! Yes, my mother and sister are being held by the Succubus Queen in the underworld. I have to reach them. I have to save them.” 
 
    “Ooooh,” she croons, her tone shifting from excitement to sympathy. “I cannot stop you from saving your family. But… you must fertilize my eggs. It will not take long. I promise. I have a full clutch inside me.” 
 
    Her tentacles part again and she reveals her human pussy once more, this time the tips of two tentacles rub invitingly at her glistening cove, teasing apart her folds to reveal a tight inner channel. Your cock twitches at the sight.  
 
    “P-perhaps,” you say, “we could agree to a deal. I fertilize your eggs once and you let me be on my way to save my family.” 
 
    “Ooooooh! Trading! I know about humans and trading!” She slides her skirt of tentacles back into place and rises so she stands above you. She has a serious expression as she glides towards you and holds out a human hand. “We will shake our hands together on this agreement.” 
 
    You resist the urge to laugh at her and you take hold of her hand. It is cool and slightly slippery, as if her human half excretes the same slime as her tentacles. You grip her hand firmly despite the slime and shake to seal the agreement.  
 
    “Oooooh,” she croons happily. “Now we will mate.” 
 
    Her tentacles creep towards you, slimy tendrils slipping into the cuffs of your pants and reaching out to unbutton your shirt. You step back quickly. 
 
    “Now, hold on, this is about trust,” you say. “You can just tie me up with tentacles and ride me for hours. I want… let’s do it from behind.” 
 
    “Oooooh?” She turns around, looking at her round, human ass over her shoulder as she pushes it towards you. “You want to thrust into me from behind like a beast? Oooooh, you humans are very strange, I could do all of the work for you if you let me be atop you.” 
 
    “No, I want to have some control,” you say. 
 
    You swallow and your cock stiffens as you admire the luscious roundness of Charlotte’s bottom, her blushing hairless cunt, and the reddish knot of her anus. Just below her buttocks, human thighs give way to red spots which become her eight powerful tentacles. 
 
    “Oooooh,” croons Charlotte, “then mate with me, human.” 
 
    “Lucas,” you say.  
 
    “Mate with me, Lucas,” she corrects and lowers herself on her tentacles. She arches her back to present her plump bottom and flushed cunt to you and watches over her shoulder, wiggling her hips slightly to entice you. 
 
    It does not take much. You unbuckle your belt and take down your pants and shorts. Charlotte croons at the sight of your hard cock. You grip its base and step towards her, resting one hand on the soft globe of her buttock. Her flesh is cool and slippery, but you feel the heat radiating from her pussy as you press even closer.  
 
    “Oooooh, yes, put your mating flesh inside me,” she moans. “My womb is aching for your seed.” 
 
    “A-alright,” you say a bit sheepishly. You press your tip to the hot folds of Charlotte’s cunt and thrust into the steamy cauldron of her depths. You groan at the sensation of her warm, slippery channel squeezing around your cock. A tentacle slides between your thighs and begins to gently massage your balls. You thrust deep into Charlotte’s hot hole, grabbing her soft ass with both hands, spreading it and stretching the knot of her asshole as you watch your cock sliding in and out of her glistening cunt. 
 
    “Mate me,” she cries. “Fuck me! Fuck me with your breeding stick!” 
 
    “Yes!” You cry, pounding into her and slamming your hips against her slippery ass. It slaps wetly, sending ripples traveling up her body and making her breasts swing with each impact. Your grip tightens on her shapely rear and your pleasure builds with each thrust into the hot, clutching tunnel of Charlotte’s cunt. It is just as wonderful as any human or monster girl you have fucked before, but somehow tighter and warmer, almost like Morelle’s tail. 
 
    “I can feel it!” Charlotte cries as you pound your cock into her pussy. Her tentacle tightens around your balls. “Cum for meeeee! Cum with me!” 
 
    She throws back her head, hips twitching and her pussy gripping you tightly. A musical sound of pleasure comes from her and seems to vibrate through her to reach your cock. It is more than you can stand. Gripping her shapely hips, you slam deep into Charlotte’s aquatic cunt and explode, pumping your fertile human seed into her egg-stuffed womb. She squeals with a new note of pleasure as your man milk melts into her eggs, fertilizing dozens in an instant. 
 
    Her rippling inner walls seems to grip and massage you, drawing out your orgasm beyond all reason, until you are shocked and gasping as you continue to spurt into her depths. Finally, her inner hold relinquishes you and you slip out of her creamy pussy to fall lightly onto the tentacles around your legs.  
 
    “So many,” she says, rubbing her tummy. “And they will be so big and strong, like their father. Thank you, Lucas.” 
 
    She kisses your lips, her mouth cold, but her tongue exciting and sensual as it delves into your mouth. You hold her slippery body against yours for a moment and then Charlotte is laughing and sliding back into the river. The Scylla disappears beneath the churning water and you are left weary and dazed, sprawled in the mud beside the water’s edge. 
 
    You are not certain how much time passes as you stare up at the growing gloom visible through the jungle canopy that reaches even over the river. You become aware that a shadow has fallen across you. 
 
    “That was stupid,” says Theora and she grabs your tunic and hoists you to your feet. “Those creatures are dangerous. You are lucky she did not take you back to her lair.” 
 
    “She just wanted, I mean, I told her about my family and she wanted to—“ 
 
    “I know what she wanted,” says Theora, reaching down and stuffing your flaccid cock into your trousers. She buttons up your pants and buckles your belt a little too tightly. You grunt and loosen it. Theora looks ahead to the river. “We should continue along the river. I saw something when I was up in the trees, a clearing of some sort barely a mile ahead. It looks like a house. We might be able to shelter there for the night.” 
 
    “Um, alright,” you say, still feeling embarrassed about what you did with Charlotte. 
 
    You and Theora set off again along the river. You tell yourself that from this point forward you will remain focused on saving your mother and sister and you will not allow yourself to be distracted by any big-breasted beauties with skirts of tentacles.  
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    The holy symbol of Veleda 
 
      
 
    You dodge another attack from the Scylla girl, just managing to stay out of the grasp of her stretching tentacles. You feel the weight of the holy symbol of Veleda thumping against your chest as you maneuver. That golden necklace is the key to your survival, you are certain of it.  
 
    You reach into your tunic and grasp the heavy amulet, feeling the familiar twist of the serpents. You begin to speak a simple prayer to Veleda honoring her benevolence and beseeching her for her aid. Through the dismal atmosphere of the jungle, you feel the prickling of Veleda’s righteous touch. She is with you. 
 
    “Stay back, fiend!” You shout, holding the holy symbol outstretched towards Charlotte. A faint glow emanates from the golden amulet. 
 
    Charlotte draws up short, cocking her head and blinking her strange eyes curiously as she looks at the amulet. 
 
    “It is beautiful,” she says, lashing out and snapping it out of your hand. “It is lovely. Thank you, human boy. Such a fine gift.” 
 
    You watch in disbelief as Charlotte fastens the necklace around her slender neck, the heavy amulet hanging against the swell of her bare breasts.  
 
    “That wasn’t… I didn’t mean…”  
 
    Your words trail off as Charlotte slithers excitedly towards you, stroking your legs and chest with her tentacles. Her human hands caress your shoulders as she sinks down to eye level with you. 
 
    “It is the most magnificent thing any mate has ever given me,” she says. “Let me reward you for your generosity, human.” 
 
    “No, t-that’s not… you don’t have to, oh gods…” 
 
    Your words trail off again as Charlotte’s tentacles unbuckle your belt, open your trousers, and slide you undershorts down. Your semi-hard cock springs free and you gasp in wide-eyed shock as the Scylla girl lowers her face to your cock. She looks up at you with her strange, golden eyes and croons, “Oooooh, your mating flesh is so big. I want to place it inside my mouth.” 
 
    You can only nod in agreement with this plan as Charlotte parts her soft lips and slides your cock between them. Her mouth is cool, wet, and slippery as she takes you to the back of her throat and caresses your tip with a nimble tongue. You groan as her throat contracts and gulps down several inches of your hard cock. Buried in the silky squeeze of her throat, apparently causing her no discomfort, it is all you can do to keep from exploding immediately. 
 
    Charlotte has an incredible technique, sliding your manhood into her soft, slippery throat and swallowing repeatedly against your tip as she applies sucking with her lips. Her tongue is almost as dexterous as one of her tentacles, curling against your shaft and stroking up and down. She keep her lips pressed to your groin, her delicate nose mashed against your pubic thatch as she gulps again and against around your sensitive cock. 
 
    “Oh… that’s… amazing… ahhhhhHHHH!” You grab hold of her head, thrusting even deeper into her throat. Charlotte gurgles, but makes no effort to dislodge you as you fuck her slippery throat. In only a few strokes, you reach your limit and plunge beyond it. Hot pumps of pleasure release your seed straight down Charlotte’s swallowing throat. She gulps and slurps contentedly at your cock, draining your seed with a gentle hunger.  
 
    “Ahhhhhhh,” she moans, sliding your spent cock from her mouth. “Now you will see my home and we will be mates. Forever.” 
 
    “What? Wait, I—“ 
 
    Your words are knocked from your mouth as Charlotte takes hold of your legs and knocks you to the ground. She drags you swiftly behind her with four tentacles and plunges into the river. You cry out as you are pulled beneath the rushing water. She swims easily with the current, turning and drawing you deeper into an underwater cave. Just as you are certain you are about to drown, you emerge in a subterranean grotto.  
 
    “This is our home,” says Charlotte, dragging you onto a bed of moss. 
 
    “I can’t do this,” you cry. 
 
    “Shhhhhh, you will enjoy it,” she says, stroking your face with her human hand as her tentacles crawl over your body.  
 
    Her pussy, unlike the rest of her, is steamy hot. It descends onto your cock as she mounts you, pinning your wrists with tentacles when you try to resist her. She kisses your lips, her mouth cool and rubbery as she thrusts her tongue deep. You whimper helplessly beneath her as she rides your cock, her tight cunt clutching at you with every stroke and her plump, perky breasts heaving.  
 
    “Your cock is so good,” she moans. “I love it! I want it inside me! All of your cream!” 
 
    “Oh, gods,” you hiss. “No, please! NooooaaaaaAAAAH!” 
 
    You fuck helplessly into her pussy, causing her to bounce atop you as you explode deep in her slippery channel. She croons with ecstasy, her inner walls rippling around you as she seems to join you at the peak of pleasure. Her exquisitely tight pussy milks your cock until you can hardly stand it. She is relentless, kissing your lips as she continues to ride your cock past your refractory period. 
 
    “Please, stop,” you gasp. 
 
    “We have so many babies to make,” she laughs. “There is no stopping now!” 
 
    It is the sensation of your pleasure rising once more that tells you that there will be no escaping from Charlotte. You have been mated by the monster girl. 
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    Drink the blue milk potion 
 
      
 
    Dodging another onslaught of flailing vines, you reach into the pouch on your hip and retrieve the bottle containing the blue milk potion. You unstopper it quickly, knock back a gulp of the potion inside the bottle, and return it to your pouch. 
 
    “What was that?” Nepenthia wonders almost idly. “A delicious liquid? I enjoy liquid.” 
 
    Warmth spreads from your throat down to your belly and reaches burning tendrils through your body. You groan in pain and drop to your knees, doubling over and vines wrap around your neck and lash your shoulders and back. The pain of being whipped by the vines is nothing compared to the burning in your flesh as your muscles bulge and swell, your neck thickening, your arms and legs becoming huge, and your shoulders broadening. Your cock swells painfully in your trousers.  
 
    You rise to your feet, staring at Nepenthia with lust and rage pulsing in your veins. Her vines try to pick you up off the ground and you tear free of them as if they were made from wet paper. She recoils in shock as you begin to charge at her, faster and faster, roaring with rage as you tackle the beautiful, slender plant girl to the ground. 
 
    “What are you!?” She cries. “What are you… what are you doing? Are you a demon!?” 
 
    “Yes!” You snarl, tearing away the flowers covering her breasts and her delicate, humanlike pussy. You practically rip your belt pulling down your trousers. Your huge cock swings free, big as your forearm and thick as your wrist, corded with veins and dripping with precum. It thumps loudly against Nepenthia’s slender abdomen. 
 
    “You brute! That is too big for me! Stop this!” She beats her little fists against the slabs of your muscles. You laugh, pinning her hands above her head with one massive fist. Her vines are even less effective, whipping and tearing at you and doing little more than leave some shallow scratches.  
 
    You take hold of your massive cock in one hand and guide it to the slick folds of Nepenthia’s blushing pussy. She sucks in a breath as you thrusts forward, skewering her tight cunt on your huge cock and bulging her belly with the force of your stroke. She wails with shock as you begin to rut into her pussy like a beast. You roughly palm and slap her perky tits, pinching and twisting her nipples to elicit more cries of shock.  
 
    “Ohhhhhh! Your cock is… too big!” She wails.  
 
    You ignore her, pounding hard and fast into her, making her little breasts wobble with the beastly pummeling of your thrusts. You keep her hands pinned to the ground as your cock swells inside her. Slippery, honey-sweet liquid drips out of her, oozing down your balls and lubricating each stroke of your huge manhood. 
 
    “Yes! You want me! You’ve got me, you flowery slut!” You laugh ferociously as she whimpers beneath you, taking your thrusts, but betraying no enjoyment.  
 
    It isn’t until you feel your cock throb and erupt inside the slender plant girl that she begins to moan. You launch a massive load into her clutching cunt and she wails with ecstasy, her look of discomfort becoming one of rapturous pleasure. 
 
    “Yesssss! Fill me with your liquid!” She moans. 
 
    Your cock does not flag for a moment. You keep it buried in Nepenthia’s fluttering fucksleeve as you flip her onto her hands and knees. She moans some protest, but you roughly smack her ass and plunge your cock so deep into her pussy it feels as if she might burst. Her perky mounds bounce beneath her as you hammer your cock in and out of her tight channel.  
 
    “You want liquid?” You snarl, grabbing a handful of her green-blonde hair. “I will drown you with my seed!” 
 
    Nepenthia wails wordlessly as you pound her pussy and fill it with another massive, gushing load of your cum. You pull out of her cunt with a wet slurping sound and do not hesitate to slam your cock into her tight, blushing asshole. The plant girl howls and grabs at the ground beneath her as you plunge her pink pucker with your enormous cock. Her ass is even warmer than her pussy and it is not long before you feel your cum rising in your tightening balls. 
 
    “Take it!” You roar, basting her bowels with a fountain of your hot spunk. Your strokes slow until, with a final grunt, you pull out of her stretched asshole.  
 
    Nepenthia remains face down on the ground, twitching and helpless in the aftermath of your brutal fucking. You pick up your sword, walk over to her, and finish her off with a swing. There is a flash of bright pink light and she is gone. By the time you recover from the afterimage of the flash, you are stricken by the transformation. You drop to your knees and then curl into a fetal position as you moan with the agony of your shift back into your normal body. 
 
    You become aware of someone moaning nearby. You realize the vines have withered and the pitchers have collapsed and spilled their contents. Theora is rising onto her hands and knees, her pale flesh scalded pink by the plant girl’s digestive liquid. You hurry to her side and help her into a kneeling position. 
 
    “I remember feeling so much pleasure,” Theora says, touching between her scalded thighs. “Was I… I was in a coffin?” 
 
    “You were in one of her pitchers. The plant girl Nepenthia.” You help Theora to her feet. “I trapped her in the sword.” 
 
    “Then we must continue,” says Theora, smiling wanly. A golden glow suffuses her for a moment and the pink burns fade from her skin. She summons a gown to cloth her naked body and takes a stumbling step forward. You support her with one arm until she can regain her strength and set forth into the jungle. 
 
     Onward to the mountain stained red by the sunset. 
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    Surrender 
 
      
 
    You lower your sword, feeling your will to fight ebb away. After all you have sacrificed and lost, you cannot go on. You know the fate you will suffer at the hands of the Succubus Queen and it is a more merciful ending than living with the knowledge your mother and sister have turned on you and the goddess herself has forsaken you. 
 
    “You are right,” you say resignedly. “I have been abandoned or betrayed by all my allies. Even my family. I cannot hope to win this fight and even if I did, what is the point?” 
 
    “Awwww,” the Succubus Queen saunters closer and pouts out her lower lip. “I know, Lucas. Being a hero for an ungrateful bitch like Veleda is an unenviable task. I can make it all go away. If you give your soul to me, I will end you with absolute pleasure. Now then, give the sword to your mother.” 
 
    Your mother steps forward and holds out her hands. You resisted giving the sword to Lady Rachelle, but as you look into your mother’s lust-crazed blue eyes you know your battle is over. You hand her the sword and she smiles and backs away. 
 
    “Now then, Lucas,” says Rachelle, offering you her hand. “Take my hand and we can go somewhere private.” 
 
    Feeling a cold thrill of impending doom, yet also relief at ending your quest, you take the Succubus Queen’s warm, soft hand. Pleasure radiates from her touch. She pulls you with her through the throne room, out a door, and into a long hallway. She leads you to a bedroom with a massive four poster bed decorated with golden statues of Lady Rachelle striking erotic poses. The scent of lust is overpowering in this room. How many men have ended their lives on this very bed? 
 
    “Do not be afraid,” says Rachelle, stroking your cheek and forcing you to gaze into her glowing violet eyes. “You are mortal, so you must end eventually. I will give you the best ending you could ever hope to have. Are you ready?” 
 
    You nod slightly and her smile is warm and almost kind. She undresses your trembling body with her confident hands. You marvel at her beauty threatening to overflow her armored lingerie, each piece revealing just enough of her creamy golden flesh to make your cock jump in your trousers. She bares your chest, strokes your muscled body, and slides your trousers down your thighs. Your crimson cock juts from your hips, dripping with precum from your heightened arousal. 
 
    “Ohhhh, yes, let us start simply, Lucas,” she says, wrapping her warm hand around your cock. “I will not gorge myself upon you. A feast as sweet as the Hero of One Thousand Lives must be savored.” 
 
    She presses a soft kiss to your lips, her armored bodice crushing her breasts against your chest. Her lips part and her sweet, intoxicating tongue thrusts into your mouth. You melt into her kiss, pleasure shuddering through your body as her hand tightens on your cock. You moan against her, feeling the lightest tingle as she samples your life force. This prickling sensation, warm and pleasant, is enough to make your cock twitch. Pleasure rushes through you and in only a few seconds you are spurting your seed heavily against her hip and abdomen, painting thick white ropes that drip from her lacy armor.  
 
    “Oooh, Lucas,” she moans, licking your cream from her fingers. “You are every bit as delicious as I had hoped.” 
 
    With a wave of her hand reminiscent of Theora, the Succubus Queen sheds her armor from her body in a sweet-smelling puff of smoke. The violet-tinged cloud flees from the peaks of her creamy breasts and slides over the furrowed valley between her plump thighs. Her breasts are enormous and impossibly perky, capped with wide areolas and thick, motherly nipples. Her cunt is bare but for a white tuft above it to match the hair upon her head.  
 
    “My gods,” you moan, taking in the voluptuous fullness of her lovely body. Perhaps perishing at her hands is not such a bad ending. 
 
    You embrace her against, feeling her warmth against you for the first time. Her kiss is hungrier, tinged with the salt of your seed and your cock, easily made stiff again by her lovely body, presses against her belly.  
 
    “I want to suck you now, Lucas,” she whispers against your lips. “Would you like that?” 
 
    “Oh, yes, please,” you moan. 
 
    “Please?” She giggles, sinking down to a crouch before you.  
 
    Her tongue teases your tip and you feel as if you might cum from that alone. You fight back the urge, waiting for her full lips to part and engulf your straining cock. She slides down to your root, tongue pleasuring your tight sack as her silky throat caresses your tip.  
 
    “Ohhhhh, Rachelle!” You cry, thrusting a bit deeper, pressing her nose into your groin as you erupt down her throat. You shoot again and again, spurting straight down the Succubus Queen’s swallow gullet, spilling your seed and feeling a tug deeper inside you as she swallows your life force along with your load. You are left dizzy, but still on your feet, as she pulls her mouth free of your cock with a wet slurp. She looks up at you, teasing your tip with a few more licks to keep your cock hard. 
 
    “I want you inside me, Lucas,” she purrs, keeping one hand on your cock as she slides onto her back and raises her knees to expose the glistening, violet-tinged folds of her pussy, gaping slightly to reveal her inner pink. Her tail curls up from just beneath her asshole, waving invitingly towards her pussy. She bites her lower lip and looks up at you with longing in her eyes. 
 
    A part of you knows that her every move is intended to manipulate you and yet it does not matter, you need to fuck her. You drop to your knees, taking hold of her thighs and pushing her feet up higher. Your cock is so hard that you guide it with your hip movements to her slick folds and push inside the steamy channel of her cunt. Her violet eyes blaze and she croons with ecstasy as you sheath every bit of your cock deep inside her.  
 
    “Ohhhhhh!” You cry, thrusting without control, pushing in and out and fighting from the first stroke not to cum. Her inner walls grip and massage your cock with as much intent as the muscles of a hand. Her huge breasts sway with the force of your thrusts. You arch atop her, slamming hard and deep, making her gasp with ecstasy. The pleasure in her face is enough to drive you to the brink. 
 
    “Don’t hold back,” cries Rachelle. “Cum for me, Lucas! Cum inside me!” 
 
    “Ahhhhhh! Yesssss!” you throw back your head, fucking deep into her clutching cunt as you explode. Your hot seeds bursts against her demonic womb and you feel her feeding heavily on you, drawing out your essence with her ravenous cunt. You thrust until you feel darkness edging your vision. You manage to pull back, gasping, your cock growing quickly soft as your heart strains in your chest. 
 
    “You should have given me every drop,” chuckles Rachelle. “But I can take the rest, Lucas. Lie back. Relax. I will drain you dry with my tail.” 
 
    “N-not your… not your tail,” you gasp, looking at the lewd mouth of her tail. 
 
    “My ass?” She offers, turning around and waving her plush rear in your face.  
 
    “L-lick it,” you moan, your drained cock stirring at you gaze up at her round cheeks and the naughty clench of her anus.  
 
    “Oh, even now you think of my pleasure,” she giggles. “Very well, have a taste of my ass, Lucas. I promise you will find none sweeter.” 
 
    Her luscious ass descends on your face, smothering you between her plump cheeks. For a time, you are lost in the fiendish scent of her perfumed rear, your tongue lapping at her velvet divot. You moan as you lick her ass, imagining how it will feel when your cock slides past that tight ring. She rides her cheeks against your face and you realize, with a gasp, that her mouth is on your cock. Then your tongue slides into her hot back passage and you forget anything other than lust and pleasure. 
 
    “Nnnnnnnn!” You cry, your tongue stuffed deep into her ass. Your cock twitching and swelling in her sucking mouth. 
 
    “Yesssss!” She cries against your cock. “Yes! Give it all to me!” 
 
    You moan with pleasure, tongue-fucking her demonic dirt hole as your cock jerks and pumps another load into Rachelle’s mouth. She slurps gratefully on yours spunking cock, her ass clenching around your tongue almost as if she is cumming. You feel your life force flowing into her, your world growing darker by the moment.  
 
    Finally, with a last whimper, the darkness floods over you. The last thing you feel is your tongue slipping from her clenching asshole. 
 
    You have willingly given your soul to the predation of the Succubus Queen. Your adventure is at an end. 
 
      
 
    BAD END


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Drink the pink milk potion 
 
      
 
    The Succubus Queen feeds on male sexual energy. Transforming yourself into a woman might give you the edge you need to overcome her erotic powers. At least that is what you tell yourself is the reason you reach into the pouch on your hip and take out the bottle containing the pink milk potion. You pop the stopper with your thumb and tilt the bottle to your lips, gulping again and again until the bottle is empty. You have never had so much of one of Gretchen’s potions. 
 
    “What was that?” Lady Rachelle asks, stopping short of you and looking at you curiously. “A bit of brandy for courage?”  
 
    You cannot answer her. The sweet, creamy potion burns down your throat and straight to your belly, where the hot coals of its magic send out warm, soothing pleasure radiating through your flesh. Your transformation is sudden. Your face becomes much more feminine, your male musculature softens into shapely femininity, your waist becomes slender, your hips widen, your ass plumps, and you grow enormous breasts. Most shocking of all, your cock inverts and reforms the sensitive channel of your new womanhood.  
 
    “My, my, my,” says the Succubus Queen, observing your transformation with a raised eyebrow. “You are quite lovely as a woman.” 
 
    Though your male lust has been obliterated by your transformation, you feel a new heat forming between your thighs and a trembling desire to kiss, caress, and pleasure the beautiful succubus. She saunters closer and when you raise your sword she gently pushes your hand down to step even closer.  
 
    Her armored lingerie melts away like smoke, revealing a body every bit as luscious and ample as you expected. Her breasts are huge, areolas wide, and nipples thick and pink like a nursing mother. Her creamy mounds of flesh give way to her slender midsection and wide, round hips. Her round ass and blushing, glistening pink pussy draw your eye. You find yourself short of breath, your own large, soft mounds heaving with your hot flash of desire. 
 
    “Look at what you have become,” whispers the Succubus Queen, reaching up to unbutton your straining tunic. Your breasts bounce free and Rachelle palms them roughly, playing her thumbs over your sensitive pink nipples. You suck in a breath as she teases your aching buds with her touch. She presses her own mounds against you for comparison. Her nipples are thicker, her areolas wider, and breasts bigger. As she mashes her warm mounds against yours, you feel a tingling of pleasure that arcs through your body. 
 
    “Ohhhhhh,” you cry, your fuller feminine lips falling open. Rachelle seizes the opportunity to kiss you, pressing her hot body against yours and thrusting her honeyed tongue into your mouth. You moan, unable to resist the sweetness of that kiss. Her hands work your belt and slide your trousers down from your shapely hips. Your cry of pleasure is muffled by her kiss as she runs a hand between your thighs and massages your tender pussy. 
 
    “Yes, so lovely,” gasps Rachelle against your lips. “Why would you ever want to be a man when you can be a woman? A creator!” 
 
    Your answer, if you could have even managed one, is smothered by another hungry kiss from the succubus. She drags you down to the floor, pressing her luscious body atop yours, her supple flesh making you hum with need and tingle everywhere you are making contact.  
 
    You part your thighs and she presses between them, lips to lips and breasts to breasts, the heat of her vulva so close to your own. Then you feel something growing and swelling against you. With a gasp, you look down to see a maleness sliding from between Rachelle’s shapely thighs. Her cock is somehow feminine in its appearance, pale and violet tinged at the delicate cap.  
 
    “You want it, don’t you?” Rachelle hisses, her breath hot against you. “It’s alright. It is the lure of the cock. It draws us all, even my succubus daughters. Touch it.” 
 
    You reach a tentative hand between you and Rachelle, your fingers brushing over the bulge of her cockhead. She sucks in a gasp, jerking with pleasure and causing her huge breasts to jiggle. You laugh despite yourself, fascinated by the reaction, enthralled by the sight of her manhood. You look to her for permission and she gives you a slight nod. You grasp her demonic cock, squeezing lightly, feeling the give of it beneath the hardness. You can barely remember your own former manhood as you stroke Rachelle’s stiff cock.  
 
    “Ooohh, that’s it,” moans the Succubus Queen. “Do not be afraid of it. You want to do more than stroke it though. I can see it in your eyes.” 
 
    “Y-yes,” you confess. 
 
    “Go on,” she says, cupping the back of your head as she rises on her knees. “Taste it.” 
 
    Your doubt lingers only for a moment, then you lean you lower your face to her sweet-scented cock, part your lips, and taste the welling drop of her precum. Rachelle groans with pleasure, cradling your head and rubbing her cock against your lips and tongue.  
 
    “Suck it,” she hisses.  
 
    You obey instinctively, parting your lips and moaning as your mouth is filled with her stiff maleness. The pleasure of having a cock in your mouth is new and strange. You look up at her, lust in your eyes as you begin to bob your mouth on her cock.  
 
    “That’s a good girl,” moans Rachelle. “You will make a fine succubus with those cocksucking skills.” 
 
    “Mmmmmm,” you moan again, strangely flattered by her words. The more you suck, the more you taste the sweet oily nectar of her precum. You suck her harder, more eagerly, wanting to taste more. You crave her cum in your mouth. 
 
    “That’s it,” she hisses as you bob and slurp on her cock. “A good succubus knows how to drink the essence of a man as he spills his… ooooohhhh… seed in her mouth. Make me… oooohhh… make me spill my seed!” 
 
    “Mmmhhmmm!” You moan hungrily around her cock, looking up at her as you suck. Your drool spills down her shaft and drips from her tightening bollocks. She thrusts against the back of your throat and suddenly there is a great quantity of warm, thick liquid spurting into your mouth. It overwhelms your senses and you swallow, amazed by its sweetness and plentiful quantity. 
 
    Rachelle throws her head back, cradling your head with both hands as you suck out every drop of her cum and swallow it all down like a good succubus.  
 
    “Oh, you are ready,” she laughs. “When you meet your first man, his will not be nearly as sweet as mine, but it will be even more satisfying as he gives up bits of his soul with each spurt.” 
 
    “It was delicious,” you moan as she pulls her cock from your mouth. “I want more.” 
 
    “I will give you something even better,” says Rachelle. “Lie back and I will give you a new destiny.” 
 
    Your quest and your struggle are forgotten. You are drunk on the cum of the succubus, wanting nothing more than pleasure and the promise of something more. You sprawl on the floor, your thighs wide apart and your pussy dripping with need. Rachelle climbs between your thighs, rubbing her still-hard cock against your tender folds. You moan and writhe against her, begging, “Fuck me, please!” 
 
    “Of course, my sweet,” says Rachelle. Her violet eyes glow as she gazes down at you and thrusts into your newly-made cunt. The pleasure – the intense sensation of fullness – makes you wail with pleasure on Rachelle’s first stroke. It as if she has filled you with that destiny in a single stroke and your orgasm jolts through your arching body. Spasm after spasm of orgasmic pleasure grips at her thrusting cock and sends your mind into a daze of ecstasy. 
 
    “Yes!” Rachelle cries, fucking hard and fast into your throbbing pussy. Her huge breasts sway, her thick nipples rubbing against your buds. You cum again and as this second orgasm reaches its peak, Rachelle throws back her head and howls with demonic ferocity.  
 
    It is an orgasm like no other. The explosion of pleasure deep inside you seems to wash away every lingering trace of doubt. Your humanity is burned away, your mind melted and reformed in the inferno of your climax and your womb filled with the seeds of your rebirth. 
 
    When Rachelle finally slides her spent cock from your creamy pussy, you look up at her with new, violet tinged eyes, the first buds of your horns growing from your head. 
 
    “Arise, Luciana,” says Lady Rachelle, taking your hand.  
 
    You stand on shaky legs, a smile spreading across your face as you understand your new purpose. Your batlike wings spread on your back and your tail curl around your shapely thigh.  
 
    “My daughter,” says Rachelle, embracing you lovingly you and kissing you on your soft lips. You kiss her back, filled with a new hunger and a new purpose, adoring of your mother, the Succubus Queen.  
 
    There will be no more quest to save the world. You are one of a multitude in the Succubus Queen’s monster girl legion. Though your life continues in the service of evil, your adventure is at an end. 
 
      
 
    BAD END


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Call upon Morelle to battle the yegrilla 
 
      
 
    You hold your sword above your head and shout, “Morelle emerge!” 
 
    With a flash of pink light and a puff of sweet-smelling smoke, the lovely young freckled succubus appears before you. She is dressed in a flimsy baby doll and nothing else, her nipples erect and tenting beneath the sheer fabric that hangs against her plump breasts. Her round ass peeks out from beneath the delicate skirt. Her tail twitches, shifting the skirt even more to reveal her violet-tinged cuntlips glistening with her constant arousal. 
 
    “Ohhh, Lucas, you picked me!” She cries with delight. “Who do I have to battle?” 
 
    “Who this?” Grunts the yegrilla, looking from you to Morelle with confusion. “You bring another bride for me?” 
 
    “You’re going to marry me!?” Morelle giggles and bounces up and down with excitement, her plush rear wobbling and her breasts jiggling with each bounce. “Oh, mister green gorilla man. I will be such a good wife! I cook, I clean, I’ll take care of everything. Especially that big, thick, pink gorilla cock.” 
 
    “Ruhh?” The yegrilla seems even more confused as Morelle presses against him, stroking his simian face. He might not be sure what to do with the beautiful succubus, but his cock responds to her touch and her scent, rising to full hardness. She presses a kiss to his lips. He grunts and violet magic flickers around their lip lock. 
 
    Morelle molds her lovely body to the great furry slab of the yegrilla’s chest. Her hands move down his belly to the glistening pink head of his cock. It twitches as she touches it with her fingers, whispering softly so that only the brute can hear. She sinks down to a crouch before him, violet eyes aglow as she looks up at him and runs her tongue around the beastly tip of his cock. The yegrilla hoots like an animal. She parts her lips, casting a glance in your direction as she slides her mouth down onto the yegrilla’s cock. 
 
    “Ohhhhhh so good,” moans the yegrilla. “Make my seed… make it… aaaAAAOOOoooOOOoooo!” 
 
    He shouts like an ape as his cock visibly twitches, the underside throbbing as he pumps Morelle’s mouth full of his cum. She slurps without pause, gulping down his simian seed and fondling his furry balls. Violet magic swirls around her as she also drains some of the brute’s essence. If it had been you, that would have left you completely at the succubus’s mercy. Yegrilla is made of stronger stuff. He grabs Morelle’s head and pulls her mouth off his cock with a wet pop. 
 
    “Enough suck,” he said. “I mate with you now.” 
 
    “Oooh, yes,” moans Morelle. “Mate with me, you big-cocked brute!” 
 
    “Morelle, no, don’t mate with him!” You shout, but your words go unheeded as Morelle sprawls on the grassy earth and parts her shapely thighs. The green-furred yegrilla leaps atop her, thrusts into her slick pussy with a single stroke that leaves him grunting like an enraged ape. He ruts furiously into her, his pink cock appearing a disappearing as he plunges into Morelle’s tight young pussy. 
 
    “Ohhhh, it’s so much bigger than Lucas’s!” Morrelle cries, wrapping her legs around the brute.  
 
    “Who that?” The yegrilla grunts, fucking her hard and fast. 
 
    “Don’t worry about him,” coos Morelle. “Just some boy I know.” 
 
    You exchange a worried look with Theora, your face burning with shame. Perhaps worse than the lashes of Morelle’s dismissive insults is the fact that your cock is rock hard watching the beautiful succubus getting pillaged by the yegrilla. She seems to be in ecstasy, caressing his shoulders and squeezing his bulk between her thighs as he ruts furiously into her pussy. 
 
    “OOOooooOooo, so good!” The yegrilla hoots. Each slam of its beastly cock into Morelle’s tight pussy makes her breasts bounce. “I mate you now!” 
 
    “Oooohhh, yesss!” Morelle cries, throwing back her horned head. “Mate me! I’m cumming! I’m cumming on your huge cock!” 
 
    She works her hips beneath him, eager to take the yegrilla’s massive pink member. Her perfect succubus slit lewdly swallows his cock down to the root with every stroke. The yegrilla pounds into her, grunting loudly as he blasts his brutish cum deep into Morelle’s demonic core. A violet light flickers around his shaft and around her pussy. But there is another flash. A rune appears above Morelle’s mound. 
 
    “What is that?” You cry.  
 
    “The mark,” gasps Theora. “The beast has bred Morelle. We have to leave this place, quickly.” 
 
    Theora slips away, but you are rooted to the spot, your cock twitching at the sight of Morelle being mated by the yegrilla. Her expression changes from playful pleasure to rapturous love.  
 
    “Oh, yes! Breed my pussy! Fill me with your mighty monkey babies!” Morelle caresses the yegrilla, fucking against him as his cum overflows her fertile pussy.  
 
    “OOOoooOOooo!” The yegrilla hoots, beating its huge fists against its chest and finishing inside Morelle with a final few strokes. It pulls its huge pink cock out of her pussy with a loud slurping sound and you watch as an incredible amount of simian spunk oozes from her violet-tinged cunt. The yegrilla looks at you and bares its tusk-sized fangs. “Come here, slave boy. You clean mate for more mating.” 
 
    “W-what?” You moan in disbelief. 
 
    “Oh, that’s right, Lucas,” moans Morelle, shifting her body so her well-fucked pussy is facing you. “Get over here and clean my mate’s cum off my pussy. I know you want to taste all this nasty yegrilla cum.” 
 
    “No, I don’t want to taste that!” You cry, feeling your stomach tighten into a knot and your gorge rise. 
 
    “Too bad!” The yegrilla snarls and grabs you by the back of your tunic, violently tossing you to the ground between Morelle’s thighs. He slaps a foot on your back and pushes your face down towards Morelle’s messy cunt. You breathe in the strong musk of his seed. “Clean pussy! You slave boy now! Clean up or I break you in half!” 
 
    You whimper as you stick your tongue out and taste the salty, disgusting flavor of the yegrilla cum covering Morelle’s blushing cunt. The succubus moans with pleasure, wrapping her tail around your neck and using it like a leash to drag your face down. 
 
    “Do a good job, Lucas,” she moans. “Ooohh, that’s more like it. He’s really got his tongue in there. Oh, if I didn’t know better, I would think you like the taste of his cum dripping out of my pussy.” 
 
    “Nnnnnnnnnn,” you deny her, looking up as she plays with her nipples and watches you cleaning her pussy with your tongue.  
 
    “Now go lower, don’t miss my ass.” She tilts her hips to give you better access. You lap at her crack, where the cum that dripped from her pussy now coats her raunchy divot. You lick it out, cleaning up the spunk and growing more and more enthusiastic. “Oh, you’re such a good boy, Lucas. Now go stand over there. You may stroke yourself as my mate fucks me.” 
 
    The yegrilla laughs as you obediently walk away and begin flogging your dripping hard cock. The yegrilla takes Morelle in several positions, grabbing her horns for leverage and pummeling her hot cunt. You jerk off pitifully, spilling your seed on the ground and gradually adjusting to your new life as a slave. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Surrender 
 
      
 
    Nepenthia’s beauty and the intoxicating scent of her flower are too much for you to resist. Even knowing that Theora is doomed, you toss aside your sword and walk towards the plant girl. She giggles and gestures for you to get on your knees. You obey her immediately. She beckons you to crawl and you crawl. She parts her slender thighs and thrusts the red flower covering her mound in your direction. 
 
    “Take a deep sniff,” she says, wiggling her hips enticingly. “All of your worries will go away, Lucas.” 
 
    “Oh, gods, yes,” you moan, crawling between Nepenthia’s supple thighs. 
 
    You breathe in the scent of her scarlet flower, inhaling the pollen as tickling warmth suffuses your entire body. Your cock stiffens and you feel an overpowering lust. You forget about Theora and your quest. You forget about anything other than the beautiful plant girl standing over you.  
 
    “You are a good boy, Lucas,” she says. “Maybe I will keep you for a while. Would you like that?” 
 
    “Ohhhh, yes,” you moan, kissing Nepenthia’s thigh and looking up at her adoringly. 
 
    She giggles, “You are so cute.” 
 
    Her flowers fall away from her breasts and her mound, revealing her pale green nipples and the delicate folds of her cunt dripping with her nectar. Her hand on the back of your head is all the guidance you need. You press your face to the hot furrow of her cunt and begin to lap at her nectar. Nepenthia coos with pleasure as you tongue her slit, drinking whatever honey she gives you and obediently burrowing your tongue into her hot trench, lapping at her clit, and, as she turns to present her firm little rear, to lap at her blushing asshole. 
 
    “Ooooooh, you are so good,” she croons, wiggling her hips and rubbing her ass in your face. “I think I need to taste your liquid. Some animals make so much. I like to take it from them before I put them in my pitcher. Would you like me to take some of yours?” 
 
    “Y-yes,” you moan, your cock throbbing hard. 
 
    She pushes you onto your back and her vines slither out of the jungle and begin tearing apart your clothing. Your cock is rock hard, jutting up from your hips and obscenely red.  
 
    “Look at that,” says Nepenthia. “It is already leaking liquid.” 
 
    She runs her fingertip over your cockhead and holds it up to show you the glistening precum. She pops her finger into her mouth and you groan as she sucks the juice free. 
 
    “Mmmmm, saltier than some,” she says. “I like it though. I want more.” 
 
    She falls between your legs and sucks you into her mouth, her warm, sweet-smelling saliva like honey as it soaks down your cock. She slurps and moans eagerly, looking up at you with amusement in her inhuman eyes. Her skill with her mouth speaks to her thirst for your cum and her cradling hand soon has your balls tightening. You feel yourself tensing and she laughs around your cock. 
 
    “Ohhhh, Nepenthia,” you cry, your cock swelling in her mouth.  
 
    “Mmmmmmm,” she replies, bobbing furiously on your cock. 
 
    You thrust between her soft lips and your cock pulses, throbs, and spurts your seed into her sucking mouth. Each pump of your seed is gone the moment it leaves your cock, spilling down her throat and into her eager belly. Nepenthia drinks your cum and keeps sucking, even as you writhe and cry out, trying to escape her mouth. Her vines descend and wrap around your arms and legs. She continues to suck you, forcing you to cum again and again, your cock only softening after your fourth intense orgasm.  
 
    “Mmmmm, so yummy,” she says, your flaccid cock slipping from her lips. “Now get up, I have some work for you…” 
 
    Nepenthia has you clean up her clearing, pluck weeds from her roots, and remove rocks she can somehow feel beneath the soil. You labor hard. Whenever you grow tired or doubt begins to creep into your mind, Nepenthia is right there with a flower for you to smell. You breathe deeply and remember that nothing is more important than the plant girl. As night falls, Theora ceases her moaning inside the pitcher. You hardly care. You are cradled in Nepenthia’s arms, kissing her and sliding your cock into the warm depths of her cunt. Her fluttering pussy seems to drink your seed with the same eagerness as her mouth earlier in the day. She manages to coax you into cumming twice, but you still have not recovered from your earlier pleasures. 
 
    Day after day, you tend to Nepenthia, feed her your seed, and grow weaker and weaker. Finally, she lowers you into one of her pitchers, gives you a last kiss on the forehead and tells you, “Now is the time to be a part of me forever, Lucas.” 
 
    You cannot resist the warm and comforting lure of the liquid that fills the pitcher. Soon, you sink deep beneath the liquid, darkness closing in around you. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Drink the swirling milk potion 
 
      
 
    “What is the point of stalling like this?” Charlotte asks, pursuing you around the river’s edge and wearing you down with frequent attacks from her tentacles. “I will catch you soon and then I will breed with you and you will live with me as my mate.” 
 
    You can see she is going to win if you don’t do something. You need a radical solution. You need to resort to the swirling milk potion. You are never quite certain what it will do to you, but it is worth the risk. 
 
    Buying yourself a moment with a swinging charge, you retreat and slip the bottle out of the pouch on your hip. You unstopper it with your thumb, glancing at the glowing, swirling liquid inside before tipping the bottle to your lips. Sweet, strong-tasting liquid pours across your tongue and burns slightly as you gulp it down.  
 
    Charlotte stops, hesitating at the sight of you quaffing the potion. She cocks her head to the side, nictitating membranes sweeping her inhuman eyes as she watches you.  
 
    “What is this, human?” 
 
    “It is… something… special,” you gasp, dropping heavily to your knees. 
 
    You begin to shake, your body changing, muscles slackening and your face feminizing. You feel your breasts swelling into large, perky mounds that strain the buttons of your tunic. Your waist narrows, your hips widen, and your ass fills out your trousers. Your manhood begins to shudder and strain. You let out a girlish cry of pain as your penis suddenly splits into two. These halved cocks seal themselves and swell to at least the size of your normal erection. You gasp at the sensation of two cocks rubbing inside your trousers.  
 
    “I have something for you,” you laugh, rising to your feet and burning with the need to fuck Charlotte senseless in her pussy and ass. 
 
    “W-what do you mean?” She backs away, raising two tentacles defensively. “What do you have?” 
 
    “These!” You shout, unbuckling your belt and yanking down your trousers and undershorts. The Scylla cannot help but gasp at the twin cocks you reveal to her, both erect and twitching with your intense need to fuck. 
 
    “How did you… how is it… you have two! And your face has changed! And your chest!” Charlotte blushes deeply, covering her mouth with her hand as if embarrassed. 
 
    “Oh, you like these?” You say, popping open the buttons on your tunic to reveal your soft creamy mounds and your thick pink nipples.  
 
    “Ooooh,” croons the Scylla, “they are so pretty.” 
 
    She reaches out her human hands and touches your breasts, squeezing and fondling them gently. You thrust them into her palms and lean in to give the Scylla girl a kiss on her soft lips. Her mouth is cool and faintly sweet. Her tongue is every bit as nimble as one of her tentacles. You press closer, mashing your big breasts against her smaller mounds. Your twin cocks rub against the slimy mass of her tentacles. You thrusts through the writhing appendages and feel the warmth of her cunt.  
 
    “I will mount you,” you say, “in both holes.” 
 
    “No,” she gasps. “I cannot. Not in both. You would not enjoy that. You can only mate with one hole the other is not for mating.” 
 
    “That is for me to decide you slimy river slut,” you laugh, tossing her to the river’s edge and grabbing two of her tentacles in each hand. You push and pull them until you expose her red-tinged pussy and the reddish knot of her asshole. They are both slimy with her natural lubrication, making it easy for you to guide both cockheads to her tight holes.  
 
    “Ooooooh,” she croons. “You can’t do it! Please! Not theeerrrreee!” 
 
    She wails and tosses her blonde hair as you thrust into her pussy and ass in a single stroke. Your upper cock sinks easily into the steamy folds of her cunt; your lower cock requires a harder thrust before her clenched divot yields. She gasps and you groan with womanly pleasure as your lower cock finally pushes past her ring and sinks into her asshole. 
 
    Both holes are incredibly hot and slippery, making it easy for you to quickly build up a rapid stroke. You lean over her, releasing her tentacles and pinning her human arms to the ground as you plunder both her holes at once. 
 
    “Ooooooohhh, yes, it is better than I thought,” cries Charlotte, looking up at you. “Like you are mating me in my ass. Even though there are no eggs. It is good.” 
 
    “Yes, it is good,” you laugh, leaning over her, your heavy breasts swinging and dragging against her tits. You kiss her, mashing your tits down against hers, pounding hard and deep into her clutching pussy and incredibly tight and silky ass. 
 
    The motions of your body are feminine and new, writhing and sliding against Charlotte’s slippery flesh as you fucking her harder and harder, your pleasure building with every stroke. You can hardly believe it, your kiss hungry as you ascend to the brink of your climax. 
 
    “Aaaaahhh!” Charlotte croons against your lips, her tentacles wrapping around you and pulling you deeper. “I am cumming!” 
 
    She didn’t need to tell you that for you to know. You can feel it in the stiffening of her body, the way her tentacles grip your feminine ass and lower back tightly, and the way her ass rhythmically clenches against your lower cock. Her squeezing pleasure, gasped directly into your kiss, is enough to push you over the brink. You cry out girlishly against her, kissing her slender neck and pressing down hard atop her as you bury both cocks deep in Charlotte’s holes and explode. 
 
    Your seed pumps into Charlotte’s pussy and clutching ass with intense, alternating spurts. Every blast of your seed seems to propel the Scylla girl back to the peak of her own orgasm. 
 
    “You are breeding me in both holes,” she gasps. “You are breeding my ass with your human seed!” 
 
    You fuck her until your cocks begin to soften, slumping atop her and kissing her as she strokes your shoulders and back.  
 
    “That is a very good mating,” says Charlotte, caressing your head with a tentacle. “Now we will go back to my home and we will mate again and again.” 
 
    “What? No, I’m going to—“ 
 
    But Charlotte moves with astonishing speed, wrapping you tightly in three tentacles and dragging you into the nearby river. You cry out one last time as the Scylla girl drags you beneath the rapidly flowing water. You cannot see anything, but you feel as if you are going to drown as she takes you deeper and deeper. 
 
    Suddenly, she is dragging you through an underwater tunnel and up into a grotto under the ground. She pulls you out of the water and onto a mat of soft moss.  
 
    “You nearly killed me,” you gasp, trying to catch your breath. 
 
    “You turned back into a boy,” say Charlotte, looking down at your normal human body. “And you only have one piece of mating flesh now.” 
 
    “Yeah? That was a potion,” you say.  
 
    “Do you have more of this potion?” Charlotte asks. 
 
    “Yes, but it’s in my pouch up on the river’s edge.” 
 
    “I will retrieve it,” says the Scylla and before you now it she has dived back into the water of the grotto, leaving you behind in her cave. You contemplate some means of escape, but your sword was left behind and the tunnel was too long for you to traverse at a normal human swimming speed. You are still trying to think of a way to contact Veleda or Theora when the Scylla girl returns with your potions.  
 
    She hands you the swirling potion and tells you, “Transform again. I require to be bred in both my holes.” 
 
    She gets on her hands and knees, or what would be her knees if she had any bones in her tentacles, and offers up her luscious pussy and ass. Seeing no alternative, you unstopper the bottle, feel the change come over you, and eagerly plunder both her holes with your hard cocks. 
 
    “Yessss,” hisses Charlotte. “Breed my hole again. Mate with me again and again.” 
 
    It is as you pound your cocks into her tight pussy and silky ass, that you know you have lost, that you will be her obedient mate for as long as you survive. 
 
    Or at least until your prayers to be rescued are finally answered. 
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    Call upon Yasmeen to defeat the goblin 
 
      
 
    You draw the Holy Sword of Veleda and hold it above your head, shouting out, “Yasmeen emerge!” 
 
    With a flash of pink light and a sudden gust of dry, hot wind, the giant figure of Yasmeen appears in the midst of the clearing. She towers over you and Theora, a giantess on an immense snake’s body, the goblins no more than toys compared to her huge size. She is terrifying and beautiful, her shapely breasts swaying as she slithers and turns from you to the goblins. 
 
    “What is this, Lucas? Some treats for me to devour?”  
 
    The goblins fire their arrows, which bounce harmlessly off her armored scales. She hisses and charges at the goblins and they screech in terror and bolt for the jungle. She thunders off in pursuit, disappearing into the tree line with a crash of foliage.  
 
    “Don’t eat them all!” You shout after her, although you have no idea if she heard you. 
 
    “I rather hope she does not eat the one that can speak the common tongue,” says Theora.  
 
    You hear terrified screeching from more than one goblin somewhere in the distant jungle. The sound of snapping branches moves from directly in front of you around to the side, at which point Yasmeen finally emerges from the jungle. To your surprise, she holds one goblin in each arm and two more wrapped up in her serpentine body.  
 
    “I brought them back,” she says, panting and flicking her tongue excitedly, her huge breasts heaving in the golden sling she is wearing. “Now may I eat them?” 
 
    “I have some questions to ask them,” you say, stepping towards her. You shout as you address the goblins, “Which of you spoke before?” 
 
    “I speak,” whimpers one of the goblins wrapped up in Yasmeen’s tail. She lifts the goblin towards you, wrapped in her crimson scales, his arms pinned at his sides, he looks pathetic. 
 
    “You are going to answer some questions,” you say, “and if you answer truthfully, my friend here won’t eat you and your friends.” 
 
    “Awww,” pouts Yasmeen, sticking out her lower lip. 
 
    “I talk! I talk!” The goblin cries, trying to wriggle free. Yasmeen constricts here coiled lower body. 
 
    “Where is your village?” You demand. 
 
    “On path,” says the goblin. “Not far! Many goblins there!” 
 
    “What that way?” Theora asks, pointing to a fainter path through the jungle. 
 
    “Ah, that is… ah! So tight! It is… empty house! Left by humans!”  
 
    “Humans? Are they nearby?” You ask. 
 
    “No, gone long ago,” says the goblin. “All that left is green man. Furry man. Very dangerous.” 
 
    “What about the path with the flowers?” You ask. 
 
    “Past house to garden,” says the goblin. “It more dangerous than green man. Plant… plant eat brother.” 
 
    “Lovely,” says Theora. 
 
    “Speaking of eating goblins,” says Yasmeen. “If you have your answers, can I eat them now?” 
 
    You are tempted to let the pouting lamia devour the goblins, but you turn to Theora for advice.  
 
    “You should not encourage her,” she says, before you can even ask a question. “She must be weaned of her hunger for sentient creatures.” 
 
    “Right,” you say, nodding in agreement. You turn back to Yasmeen and say, “No, we should let these… goblins…” 
 
    Your words trail off as you realize Yasmeen is only holding the two goblins wrapped in her tail now. Thet goblins are whimpering and looking up at Yasmeen and the huge lamia’s belly looks awfully distended. 
 
    “Oh, Yasmeen,” you sigh. “You ate two of them?” 
 
    “What? No? I let them go,” says Yasmeen, looking around as if wondering where the goblins might have gone. The bulge in her belly shifts and you hear muffled voices from inside her belly.  
 
    “She ate them! She a—!“ The goblin that speaks the common tongue is suddenly cut off in his shouting as Yasmeen constricts him so tightly his eyes bulge. 
 
    “Don’t kill him!” You shout. “Let these two go. No more eating the goblins.” 
 
    She pouts again as she lowers the goblins to the ground and unwinds her tail. They both gasp for breath and stumble away, heading towards the path through the jungle.  
 
    “How about you, Lucas?” Yasmeen hisses, reaching for you with one of her big hands. “Want to give them a little seasoning?”  
 
    She wets her plump lips and smiles seductively. You imagine how your cock would feel sliding into her hot mouth, thrusting against her serpentine tongue, and explode down her throat. Would she try to swallow you along with her cum? 
 
    “Absolutely not!” Theora says, grabbing you by your shoulder and saving you from finding out the answer to that question. “Send her back, Lucas.” 
 
    “Right,” you say, holding your sword up. Yasmeen starts to complain, but you command her, “Yasmeen return!” 
 
    In a pink flash, the huge lamia is gone, a thunderclap of air departing with her.  
 
    “I do not like that one,” says Theora with a shake of her head. “Come on, let’s be on our way.” 
 
    “Right,” you say, hoping Theora does not notice your erection. 
 
    You and Theora set off back into the jungle, following the path that veers clear of the goblin village. The journey is more difficult than on the other path, slowing your progress. The darkness of the jungle canopy is beginning to deepen, suggesting that night is falling. With the mountains still not in view, it seems unlikely you will reach them by dusk. 
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    Use the Maddening Pleasure ability 
 
      
 
    You lower your sword, which causes Charlotte to stop her attack and look at you cautiously. You lunge towards her so quickly she actually cries out in surprise as you embrace her and press your lips to hers. Your kiss is hot, hungry, your tongue thrusting into the cool sweetness of her mouth. Her lips are almost rubbery, but her tongue stirs and she moans with surprised pleasure against your kiss. Her tentacles wrap around you, drawing you deeper into her arms. You resist the urge to fight her off and betray no fear. 
 
    “What was that?” She asks. 
 
    “I realized my foolishness,” you say, sliding a hand up her slippery flesh to cradle her left breast. You fondle it and gently tease your thumb back and forth against her fat nipple. “I looked at your beauty and I knew I had to show you the ways of pleasure.” 
 
    “Oooooooh!” Charlotte croons lustily. “Yes, show me the way of human pleasure. What is your name, so that I may sing it when I you drive me to climax?” 
 
    “Lucas,” you say, kissing her long neck and slender shoulder.  
 
    “Lucas,” she repeats, her tentacles cradling you as you kiss your way to her breast, tonguing and then sucking her nipple. She gasps with pleasure, watching you with her alien eyes lidded with lust. “Yes, suck them. Soon our spawn will suck my mother’s milk.” 
 
    “Mmmmmhmmm,” you agree, moving to her other breast, sucking even harder and eliciting a cry of pleasure. Your hot mouth lingers, moving between her breasts as your fingers tease her glistening nipples. Her skin is coated in a thin layer of slime with a sweet taste. Licking and sucking her is like licking and sucking a giant candy.  
 
    “Oooooh, put your breeding flesh inside me,” moans Charlotte, gyrating her hips and making several of her tentacles swish against the mud. “I need to be mated.” 
 
    “Not yet,” you say. “First, you need pleasure.” 
 
    You kiss your way down her flat belly, unsure of what you will find as you reach her lower abdomen. Her hips and human backside end at her upper thighs, which bloom with reddish spots that become the roots of her eight main tentacles. You are in front of her, on your knees, as you face two smaller tentacles that cover her vulva like rubbery curtains. Breathing her scent, slightly afraid of what you will find, you push those small tentacles aside and reveal her puffy, reddish, but otherwise human pussy. Breathing a sigh of relief, you lean in, caressing her thighs above the roots of her tentacles as you press a kiss to her slick pussy. 
 
    “Ahhhhh, your mouth,” she cries. “Oh, and your tongue too! Ahhhh! That is not how you mate with me!” 
 
    Charlotte’s puffy pussy is steamy hot in contrast to her cool body temperature. You through your tongue into it and it is almost uncomfortable how hot it is, but as you nuzzle, lick, and suck at her pussy, you forget any such minor discomfort. Your tongue finds Charlotte’s clit and she begins to moan and writhe, rolling her hips to fuck her juicy folds against your mouth. 
 
    “Ooooooh!” She croons loudly. “Your tongue… is touching me… ooooohh… somewhere I have never felt before!” 
 
    “Mmmmnnnnnn,” you agree, flicking and sucking the bud of her clit, driving her to louder and louder moans of pleasure. Her tentacles tremble with her ecstasy. Her hands hold your head as she rides against your tongue. You can see her eyes rolling back in her head as she cums with powerful spasms that send her hot nectar flowing into your mouth. 
 
    And suddenly she is back from the brink, grabbing you up in her arms and furiously stripping off your clothing with her tentacles. 
 
    “I need you now,” she cries. “I need your seed!”  
 
    She throws you to the muddy shore and is atop you before you can even protest. Her tentacles wrap around your hard cock and guide you to her slippery heat of her pussy. She sinks down onto your cock, moaning as her pussy squeezes around you, writhing and sliding over your sensitive manhood. 
 
    “No,” you gasp. “No, I wasn’t done… ohhhh… showing you the… limits of… ohhhhhh…” 
 
    Your words trail off as you look up at the beautiful monster girl. She rides her pussy up and down your hard cock, her plump breasts bouncing and swaying with the motion of her hips. Her tight, steamy-hot pussy draws you quickly towards your limit. Your hands find her hips and then her soft ass. You squeeze it and encourage her, lost to the pleasure of her tight pussy, lost to her satisfied smile and golden, alien eyes.  
 
    “Ohhhhh,” you moan pitifully, your cock pulsing inside her as you shoot a heavy load deep into her monstrous pussy. She cries out, her inner walls milking you, her tentacles caressing your thighs and reaching up to your balls as you pump your seed into Charlotte’s fertile pussy. 
 
    You are beaten. You know it. Even as she slides off of you and takes hold of your feet, you offer no resistance.  
 
    “Now I will take you to my home,” she croons. “Where we will live together forever, making so many babies.” 
 
    You whimper helplessly as you are dragged into the river to disappear beneath the surface. In Charlotte’s secret grotto, on a bed of musty moss, you will live out your days as her personal breeding tool, fucking her whenever she desires and emptying every drop from your balls with each passing day. 
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    Use the Lure of the Lily ability 
 
      
 
    “Give it up, Lucas,” sneers the Succubus Queen as she nearly wraps her tail around your neck. “I am faster, stronger, and smarter than you will ever be.” 
 
    “Maybe,” you say, “but you are also a coward. Face me like a queen instead of a cutpurse!” 
 
    You know what you have to do. You cannot best her even if you do provoke her into a direct fight, but you can use your Lure of the Lily ability to convince the succubus she has already won.  
 
    “Come and get me,” you taunt. “If you are not afraid of me.” 
 
    “Afraid!? I will rend you limb from limb for your insolence!” The Succubus Queen launches through the air, her wings snapping open to lengthen her leap. Her claws rake across your chest, slashing ribbons from your shirt and slicing stinging, bloody scratches across your body. You batter her back, forcing her to parry several quick blows from your sword.  
 
    You see her attack coming quick enough to dodge it; a mace like swing of her tail aimed at the side of your head. You pretend to be angling for a strike and step into the blow, taking it on your shoulder instead of your head, but reacting as if she has smashed you in the temple. You roll your eyes back in your head and drop face down upon the floor. You make sure to scratch your temple with the guard of your sword as you go down, creating a convincing flow of blood for a cracked skull. 
 
    “Get up,” she snarls, kicking you in the side. “Lucas! Get up!” 
 
    You do not move. You still your breathing, making it so shallow it is barely detectable. You are in an almost trancelike state as the Succubus Queen leans over you and flips you over, blood trickling hot down the side of your face and dripping onto the floor. 
 
    “He’s dead,” says your mother, seeming not to care. 
 
    “Good,” says your sister, leaning over you. “He annoyed me. You said he was annoying, my queen, but you never mentioned how annoying.” 
 
    It takes every bit of your willpower not to cry out as your mother and sister transform into a pair of succubuses. They are not your mother and sister at all, but two completely unrelated demonesses disguised as your family. The Succubus Queen does not gloat over you and only comes near you to wrench your sword suddenly from your grasp. 
 
    “Get him out of my throne room and clean up this blood,” says Rachelle, her heeled, armored boots clicking on the floor as she saunters out of the throne room admiring the Holy Sword of Veleda. 
 
    The full extent of your folly does not become clear until you are being dragged out of the throne room by the two succubuses that had posed as your mother and sister. 
 
    “Do you think we should feed him to the bone sisters?” The question comes from the succubus that had impersonated your mother. 
 
    “Nah, you can never tell when they’re hungry for flesh. Give him to the wormlings,” says the other succubus.  
 
    The idea of being fed to either of these monstrosities stirs you from your torpor. You roll to your feet, kicking away both their clawed hands. 
 
    “He lives!”  
 
    “But the queen does not know! Let us take this feast for ourselves, sister!” 
 
    The two demonesses moan with lusty glee and leap upon you, tearing off your bloody clothes as you struggle against them. In seconds, one has you pinned beneath her thighs and the other is vigorously riding your cock. You fight with them desperately, trying to get them both off your body, but the smothering scent of the demoness atop you is intoxicating. You yield to the hot, slippery pleasure of the other’s cunt, shooting hard and deep into her clutching pussy as you begin to pitifully lick the other’s cunt.  
 
    They use you and feed upon you, drinking your seed with their kisses, their sucks, and their luscious, squeezing pussies. They seem to relish drawing you to the brink of death and giving you a few moments to regain your senses. All the same, it is over quickly, as they share the final blowjob that finishes you off, their tongues intertwine as you sputter out the last of your seed. They share your milky cum and your tingling essence with a final swapping kiss. 
 
    You slump back, engulfed by the darkness of oblivion with no hope of rescue.  
 
    Your adventure is at an end. 
 
      
 
    BAD END


 
   
  
 



 
 
    The abandoned cottage 
 
      
 
    The evening gloom of the jungle closes in on you as an impenetrable darkness. Only the faintest moonlight can be glimpsed through the overlapping canopy and the jungle sounds seem to deepen to an ominous growl. You hear things moving around you in the dark and your imagination is forced to conjure beasts that could rip you to pieces. Your anxiety grows as you stumble over creepers and blunder through thorns that rip at your tunic. 
 
    “There,” whispers Theora. “I see a small clearing ahead.” 
 
    You can see it too. The clearing allows a bit more moonlight to spill through the trees so that in the blackness of the jungle this spot ahead seems to faintly glow. Theora takes hold of your hand in the darkness and squeezes it reassuringly. If nothing else, you can see the beautiful angel’s pure white feathered wings in the darkness. Your spirits rise with each step you take towards the clearing, filling you with the brimming hope that there will at last be some relief from the oppressive darkness and lingering heat of the jungle. 
 
    You reach the jungle’s edge, bursting through into the moonlight of the clearing, and your relief turns to dismay. There can be little doubt that this is a cursed place. You notice the skulls first, since they are mostly intact. Perhaps a dozen of them, some scattered atop pebbles and others almost completely overgrowing with mushrooms and vines. You spot a crumbling ribcage, the remains of a pelvis, and disarticulated leg bones that leave you to imagine a human torn to pieces by some jungle creature. 
 
    The house at the center of this clearing is scarcely a cottage. Its rotten door hangs from its hinges and windows gape like empty sockets, weeds growing out from inside the cottage. 
 
    “Not very inviting,” says Theora.  
 
    “Maybe we should climb up in a tree and camp there,” you suggest, casting your gaze around the huge jungle trees. 
 
    The rain seems timed to discourage this idea. It begins as a patter heard in the canopy above. You scarcely feel a drop, but you can hear it and see signs of it glistening on the trunks of the trees. Then, with a roar, the storm comes and the rain gutters down the jungle giants and slashes across the clearing. For all its rot, the roof of the cottage before you seems intact. 
 
    The force of the rain preempts any further discussion. You and Theora run into the cottage, soaked in seconds, clinging to one another as you step into that dark cabin. Theora lights the cabin’s only room with magic and wards the windows and doorways with runes that glow for a moment in midair before fading into the gloom.  
 
    You are surprised to discover that the interior of the cabin is mostly intact. There is even a bed, though its blankets and straw mattress are so musty and crawling with bugs that you throw it out into the rain to clear space on the floor. Pieces of broken furniture and a mildew-darkened painting speak to the previous occupants. You pick the family portrait off the floor and can just make out a tall, well-built man, a stern, but beautiful woman, and several children.  
 
    “I really don’t want to think about what happened to these people,” you say, doing it anyway as you picture the skeletons outside in the clearing.  
 
    “Humans were not meant to live in Saturana,” says Theora, taking the painting from you and setting it down with its face against the wall.  
 
    “Yeah, that tends to be the problem with us,” you reply, giving Theora a wan smile. “We think we can go anywhere and do anything. Some people would see a place like this jungle as just another challenge.” 
 
    “And you?” Theora asks, standing very close to you, her face lit by the gently bobbing light of the magical flame she created.  
 
    “Saving my mother and sister are enough of a challenge,” you say. “After this, I think I would like to live in a city. Maybe I will go with my sister to the capital of Elzeheim. I saw it once when my father and I took her to join the wizard’s academy and I will never forget the red roofs and the way every street just led to another street, on and on, with people everywhere.” 
 
    “You are not made for a city,” says Theora, stroking your back. “You should rebuild your farmhouse.” 
 
    “Maybe. But not in St. Ingbert. I do not want to live there any longer.”  
 
    Theora nods sadly. Something else seems to be weighing on her. You sit in the musty cabin, listening to the rain, your backs against the wall as you watch the entrance.  
 
    “There will be great sacrifices needed to defeat the Succubus Queen,” she says. “Painful sacrifices.” 
 
    You look at her and see that he silvery-blue eyes are glistening as if she is about to cry. You take her hands and squeeze them reassuringly. 
 
    “I will not sacrifice you, Theora,” you say. You lean closer and kiss her and the sadness seems to melt from her. Your lips part and you taste the sweetness of her mouth, the warmth of her body radiating through her damp clothing. She pulls away after a moment and you sit beside her, listening to the rain and Theora’s murmured prayers to Veleda. Her words, spoken in the indecipherable tongue of angels, nevertheless comfort you. 
 
    She stops praying and there is silence. Her voice is soft and close to your ear as she says, “Make love to me tonight, Lucas.” 
 
    Though exhausted from your journey, you cannot refuse such a request. You see the need in her eyes; the need to connect with you again and to reassure each other in the midst of this terrible place. You shift to face her and you hear the clink of the potions given to you by Gretchen. 
 
    “Of course,” you say to Theora, caressing her cheek. “Would you like me to use one of my potions?” 
 
    Theora seems surprised by the offer, but a smile plays at her lips. She seems intrigued by the offer. 
 
    “If it is your desire, Lucas,” she says, pressing her shapely body to yours. “Take me as you like. I need you.” 
 
    Such a confession from the angel is both exciting and worrying. It seems like weakness and Theora never shows weakness to you. 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Make love to Theora 
 
    Drink the blue potion and make love to Theora 
 
    Drink the pink potion and make love to Theora 
 
    Drink the swirling potion and make love to Theora


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Drink the swirling milk potion 
 
      
 
    Everywhere you turn more of Nepenthia’s vines slash out of the jungle or creep from underfoot to try to snare you. Even when you manage to deflect her attacks with a cutting strike, you are being pricked with thorns and worn down with the effort. 
 
    “This is amusing,” giggles Nepenthia, watching you somersault to avoid her vines. “I could spend hours at this game, but I am afraid you will not last more than a few more minutes.” 
 
    If that, you think. You need a wildcard. Something unexpected. And there is only one potion that fits that description. Avoiding another of the plant girl’s attacks, you roll to your feet and quickly draw the bottle containing the swirling milk potion from the pouch on your hip. You pop the cork and tip the bottle to your lips, swallowing a large amount of the sweet, faintly salty potion in a single gulp. You stopper the bottle and return it to your hip as the potion warms your throat down to your belly. 
 
    That heat gathers and builds and you feel the change coming over you with a sudden surge. Your body begins a transformation that sears through your muscles and alters your entire physique. Your muscles slacken and swell into enormous breasts that strain your tunic, your face changes to become delicately feminine, your waist narrows, hips widen, and your ass becomes plush and ample. No change is more dramatic than your cock, which splits in half along its length and becomes two cocks, one over the other, each as large as your former phallus.  
 
    Nepenthia stands watching this transformation with curiosity, her vines temporarily halting their attack so she can observe what is happening.  
 
    “You have become a girl human?” She giggles. “Oh, there are so many things I can do with a girl human.” 
 
    Vines suddenly lash your arms, winding from your wrists up to your shoulders and stretching your arms wide apart. The buttons pop open on your tunic, exposing your heaving breasts. Nepenthia approaches, looking you over, caressing your cheek and running a sweet-smelling finger over your lips.  
 
    “Yes, there are many thing I could do with you,” she coons, running her fingers down your neck to the shuddering mounds of your tits. She plays her fingers over the fat buds of your nipples and you suck in a breath. 
 
    “I’ll let you do whatever you want with me,” you whisper. “Just let Theora go.” 
 
    “I can do whatever I want with you,” says Nepenthia. “And the winged woman is too delicious to let go.” 
 
    Her hand trails down your flat tummy to your trousers. Her leafy brow crinkles as she notices the bulge.  
 
    “What is this?” She says, fingers pressing against your twin cocks through your trousers. “Your male flesh is intact. No… there is more of it! How curious!” 
 
    She quickly unbuckles your belt and lowers your trousers and undershorts. Your twin cocks pop into view, jutting obscenely from your feminine hips, huge bollocks between your slender thighs. Nepenthia gasps at the sight of your cocks, aroused by her sweet scent and teasing touch. 
 
    “Let her go,” you say. “I’m so much more interesting than her.” 
 
    “Perhaps you are right,” she says, stroking your cocks with her fingertips and then grasping one in each hand. You moan as she tugs them roughly. “Very well, if you give me enough of your liquid, I will release you and the bird creature.” 
 
    “My liquid?” You ask. 
 
    “From these,” she says, squeezing your cocks and then releasing them. Her hands go to your breasts and she squeezes those as well. “And these. Enough to fill me with your delicious liquid. If you cannot make enough, well, I will have to eat your friend.” 
 
    “I can do it,” you gasp. “But I don’t have any milk in my breasts.” 
 
    “Milk? Oh, I can fix that,” says Nepenthia with a laugh. She takes a step back from you and two vines shoot towards you, each tipped with a hypodermic barb. The needlelike tips pierce the soft flesh of your breasts and sting you with tingling venom.  
 
    “Ah, what is… what is happening?” You look down at your already enormous breasts and watch as your creamy mounds swell, fine veins appearing beneath the surface as your breasts grow heavier and heavier, your nipples swelling. Your mounds become painfully taut, almost as if they might burst, and then you cry out as your left nipples begins to spray out a fine mist of milk. A moment later, your right nipple does the same.  
 
    “Oh!” Nepenthia cries out and darts forward. “It is going to waste!” 
 
    She latches her mouth to your left nipple and begins to suck greedily at your spurting milk. The sensation of your warm cream spurting from your breast into her sucking mouth is strange and pleasant. A vine tipped with a fleshy cup slithers into view over Nepenthia’s shoulder and this latches to your right nipple. You feel a steady rhythmic suction from the cup and you can see your milk gurgling into it before being sucked up the translucent vine. 
 
    “So sweet!” Nepenthia gasps.  
 
    The sensation of having your breasts suckled and releasing your milk is too much. With a hoarse cry of pleasure, your twin cocks begin to jerk and throb, untouched. Cum shoots out of them both, spattering Nepenthia’s legs.  
 
    “Oh, no, we mustn’t waste this liquid either,” she cries.  
 
    She abandons your left breast, allowing another cup-tipped vine to descend from the jungle and latch to your breast. With both of your mounds being suckled, the plant girl turns her full attention to your cocks. She first licks up the cum you have already spurted and then begins to suck your cocks, moving back and forth between them. 
 
    “No, no, this will not do,” she declares, stopping to admire your glistening cocks, already on the verge of erupting again. “I must not miss another drop. I will have to handle them both at the same time.” 
 
    “W-what do you mean?” You gasp, pleasure surging from your nipples to your twitching cocks. 
 
    Nepenthia rises to her feet, turns, and bends over at the waist. She looks at you over her shoulder and reaches a hand back to spread her firm little rear to expose her blushing pink asshole and the glistening pink folds of her pussy. 
 
    “Two holes for two cocks,” she coos.  
 
    “Oh, goddess,” you moan.  
 
    Soft-sheathed vines rise from the ground and wrap around your cocks. These delicate tendrils guide your manhoods to Nepenthia’s holes as she backs onto your twin cocks. Your lower cock slides easily into her slick pussy and you groan as her warmth engulfs you. Your upper cock takes more pressure to overcome the tight clench of her anus. You briefly wonder why a plant girl even has an anus and then you are buried in the warm, tight, and surprisingly wet and slippery depths of Nepenthia’s asshole.  
 
    You cum almost instantly. She rides back, laughing, her holes squeezing your twin cocks as you spurt again and again inside her. She does not stop riding you even as your orgasm recedes. 
 
    “More,” she declares, bouncing her firm bottom against your feminine hips. “I need more liquid.” 
 
    She rides harder and the cups of her vines suckle harder at your breasts, working to extract every drop of your milk. You only managed to hold back for a few seconds before you are cumming again, firing deep into Nepenthia’s luscious holes. Her body seems to drink your seed, leaving nothing to overflow as your twitching cocks pump in and out of her pussy and ass. 
 
    The plant girl is insatiable and tireless, but you have only so much to give her. By the sixth orgasm, your cocks are beginning to hurt and your breasts are drained. She rolls her hips, bouncing on your raw cocks, looking back at you with her eyes pleading for more of your seed. 
 
    “I can’t… can’t give you anymore,” you moan. “The potion… the potion won’t last much longer.” 
 
    “It’s not enough,” says Nepenthia. “I need at least ten orgasm.” 
 
    You cry out, as much in pain as pleasure, as your cock throb again and dribble cream into her suckling holes. It is the last orgasm you can manage.  
 
    “I suppose I will just have to eat you and your friend,” says Nepenthia, sliding off your cocks. 
 
    “What? I give you all of my liquid,” you gasp as her vines start to lift you off the ground.  
 
    “Not enough,” she says. “I want it all.” 
 
    As you are being lifted towards one of the pitchers, you realize she never intended to honor your agreement. She intended to digest you and Theora both in her pitchers. You hear the angel moaning and writhing in a nearby pitcher and anger surges inside you. This surge is accompanied by the fortuitous transformation back into a normal man. It happens so quickly that your arms slip free of the vines and you drop to your feet on the ground.  
 
    Nepenthia is still turning to see what has happened when you ram the blade of your sword through her back. It would have driven through her to the hilt, but instead it puncture her and she disappears in a flash of bright pink light. You recoil, momentarily stunned. As you recover, you realize the crystal in the hilt of your sword is glowing. 
 
    The vines begin to wither and the pitchers droop and burst open, spilling their contents into the clearing. Theora gasps and you hurry to her side. Her pale flesh is scalded pink and she seems delirious, but otherwise unharmed. 
 
    “W-what happened?” She moans, lifting her head weakly. 
 
    “Nepenthia,” you say, “a plant girl. She dragged you into one of her pitchers and was digesting you inside. I defeated her.” 
 
    “Of course you did,” says Theora with a smile. 
 
    You pick her up into your arms and kiss her lips. A faint golden glow suffuses you both and you feel your body by healed as Theora’s skin returns to normal. She is still a bit woozy from the poison, but with a wave of her hand she is wearing a fresh gown and looking much like she normally does. 
 
    “We must continue on our way if we are to reach the mountains before sundown,” she says.  
 
    “Right,” you agree, giving her a supportive arm to lean on as you set off into the jungle. 
 
    Onward to the mountain stained red by the sunset. 
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    Call upon Gretchen to battle the yegrilla 
 
      
 
    This overbearing, big-cocked brute needs a foe that is just as robust and sexual as him. The only monster girl in the palace who fits the description is a certain extremely-busty blonde with tiny horns and an obsession with milk. 
 
    You hold your sword above your head and shout, “Gretchen emerge!” 
 
    There is a crack of thunder and a bright pink flash and Gretchen materializes before you. She is wearing tight denim shorts over her ample rear and a tied off blouse that reveals her soft belly and barely covers her enormous breasts. You can see her thick nipples straining the blue fabric of her blouse. She clops her hooves and turns from you to the yegrilla. 
 
    “Is that hairy beast who you want me to beat?” She asks, tossing her blonde hair over her small horns.  
 
    “That’s right,” you say. “And don’t let him knock you up.” 
 
    “I mate with you,” grunts the yegrilla. 
 
    “Oh yeah?” Gretchen stomps the ground and lowers her head. “We’ll see about that, fur ball!” 
 
    She charges at the yegrilla. He hoots and launches into a charge to meet her. The charging cow girl and the furious yegrilla collide with a loud crunch and both go spinning away from each other, tumbling and falling to the ground. It only takes them a moment to get to their feet and they are charging again. Gretchen is faster and more powerful once she gets going, but you notice with some concern that she is slower to get up each time they collide. 
 
    “Look at her tunic,” murmurs Theora. 
 
    Gretchen rounds, circling awkwardly in the space between buildings, and you see that the yegrilla has torn open her blouse. Her huge, creamy breasts hang free, their fat pink nipples engorged and dripping with her plentiful milk. The yegrilla smiles, baring his tusk-like fangs. 
 
    “Big milk on you,” he grunts. “You make good mate. Feed many babies!” 
 
    She snarls and charges at him, swinging both fists in a haymaker as she shouts, “But I don’t want babies!”  
 
    The yegrilla ducks her attack, wraps his long arms around her waist and uses her momentum to throw Gretchen to the ground. She pushes up onto her hands and knees, but is too slow to rise. The yegrilla is upon her, grabbing her by her shorts and yanking them roughly down from the creamy globes of her ass and down her thick thighs. He bares the pink pucker of her anus and the blushing folds of her cunt.  
 
    “Let go of me!” Gretchen cries, trying to kick her hooves backwards. 
 
    “Quiet, milk woman,” growls the yegrilla. “I smell your sex. You want baby now. I give you baby. Many babies!” 
 
    His pink cock glistens and throbs with his arousal. He grips the root of the massive appendage in his fist and guides it to Gretchen’s slippery cunt. She tries to get up, to push him away, and he shoves her back down to her hands and knees. Gretchen lows like a cow as the yegrilla thrusts his huge cock into her glistening cock, stretching her wide and filling her with his beastly manhood. 
 
    “He’s going to mate with her,” you gasp, your cock twitching in your trousers at the sight of the yegrilla plundering Gretchen’s plush pussy. 
 
    The yegrilla grab’s Gretchen’s shapely hips and pounds her hard, each smack of his furry hips sending ripples through her plump bottom and making her huge breasts swing beneath her. He is relentless and Gretchen does not seem to be resisting him. She throws her head back, mooing loudly and pushing her round ass back onto his cock. Her wildly swinging breasts flick droplets of milk out as the yegrilla punishes her pink pussy. 
 
    “I’m cumming!” Gretchen lows. “Ohhhhhh, yesssss, mooooooOOooo!”  
 
    “OooooOooooOooo!” Hoots the wild yegrilla, thrusting into her clutching cunt. He snarls and bares his huge fangs and you can tell by his ragged thrusts that he is exploding inside Gretchen’s tight pussy. There is a momentary flash of light from beneath her and you can just barely make out a glowing rune that has appeared on her lower abdomen, just above her pubic thatch.  
 
    “Ohhhhh, yes, fill me with all your cum,” moans the lowing cow girl. “Give me all your milk deep inside my womb. Make me heavier and milkier with all your babies.” 
 
    “OooooOooo!” The yegrilla hoots, his strokes slowing as he finishes pumping his cum deep into Gretchen’s eager cunt. “I give you lot of babies. So many babies. Oh, you make tired. I give you more.” 
 
    “We need to go,” says Theora, tugging at your sleeve. “Now.” 
 
    You hesitate, watching the yegrilla pull his huge pink cock from Gretchen’s pussy. You can just make out the raunchy slurping sound his cock makes as it slides out of her creamy cunt. A moment later, his cum gushes out of her stuffed pussy and drools in long strands down from her messy cuntlips. 
 
    “Boy,” shouts the yegrilla. “Boy slave! Come here. Clean up mate!” 
 
    “W-what?” You look over at Theora only to realize she has slipped away. 
 
    “Yeah, Lucas,” moans Gretchen, squashing her tits on the ground beneath her and resting her face in the grace. She wiggles her huge ass back and forth to taunt you with the perverse view of her cum-stuffed pussy. “Come and clean me up. I know you want to taste his milk fresh from my cunt.” 
 
    “No,” you say as you back away. “No, that’s not something I want at all. Gretchen you were supposed to beat him without—“ 
 
    The yegrilla covers the distance to you in two bounding leaps. He grabs you and slings you easily over one shoulder, the Holy Sword of Veleda dropping from your grasp. 
 
    “You clean up mate,” grunts the yegrilla, carrying you over to Gretchen and dumping you on the ground behind her. He easily palms the back of your head with a huge hand and pushes your face towards her big, creamy ass and cum-dripping pussy. “You clean so I give her more babies! Now! Or I crack head like tago nut!” 
 
    You’re not sure what a tago nut is, but you can imagine the yegrilla crushing your skull easily enough with those massive hands. You look from the savage brute to your close-up view of Gretchen’s clenching pink asshole and the cum-smeared mess of her pussy.  
 
    “Lap up all the sweet milk,” moans Gretchen. “Then share it with me.” 
 
    “Oh, goddess forgive me,” you murmur, diving your tongue into the hot folds of her pussy. The foul, salty flavor of the yegrilla’s spunk fills your mouth. You resist the urge to retch and lick Gretchen’s plump folds, tasting her silky nectar mingled with his cum.  
 
    “Mooooooo,” she moans, pushing her ass against your face. You ride your tongue up and lick her ass, pleasuring her pink pucker as the yegrilla’s foul slime decorates your chin. You lap it all up while Gretchen rides your tongue, cumming so hard against your subservient face that she forces out a gush of the yegrilla’s spunk right into your mouth. It is the most revolting thing you have ever done, yet as you continue to pleasure Gretchen’s plump rear, you find yourself enjoying being used. 
 
    “Now come here, slave boy,” lows Gretchen. “Give me a milky kiss.” 
 
    You crawl up beside her and she smashes a kiss to your mouth. Her tongue thrusts against yours and tastes the plentiful spunk filling your mouth. You share it with her, passing it back and forth, swallowing some as it is diluted with her sweet saliva.  
 
    The yegrilla pulls you roughly away, breaking your kiss with Gretchen. 
 
    “Mine,” he growls. “You go stand far away. Watch if want. I give more seed to mate.” 
 
    “Ooooh,” moans Gretchen, turning to offer him up her pussy and ass once again. “Fuck me some more, you big furry beast!” 
 
    As you slink off to watch your former lover being bred by the yegrilla, you know your quest is at an end. You have become a cuckolded slave boy to the yegrilla. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE > 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Use the Startle Eye ability 
 
      
 
    You begin to mutter a prayer of focus. It used by the scholar-monks of Veleda, but it is intended to focus the mind rather than plead for the goddess’s assistance. You intone the words, fighting one handed to fend off jabs of the Succubus Queen’s tail as you ball your other hand into a fist. You feel the strength building inside you. Even cut off from the light of the goddess, you are able to harness your inner light and focus your righteous strength in your clenched fist. 
 
    With a shout, you thrust your fist towards Rachelle. The succubus stares directly at your hand as you open it and unleash the pent spark of holy light. It bursts with a powder-shot bang and flashes brighter than the sun, if only for an instant.  
 
    “AAhhhhhhh! You bastard! What is this?” Rachelle recoils, grabbing at her eyes and apparently blinded by your use of Startle Eye. 
 
    You take hold of your sword in both hands and line up a swing of the blade that will take off the succubus’s head. Suddenly, you are seized from behind by two sets of arms, each as strong as iron. You realize you have been grabbed by your mother and sister. 
 
    “What are you doing?!” You cry. “Let me finish this!” 
 
    “No, Lucas,” says your mother. “We love our queen.” 
 
    “Lady Rachelle is good to us,” says your sister.  
 
    “Hold him,” snarls Lady Rachelle, wiping tears from her eyes. “Don’t let him go. Hold this tricky boy.” 
 
    You struggle against your mother and your sister, but they are incredibly strong and all you manage to do is exhaust yourself. Rachelle recovers from the flash and approaches with an angry sneer.  
 
    “You honestly believed that would work?” She laughs, taking hold of the blade of your sword and twisting the handle out of your desperate grip. “I will take that. Far too precious to be in your possession. And as for you, Lucas. I think your luck has run out.” 
 
    She tears open your shirt and runs her fingers down your chest. Your body grows hot and tingling wherever she touches you. By the time her hand reaches your belt, your cock is throbbing hard and leaking precum into your trousers. She yanks your belt open and roughly slides down your trousers. Your hard cock, crimson and glistening at the tip, bounces free. 
 
    “Your mother never told me it was so big,” chuckles Rachelle, running her delicate fingers up your shaft and teasing the sensitive head of your cock. You whimper helplessly, on the brink of exploding from that simple touch. The worst humiliation is that your sister and mother are laughing as Rachelle toys with your cock. 
 
    “Ohhhhh, please,” you moan, the tingling in your cock intensifying as Rachelle swirls her fingertips around your cockhead.  
 
    “Please? You want to cum for me?” She kisses you, thrusting her demonic tongue into your mouth before you think to stop her. The sweetness of her mouth is incredible, like a candy melting on your tongue, and you feel warm all over. You thrust your hips, rubbing desperately against Rachelle’s fingertips until you whimper against her mouth and cum. Hot ropes of your spunk shoot out and spatter onto the marble floor.  
 
    “Oh, he likes that, your majesty,” laughs Genevieve. 
 
    Your mind is elsewhere, for in addition to the pleasure of your half-ruined orgasm sputtering onto the floor, you are overcome by the pleasure of Rachelle feeding from your kiss. She finally breaks the kiss, leaving you gasping and dizzy. 
 
    “A little kiss and you look ready to fall over?” Rachelle prods your cock and it jerks with an aftershock of your pleasure. “Well, in that case, I know just the thing to finish you off.” 
 
    She motions to your mother and sister and they obediently drag you down to the ground. You struggle with them again, but you are even weaker than before. With a wave of her hand, Lady Rachelle sheds her magical armor, revealing her huge, flawless breasts, wide areolas and thick nipples. Her violet-tinged cunt is directly above your cock as she stands astride your hips. 
 
    “Oh, no,” she says, seeing the fear in your eyes. “You might survive once in my fiendish cunt, Lucas. I intend to finish you in one.” 
 
    She turns around, revealing her big, creamy ass. She squats slowly, exposing the violet-tinted knot of her demonic asshole. She looks back at you, licks her fingers, and rubs her spit-wet fingertips around her clench. Then, smiling back at you, she grips your cock and squats on it. Her ass yields to your hard cock, swallowing you up in the intense heat and silky slickness of her back passage. 
 
    “Ohhhhhh,” you moan, writhing beneath her as her big ass rides down to the root of your cock and then slides back up again. You want to cum immediately, but you hold back, trying not to watch her big, luscious ass sliding up and down your cock. 
 
    “Don’t fight it, Lucas,” she says. “It’s over. So relax and enjoy it.” 
 
    You don’t listen to her. You try to look away from her stretched asshole and big, creamy ass riding up and down your cock, but her tail wraps around your head and forces you to look. The sight is mesmerizing. Combined with your rising pleasure, the view of her ass bouncing on your cock entrances you. 
 
    “I’m going to cum,” you realize helplessly. 
 
    “Yes, you are,” moans Rachelle. “Good boy, Lucas. Cum for me. Cum in my ass.” 
 
    “Fill her ass,” says your mother. 
 
    “Yes, spill your useless seed into her ass,” agrees Genevieve. 
 
    “Ohhhhhhhh! Ahhh!” You writhe beneath her, barely more than a leaving toy for her pleasure, or a meal she is tormenting before devouring. You thrust upwards, helplessly, your cock erupting deep in her slippery ass. Pump after pump of your seed bastes her silky passage. With each intense pump of your orgasm comes an even more powerful rush of your life force being devoured by the Succubus Queen. 
 
    “Oh, yes, you sweet, delicious boy,” moans Rachelle, clearing savoring her feast. “Don’t stop until you have given me every, mmmmmm, morsel.” 
 
    She slows her movement, but continues to ride her ass up and down your cock with deliberate swings of her hips and the tight, clenching ring of her asshole. You cum again and again, uncertain whether it is one endless orgasm or several strung together. As the last spasm of pleasure boils up your shaft, you feel the darkness closing in around you. It is warm and simple. 
 
    “Goodbye, Lucas,” laughs Rachelle, give your cock a final squeeze with her asshole. 
 
    The darkness wells up, flooding your senses and erasing everything you used to be. You have been devoured by the succubus. There will be no rescue. Your adventure is at an end. 
 
      
 
    BAD END 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Hand over the sword and have your mother and sister 
 
      
 
    You look from your voluptuous mother dressed in red to your beautiful sister in virginal white, both of them staring at you with lust-heavy blue eyes, and you know you cannot choose between them.  
 
    “I will give you the sword,” you say to the Succubus Queen. “But I get them both.” 
 
    “Oh? How greedy,” chuckles Lady Rachelle, the sound of her voice making your cock jerk in your trousers. She continues, “Very well. You may have them both. A bargain for the price of one sword.” 
 
    You set the sword into Lady Rachelle’s hands without hesitation. You feel a weight lift from your shoulders as you abandon your quest to defeat the Succubus Queen. She laughs, turning the sword over in her hands. 
 
    “Yes, well done, Lucas,” she says. “Have your prize.” 
 
    Your mother and sister saunter towards you as the Succubus Queen departs from the throne room whistling and spinning the blade playfully in her hands. You cannot help but watch the lovely demoness go. The moment that golden door closes, your attention is drawn back to your mother and sister. 
 
    “Thank you for choosing us both,” says your mother, pressing her luscious body against you. “We can be a family again.” 
 
    “Yesss,” moans Genevieve, pressing beside your mother, just as beautiful and inviting. “We can be a better family than ever before. We can be together in all new ways.” 
 
    “Y-yes,” you murmur. “Better than…” 
 
    Your words trail off as your mother and sister both sink down to their knees. You gasp in disbelief as they unbuckle your belt and unbutton your trousers, freeing your hard crimson cock. They giggle with delight, your sister grasping your cock and seeming to marvel wide-eyed at your size. Your mother looks up at you with need as she massages your heavy bollocks. 
 
    “Let us repay you for your heroism, my beautiful son,” she moans, caressing your stones. “Your sister wants you to be her first and I want you to pound me senseless.” 
 
    “Mother,” you moan, watching Genevieve begin to stroke your cock as your mother fondles your bollocks. “You... you cannot mean to… ohhhh…” 
 
    “I know you have lusted after us both,” says Genevieve. “It’s alright, Lucas. We secretly lusted after you as well. But there is nothing to hold us back in the underworld. We can be together forever.” 
 
    Any further objections are driven from your mind as your sister and mother lean forward as one and begin pleasuring you with their warm, eager mouths. Your mother goes low, tonguing and slurping lewdly at your bollocks, but it is your sisters hot, soft mouth, closing around your cock, that nearly drives you to orgasm in an instant. 
 
    “Oh, gods,” you moan, watching Genevieve bob down your cock and take you nearly to the root. You feel her silky throat squeezing around you. She must have learned to suck cock at the wizard’s academy. Was it fellow students in the dorms or was it her randy instructors, enjoying the attention of an eager young pupil from the farmlands?  
 
    Before you even realizing what is happening, you are cumming in your sister’s mouth. Pleasure races up your cock in hot pulses and you spurt heavily against her tongue and down her talented throat. She swallows each pulse of your seed, her eyes gazing up and you and flickering with violet magic. You feel something even more intense than your orgasm, a pleasure that wells from your core, but you cannot deny the intense pleasure of your sister’s sucking mouth. 
 
    Genevieve pulls her mouth away, looking up and rolling her tongue through the milky seed filling her mouth. 
 
    “Let me have a taste,” says your mother, drawing her into a kiss. They pass your seed back and forth between them in a kiss so lewd it ensures your cock does not flag for a moment. They giggle and slurp at stray droplets that spill out of their mouths. Their bodies are idols of mature and youthful perfection. 
 
    “I need his cock,” says your mother. She looks up at you, stroking your manhood and kissing your leaking tip. “Can you give me your cock, Lucas? Can you fuck mommy?” 
 
    “Oh, mother,” you moan. “How do you even speak such things, let alone do them?” 
 
    “How? Because I must, Lucas,” she says, rising and pushing you onto your back. “Because mommy needs your cock.” 
 
    She climbs atop you, straddling your hips with her thick thighs as she lifts the red dress up and over her head. Her huge breasts dangling above you, lovely as you look up into your mother’s blue eyes. You notice something moving on the ceiling above, but then your mother slides down onto your cock, engulfing your hardness in her sweltering pleasure pit. She leans over you, practically shaking her huge, swaying tits in your face as she begins to ride you. Her pussy squeezes around you with every stroke and her big, plush ass smacks against your hips. 
 
    “Ohhhhh, mommy,” you moan, reaching up to fondle her breasts that once flowed with mother’s milk for you. “Oh, it’s so good.” 
 
    As your mother rides atop your cock, your sister crawls around to your head. She leans down and gives you several tingling kisses.  
 
    “Oh, my sweet brother,” she moans against your lips, “I want you to taste me. Will you taste my pussy?” 
 
    “Yesss,” you moan and your sister lifts her virginal white dress and climbs atop your face, straddling it and embracing your mother in a kiss. You grab hold of your sister’s peachy white bottom and bury your face against it, stuffing your nose in her sweet-smelling crack and lapping at the hot fruit of her cunt. Her nectar spills into your mouth and she cries out with pleasure in your mother’s arms.  
 
    The sensual overload of having your cock ridden by your mother and your face smothered by your sister sends you over the edge. You cling to Genevieve’s pert bottom as you howl with pleasure, sliding your tongue from her sweet cunt and into her crack, tonguing her asshole as you explode deep into your mother’s pussy. With each orgasmic pulse you feel a powerful tug of something deeper. Violet starbursts sparkle in your vision and you feel profound ecstasy and gratitude as you mother rides your cock.  
 
    “Don’t stop,” moans Genevieve. “Lick my ass, Lucas.” 
 
    She pulls her ass apart so you can see your tongue rimming her pink hole and delving into her hot ass while her pussy spills its nectar on your chin. Your mother does not stop her riding. She works her hips and takes you closer and closer to another orgasm. You cry out again, your tongue deep in Genevieve’s ass as you spill more of your seed into your mother’s rippling cunt. You feel another intense wave of pleasure. This time, you feel weakened by it and your arms drop to your sides, too heavy to lift. 
 
    Your mother dismounts from your cock and Genevieve dismounts from your face and you realize, to your horror, that both women have changed. They now sport horns and their faces have changed to reveal that they are not your mother and sister at all. You try to croak a refusal as they begin sucking your cock, taking turns deepthroating your throbbing hardness. 
 
    Your head falls back on the stone floor and you find yourself looking up at the ceiling of the throne room. As you feel your orgasm building, you realize, to your horror, that your mother and sister ARE present in the throne room. They are hanging from the saliva, suspended by chains, alive and gagged, forced to watch everything that has just transpired. 
 
    “Ohhhhh, Lucas,” moans the succubus impersonating your mother in your mother’s voice, “cum for us. “Cum in Genevieve’s mouth.”  
 
    You can hold back no longer. You whimper sadly as your seed churns and erupts into the demonic mouth of the hungry succubus. With your cum, you feel her sucking out the last of your life force. Darkness flickers at the edge of your vision. You thrust into this false Genevieve’s mouth, shooting hard, your soul tumbling into her hungry mouth. 
 
    And then the darkness is all around you and the last thing you hear is a contented moan from the succubus sucking your cock. 
 
    She has devoured your soul and there will be no rescue coming in Chthona.  
 
      
 
    BAD END 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Through a cursed and burning realm 
 
      
 
    The heat of the jungle of Saturana is like nothing compared to the roaring furnace of Chthona. You step into a realm of burning lakes of fire, geysers of foul-smelling steam, and shadows that seem to boil with hateful life. Every tunnel and cavern is cast in the glow of flowing lava that bursts from walls and pulses in burning veins in the walls.  
 
    You discard your tunic and then your trousers. You only wear your shorts for modesty and your boots to suffer the heat of the stone beneath your feet. You cross bridges through air hazed with the heat of an oven over oceans of burning rock and you crawl through tunnels so narrow you think they might be impassable, feeling as if your hair might set fire in the heat.  
 
    You are certainly not alone in your journey. You spy hunched beasts that walk like upright oxen, their eyes dull and their interests elsewhere. You see great hordes of wretched, hairless men, mobbing together and moaning with their suffering. These groups terrifying you and cause you to creep with the utmost care, lest they see you and rip you limb from limb in jealousy or perhaps hunger. 
 
    Worst are the terrifying female creatures that sometimes drive these mobs of men from place to place, lashing them with barbed whips and screaming in a language that makes your mind recoil in horror. The female creatures are giant and spindly-limbed, with bony wings of tattered leather and hideous, drooling faces. More than once, you witness one of these creatures picking up one of the men she is driving and eating him like you might eat a morsel of meat. 
 
    Each time you are certain one of these creatures has caught you, it passes you by with disinterest. Even one of the huge witches, towering and clattering on her stilt-like legs, glances in your direction and then simply looks away, whipping at her herd of moaning men and continuing on. They are letting you pass, you realize. But pass where? Without Theora, you have no real idea where you are going. You simply continue on, doubtful that you could retrace your steps and escape through the scarlet curtain. 
 
    The passage of time worries you, but you know many hours and perhaps days have passed by the intensifying thirst you experience. Your mouth goes dry and you consider attacking one of these horrifying demons to drink its blood like some vampiric beast. You also consider entering the sword and feasting with your companions, imagining a respite that you know you cannot take. Entering the sword and leaving it unattended in this realm would be a risk too great to take. 
 
    You continue on, exhausted, but unwilling to surrender to fatigue. Through a perverse city of burning stone and howling madness, across a plane where burning statues rise and twist up from the cracked soil, and into a great, steaming hot spring that billows around you as you carefully leap from rocky pad to rocky pad.  
 
    At the center of this scalding spring is a pyramidal temple that seems worked from brass and gold. You reach a staircase that ascends towards an entrance, forming a stone bridge across the churning heart of the hot spring.  
 
    You do not see the succubuses until they have you in their clawed clutches. They swoop down from the darkness above and each takes hold of one of your arms, lifting you off your feet and laughing gleefully. 
 
    “A human boy! At the queen’s temple?” The slender, pale demoness with black hair laughs cruelly as she lifts you by your left arm.  
 
    “Do you feel him, sister?” Moans the voluptuous blonde holding your other arm. “He burns with life! A feast delivered to us!” 
 
    “Put me down!” You cry desperately, your voice hoarse from thirst as you scream and kick your legs.  
 
    The succubuses answer you with more laughter, carrying you through the air and onto a balcony that judge from one of the faces of the unholy pyramid. They drag you into a room reminiscent of a seraglio, with satin cushions and curtains to create layers of semi-privacy. All around you are the intoxicating sounds and smells of pleasure, mingling with rich incense, silhouettes of lovers visible through every curtain. It takes you a moment to realize that every figure you see is a succubus. All are beautiful and demonic, most female, but some with phalluses sprouting from between their legs.  
 
    You moan helplessly as your captors drag you into a curtained area and toss you down upon the plush cushions. You reach for your sword, but black-haired demoness is holding your sword belt and the sword in her hand. She tosses it aside and stalks towards you, her violet eyes burning with lust. 
 
    “He needs water, Liana,” says the voluptuous blonde, bringing a silver goblet and a pitcher covered in condensation. “We slake his thirst before we slake our own.” 
 
    “Oh, boring, Syndra,” says the succubus with the silky black hair. “I was only going to take a bit from him. Just a taste. For now.” 
 
    “I… I am here to see Lady Rachelle,” you say, crawling backwards across the cushions. 
 
    “Sh-sh-sh,” shushes Syndra, moving behind you and bracing you against her huge bust straining at her scarlet corset. “Relax, human. You are safe now. Nothing to worry you.” 
 
    “Yeah,” coos Liana. “Nothing more to worry you ever again.”  
 
    The slender, raven-haired demoness crawls on her hands and knees in her black leather trousers and corset, her firm ass wiggling from side to side as she approaches. Despite your exhaustion and thirst, despite your need to save your family, the look of the succubus is intoxicating. You cannot tear your gaze away from her glowing violet eyes. 
 
    “Have a drink,” murmurs Syndra, the sweet-scented softness of her breasts shifting as she brings the goblet around to your lips. “You will feel better with some water. Then we will all feel better together, won’t we?” 
 
    “Mmmmmmm,” you moan, letting her press the cups to your mouth. You gulp the cold, clean water. You swallow again and again until the goblet is empty. Your thirst is not nearly parched. Syndra refills the goblet as Liana crawls between your legs and looks up at you as she begins massaging your cock through your sweat-soaked shorts. Despite your weariness, you rise to her touch, moaning as you gulp a fresh goblet of water. 
 
    “Someone has a lot of seed waiting for us,” giggles Liana.  
 
    “Take a little,” says Syndra, “but don’t be greedy, sister.” 
 
    “S-stop,” you moan, water spilling down your cheeks. “Don’t… don’t do this. Let me go.” 
 
    “Awwwww, you don’t want to go,” teases Syndra, leaning her face over yours. “You want to have fun with us. We’ll make you feel really nice.” 
 
    Exquisite warmth envelops your cock as Liana slides your hardness into her gently sucking mouth. The sweet pleasure of that embrace is nearly enough to make you explode in an instant. You shudder as she takes you down her throat, tonguing your balls as she effortlessly sucks your cock. You struggle weakly, trying to escape, which only seems to press you deeper into Syndra’s welcoming cleavage. She leans her face over yours and kisses you upside down. Her tongue thrusts into your mouth and you feel an intense surge of pleasure as she begins to feed on your essence. 
 
    The sensation of your life force flowing into Syndra’s mouth is enough to drive you to your peak. You cry out against her hot, sweet, smothering kiss and explode into Liana’s mouth. Your cock pulses again and again, spunk flooding her mouth as you release your essence in powerful throbs of ecstasy. Syndra’s feeding is steady and Liana gulps down massive mouthfuls of your life force with each spray of your seed. 
 
    “Mmmmmmm, dodn’t take too much,” moans Syndra, breaking her kiss with you. “I want to ride his cock.” 
 
    “Oh, it’s so delicious,” moans, Liana, sucking every drop of your orgasm from your cock and rolling your spunk around her mouth with her tongue. The two succubuses lean over you and kiss, sharing your load of cum back and forth until they have swallowed the remnants. Liana shifts atop you, straddling your face. You cry out as her bare, black-thatched cunt descends onto your mouth. You cannot help but tongue her sweet pussy as Syndra climbs atop you and rides down onto your cock. 
 
    You are lost. Beaten. Pleasure becomes your only concern as the two succubuses use your cock, your tongue, and your essence to slake their thirst for your soul. Some part of your duty to your mother and sister surfaces in your mind. You moan, “Lady Rachelle.” 
 
    “Wait, he is speaking again,” laughs Liana.  
 
    “Let’s hear what he has to say,” says Syndra, stopping her ride atop your cock, but still squeezing you in the steamy walls of her pussy.  
 
    “What is it, silly little boy?” Liana asks leaning her pussy back from your face so you can answer her. 
 
    You look up at her, the nectar of her cunt still sweet on your lips, and you manage to say, “Lady Rachelle, ohhhh, has my sister and mother. She is keeping them prisoner. She knows…” 
 
    Your words trail off and as you erupt again inside Syndra’s rippling pussy, you moan, “I’m coming.” 
 
    “Oooooh,” moans Syndra, resuming her ride atop you as you fill her slick pussy with your cum. “Yes you are, you naughty boy.” 
 
    “Wait,” says Liana, completely dismounting from your face. You gasp for air, even as your cock continues to twitch and spurt inside Syndra’s pussy. You look up at the raven-haired succubus, now standing over you with a lock of concern. She turns to her friend, still bouncing on your cock, and says, “Get off of him. Do you know who this human is?” 
 
    “No, but he has so much essence,” moans Syndra, continuing to ride your cock, her inner walls milking your hardness. 
 
    “He is Lucas LeBlanc,” hisses Liana, fear creeping into her voice.  
 
    “Lucas… LeBlanc?” Syndra’s hips stop moving and you feel her pussy tense around you. “The boy the queen is waiting for?” 
 
    “Yessss,” hisses Liana. “Now get your jiggling rump off of him before you kill him! We must bathe him and drag him down to the throne room.” 
 
    Your lusty interlude is ended as they drag you to a scalding hot spring and dunk you beneath the bubbling water. Syndra climbs into the water with you, scrubbing you with a sponge that further strips off the grime that has accumulated on your body during the journey through the underworld. It hurts so much it feels as if she is trying to draw blood. 
 
    “Alright, I’m clean,” you cry, pushing her away and clambering out of the hot spring. Liana is waiting to towel you off. The two succubuses dress you in a pair of cream-colored trousers and a black button-down shirt with epaulets of gold braid. They provide you with a pair of riding boots that fit remarkably well. Syndra even tries powdering your face and combing your hair like you are going to a royal court. 
 
    “Enough of this,” you say, shoving the demoness away. 
 
    “Oh, he’s a feisty one after he’s had a bath,” says Syndra. “Wasn’t so bossy when his cock was buried in my—“ 
 
    “Enough of that,” warns Liana. “If the queen catches wind we fed on him she’ll have our heads.”  
 
    “And I’ll tell her,” you say, standing up straight. “Unless you give me back my sword and take me to her right away.” 
 
    The succubuses exchange a look and Liana shrugs.  
 
    “If he tries to attack her with it, she will just kill him,” says the raven-haired succubus. 
 
    “Right, she’s probably going to kill him anyway,” agrees Syndra. 
 
    They hand you your sword belt and sword and you set off with them through the pyramidal temple of the Succubus Queen. They transform their costumes to decadent, erotic finery; lace swaddles their curves and they walk on high-heeled boots. Their heels click on red-veined marble floors and moans of pleasure and pain echo up through the brass walls of the temple.  
 
    A succubus in banded crimson armor stands beside a door crafted from solid gold. She steps forward, still somehow alluring in her collar-to-ankle armor, and she blocks your path, menacing you with a sharpened war fork.  
 
    “Halt, mortal!” Shouts the armored succubus. 
 
    “Oh, back off, Mirissa,” says Syndra. “This is Lucas LeBlanc.” 
 
    “Is it?” The succubus guard lowers her weapon, but approaches you warily. She looks you over. “He seems a bit pale. Have any of the girls been feeding on him?” 
 
    Liana casts a worried glance in your direction. 
 
    “No,” you say. “It has been an arduous journey.” 
 
    “Mmm, I bet,” says Mirissa. “Very well, Lucas LeBlanc. You may enter.” 
 
    “What about us?” Demands Syndra. “Isn’t there some sort of reward?” 
 
    Mirissa eyes the busty blonde succubus with contempt.  
 
    “I can pass along that you expected to be bribed for doing your duty to the mother of us all,” says Mirissa, contempt in her tone and in her violet eyes. “Would you like to wait here?” 
 
    “N-no,” says Syndra, taking a step back. 
 
    “We were leaving,” says Liana, taking her sister by the arm. “No need to tell Her Majesty who brought him.” 
 
    Mirissa watches them go, then turns the handle of the huge golden door and swings it slowly open. The hinges are silent and the gold finely-polished. The armored succubus stands aside and you see into the throne room of the Succubus Queen. 
 
    Lady Rachelle sits atop a finely wrought throne so delicately crafted that it appears to be made of gold lace. The Succubus Queen is the most beautiful thing you have ever looked upon. Her flesh is a pale gold, her eyes glowing with malevolent violet beauty, her smile winsome and her body a living fantasy of perfection. Her gaze meets yours and she rises slowly from her throne, elegantly, her legs the perfect length for her curvaceous body.  
 
    She wears an intricate costume somewhere between jewelry and armor that leaves little to the imagination. Her breasts bulge from beneath the spiked chest piece and the groin piece is hardly big enough to cover her mound. She wears such a lewd costume with absolute confidence, tossing her long, white braid of hair behind her back as she strides towards you. 
 
    Even her demonic aspect is comely. Her horns seem to be polished soapstone and her wide wings, stretching behind her, are immaculate pink held taut on delicate ribs. Her tail is curls around hip and winds down her leg like a serpent, the lewd tip with glistening petals as inviting as any woman you have ever known. 
 
    You cannot resist her. You drop to your knees, your cock hard in an instant. You struggle to remember Theora’s face; to picture any woman other than the Succubus Queen. Lady Rachelle saunters towards you across her vast throne room, a smile on her beautiful face. 
 
    “Rise, Lucas Le Blanc. You have come a long way, but we are together now.” Her words caress your ears and make your hardness twitch in your trousers. She holds out a delicate hand and says, “Give me the sword and you will be reunited with your mother.” 
 
    “My mother?” You had forgotten her in the face of Lady Rachelle’s beauty. 
 
    “Or your sister,” says Lady Rachelle. 
 
    Your eyes widen as your mother and your sister, Genevieve, approach Lady Rachelle on either side. Your mother is bustier even than the succubus, a plumpness you recall withering away after your father’s death. Her health has clearly returned, her cheeks are rosy and her blue eyes are sparkling and clear. Only her smile lines and the lines at the corners of her eyes betray her age. She wears a clinging gown of ruby red that drapes invitingly off her ample hips and hangs from her breasts with a low cut to reveal her creamy cleavage.  
 
    Genevieve is as beautiful as you remember her as well, her blonde hair a bit shorter, her face more youthful, but her curves nearly as lovely. She wears a similar gown to your mother, but in virginal white that seems obscene with her small nipples jutting beneath the fabric.  
 
    “Mother?” You say, tears welling in your eyes. “Genevieve?” 
 
    “We are here for you, Lucas,” coos your mother.  
 
    “You want them, don’t you?” Lady Racehlle purrs, stroking her fingers down your chest to your belt. She teases a fingertip against the handle of the Holy Sword of Veleda. “You can have your mother. Or your sister. Perhaps both? Whatever you desire, Lucas LeBlanc. All you need is to give me your sword.” 
 
    “Give her the sword,” whispers Genevieve. “And you can have me.”  
 
    She takes a step towards you, her slender leg sliding through the slit in her skirt. She runs her hands over her soft mounds and down to her hips.  
 
    “You can have anything you desire within the walls of my temple,” says the Succubus Queen. “Your mother has missed you. She has told me so much and is eager to please you. Genevieve loves you dearly. She has said you are brave and wise. She told me that you would surely know the right decision when you are presented with this choice. Now, hand me your sword and you may take any pleasure you desire.” 
 
    The Succubus Queen holds out her hand and looks at you expectantly. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    What do you do? 
 
    Hand over the sword and have your mother 
 
    Hand over the sword and have your sister 
 
    Hand over the sword and have your mother and sister 
 
    Hand over the sword and ask for the Succubus Queen to pleasure you 
 
    Refuse to hand over the sword


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Use your Dervish Strike ability 
 
      
 
    You swing your sword back and forth, warding off Charlotte’s tentacles as she tries to probe your defenses. Your back and forth swinging accelerates as you begin to focus your righteous anger and murmur prayers to Veleda to give you strength. You speak your words, swinging faster and faster, and then you scream them, becoming a blur of rapid slashes, stabs, and slices.  
 
    “Ooooooh!” Charlotte croons fearfully, her tentacles flicking and whipping to meet each of your strikes. “Such anger! Do not be so angry, little human boy! I will not hurt you!”  
 
    “You are an abomination!” You roar, your blade flashing again and again like those silver fish that leapt from the river. Charlotte retreats towards the river’s edge, barely keeping up with your whirling, spinning, furious attack.  
 
    Suddenly, one of Charlotte’s tentacles is wrapped around your sword arm. You are stopped mid-swing. You look down at your wrist and forearm and try to pull it free of her deep red tentacle. Another tentacle whips out and pulls the sword from your grasp. You cry out and Charlotte grins as she tosses the sword over her shoulder. It falls into the river with a splash. 
 
    Your heart sinks, but you have little time to dwell on your sudden disarming. Charlotte croons excitedly and grabs you up in her tentacles. They tear at your clothing, stripping off your tunic, your trousers, and your underwear in seconds. A cool, slimy tentacle wraps around your cock, spreading slippery mucus and stroking you as your cock stiffens in the slimy embrace. 
 
    “Are you going to behave now?” Charlotte scolds, tickling your nipples with her tentacles and coiling a slimy tendril up and down your hard cock. “Are you going to mate with me like a good human boy?” 
 
    “N-no, please,” you say as Charlottes tentacles bind your arms and legs completely. “Let go of me.” 
 
    “Oooooh, no! Not after you were such a bad boy swinging that sword around.” She knocks you on your back and is atop you in an instant. Her cool tentacles guide your cock to the intense heat of her cunt. She sinks down onto your manhood and you groan as her steamy inner walls contract around your stiff cock. She croons, “Such a big boy!” 
 
    Charlotte rides atop you, her tentacles rippling and quivering as she rolls her hips and slides her hot cunt up and down your straining cock. She smiles at you, but there is no sympathy in her golden eyes. She is performing the task she must to breed herself with your hardness. You moan as your pleasure builds, swelling inside you like the pressure building beneath the ground before a geyser explodes. You are mesmerized by the sight of her luscious breasts heaving with each roll of her hips, slapping lightly as they rise and fall.  
 
    “Oh, gods,” you moan, feeling your pleasure building. You strain against the tentacles binding you to the ground. You thrust upwards as much as those tentacles will allow, spearing your cock into Charlottes clutching cunt. You roar with pleasure as your orgasm erupts inside her. 
 
    “Ooooooooh!” She croons, stroking your chest with her hands. “Oooooh, yes, fill me with your fertile human seed!” 
 
    Her pussy milks your spurting cock, drawing out pulse after pulse of your seed until it feels as if you are cumming a second time immediately after the first. You groan and shake as she drains your cum with her squeezing pussy.  
 
    When Charlotte finally slides off of you, there is no hope of escape. She keeps her tentacles wrapped around your legs and drags you into the river behind her. You cry out briefly before submerging in the rushing water. She drags you through the swift river, down into her underground hideaway. It is a buried grotto of lapping water and a mossy bed.  
 
    “Here is where you will be my mate,” she says, depositing you onto the moss. “Now we are going to mate some more.” 
 
    She is on you before you have finishing gasping for air from your swim through the river. As Charlotte pleasures her pussy with your human cock, you know you will never escape her clutches.  
 
    “We are going to make so many babies,” she croons, riding atop you and driving you inexorably to your next massive orgasm. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Travel through the dense flowers 
 
      
 
    “We go through the flowers,” you say, shouldering your pack. “At least we have some idea of what we are up against.” 
 
    You and Theora set off down the hill and into the thicket of flowering plants. The burst fruit are like large, oblong apples with a ruff of bright red and yellow petals near the top. They look harmless, but you can see the partial remains of animals on the ground, dissolved wherever the nectar splashed onto their bodies.  
 
    “Grisly,” you note. “I’ll be sure to keep my distance.” 
 
    “A good plan,” says Theora, gesturing to a burst fruit you had missed. You step wide around it.  
 
    Twice, you come close enough to the fruit to trigger their reaction. Both times you manage to avoid the sudden shower of nectar. Although the second time, Theora loses a feather and it is splashed with the nectar. You both glance back as the feather and quill from her wing hiss and dissolve into slime in scarcely a second. 
 
    Beyond the burst fruit, you encounter saw-toothed plants that snap at you as you pass by, bright pink thorns that emit a strange melodious sound, trees that are decorated with ribcages of animals, and huge flowers with the ape like reptiles that leap through the trees stuck into liquid.  
 
    You reach a small clearing lit by a shaft of sunlight that spills miraculously through the canopy. There is a lovely sweet smell in the air, almost like a baking fruit tart, and you notice numerous vines sprouting red flowers. You approach one of the vines to get a better smell of the aroma. 
 
    “Lucas, do not go near—“ 
 
    Before Theora can get the words out, vines lash out from behind her, wrapping her up like living ropes. She is dragged out of the clear and into the jungle. You cry out, drawing your sword and chasing after her just as vines lash out at you. With a swing of your sword, you manage to slice off the ends of the vines. You dodge a second attack and pursue Theora into the jungle. 
 
    Thankfully, the angel leaves an obvious path through the foliage. You glimpse her white gown and know you are on the right path.  
 
    “I’m coming, Theora!” You shout. 
 
    More vines unwind from the branches of a nearby tree and try to grab at you as you pass. One successfully wraps around your sword arm, but you toss your sword into your other hand, catch it, and hack off the vines. You continue your pursuit, smashing through a final barrier of foliage and stumbling into another clearing. 
 
    You arrive just in time to see Theora being hoisted into the air by her ankles and dropped into a green cylindrical pitcher plant partially filled with liquid. 
 
    “Theora!” You cry as her silhouette is visible pressing against the inner wall of the pitcher. She begins to moan and drops down into the liquid, writhing and seeming to thrust her hips.  
 
    You look around the perimeter of the clearing and realize there are more than a dozen such pitchers, each as large as a carriage.  
 
    “Do not worry,” says a sweet voice. You almost cry out in surprise as a beautiful woman steps out of the jungle. She is tall and slender, with pale green flesh and blonde hair tinted green. Her modesty is only concealed by flowers and sprigs of leaves that seem to grow from her flesh. You realize that her body is connected by tendrils at her ankles to some larger stalk hidden shadows. 
 
    “W-who are you?” You demand. “What have you done with Theora?” 
 
    “I am Nepenthia,” says the woman, pressing against the nearest pitcher and showing you her firm, round bottom. She kicks up a leg coquettishly. “What is your name?” 
 
    “L-Lucas,” you say, brandishing my sword. “Let my friend out of your pitcher.” 
 
    “The winged woman?” The plant girl smiles. “She is just having a bath. She likes it, don’t you?” 
 
    Nepenthia is answered by jostling and moaning from the pitcher containing Theora.  
 
    “What are you doing to her?” You demand. 
 
    “What I do to everyone that I meet,” says Nepenthia, prancing towards you playfully. “I melt them down to yummy nutrients, slurp them up through my roots, and then I turn them into more pitchers.” 
 
    A pitcher nearby gurgles and overturns and sludge and bits of bone come sloshing out onto the ground. Not even the strong smell from the flowers can cover up the stench of the digested matter. You have to suppress a gag. 
 
    “Mmmmm, a yummy treat,” says Nepenthia. “Just salt beast. Your friend is already starting to taste even better.” 
 
    “Theora!” You cry hoarsely and are answered by another moan from inside Nepenthia’s pitcher. 
 
    “I bet you will taste just as delicious!” Nepenthia says with delight on her face. “Come, Lucas. Smell my flower.” 
 
    She thrusts her hips forward, lewdly waving the red flower blossoming from between her legs. It is identical to the flower on many of the vines. Other vines, bare, like the ones that grabbed Theora, are creeping towards you from the edges of the clearing. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Use the Dervish Strike ability 
 
      
 
    Nepenthia’s vines are launching out of the jungle at you in ever-greater numbers. You swing your sword and hack at them, but she seems to have endless tendrils to harass you. Even when you chop the end off one, it reforms its tip and attacks again moments later. You need to outfight her and you know the ability that will turn you into a shredding whirlwind capable of mowing through her vegetation.  
 
    You begin with a double slash, hacking through three vines attacking you as you advance towards Nepenthia. She does not seem to sense any danger, but as you murmur devotional prayers to Veleda and focus your righteous fury, your blade begins to whir and spin. You spin with your sword, lashing out in every direction and slicing easily through the vines. They drop by the dozens, all around you, green liquid splattering from your blade. 
 
    “What is this?!” Nepenthia cries, backing away from you. “This is not human!” 
 
    “Face the fury of Veleda!” You roar, spinning and slashing through every vine she puts in your path. They try to go for your legs, but your blade is a silver shield, hacking them apart before they get close.  
 
    Nepenthia realizes you cannot be stopped and turns to run, but it is too late. You close in on her, shredding the last of her vines and going straight for her back. There is no honor to chopping down a fleeing foe. Then again, she chose to run from your blade.  
 
    “Noooo!” The plant girl cries. 
 
    The first two swings open slashes on her fibrous back. The third cuts deep into what would be the spine of a human. Instead of killing her, there is a flash of bright pink light and a blast of force that knocks you back a step. Your momentum stalls as the plant girl is absorbed into the crystal in the hilt of your sword. You are left breathless and still fueled with fury. All around you, the vines begin to wither and die. The pitchers sag and burst open, spilling their contents into the clearing.  
 
    Theora, covered in sweet-smelling amber liquid, slides onto the ground nearby. You rush to her side. Her skin is pinkish instead of creamy white, but she seems otherwise unharmed. You help her to her feet.  
 
    “Lucas?” She croaks, lifting her head and looking at you with bleary eyes. “W-what happened?” 
 
    “You were captured by Nepenthia, a plant girl,” you say and hold up your sword. The crystal in the hilt winks and glows faintly. “I took care of her.” 
 
     “You have her,” says Theora, smiling at the glowing pink crystal in the hilt of your sword. You embrace her passionately, kissing her lips and eliciting a cry of surprise. As you kiss, a golden glow suffuses her, healing her pink-burned skin. It spreads to you, revitalizing you and restoring some of your male energy. 
 
    You glance around at the pitchers and vines which are withering and drooping with the plant girl gone.  
 
    “We need to get out of here,” you say. 
 
    “We must continue,” says Theora, smiling sweetly. Side-by-side, you continue into the jungle. 
 
    Onward to the mountain stained red by the sunset. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Use an item 
 
      
 
    The vines lashing at you from the jungle and the intoxicating scent of Nepenthia’s flowers provide dual threats to your chances of victory. You need something to even the odds. As you dodge another attack from the plant girl’s vines, you overextend yourself and hear the bottles clink in your hip pouch. You feel the weight of the necklace thump against your chest. Of course! You could use an item. 
 
    But which one? You have four items that could help you in your fight against Nepenthia. 
 
    The Holy Symbol of Veleda that hangs around your neck was a gift from Theora and blessed by the high priest of Veleda in St. Ingbert. Its holy power might repel the vines and terrify an abomination like Nepenthia. 
 
    Then there are the three potions given to you by Gretchen, the alchemist cow girl, at the start of your adventure. The blue milk potion will enhance your masculinity, causing your muscles to bulge, strength to grow, and your cock to become huge and insatiable. She also provided you with a pink milk potion, which will transform you from a man into a woman. You are not certain how this would help with Nepenthia, but perhaps it would confuse the plant girl. 
 
    Finally, there is the swirling pink and blue potion. This chaotic elixir never does the same thing from one bottle to the next, but you can be certain it will have a shocking effect. 
 
    “Stop stalling,” taunts Nepenthia, “and come and give my flower a sniff.” 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Which of your items do you want to use? 
 
    Use the holy symbol of Veleda 
 
    Drink the blue milk potion 
 
    Drink the pink milk potion 
 
    Drink the swirling milk potion


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Wait 
 
      
 
    You step back, keeping your distance from Lady Rachelle’s tail. The tip of it ends in fleshy petals like a flower with a mouth like opening at the center of the petals. You can only imagine the sort of power such an appendage would have if it managed to latch onto your cock. She smiles cruelly, circling you as your mother and sister weep nearby. 
 
    “Don’t you see what you are doing to them?” She mocks. “Give it up, Lucas. This is foolish. Join your family by my side.” 
 
    “Never,” you say, glaring at her. Staring into her violet eyes. Watching the movements of her tail, back and forth again and again like a serpent. She moves closer and closer, your guard slips, and suddenly she is standing against you. Her sweet scent fills your nostrils. Her hands caress your chest. She almost casually plucks the sword from your grasp. 
 
    “You only needed a little affection,” she whispers, leaning her lips close to yours.  
 
    “Never,” you repeat, but your voice is soft, your eyes unfocused, and your cock straining in your trousers. Her body is so soft and warm, pressing against you, her hand slipping down to remove your belt and unbutton your trousers. Her lips suddenly on yours, so warm and sweet, parting and inviting you into a deeper kiss. The moment her tongue meets yours, you thrust forward, spurting cum onto her bare thighs. 
 
    “Oh, Lucas,” she moans, grasping your spurting cock and stroking it. Her touch prolongs your pleasure as you spurt out your seed onto her legs and all over her hand.  
 
    “I didn’t… how did…” 
 
    “Shhhhhh,” says Rachelle, pressing a finger to your lips. “It is all over now. Enjoy it, Lucas.” 
 
    Her tail slithers out from around her hip and you watch in horrified fascination as its petals open wide and its mouth drools with oily slime. Its delicate folds yield to your cock and your manhood is sucked inside it all the way down to your root. The intense heat and rippling motion combine to make you cum almost instantly, your explosion enhanced by the powerful force of Lady Rachelle drinking your life essence. 
 
    “Yes, that’s it,” she says, stroking your cheek and pressing her breasts against you. “No fighting it now. Give in to the pleasure.” 
 
    “Ohhhhh, it feels so good,” you moan, your hips jerking erratically as the bobbing, slurping tail does all the work for you. “I’m going to… going… AAAAHHHHH!” 
 
    You thrust desperately into the slurping lips of her tail, the petals fastened tight against your groin as it drains another intense orgasm from your cock. Your legs tremble and give out and you drop to your knees. Lady Rachelle stands over you, gloating and glorious, as her tail continues to suckle at your unflagging cock. You feel another orgasm rising as your mother and sister join Lady Rachelle. 
 
    “Pitiful,” says your mother, looking down at you as the tail gurgles around your cock.  
 
    “Ahhhhhh!” You cry, cumming again, spurting so hard and with such essence that the world begins to dim. 
 
    “He’s cumming again,” laughs your sister. “He won’t last more than a few more seconds.” 
 
    “That’s right,” says Lady Rachelle, sliding an arm around your mother and sister. “I can feel his life waning. He wants to give me every drop though, because deep down, Lucas is a good boy.” 
 
    “Theora,” you whisper, reaching out at nothing as your cock explodes again, spurting out the last of your essence into the suckling tail of the Succubus Queen. In the intense wave of pleasure, darkness rises up to swallow you. With a last few violet sparks and a cruel laugh from Lady Rachelle, you are gone. 
 
    The Succubus Queen’s tail releases your flaccid cock and your withered remains collapse to the floor. 
 
    There will be no coming back from this defeat. Your journey is at an end. 
 
      
 
    BAD END 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Attack 
 
      
 
    “You want this sword?” You say, side-stepping a lash of the Succubus Queen’s tail. “I would be happy to give it to you!” 
 
    With a cry of anger, you lunge at the succubus, your sword coming a finger’s breadth from impaling her chest. She dodges aside at the last possible moment and lashes out at you with a kick at impossible speed. You slew sideways and manage to stay on your feet. You swivel and turn to face her again, cocking back your sword to strike her down.  
 
    She is already upon you, grabbing your throat in her clawed hands and leaping to drive both her knees into your chest. The force of the impact pitches you over backwards and the succubus rides you down to the ground. She lands so heavily atop your chest that it knocks the breath from your lungs. As you lie there, struggling to breathe, Lady Rachelle grabs hold of your wrist and wrenches the Holy Sword of Veleda from your grasp. 
 
    “I will take that,” she says, ripping it from your grasp. She throws your sword across the throne room. There is an explosive crack of impact and the blade embeds in a stone pillar. 
 
    “No!” You cry.  
 
    Rachelle grabs the front of your tunic and lifts you up into the air. She holds you above her head, her fist twisted in the fabric of your shirt and pressing against your throat. You beat uselessly at her arms and kick with your legs. You might as well be kicking stone. She looks up at you and laughs. 
 
    “You almost had me,” she sneers. “But almost will not save your life today, Lucas LeBlanc. Your soul is mine! Will you have the fire or will you feed me your soul?” 
 
    “Bitch!” You cry, barely able to breathe with her fist pressing against your throat. “Can’t have my soul!” 
 
    “The fire it is then!” The Succubus Queen shrieks with laughter and carries you to your mother and sister. To your horror, your own flesh and blood works together to haul open a huge hatch set into the floor. Intense heat radiates through the opening as the Succubus Queen holds you over it. You look down and see an immense lake of fire beneath the temple.  
 
    “N-no,” you cry, staring down in horror at the bubbling surface of magma. 
 
    “You should have fed me your soul,” laughs Lady Rachelle. “It would have been much more pleasant for you.” 
 
    She lets go of your shirt and you plunge through the hole in the floor and down into the lake of magma beneath the unholy pyramid. Luckily for you, the magma is so hot that you are incinerated almost instantly. You hear yourself screaming as you dissolve into the roaring flames that burst from the surface of the lake.  
 
    Unfortunately, you are dead and there will be no rescue for you in the cursed underworld of Chthona. Your adventure is at an end. 
 
      
 
    BAD END


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Strike down the Succubus Queen 
 
      
 
    Your mother and sister are bewitched. You cannot let their desperate pleas weaken your resolve. With a roar of determination, you swing your sword and slice through the neck of the Succubus Queen. Only the holy sword never makes contact with her neck. Instead, there is a burst of bright pink light and a powerful shockwave that knocks you on your back and sends you sliding across the floor. 
 
    Your mother and sister are sent reeling as well, only they begin to change, their flesh and clothing reacting like steam and burning away in the pink light. They are transformed into succubuses, revealed to not be your mother and sister at all, but two imposters using their seductive magic to conceal their identities. They howl with rage and flew from the growing pink light and rushing winds.  
 
    You look up as the bright light grows bigger and bigger and are shocked to see your mother and sister hanging from the ceiling of the throne room, suspended by chains. They are gagged and are cringing against the bright light. It grows to consume them and you.  
 
    Suddenly, the floor seems to fall away beneath you or maybe you fall through it, you cannot be certain, but it feels as if you are being sucked towards the sword that was in your hand a moment ago. You plunge through a radiant pink void. You can vaguely see the silhouettes of your mother and sister, still bound by chains, but falling through the pink nothing with you. 
 
    You have won, haven’t you? You defeated the Succubus Queen. You do not understand what is happening as you tumble end-over-end through the bright pink light. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE > 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Use an item 
 
      
 
    The Succubus Queen lashes out with her powerful tail, its lewd tip flinging sweet-scented nectar at you as you duck and roll of out her reach. She snarls with frustration. You are the one who is truly frustrated. No matter how quickly you dodge or counterattack, the Succubus Queen is faster. When your blows are landing, she easily turns them aside or overpowers your strike. You need a way to even the odds. You need to use one of your items. 
 
    But which one should you use? The Holy Symbol of Veleda might normally have driven fear into the heart of the demoness, but you are in her unholy realm and you are not certain that your prayers to Veleda would find a sympathetic goddess.  
 
    You also carry the three potions given to you by Gretchen and derived from various alchemical ingredients and the milk of her laden breasts.  
 
    The blue milk potion stimulates your libido and your physical masculinity, making you stronger and enlarging your cock to immense proportions. Although a big cock and physical strength might help you overpower Lady Rachelle, an unrestrained lust seems a dangerous quality to embrace. You might overpower her only to fuck her until you perish. 
 
    The pink milk potion does not heighten your lust, but it does transform you into a beautiful, voluptuous woman. This might confuse Lady Rachelle and limit her ability to drain your life force.  
 
    Finally, the swirling pink and blue milk potion unleashes chaotic effects and has unpredictable results. If you are truly beaten by the Succubus Queen, this might be just the thing to reset the battlefield and give you a chance for victory.  
 
    “Give it up, Lucas,” sneers Lady Rachelle, swiping at you with her claws and nearly ripping your sleeve into ribbons. “You are weak and mortal. I am eternal.” 
 
    You are growing weary and she only seems to be growing stronger by the moment. You have to choose! 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Which of your items do you want to use? 
 
    Use the Holy Symbol of Veleda 
 
    Drink the blue milk potion 
 
    Drink the pink milk potion 
 
    Drink the swirling milk potion


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Hand over the sword and have your mother 
 
      
 
    Raw sexuality radiates from the Succubus Queen, but it is your own mother that draws your attention. You have missed her so terribly. Missed her smile, her kind eyes, her shapely hips and thick thighs, the more than ample swell of her bust and those thick nipples of hers jutting lewdly beneath her tight red dress. 
 
    “Mother,” you say, drawing your sword.  
 
    She steps forward, that familiar smile on her plush lips, but a different sort of twinkle in her eyes. She puts her hand gently on yours and guides the sword into the Succubus Queen’s hands. Lady Rachelle takes the blade, her violet eyes glowing brighter and a cruel smile spreading on her face. 
 
    “Yes, yes, thank you, Lucas,” she says. “There you are, Annabelle. He is yours.” 
 
    “Thank you, your majesty,” says your mother softly in a voice that makes your cock twitch in your trousers. You never imagined this moment, never thought it possible. 
 
    The Succubus Queen takes your sister by the hand and leads her out of the throne room, leaving you alone with your mother in the vast hall. Your mother squeezes your hands in hers. 
 
    “Why did you leave me?” You ask. 
 
    “Oh, Lucas, my beautiful boy,” she caresses your face, the motherly gesture belied as she presses her generous breasts against you. “I did not want to leave you behind, but I had a very important task. I always planned to return. And here we are, my love, reunited by your bravery. Promise me.” 
 
    She holds your face in her hands, kissing your cheeks and your lips.  
 
    “Promise you what?” You ask. 
 
    “Promise me you will never leave my side again,” she says, her blue eyes pleading.  
 
    How could you do anything but promise her what she wants to here?  
 
    “I promise, mother,” you say. 
 
    “Oh, such a good boy,” she says joyfully, kissing you again. This time, your mother’s soft lips linger on yours, her body so warm and soft that you feel both at ease and aroused by her touch. You know it is wrong, but you cannot control your desire. You try to tell you that it is this place. Whatever the reason, your manhood throbs with need as your mother kisses you again and again.  
 
    Her lips part and her tongue delves into your mouth. You know it is wrong, but you cannot resist as the kiss deepens and her warmth is all around you. She seems to hunger for you, moaning as she breaks the torrid kiss, “Oh, my son!” 
 
    “Mother,” you cry as she pulls your head to her cleavage. You reach up and cup her huge breasts through her dress. They are so big and so soft, their creamy tops nearly burst out of the flimsy garment.  
 
    “Oh, Lucas, pull them out,” she moans. “Suck mommy’s breasts.” 
 
    “Y-yes, mother,” you moan, pulling the front of her dress down below the huge swells of her creamy mounds. Her areolas are wide and pink, her nipples thick and fleshy. You have never seen them before, certainly not up close like this, not since you were a nursing tot. Your mother croons with lust and guides you to her left breast. You open your mouth, tongue lapping her wide areola and centering on her thick bud. You suck it into your mouth, looking up with lust into your mother’s blue eyes. 
 
    “Oohhhh, yes,” she moans. “Suck them harder. Don’t be gentle, my sweet boy. Suck mommy’s breasts.” 
 
    You move to her other breast, assailing it with long, wet licks before tacking her fat nipple into your mouth and sucking hard. You nibble gently at it and she cries out with delight, pulling the back of your head to mash your face into her huge mounds of titflesh. 
 
    “You like mommy’s breasts, don’t you?” She moans, caressing the back of your head and watching you lick and suck her breasts. 
 
    “Oh, yes, mommy,” you cry, your cock twitching in your trousers. 
 
    She lifts your head from her cleavage and strokes your chest with both hands, her eyes flecked with violet as she smiles sweetly at you.  
 
    “My boy has become so big while I have been away,” she says, stroking your chest down to your abdomen. “I can feel your huge muscles, Lucas. And… what’s this? A big, hard cock. Would you like to feel mommy’s breasts stroking your cock?” 
 
    “Oh, gods,” you moan. “We shouldn’t do that.” 
 
    She is already sinking down to her knees, ignoring your concerns. As she begins to unbuckle your belt and unbutton your borrowed trousers she says, “No gods down here, my sweet. Only us and all the pleasure we can have together.” 
 
    You watch in stunned, lustful disbelief as the woman who raised you grasps your hard cock and begins to stroke it. Her hand is soft and exquisite. It is as tender as the hand that wiped the tears from your eyes when you skinned a knee. She looks up at you and runs her tongue over your cockhead. You moan pitifully at the depravity and pleasure of the sensation. She takes your between her soft lips, sucking gently and covering your cock in copious amounts her hot saliva. 
 
    She pulls back, trailing spit, and leans higher on her knees to guide your cock between her huge breasts. The pleasure of being squeezed between them is like nothing you have experienced with a woman before.  
 
    “Ohhhh, mother,” you cry as she wanks you with her plush mounds. Your crimson cock bursts through her soft cleavage with every stroke and she catches it between her lips, sucking hard on your tip. Her tongue flicks at your slit, now leaking plentiful precum. 
 
    “Give it to your mother,” she gasps. “Ohhhhh, Lucas, I want to taste your seed. Shoot your cum into mommy’s mouth.” 
 
    The shameful pleasure is too intense to hold back. You thrust your hips, fucking between your mother’s soft breasts, your cock racing towards ecstasy as you look down on her beautiful face. Her lips are parted and catching your cock on every thrust. You slam forward, her huge mounds jiggling with the force of your thrust, your crimson cock shoved into your mother’s whorish sucking mouth. You explode between her lips, pumping your cum against her tongue. You are struck by a wave of pleasure far beyond any orgasm. You thrust again and shoot again, noticing the growing violet glow in your mother’s eyes.  
 
    “M-mother?” You gasp, your strokes slowing as she continues to suck your cock, draining the last of your spunk. But she is draining something else too. You can see violet energy flickering around her lips. You try to step back from her, but she keeps her mouth latched to your cock, sucking you lewdly and moaning around your manhood. “Mother, stop it, please!” 
 
    She pulls her lips from your cock with a loud pop of suction and looks up at you with a crazed look in her sparkling violet eyes.  
 
    “Fuck your mommy, Lucas,” she moans. “I need your big boy cock in my hot mommy pussy.” 
 
    She turns around, settling her upper body on her huge tits and lowering her face to the floor of the throne room. She grabs a handful of the back of her dress and pulls the skirt up her plump, creamy thighs, over her blonde-furred cunt, to reveal the full expanse of her plush bottom. She wiggles her hips slowly from side to side, inviting your gaze. 
 
    “Fuck mommy’s wet pussy, baby,” moans your mother. 
 
    Your cock is as stiff as ever. You know it is wrong, that something terrible is happening, but with the ecstasy of your orgasm fresh in your mind, you cannot hope to resist her invitation. You grip your hard cock at its root and move behind her creamy white ass.  
 
    “Fuck me,” she moans, tilting her wide hips to offer up the blushing folds of her glistening pussy. You can actually smell her arousal and it makes your cock twitch in your hand. 
 
    You cannot stop yourself. You grab her plump rear and squeeze tightly marveling at the soft expanse of it as you press your cock to the drooling cleft of her pussy. You moan with depraved lust as you thrust your cock deep into your mother’s steamy fucktunnel. Her pussy is hot, wet silk around your cock, squeezing you and rippling around you as you fuck her with fast, desperate stroke. Your hips pound against her jiggling ass and you fuck her relentlessly. 
 
    “Oooooh, yes, Lucas,” she pants, pushing back against you with every thrust. “Give me your cock. Give me your seed. Your essence!” 
 
    “Mommy!” You cry, thrust desperately into her pussy and exploding, pumping her tight channel full of your cum. You feel a powerful tug from deep inside you and a wave of pleasure atop pleasure. Violet light crackles around your mother’s rear as her hot cunt drinks your load and your life force with each spurt.  
 
    She fingers her plump asshole, moaning, “More! Fuck my ass, Lucas! Fuck mommy’s ass!” 
 
    This is all far beyond even the most perverse fantasy you have experienced of your beautiful mother. She is begging for it, her scent thick in the air, her body seemingly built to satisfy your urges. You slide your cock out of her pussy with a wet slurp and press it to the violet-tinged flower of her anus. She seems to suck you inside her ass, drawing your unflagging cock deep with a single stroke. 
 
    You are in heaven, wallowing in the heat of her ass, oblivious to the wing that sprout from your mother’s back and the dark red hair the spills down over her shoulders. Even when she looks back on you and you see another’s face, you do not question the pleasure of her ass milking your cock as you explode deep inside her. Pump after pump of your hot seed races through your cock and bursts deep into her clutching asshole.  
 
    “Ohhhhh, mommy!” You cry, slumping against her big, soft ass. You collapse against her, unable to stand as she drinks your life force. You slide down to the floor, your cock finally popping from her hot hole as you moan and collapse to the floor. 
 
    “Lucas, mommy isn’t done yet,” she giggles, turning to face you. This is not your mother at all, it is some other succubus who has used her insidious magic to transform her face and body. She laughs mockingly as she begins licking and sucking hungrily at your cock. 
 
    “N-no, please,” you moan. “Where is my mother?” 
 
    The succubus pops her lips free of your cock only long enough to answer you. 
 
    “Why, hanging from the ceiling, watching every moment,” laughs the succubus, pointing up. 
 
    You are horrified to see your mother and sister, mouths gagged, are hanging from chains around their arms and legs, facing downward and watching every moment of your depravity. You have just enough strength left to call out to your horrified, wide-eyed mother. 
 
    Then you explode again inside the sucking mouth of the demoness, your life force spurting out with every gush of your spunk. The succubus slurps relentlessly at your cock, prolonging your orgasm and the pleasure even greater than your climax, until the darkness closes in around you. 
 
    “Mother!” You cry one last, desperate time as darkness swallows you up completely. 
 
    There is no hope. No rescue from the depths of Chthona. Your life and your quest are at an end. 
 
      
 
    BAD END 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Give the plant girl some of your liquid 
 
      
 
    You focus on Nepenthia’s strangely erotic cup as a droplet of honey rolls from the full lips and down the side. The plant girl murmurs softly, stepping closer to you. 
 
    “It will feel wonderful,” she says, caressing your shoulder and neck.  
 
    “And if I give you some, you will release my friend?” You say, glancing at Theora’s silhouette. Theora moans and writhes inside the pitcher and your cock twitches.  
 
    “Oh, if that is still what you want,” she says, stroking your shoulders from behind. Her hands move down your back and she reaches around your waist. She begins to unwind your belt. “Now, just relax, Lucas. This will feel wonderful, I promise.” 
 
    The scent of Nepenthia’s flowers is almost overwhelming. You turn your head away from the flower that seems to grow from behind her ear. She draws down your trousers and your undershorts and your hard cock bounces free.  
 
    “Oooh, your penis is large,” she says and fondles your balls. “There is much seed for me.” 
 
    “N-not sure that’s how it works,” you say, glancing at her soft hand working the length of your cock. She only giggles in reply. She takes hold of the dripping cup with her other hand and guides it to the head of your straining cock. Your tip brushes against the soft folds at the cup’s entrance and you let out a deep groan, surprised by the radiating warmth.  
 
    “I told you that you would enjoy it,” chuckles Nepenthia. “Now take a deep breath. Ready? Here we go…” 
 
    She slides the cup over your cock and your sensitive manhood is grasped in a velvet vice of incredible warmth and wetness. The cup begins to throb around your manhood and you let out a surprised cry as an orgasm seizes you in scarcely a moment. Your cock twitches and pumps your seed into the cup. Nepenethia chuckles and says, “Do not be ashamed. Most beasts can last only a moment the first time.” 
 
    “F-first time?” You gasp as the cup continues to throb warmly around you, milking out the last of your spunk. It continues, through your agonized refractory period, and into the hot rush of another orgasm quickly building. 
 
    “Yes, some beasts can cum a dozen times,” says Nepenthia, caressing your abdomen. “Of course, I do not expect that from a human. Perhaps nine?” 
 
    “Nine!? That’s to… aaAAAAHH!” You look down as your cock twitches in the slightly translucent bell of the cup and your cum is quickly sucked away into the vine.  
 
    “Mmmmmm, so yummy,” giggles Nepenthia. “That’s two. Relax, Lucas. Enjoy the pleasure few of my guests are privileged to experience.”  
 
    Your knees buckle and Nepenthia holds you and eases you down to the ground. Her cup suckles your cock mercilessly drawing out another orgasm. Your toes curl and you whimper helplessly as Nepenthia kneels beside you, stroking your head.  
 
    “That’s five,” she says, mussing your hair. “Oh! And six already! You are quicker than most!” 
 
    “Please, take it off me,” you moan. 
 
    “Shhhhhh,” she says. “Close your eyes and picture your love feathered girlfriend, her warm mouth around your cock. That’s it, thrust into it. Just like that. Give it to her. Straight down her throat, Lucas. Ohhhhh, so much more.” 
 
    By the seventh orgasm, there is not even a twinge of pleasure. Instead, your cock throbs raw as if something is squeezing inside you that should not be contracting. Your final orgasms are pitiful, barely a few drops, but the cup continues to suck. 
 
    “That’s ten!” Nepenthia cries with delight. 
 
    “Enough!” You cry.  
 
    “Oh, very well,” she says. The cup releases its grip on your cock with a wet pop and slides away. Your manhood is left red, raw, and swollen, a suction ring surrounding your root. “I suppose you will be wanting your bird creature back.” 
 
    You manage to pull yourself upright using your sword. The pitcher containing Theora tips over and she spills out along with a small puddle of amber liquid. It smells sweet – as intoxicating as Nepenthia’s flowers – but Theora seems to be coming around. Her skin is pinkish instead of creamy white, but she seems otherwise unharmed. 
 
    “Lucas?” She croaks, lifting her head and looking at you with bleary eyes. “W-what happened?” 
 
    “You were captured by Nepenthia, a plant girl,” you say, gesturing to Nepenthia. “She put you in a pitcher and tried to dissolve you. I made… a deal with her. She is going to let us leave now.” 
 
    “Oh,” says Theora as you help her up. “That is very nice of her.” 
 
    “I did not say I would let you go,” says Nepenthia. “Only that I would release your bird woman. I have done so. Now I will put you both in the same pitcher so you can melt together.” 
 
    Nepenthia launches her vines at you. Though drained by her cup, you have been expecting a double cross. You swing your sword with two hands, slicing off the vines and lunging at Nepenthia. She has just enough time to cry out in shock as you plunge your sword into her chest. Instead of finding her heart, the plant girl explodes in a flash of pink energy that knocks you back.  
 
    “You have her,” says Theora, smiling at the glowing pink crystal in the hilt of your sword. You embrace her passionately, kissing her lips and eliciting a cry of surprise. As you kiss, a golden glow suffuses her, healing her pink-burned skin. It spreads to you, revitalizing you and restoring some of your male energy. 
 
    You glance around at the pitchers and vines which are withering and drooping with the plant girl gone.  
 
    “We need to get out of here,” you say. 
 
    “We must continue,” says Theora, smiling sweetly. Side-by-side, you continue into the jungle. 
 
    Onward to the mountain stained red by the sunset. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Hand over the sword and have your sister 
 
      
 
    Gazing upon your beautiful young sister as she poses seductively, your cock twitches in your trousers and you know you must have her. Such forbidden pleasures have been denied you, but all you need to do is hand over your stupid cursed sword and you can experience the taboo pleasures of embracing your own sister. 
 
    “Yes,” you whisper, looking into Genevieve’s lust-heavy blue eyes. “Yes, I will give you the sword for my sister.” 
 
    “Oh? Such a wise decision,” laughs the Succubus Queen. “Come here, Genevieve. Your brother has chosen you.” 
 
    Your beautiful sister saunters closer, each step revealing her lovely body swelled into the ripe fullness of adulthood. She winks at you as she takes your hands and guides them towards the Succubus Queen. Lady Rachelle lifts the Holy Sword of Veleda from your grasp and you feel as if a weight is lifting from your shoulders.  
 
    The Succubus Queen laughs and says, “Thank you, Lucas. You have made a wise decision. Enjoy your sister’s company.”  
 
    Lady Rachelle takes your mother arm-in-arm and they depart from the throne room, the succubus queen whistling a tune and swinging the holy sword playfully in her free hand. You watch Lady Rachelle depart with your mother, feeling a pang of regret that you did not choose your mother.  
 
    “There, it is over now,” says Genevieve sweetly. “No more quests. No more fighting. We can be together forever.” 
 
    “Oh, my sweet sister,” you moan, throwing your arms around her. “I wish could have protected you from all this.” 
 
    “But you are with me now, Lucas,” she says, looking into your eyes. “That is all that matters to me.” 
 
    She cradles your cheeks in her hands and looks adoringly up into your eyes. You feel the welling of emotion. You see the loveliness of her body.  
 
    “Do you like my dress?” She asks, taking a step back and touching her breasts as she runs her hands down her youthful curves. “I picked it out just for you.” 
 
    “It is beautiful,” you say. “A bit revealing though, don’t you think?”  
 
    “But I wanted you to see everything, Lucas,” she says, turning around and contorting her body into alluring poses that show off her slender waist and round, firm bottom, her plump breasts and hard nipples, and the curve of her hips in the white dress. She turns back around to face you. “I am so glad you have chosen me, Lucas. I want you to be my first.” 
 
    “Your first?” You whisper, your cock twitching at the thought of defiling your sister’s virginity. 
 
    “Yes,” she whispers, caressing your cheek as she looks up into your eyes. “Oh, Lucas, I know it seems wrong, but anything is possible in the temple of the Succubus Queen. We do not need to restrain our lust any longer. I am yours. You are mine. Let us be together as one.” 
 
    She leans up and kisses you softly on the lips. Her warm kiss lingers. You put your arms around her and pull her tighter, returning the kiss with twice the passion. Your cock throbs in your trousers at the thought of what your sister is saying. You thrust your tongue and she yields to you, giving up the sweetness of her mouth in a moan that seems to reverberate through your body. Your lips tingle with the forbidden kiss, her mouth hot and seeming to suck at you with her torrid need.  
 
    “I am so wet for you, Lucas,” she moans, taking your hand and sliding it under the skirt of her white dress. You feel her lack of underwear on her supple thighs. You reach your hand between her legs, guided by Genevieve to the warm flower of her pussy. You caress her delicate folds and she cries out softly against you. 
 
    “Oh, Geneiveive,” you say, brushing a lock of hair from her flushed face as you gently probe her pussy with your other hand. “You are so beautiful in my arms.” 
 
    “Will it hurt?” She whispers, her eyes heavy with need. 
 
    “A bit, perhaps,” you say. “I have never been with a virgin before.” 
 
    “Is there nothing you can do to ease the pain?” She wonders, her hips moving as she rubs her little pussy against your stroking fingers.  
 
    “Yes, of course,” you say. “There is something.” 
 
    You kiss her again, your kiss ravenous and unrestrained. She moans against your forceful kiss as you slide the dress down from her shoulders. Bit by bit, you reveal her creamy flesh, exposing her shapely bust as you peel the white dress down from her body. The fabric hangs for a moment on the hard buds of her nipples. You peel it lower, exposing the pert curve of her teenage mounds. She shivers as you bury your face against her breasts, kissing them and licking at her little pink nipples as you drag the dress lower. 
 
    “Oh, Lucas, it feels so good,” she cries as you suck at one of her tender tits. “You pop your lips free and move to the other breast, looking up at her as you suck at her nipple.” 
 
    “Yesss,” she cries, clinging to your head and thrusting her soft breast against your face. 
 
    As you pleasure and fondle her breasts, your hands slip lower, dragging the tight silk of her dress down from her hips and down her thighs, exposing her firm buttocks and the barely-thatched mound of her virgin cunt. Her pink flower glistens with need. The innocent scent of her arousal fills your nostrils as you sink down to your knees. 
 
    “Are you certain?” Genevieve moans, bracing her hands on your shoulders. “This seems so strange. You are my brother and I am your sister, yet you are so close to my naughtiest parts.” 
 
    “Not naughty,” you reply, stroking her supple thighs. “Beautiful. Your lovely flower.” 
 
    You lean your face between your sister’s parted thighs, breathing her scent deeply as you run your tongue over the dewy folds of her cuntlips. She sucks in a breath as you taste her sweet nectar. Your beloved sister and you are lapping at her cunt, burrowing your tongue into her virgin slit, and flicking your tongue against the tiny bud of her clit.  
 
    “Ohhhhhhh! You are licking my quim!” She cries, holding your head, pulling you against her warm pussy. You worship her sweet folds, lapping at her nectar and sucking at her delicate lips. Her clit is so small in comparison to most women you have been with, but you find it with your tongue and assail it until Genevieve is wailing with pleasure. She works her hips, fucking against your tongue, crying out, “Taste me, Lucas. Taste your sister’s sweet cum!” 
 
    Hearing her speak such lewd words makes your cock twitch mightily in your trousers. You moan against her virgin cunt, drinking her intoxicating juices as you pleasure her pussy with your tongue. Her thrusts against your mouth slow, her fragrant juices spread from your nose to your chin. She steps back, her thighs trembling as she releases her grip on your head.  
 
    “Take me now, Lucas,” she moans, sinking down to the floor. “I need to feel it. I need it inside me.” 
 
    She settles onto her back and parts her legs, pulling them up with her hands beneath her knees to expose her perfect pink pussy and the little pink divot of her anus. You cannot resist her. You know it is wrong, but your need is greater than your adherence to taboos. You kneel before your sister and take your cock out of your trousers. She moans lustily at the sight of your crimson cock, precum already drooling from your manhood. 
 
    “It’s so big, Lucas,” she moans. “Be gentle with me.” 
 
    “As gentle as I can be,” you promise. 
 
    You tease the fat head of your cock against the slick silk of her cuntlips, looking into her lust-heavy blue eyes as you rub your cock up and down her delicate folds. You thrust into her with a measured stroke, feeling the delicate membrane resist you and then yield with a faint bursting sensation. She cries out and you feel the hot trickle of her virginal blood spill from her channel. Genevieve trembles beneath you, her breasts heaving and her eyes glistening for a moment. 
 
    You stop your stroke, feeling her incredibly tight pussy squeeze around you. 
 
    “Are you alright, my sweet sister?” You whisper. 
 
    “Y-yes,” she moans. “Yes. Do not stop. Take me.” 
 
    You begin to move atop her, your strokes gentle but growing in speed. Her soft mounds heave slowly with each stroke. Her face contorts in a mixture of pleasure and pain. She gasps, stroking your chest, tearing at your tunic. She moves her hips, meeting your strokes, her pussy squeezing around you. 
 
    “Ahhhhh!” You cry with sudden need, your cock throbbing deep inside your sister’s pussy. You pump your cum into her depths, moaning as you feel a deeper pleasure. A faint violet energy plays around her and you notice the glowing flecks of violet in your sister’s blue eyes. But the ecstasy of your orgasm is too intense for you to question what is happening. You thrusts harder into her, your orgasm seemingly doubled, your pleasure pouring out into her until it overflows her tight channel. 
 
    “Yes, Lucas,” she cries. “I need more. I need it! Fuck me! Fuck me harder!” 
 
    Somehow, your cock does not flag, and you snarl with lust, thrusting into her juicy pussy. You slam in and out of her folds, moaning and grunting as you feel her pussy fluttering around you with each stroke. With remarkable speed, you feel yourself on the edge again. You roughly palm one of your sister’s breasts, squeezing her titflesh and pinching her delicate nipples. 
 
    “Oh, Genevieve,” you gasp. “I am going to cum again.” 
 
    “Yes, Lucas, yes!” She cries, her face flushed and eyes glowing violet with her need. “Fuck me! Cum inside me!” 
 
    “Ahhhhh!” You throw back your head and explode again, burying your cock to the hilt in your sister’s tight pussy and pumping her full of your cum. You spurt again and again, feeling that same double sensation of pleasure and a tug as if something else is leaving your body.  
 
    The orgasm recedes and you feel faint. Your cock finally begins to shrink. You topple, landing heavily on your back, gasping and moaning weakly. 
 
    Genevieve kneels over you, a wicked smile on her face as you see her visage change to that of another woman. You do not recognize her, but she is beautiful, with smoldering brown eyes and a short cut of straight golden hair. Her physique changes only slightly, other than her demonic characteristics such as large, black horns, delicate leathery wings, and tail with a lewd tip designed to drink the life force from a man. 
 
    “Y-you’re not… you’re not my sister,” you gasp, too weak to fight this demoness away as she takes hold of your cock, leans down, and begins sucking your flaccid manhood. Her incredible mouth and dexterous tongue draw you to hardness in seconds. She pops her lips free of your cock and looks up at you with a violet glow in her lusty eyes. 
 
    “Your sister and mother are watching us,” she says, pointing up to the ceiling. You look up, horrified to see your mother and sister, chained and gagged, hanging from the ceiling of the temple. They are dangling in such a way that they can see the throne room. They have watched, unable to stop you from performing this depraved act on a succubus disguised as your sister. 
 
    “Nooo,” you moan, too weak to rise.  
 
    “Yes, Lucas,” purrs the succubus. “Now give me the last of your essence.” 
 
    Her mouth descends on your hard cock and there is nothing you can do to resist her. She sucks you with the merciless skill of a demoness who has drained the life of a thousand men with her luscious mouth. Her lips work your cock and her tongue curls beneath your tip, flicking at your cockhead as she drives you to the brink. 
 
    “Forgive me, Genevieve,” you cry out, looking up into your sister’s eyes high above as you explode into the succubus’s mouth. Pump after pump of your cum fires into that ravenous mouth, spilling down her throat along with your essence. You cum endlessly, spurting a terrifying quantity into her demonic mouth until you feel as if you are falling. A darkness yawns before you, warm and wet, drawing you deeper. You croak with fear as you are sucked into this void.  
 
    “Mmmmmmmm,” you hear the succubus moan around your cock as your soul passes into her body. 
 
    There is nothing left but the darkness. Your quest, and your life, are at an end. There can be no rescue from the demonic underworld of Chthona. 
 
      
 
    BAD END 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Attack 
 
      
 
    You glance again at the silhouette of Theora writhing in Nepenthia’s pitcher. The plant girl looks at you expectantly, twirling her green-blonde hair with one of her long fingers.  
 
    You are struck with sudden rage at Theora’s predicament. There will be no surrender to this herbal harlot! You will strike her down for trying to devour the most beautiful thing in all the world. Nepenthia seems to realize what you intend a moment before you raise your sword and charge at her. Vines fly out of the surrounding jungle, wrapping one arm. You twist and pull and slice the vines with your sword. Nepenthia dances back, still smiling, but betraying a hint of fear at your ferocity. 
 
    “You can’t have her!” You roar, hacking through several more vines.  
 
    “Calm yourself, Lucas,” says Nepenthia. “I can share so many pleasures with you.” 
 
    She drops the flowers from her pert breasts, revealing her pale green nipples. She moans and plucks at her hard buds as she looks at you lustily. You ignore this provocation, hacking your way through the vines. You plunge your sword into the pitcher containing Theora. Sickly-sweet liquid pours out, steaming hot, and Theora with it. Her body is naked, her skin pink from the digestive properties, but she seems unharmed. She moans and lifts her head.  
 
    “Lucas, is that you? Am I dreaming?”  
 
    “No,” you say, offering her your hand. “You’re not—“ 
 
    Before you can help Theora to her feet, vines wrap around your waist and pull you off your feet. Nepenthia prances towards you. With a wave of her hand, several vines slither off to begin binding Theora.  
 
    “Let her go!” You snarl. 
 
    “I think not,” says Nepenthia. “Your little songbird is going to be drained dry since she is so much trouble.” 
 
    Your eyes widen with rage as you see two vines with hypodermic barbs slither towards Theora. One plunges into her inner thigh and the other digs under her arm. She screams in pain as her blood begins to drain down the translucent tubes of the vines. 
 
    “Now, as for you, I have another plan,” says Nepenthia, reaching her nimble fingers down to your groin. She grabs your cock through your trousers. “You can watch your friend empty out as I take some of your liquid.” 
 
    Nepenthia begins to unbuckle your belt, but the cruel plant girl has miscalculated. The sight of Theora being exsanguinated fills you with a white hot anger. Your muscles strain and you fury boils over into a roar. The vines wrapped around your arms burst into flames. Nepenthia shrieks, recoiling from the fire as you brandish your sword. 
 
    “How did you do this?!” Nepenthia cries. 
 
    You swing for her slender neck. Just before the blade makes contact, there is a bright flash of pink light and a low boom that knocks you back. The pitchers burst and spill their contents onto the ground. The vines wither and slip out of Theora’s arm and leg. She collapses to her knees, crimson trickles down the creamy white of her body. 
 
    Nepenthia is gone. The crystal in the hilt of your sword glows faintly. 
 
    “Lucas?” Say Theora, seeming to shake off the influence of Nepenthia’s flowers and digestive sap. “What happened? Are you alright?” 
 
    “I am fine,” you say, rushing to her side. “You are bleeding.”  
 
    She looks down at the trickles of blood and waves her hand. A faint golden glow suffuses her body and the blood stops as the puncture wounds close.  
 
    “I remember feeling so much pleasure,” Theora says, touching her thighs and her breasts. “Was I… I was in a coffin?” 
 
    “You were in one of her pitchers. The plant girl Nepenthia.” You help Theora to her feet. “I trapped her in the sword.” 
 
    “Then we must continue,” says Theora, smiling wanly. You can tell that she has been weakened by the plant girl’s vines, her flesh still mottled pink in places from the plant girl’s digestive sap. You put a supportive arm around her as you continue into the jungle. 
 
    Onward to the mountain stained red by the sunset. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE >


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Drink the blue potion and make love to Theora 
 
      
 
    You want to impress Theora and give her the proper fucking you cannot normally muster. You draw out the blue potion bottle and hold it up, the contents swirling and glowing faintly in the musty cabin. Theora raises an eyebrow. 
 
    “Are you certain about this, Lucas?” She asks. 
 
    “No,” you say with a wink. 
 
    You unstopper the bottle, raise it in a toast and tip it back against your lips. You gulp down a large swig of the sweet milky contents and return the remaining potion to your hip pouch. Warmth spreads from your belly outwards as Theora looks on with concern. You double up, your back and shoulder muscles tensing and then swelling larger and larger until your tunic is nearly tearing. Your muscles all over your body enlarge and your cock swells so much that it hurts as it strains your trousers. You quickly unbuckle and unbutton your trousers, your mind caught in a haze of anger and lust. 
 
    “Are you alright?” Theora asks with concern. You cannot answer her through your clenched jaws. She reaches out and strokes your shoulder and it is like touching off a powder charge. 
 
    You snarl and leap at Theora, grabbing a fistful of her gown and tear it away, her plump breasts jiggling into view. You palm one, squeezing and shaping it roughly as she cries out beneath you. 
 
    “Lucas! My goddess, you are out of control!” 
 
    “Your tits! Devour your tits!” You growl like a beast, palming both of her breasts, mashing them together, and plucking and twisting at her fat pink nipples. She wails as you roughly twist her nipples. You lean down and suck them each in turn, lewdly and loudly, her breasts glistening with your spit.  
 
    You bite one areola and she cries out and punches at your head. You pull back, leaving a ring of red teeth marks around her pale areola.  
 
    “Too rough,” she cries, smacking at your face. 
 
    “Not rough enough!” You snarl, grabbing her in your arms and flipping her over with ease. You tear away the rest of her hanging gown, baring her creamy buttocks, thick thighs and the gold-thatched pink of her cunt. You swat her ass, causing her feathered wings to flick open and her head to jerk upright. You grab a handful of her golden hair in one hand and begin to rub the hot seam of her pussy with your other. You chuckle as you feel the slickness of her steamy cunt, “Oh, you’re wet.”  
 
    Your raging hard cock will not be ignored for long. It twitches between her thighs as you smack her ass again and take hold of your cock. You stroke it and thump it against her shapely rear, rubbing along her crack and thumping upwards between her thighs to smack your cock against her clit. This rough teasing lasts all of ten seconds before you can no longer stand to hold back. You press the immensely swollen head of your cock to her tender folds. 
 
    “It’s so much bigger,” she cries out. “Be careful!” 
 
    You growl at her words. You release your hold on her hair to grab her ass with your hands, spreading her cheeks and holding her ass steady as you press your cockhead to her folds. You feel the hot velvet of her pussy against your tip and you thrust forward with a savage snarl. Theora wails as you sheath every inch of your enlarged cock into her tight angelic cunt. You bottom out inside her, slamming your cock to the limit and swinging your heavy bollocks against her clit with a thump. You pull out and slam it back in again. Theora lets out a gurgling cry, somewhere between pleasure and pain, as you hammering her hot hole with the huge pillar of your cock. 
 
    Each thrusts smacks against her jiggling ass and sends her dangling breasts swinging. You pump in and out of her pussy, fucking her hard and fast, sweat pouring down your face the whole time. Theora howls with pleasure, throwing back her head and cumming on your cock with sudden violent force. You feel her inner walls clutching tight around your cock and you can see her pink pucker flexing with each orgasmic spasm. 
 
    Even as her orgasm seems to recede, your lust intensifies. You take hold of her wings, pulling them back for greater leverage and plunging her pussy with mighty strokes. You take her with deep, powerful strokes that leave her moaning and her stretched pussy fluttering.  
 
    “You want this cum?” You roar, hammering into her hungry hole. 
 
    “Y-yes,” she gasps. “Oh, please, Lucas! Cum for me!” 
 
    “Cum in that holy cunt,” you growl, watching your massive cock slam into her cunt and pull back out again gripped tight by her pink pussy.  
 
    You smack your hips against her ass so ferociously that the flesh-on-flesh impact sounds as if you are snapping wood. Her creamy cheeks redden and her pussy clutches intensely at your cock. With a last howl of pleasure, your cock throbs inside Theora’s hot pussy and you explode. She wails in unison with you as torrents of hot cum paint the inner walls of her pussy. You slow your strokes, savoring each flutter of her silky pussy and each throb of your cock as you fill her with your cream.  
 
    You slump over her back, breathing heavily and dripping sweat onto her supple flesh and her feathered wings.  
 
    “Suck it,” you growl. 
 
    “W-what?” Gasps Theora, a tremor running through her pussy. 
 
    You pull your huge cock of her stretched cunt with a lewd slurp, watching as a stream of milky cum drains from Theora’s gaping pussy. Your cock, though losing its hardness, is still huge and drooping like a pump hose. Theora turns slowly, sweeping sweat-plastered locks from her face as she turns her attention to serving your cock.  
 
    “That’s it,” you groan as she begins to lick your fat cockhead. “You like this potion, don’t you? You like my huge cock.” 
 
    “It’s so big,” she gasps, running her tongue over your swollen ridge and cleaning off the traces of cum on your veined shaft. She begins kissing and slurping at your cock as her hands caress your manhood. You watch with barely restrained lust as the beautiful angel worships you crimson horse cock.  
 
    Her lips stretch wide, her eyes watering profusely, as she begins to suck you. The sensation of her hot mouth pleasuring your cock draws you back to full hardness, her drool spilling down your shaft to drip from your balls. You grab a handful of Theora’s hair and pull her head back, spit trailing to your fat cockhead.  
 
    “Are you ready for more?” You ask and she nods and manages a submissive smile, running her tongue over your cock. 
 
    You grab her roughly and contort her body so that the back of her head and shoulders are on the ground and her body is bent vertically so that her pussy is facing upward. You stand above her and feed your cock into her slick, creamy pussy with a loud squelch. She whimpers as you stretch her pussy once again with your cock. You fuck in and out of her like this, but only to coat your manhood with the mingled froth of your cum and hers. After a dozen or so strokes, you pull your huge cock out of her pussy and press it to the pink knot of her asshole. 
 
    “N-no,” gasps Theora. “It’s too big!” 
 
    “It will fit!” You snarl and thrust your cock into divot of her anus. Your well-lubed manhood bulls its way past her clench and you stuff her angelic ass full of your hard cockmeat. Her eyes go wide and she wails in shock as you thrust balls-deep into her perfect pink asshole. The hot, tight tunnel of her ass yields to your cock with every stroke. Even in your excited state, you are gentler with her than before, but you drive steadily in and out as your pleasure builds. 
 
    Theora begins moans as you drive your cock in and out of her ass and her moans intensify as you rub furiously at her clit with your thumb. Her breasts flop against her tucked chin as you slide in and out of her tender asshole.  
 
    “You want this cum?” You growl, feeling it churning in your tightening balls. “Do you want that pretty ass filled with cum?” 
 
    “Ohhhhh, yessss,” she moans as you plunge in and out of her stretched asshole. “Fill… oooooohhhh… fill my ass.” 
 
    You let out a savage roar, holding her legs as you bury your cock in her ass and explode. Your orgasm is both more intense and more prolonged than when you filled her pussy. You slow your strokes, panting like an overexerted beast as you pop your cock from her asshole and let your cum spill out of her naughty pucker and drip onto her face and breasts.  
 
    Feeling suddenly lightheaded, you release her and stumble back. You drop to your knees as the transformation begins, your body shifting and softening as your massive muscles retreat. Your cock is still twitching as it begins to retreat. 
 
    As you recover from the potion, a wave of guilt washes over you at how you handled Theora so roughly. You are surprised to see her wearing her gown, immaculate, and smiling as you finish your return to normal size.  
 
    “I… I thought I hurt you,” you croak. 
 
    “Oh, no, Lucas,” she coos. “I rather enjoyed your forceful handling. When you are under the influence of that blue liquid, your cock is… mmmmm... well, it is special.” 
 
    You embrace her and kiss her, ignoring the implication that you are less than satisfying when you have not been quaffing Gretchen’s potion. 
 
    You fall asleep with her in your arms. You are awakened some time later, sore from sleeping on bare wood. You realize Theora is no longer asleep. You sit up and see her kneeling in the doorway, her head bowed and her hands clasped in prayer. You can hear her speaking and you strain to make out her words. 
 
    “Do not make me do it,” she whispers, her voice hoarse with emotion. “Please, my goddess, please do not make me. I cannot.” 
 
    You want to call out to her, to ask her why she is saying this, but you dare not interrupt her communion with Veleda. Before long, she ceases her prayers and returns to your side. Her arm wraps tightly around your back and she presses her cheek to your chest. 
 
    Sleep returns, but it is troubled by your worries about Theora. 
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    Drink the pink milk potion 
 
      
 
    “Stop fighting,” croons Charlotte. “I only want to mate with you and love you forever and ever. Is that so wrong?” 
 
    “Stay back,” you warn, swinging your sword to keep her tentacles at bay.  
 
    If all Charlotte wants to do is mate, you can think of a surefire way to deny her what she desires. You reach into the pouch and take out the bottle containing the pink potion made mainly from Gretchen’s magical milk and her sexual fluids. You use your thumb to pop open the stopper and tip the bottle back against your lips, gulping down a measure of the warm, sweet liquid.  
 
    “What was that?” Charlotte asks, cocking her head as she looks at you curiously. 
 
    You quickly stopper the bottle and return it to your pouch. Not a moment too soon, as you drop to your knees with the force of the transformation. It begins with your facial features, your chin narrowing and your lips becoming fuller, your nose more delicate and your eyes more feminine. Your muscles soften, your hips expand, and your breasts strain your tunic as they swell to bursting. Strangest of all is the sensation of your cock inverting and pushing up into your body, its flesh and texture changing, the sensitive spots rearranging as you become, physically at least, a woman. 
 
    “You are a girl human,” says Charlotte.  
 
    “That’s right,” you say, “and I certainly can’t mate with you as—“ 
 
    Charlotte interrupts you by launching her two longest tentacles at you suddenly and wrapping them around your arms. She drags you closer, drawing near and looking at you curiously with her strange eyes. 
 
    “Fascinating,” she says, looking you from top to bottom. “You have become a girl human in only a few seconds. Are you fully like a girl human?” 
 
    She seeks to answer her own question, more of her tentacles sliding over your body, unbuttoning your tunic to reveal your plump, soft breasts, and sliding down your trousers and undershorts to expose your brown-thatched cunt and your delicate feminine folds. You cry out as her slippery tentacles wrap around your breasts, binding them gently, squeezing them and coiling around them so that the tips of her tentacles flick at your hard, pink nipples. The sensation is incredible, each flick of a tentacle sending a jolt of pleasure through your body and to your clit. 
 
    “They are bigger than mine,” she says, pressing her soft, slippery mounds against your new breasts. You gasp as she rubs her nipples back and forth, sensitive buds to sensitive buds. As she is using her own breasts to explore your body, her tentacles continue to explore. Two tentacles writhe between your thighs, suckers pulling gently at your flesh and the slippery tip sliding against your tender folds. You suck in a breath, looking into Charlotte’s strange eyes. 
 
    “Oooooh, you are very warm all over,” croons Charlotte. “I will give you pleasure.” 
 
    You try to deny her, but then her lips are pressing against your in an intense, but strangely cool and rubbery kiss. Her lips part and her slithering, serpentine tongue pushes into your mouth. You moan against her as her tentacle pushes into the hot cove of your cunt. You arch in her embrace, pleasure pulsing from your clit, through your pussy, and up to your throbbing nipples.  
 
    Before you realize what is happening, you are being lifted into the air by Charlotte’s tentacles. She holds your knees bent and legs apart with two tentacles and two more supporting your ass. 
 
    “W-what are you doing?” You cry. 
 
    “Giving you pleasure,” says Charlotte. “It is how I pleasure myself when I am lonely.” 
 
    You suck in a breath as her tentacle thrusts into your tight pussy. Your eyes widen and you cry out as another tentacle burrows between your cheeks and invades the tight knot of your anus. Her tentacles slip and slide out of your tight holes vigorously. Thin mucus spills from your holes and creates lewd, wet sounds as she plunders you with her tentacles.  
 
    “Ohhh, gods,” you moan, bucking your hips and unable to escape the pleasure. You look into her alien eyes as she fucks your pussy and ass, squeezing your breasts and flicking your tender nipples. “AhhhhHHHH!”  
 
    You arch and buck hard, wailing as a female orgasm radiates in waves through your body, causing your pussy and ass to clutch at the tentacles and bounce from your clit back to your nipples. The circuit of this pleasure is a full-body spasm of ecstasy, driving you higher and higher with each thrust of her tentacles. You cum again and again, one orgasm seeming to melt into another, your body aflame with pleasure as Charlotte watches you and seems to study you. 
 
    The pleasure ends almost as suddenly as it began. Charlotte drops you into the mud, her tentacles releasing you and slipping from inside you. 
 
    “It is a pity that you are no use to me,” says Charlotte. “We would have had so much fun together.” 
 
    She slithers back into the river, leaving you gasping and dazed as aftershocks of your intense orgasms continue to shudder through your body. The change back from Lucia to Lucus begins slowly. You are still transforming, pulling on your clothes, when a warm breeze heralds Theora’s return. 
 
    “Are you alright?” You croak, buttoning up the last of your tunic. 
 
    “Yes,” says Theora. “Are you alright? That must have been strange for you.” 
 
    “You saw it?” Your face flushes with embarrassment. 
 
    “Just before she left,” says Theora. “It was brave. And effective.” 
 
    “Right,” you say, glancing at the river and still feeling those tentacles thrusting in and out of your body. “Can we just get moving again?” 
 
    “Of course,” says Theora sympathetically. “When I was flying I saw a building of some sort upriver. It might be a place we can shelter for the night.” 
 
    You and Theora set off following the river as it winds its way into the jungle. A sense of shame prickles at your face and you glance over at the river beside you, wondering if Charlotte might return and you might once more experience the pleasure of being a woman. 
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    Use your Lure of the Lily ability 
 
      
 
    You trade blows with Charlotte’s tentacles. She’s fast and almost has you more than once, but each time you manage to twist your sword out of her grasp or deliver a minor slash that causes her to recoil. All the same, you know where this is going. She is confident and almost casual as she parry’s each of your swings. You are wearing down, your sword growing heavier with each swing. 
 
    The Lure of the Lily. Of course, that would play on your visible weakness and give you a chance to find Charlotte’s weakness. 
 
    You renew your efforts, swinging and striking at Charlotte, making bolder attacks, but always careful to retreat in time to elude her counterattacks. Then, at a moment of your choosing, you let her slam you across the face with one of her lashing tentacles. It knocks starts into your vision and stings against your lips and cheek. You exaggerate your reaction, crying out, spinning and falling to the ground.  
 
    “Ooooh!” Charlotte cries with concern. “I was not trying to hurt you, human boy!” 
 
    You are face down in the mud, holding your breath, focusing your mind to remain lifeless as the Scylla girl approaches. She strokes you with testing tentacles, running her slimy tendrils down your back and along your side. It takes every bit of willpower not to twitch or cry out as her tentacles caress your neck.  
 
    “Human?” She coos with concern, leaning over you. Her human hands and two of her tentacles gently roll you onto your back. You fight to hold your breath as she touches your face with concern. “Oh, no, I did not hit you that hard! Wake up, human boy! Please!” 
 
    She shakes you gently from side to side. You are tempted to reach for your sword and drive the blade into her neck, but something tells you to continue the ruse. You flop lifelessly in her arms as she picks you up, shaking you as if trying to wake you. 
 
    “Please! Oh, human boy! I am so sorry! I only wanted to mate with you! Now I have killed you!” She drops you back into the mud and cries out, “Charlotte! Why are you so violent!? Why must you do these things!” 
 
    She is sobbing as she slides back into the river’s water, the last of her tentacles disappearing beneath the surface behind her. You let out the breath you have been holding and resume your breathing, but remain motionless in case she is also perpetrating a ruse. 
 
    You are startled by a hot breeze and a thump in the mud beside you. 
 
    “Well, that was fairly unimpressive,” says Theora, standing over you. “Playing dead? I don’t remember teaching you that skill.” 
 
    “I learned it in the desert,” you say, rolling over onto your back and squinting up at the angel. 
 
    “Ew, you are filthy,” she says, looking at your mud-slathered body. “Clean yourself and let us be on our way before that slimy harlot decides to return.” 
 
    “Got rid of her, didn’t I?” You say, rising to your feet and shaking off the mud. 
 
    You clean up in the river and join Theora at the edge of the jungle. She has managed to salvage one of the fruit she picked earlier and she offers you a syrupy-sweet slice. With a nod of thanks, you and Theora set off again along the river. It seems unlikely that Charlotte will return, but you keep checking the river’s edge, not quite sure whether you are afraid she will leap out or that you hope to see her again. 
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    Use a special ability 
 
      
 
    To face a creature like Charlotte you know you must use one of your special abilities. You keep your guard up, staying away from her swiping tentacles and trying to prevent her from herding you towards the river’s edge.  
 
    A special ability, yes, but which one? You consider your options.  
 
    Startle Eye uses the power of Veleda to conjure a blinding flash of light. Charlotte’s eyes seem large and sensitive. Maybe this power would disorient her enough for you to deal a blow and capture her in your sword’s crystal. 
 
    Then again, her lovely human half, extending down to her hips and shapely ass, must feel similar pleasure to humans and other monster girls. Perhaps you could use the ability Morelle taught you to give Maddening Pleasure to a woman until she is in a daze and vulnerable. 
 
    Then again, there is something appealing about the direct approach. Dervish Strike summons the righteous fury of Veleda and allows you to wield your sword in a whirlwind of strikes. Surely not even an eight-legged, two-armed octopus woman will be able to block your ferocious attack. 
 
    Finally, there is your most recent power, the Lure of the Lily, which relies on feigning a mortal wound and crumpling to the ground. If Charlotte thinks you are dead, she might leave you alone, or she might grab you and try to eat you. In which case, you could spot her vulnerability and finish her off quickly. 
 
    Charlotte lashes out suddenly with her longest tentacles and comes so close to grabbing your sword that she leaves sucker marks on your wrist. You dance out of reach, your heart pounding and chest heaving with effort. 
 
    “I am wearing you down, human,” she taunts. “Stop fighting and give up. I promise I will not hurt you.” 
 
    “Not giving up,” you say with a grimace. 
 
    “Really?” She laughs. “What are you going to do?” 
 
    Good question. It’s time to choose.  
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Which ability are you going to use? 
 
    Startle Eye 
 
    Maddening Pleasure 
 
    Dervish Strike 
 
    Lure of the Lily


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Follow the river through the jungle 
 
      
 
    “I don’t relish the thought of being waylaid by a pack of goblins,” you say, gesturing to the path through the jungle. “Let’s follow the river. See if that gets us any closer to these mountains.” 
 
    “It will,” promises Theora. 
 
    You and Theora venture through the jungle, following the sound of flowing water until you reach the bank of a wide, muddy, quick-flowing river. The water thunders over stones and carries the occasional branch past you at a great speed. The water is coming from the mountains and as you follow the curve of the river you are moving against the river’s flow, a slightly disorienting experience that makes it seem as if you are moving much faster than you are in reality.  
 
    The banks of the river are sometimes steep, as if recently collapsed into the churning water, and other times form gently sloping banks or side channels where the water slows a bit.  
 
    “A lot of rain in the jungle,” says Theora, raising her voice to be heard over the rush of the river. “I doubt it ever slows much.” 
 
    “Wouldn’t do for fishing,” you agree.  
 
    This river is much wider and more intimidating than the Renn or the Pulska back in St. Ingbert. The Renn was wide but gentle and the Pulska, your favorite for fishing orange-nosed scarl, was hardly more than a deep stream. This is a true river. If you fell in, you are not sure you could swim back out. 
 
    The hike is not easy in the sweltering heat, but you feel you made the right decision to stay near the river. Whenever the river’s turn forces you into the jungle you are reminded of just how claustrophobic and slow the journey might have been. Staying the river’s edge, you see strange fish that leap from the water and flash silver in the air, tortoises as big as wagons, and finned serpents that hiss at you from the water’s edge if you get too near.  
 
    You travel until evening draws near and decide to rest for a bit on a wide open expanse close to the river’s edge. You sit down on a rock by the water and watch the river flowing past. There are many of the leaping fish and you consider devising some sort of trap to catch some of them when they jump out. 
 
    “I think I see some amanga fruit in that tree over there,” says Theora, pointing to a tree laden with spiky yellow fruit on the other side of the river. “I am going to fly over and see if I can’t pick us a few to have something to eat.” 
 
    She takes to the humid air, her wings beating a breeze against your face for a moment as she wings it across the river. You are in the process of trying to get a stone out of your boot when you hear something splashing at the edge of the river. For a moment, you think it is one of the serpents that hiss at you, but then you see reddish tentacles writhing out of the water. The river churns for a moment and then, with surprising speed and agility, a creature comes crawling out of the water. It is half beautiful woman and half octopus. River water drips from her blonde hair as she rises upright atop a carriage of tentacles. She does not seem to have full legs, but she has the upper thighs, hips, and buttocks of a shapely woman. Her skin is pale and her eyes are large, golden, and with rectangular pupils. 
 
    You jump to your feet as the creature comes towards you, standing a good head or two taller than you on her muscular tentacles. You draw your sword from its sheath. 
 
    “What in the name of Veleda are you?” You ask. 
 
    “I am Charlotte,” she says. “What are you? A human boy?” 
 
    “A human man,” you correct her. 
 
    “Lucas, watch out! It’s a Scylla!” Theora shouts and dives from the sky at Charlotte, losing her fruit in the process. Charlotte whips around and slams Theora from mid-air with two tentacles she launches with terrifying speed. Theora collides with a trees and breaks several branches on her way down. 
 
    “Stupid bird woman!” Charlotte screams. “Stay back! This human boy is mine!” 
 
    Charlotte whirls back around, her plump breasts jiggling as she faces off against you. 
 
    “Ooooh,” she coos, “put the sword down, handsome little boy. I don’t want to eat you, I want to mate with you. Again and again. You can fertilize all of my eggs.”  
 
    She parts her tentacles and reveals a human-like pussy with reddish lips, glistening with arousal.  
 
    “Come and put it in me,” she says. “Humans have such nice mating tools. It has been a long time since I have mated with one.” 
 
    “Stay back,” you warn, holding up your sword. 
 
    “Ooooh,” she coos. “Are you going to try to attack me with that little sword? That might be fun!” 
 
    It’s clear that Charlotte is not going to accept “no” for an answer. You are going to have to battle her.


 
   
  
 



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


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Morning in the jungle 
 
      
 
    You wake up covered in nothing but a thick layer of morning dew. You blink your eyes to the early gray light penetrating the morning’s mist and realize you are alone in the ruins of the house. Theora is nowhere to be seen. You sit up and are jerked away fully by the realization that there is a centipede as long as you forearm resting on your thigh. You swat it away and scramble to your feet.  
 
    You make sure to shake out all your clothes before you get dressed. The night before with Theora was intense. You expected to wake up with her beside you. 
 
    “Theora?” You call softly, unsure if there is danger afoot. You pass through the ruined door of the house with your hand on your sword. In the morning light, you can see that the house was built on a low hill. Theora is atop a nearby hill, looking out at the jungle with her back to you. She seems to sense that you are watching her and turns to wave to you.  
 
    You join her atop the other hill. It is taller than the one with house and provides a sliver of a view of the distant mountains through the jungle canopy.  
 
    “There,” she say, pointing to the range. “We can make it by sundown if we set out soon. And if we don’t encounter anything too dangerous.” 
 
    “Right,” you say, rubbing your chin. “It’s that second one that we might have a bit of trouble with. Danger grows on trees in these parts.” 
 
    “Perhaps literally,” says Theora. “Do you see that?” 
 
    “Those flowers?” You say, trying to follow where she is pointing. 
 
    “There is a path through those dense flowers,” says Theora. “But those are not flowers. Those are the top of burst fruit. They sense vibrations and explode their nectar onto any animals nearby. The nectar is filled with some alchemical concoction that can reduce a man or woman to bone in a matter of seconds.” 
 
    “So we don’t go that way,” you say. 
 
    “At least you can see the burst fruit and be careful of them,” says Theora. “The other path is over there. We don’t know what exactly we might encounter in that direction.” 
 
    You clasp your hands and turn your eyes to the heavens. “Veleda, watch over us.” 
 
    Theora gives you a strange look. You shrug. 
 
    “So which way should we go?” You ask.  
 
    “You are the Hero of One Thousand Lives,” says Theora. “You must decide our path through the jungle. Whichever way you choose, we must reach the mountains by sundown. There are over a hundred peaks. We have to know which the correct mountain is or it might be another day of searching to find the entrance to Chthona.”  
 
    “Well, I guess I have to pick then,” you say, walking to the edge of the hill and looking down at your two possible paths through the jungle. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Which path do you take through the jungle? 
 
    Follow the mysterious path through the jungle 
 
    Travel through the dense flowers


 
   
  
 



 
 
    She should fuck the goblin 
 
      
 
    Watching beautiful Theora stroking the filthy little goblin’s bumpy cock has you rock hard. You need to see more. You need to see the glorious angel and the degenerate runt rutting like beasts! 
 
    “You should fuck the goblin,” you say. 
 
    “Really?” Theora’s eyes widen in surprise. 
 
    “Really?” The goblin squeaks in equal disbelief. 
 
    “Yes,” you say, taking a step closer and resting your hands on your hips. Theora’s gaze drifts to the obvious bulge in your trousers. 
 
    “You want to watch this horrid little creature shove his warty cock into my pristine pink pussy?” Theora teases out each word. “That’s what you desire?” 
 
    “Yes!” You say, rubbing the bulge in your trousers. 
 
    “I must say, Lucas, you are a dirty one,” cries Theora. “But handling this goblin’s wee cock has me soaking. A good fucking is exactly what I need!” 
 
    She rises to her feet and unceremoniously gathers her white gown up in one fist and lifts it off over her head. Her plump breasts and stiff, pink nipples are exposed to the goblin’s wide-eyed view. Her shapely hips and gold-thatched cunt invite his stare. You have a view of her shapely rear as well as she steps astride the goblin’s scrawny hips, towering above him and seemingly ten times his size. She squats over him, grabbing hold of his glistening cock as her delicate pink pussy descends onto the goblin’s hardness. 
 
    “Oooooooh,” she lets out a breath as her tight pink folds part around the goblin’s obscene, bumpy cock. You watch in lustful awe, squeezing your cock through your trousers as you watch her perfect ass descend and her delicate cunt engulf the goblin’s cock down to its balls.  
 
    “So good,” gasps the goblin, its tongue lolling out of its mouth and its face contorting almost as if it is in agony. 
 
    “Yesssss,” hisses Theora and the angel’s wings open as she begins to ride atop the goblin’s scrawny body. Her ass smacks against his hips and her pussy slides up and down his bumpy cock, swallowing it up with each downward stroke. The goblin dares to reach its clawed hands out, caressing Theora’s powerful thighs as she squats up and down. 
 
    “You like watching me fuck him?” Theora asks suddenly, her silvery-blue eyes blazing and her hips rolling. “You like watching me ride my… ooooohhh… pussy on this little goblin’s beastly cock?” 
 
    “Oh, gods, yes,” you moan. 
 
    “Then stroke your cock,” she croons, bouncing her ass as she leans forward over the goblin. “Stroke your cock as you watch me fuck this little brute.” 
 
    You can hardly unbutton your trousers quickly enough. Your stiff, crimson cock fills your hand and you begin to stroke yourself vigorously to the sight of Theora squatting and riding atop the goblin. The scene only becomes more intense as she leans forward so far her plump breasts are crushed by her biceps and she kisses the goblin on its thin-lipped mouth. The horrid little creature squeals with delight, thrusting up to meet her riding pussy and you watch as its pink tongue swirls and twines with Theora’s. 
 
    “Mmmmmmm!” The angel cries, her wings spreading and her brow furrowing with pleasure. “Oh, yes, fuck me!” 
 
    The goblin’s clawed fingers indent the flesh of her hips as he holds tight and hammers his wee cock upwards into her slick cunt. The sight is too much, you can feel your cum churning and your balls tightening. Theora’s wings snap open wide and she throws back her head, wailing with pleasure. In the same instant, the rutting goblin squeals with his ecstasy. 
 
    “Aiiieeeeeeeee!” He shrieks, desperately thrusting up to meet Theora’s pussy. 
 
    “Yes!” The angel cries, tossing back her head and her golden locks. “Cum for me! Cum inside me!” 
 
    “Yes! I cum!” The goblin squeals and in that moment you explode in milky ropes onto the ground, watching the goblin hammer his hips and pump Theora full of his filthy seed.  
 
    “Oh, goddess, I can feel it inside me!” Theora cries, riding hard and seemingly eager to take every drop of goblin spunk. You ride the peak of your pleasure and descend into guilt and self-loathing as you realize what you have encouraged.  
 
    Theora, laughing, rises slowly from the goblin’s spent cock. Yellow-tinged spunk drips from her freshly-fucked pussy, dropping in gooey globs onto the goblin beneath her. She rises, unsullied by her encounter with the pitiful creature, standing proud and with her flushed breasts thrust forward. She turns to you, her silvery-blue eyes blazing as her gazes wanders down to your rapidly deflating cock. 
 
    “Did you enjoy that, Lucas?” She asks. 
 
    “Y-yes,” you confess.  
 
    She shoves the goblin with her toes and he scampers out from beneath her. He looks at her longingly, but she says, “Go. Back to your village. You have a tale to tell your friends that they will not believe.” 
 
    The goblin ducks its head submissively and scurries off, up the trail towards its village. Theora turns her attention back to you, her hips rolling sensually as she approaches. She caresses your cheek and leans her lips close to yours. 
 
    “You have more sides than I thought when I met you,” she murmurs, stroking your cheek. You can smell the musk of the goblin’s seed clinging to her cunt. She kisses you and you are certain you taste a faint hint of the foul bitterness of the goblin’s mouth. 
 
    She pulls away from the kiss, waves her hand, and her gown paints itself across her shapely body.  
 
    “We had best be on our way before the goblin returns with his whole village looking for a fuck.” Theora smiles mischievously, as if the thought of being gangbanged by a randy village full of goblins is not entirely unappealing to her.  
 
    You and Theora set off back into the jungle, following the path that veers clear of the goblin village. The journey is more difficult than on the other path, slowing your progress. The darkness of the jungle canopy is beginning to deepen, suggesting that night is falling. With the mountains still not in view, it seems unlikely you will reach them by dusk. 
 
      
 
    CONTINUE > 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Finish the goblin with her hand 
 
      
 
    You look from Theora’s sparkling and her smile down to her hand grasping and wanking the goblins bumpy cock. She runs her fingers over his tip, smearing the precum down his shaft and lending each pump of her hand a lewd, wet sound. The goblin squeaks and squirmed with lust. 
 
    “I think you have begun something,” you say to her, “and you should finish it.” 
 
    “Oh?” Her smile widens and her long lashes droop lustily. Her tone changes to almost a whisper as she says, “You want me to keep wanking this filthy little beast’s cock?”  
 
    “He has been, um, helpful,” you say. “Reward him with some relief.” 
 
    “Relief,” she chuckles at the word. “I’ll give him some relief then, Lucas. You can watch while I give him so much relief.” 
 
    Your cock twitches at the way she is speaking to you in her almost breathless voice. You watch raptly as she pumps her soft hand on the goblins straining cock. He whimpers and whines and thrusts his slender hips, fucking his cock through her grasp. Theora’s plump breasts bounce with the rhythm of her wanking hand, stroking him and tugging the goblin towards his orgasm. 
 
    “Ohhhhhh, winged woman, it is good,” cries the goblin. “Seed is coming.” 
 
    “Did you hear that, Lucas?” Theora gasps, looking you in the eyes. “His seed is coming. He’s going to shoot it all over.” 
 
    Your face is flushed with more than just the sweltering jungle heat. Your cock jumps in your trousers and you have to fight the urge to take it out and wank it urgently to the sight of Theora pleasuring the goblin.  
 
    “Yes,” you hiss. “Make him spill his seed.” 
 
    “Oh, do you hear that, my little beast?” Theora leans the weight of her bust against the goblin’s shoulder as she pumps her hand on his cock. “The Hero of a Thousand Lives wants to watch you cum. Will you cum for me?” 
 
    “Y-yes,” cries the goblin. “AAaaiiiieeeee!”  
 
    His shrill cry signals his orgasm as he fucks through Theora’s hand and his thumb-sized prick launches out yellowish streams of his spunk. Theora cries out with delight, watching and milking his spurting cock, draining his balls with her deft hand. She strokes him until every drop his gushed from his green gonads and trickled over her fingers like molten wax. She takes her hand away, showing you the webbing of slimy spunk between her fingers.  
 
    “So much for such a little creature,” she says. She wipes her hand clean on the goblin’s loincloth. “Now go. Leave us.” 
 
    He gets up and scampers away, following the same path as his companions.  
 
    “He even got some on my gown,” she says, looking at a few discolored spots on her white garment. She waves her hand and the goblin’s seed is cleaned away. Theora returns her attention to you, her gaze alighting on your achingly hard cock tenting your trousers. “My, my, Lucas. I think you enjoyed that.” 
 
    “I like to watch you work,” you say, managing a smile despite the strained discomfort in your trousers. 
 
    She rises, tracing a teasing fingertip over your chest, coming so close that you can smell the faint hint of musky goblin seed on her fingers. She presses her lips to your ear. 
 
    “You are a complicated man, Lucas,” she whispers hotly. 
 
    Although you enjoyed watching her wank the goblin’s cock, there is no relief for your need. You and Theora set off back into the jungle, following the path that veers clear of the goblin village. The journey is more difficult than on the other path, slowing your progress. The darkness of the jungle canopy is beginning to deepen, suggesting that night is falling. With the mountains still not in view, it seems unlikely you will reach them by dusk. 
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    Call upon Izabella to defeat the yegrilla 
 
      
 
    Most of the monster girls you have met would seem at risk to being impregnated by the yegrilla and his fertility magic. One exception is surely Izabella, with her cold, undead body incapable of becoming a mother. It’s a grim thought, but it just might be what saves you from defeat. 
 
    You hold your sword up over your head and command, “Izabella emerge!” 
 
    There is a bright flash of pink light and a chill wind blows through the village. Mist is suddenly thick on the ground, muffling sound and blotting out the direct sunlight breaking through the thinned canopy of trees. Izabella appears amid the fog, clad in a black dress that flares wide at her ankles, clings to her slender legs, and leaves little to the imagination in regard to the shape of her lovely body. Her dark hair is pulled back severely from her face and worn in a silver claps. Her flesh, from her cleavage to her arms, is a pale blue color reminiscent of a lifeless corpse. Her feminine eyes glow a faint reddish hue and her smile betrays her vampiric nature.  
 
    “Lucas,” she says, “so good of you to invite me on your adventure. Ah, and what have we here? A green-furred brute. I believe it is a yegrilla.” 
 
    “Yes, I am yegrilla!” Grunts the brute. “What you?” 
 
    “I am Izabella,” says the vampiress, gliding effortless closer to the yegrilla. “I believe I saw one of your kind in a zoo cage once. Pitiful creature. They had taught it to sing songs.”  
 
    The yegrilla snarls with fury. “I make more! I put babies in you! Izabella make mate!” 
 
    “Oh?” She laughs haughtily. “This should be fun.” 
 
    The yegrilla beats his chest with his mighty fists and launches into a charge at Izabella. His shoulder catches her in her slender midriff and she flops over his shoulder, apparently defenseless. The brute hoots triumphantly and flings her down upon the grass. 
 
    “Now I take mate! You weak! I strong!” He looks in your direction and adds, “You be slave boy!” 
 
    “Oh, please stop,” says Izabella in a monotone. “Help me. Help. You brute.” 
 
    If the yegrilla notices her deadpan act, he ignores its significance. The beast has only eyes for his blue-skinned bride. He grabs a handful of her black dress and tears it open, freeing her heaving breasts with their slightly darker blue nipples. He rips again, revealing her darker cuntlips glistening with her deathless arousal. The yegrilla roughly palms Izabella’s left breast, squeezing it and tugging at her small nipple. She lets out a cry of pleasure, no longer acting.  
 
    She gasps as his hand roughly grabs her right breasts and he shapes and plays with her mound. She cries out, “Are you going to give it to me, you awful brute?”  
 
    “Give you babies,” he grunts and hefts his glistening pink cock in his hand. It is thick and quite long now that it is erect. It is also horribly bestial, with a narrowed tip and a shaft marked with faint capillaries and veins. He pushes Izabella’s thighs wide apart and roughly smacks his cock against her folds. She coos with need, squirming helplessly beneath the green-furred monster. 
 
    “Now is where we see if your gamble has paid off,” whispers Theora, watching what is happening with interest that borders on the unseemly. The sight of the angel watching the perverse scene with such interest arouses your cock even further, causing it to twitch in your trousers.  
 
    The yegrilla grabs hold of Izabella’s slender waist and uses his furry body to bend her legs back as he positions his cock at her dewy folds. She howls with pleasure as the brute thrusts forward, sheathing every slippery inch of his cock in the tight folds of her undead pussy.  
 
    “Oooooo?” He hoots curiously and stops. “It cold?” 
 
    “Yes,” moans Izabella. “But doesn’t it feel nice when… ooooohhh… I squeeze your big, beastly cock inside me?” 
 
    “OOoooOOOOoo!” The brute hoots, recovering from his doubt and beginning to roughly fuck into Izabella’s pussy. His strokes sheath his pink cock in her blue folds with every stroke. The force of his rutting causes her soft mounds to jiggle and sway. She moans rapturously and you cannot help but notice Theora moaning in much the same way. 
 
    Sensing an opportunity for a bit of fun, you move behind Theora, caressing her shoulders and leaning your lips close to her ear. “You like to watch Izabella, don’t you?” 
 
    “She is… she is a beautiful creature,” admits Theora. “Dangerous, but beautiful. And with the beast… ooooohhh… look at how she responds to his every stroke. She is a master of controlling his pleasure.” 
 
    “You respect her control,” you murmur and kissing her neck and shoulder. She gasps, pressing back against you, her ass squeezing against your hard cock. You whisper hotly in her ear, “Watch her then. Watch Izabella being fucked by the brute while you are fucked by me.” 
 
    “Ooooh, Lucas,” she moans, pushing her ass back against your cock. “We should not be doing this.” 
 
    As the beast ruts roughly into Izabella in the clearing, you gather up Theora’s gown in one hand and slide it up the backs of her shapely thigh, slowly revealing the creamy globes of her ample ass. Her gold trimmed cunt is blushing pink and slick with her arousal. It only takes a moment for you to free your cock from your trousers and press it against that warm seam. You both suck in a breath as you thrust forward, pressing your cock into her tight pussy and your hips flush against the cushion of Theora’s ass. 
 
    “OOOoooooOooooo!” The yegrilla hoots, violently pounding his cock into Izabella. “I give seed! I make babies!” 
 
    “Yesssss!” Izabella cries. “Yes! Fill me with your cum!” 
 
    You fuck Theora hard and fast, reaching around to grope her soft tits through her gown as your hips spank her creamy ass with every stroke. Her steamy cunt grips you and she moans softly with every stroke. There is no missing the subtle arch of her back as she pushes back against you, inviting you to fuck her even harder, to match the bestial frenzy of the yegrilla. 
 
    “OOOOOOOoooooOO!” The hulking yegrilla throws back its simian head and howls with pleasure. You can tell by Izabella’s cry that the brute is pumping her undead pussy full of his load.  
 
    “Ahhh, Theora!” You cry, roughly squeezing her breast through her gown and slamming deep into her pussy. You explode only seconds after the brute, pumping your hot seed into your angelic lover’s slick pussy. She moans with pleasure of her own, pushing back hard and squeezing her ass against your hips. She rolls her hips as her pussy milks out every drop of your cum. 
 
    “Why you no marked?” The yegrilla wonders, looking at Izabella with confusion. “I give you babies.” 
 
    She wraps her long legs around the beast and leans up to kiss him and caress his simian face.  
 
    “My sweet ape, I have no life to give our children,” she moans. “I am afraid, the only promise I can give you, is that you will enjoy my feeding.” 
 
    “Your feeding?” The yegrilla furrows his heavy brow. 
 
    Izabella’s mouth opens wide and for an instant you see a flash of her white teeth and sharp fangs. She sinks them into the yegrilla’s muscular neck. He lets out a moan, grabbing her as if he intends to toss her aside like a ragdoll, but he stops as the pleasure of her feeding flows through his body. He moans and falls back, sinking to the ground with the vampiress clinging to him and slurping at his bloody neck.  
 
    You slide your cock from Theora’s creamy pussy, watching some of your spunk drip out of the beautiful angel’s folds. You tuck your cock away and she pulls her gown down, turning to kiss you on the lips. 
 
    “That was foolish,” she says, but she is smiling and flushed.  
 
    The yegrilla whimpers helplessly, his arms limp and his spade-sized tongue lolling from his mouth. His face seems ashen. 
 
    “That’s enough, Izabella!” You shout.  
 
    “Mmmmm?” She looks over at you, her red eyes luminous as she continues to feed. 
 
    “You heard me,” you say, holding the sword aloft above your head. “Izabella return!” 
 
    “Awwwww!” She pouts. With a flash of pink light and a rush of warm air that pushes away the fog, she disappears.  
 
    You carefully approach the yegrilla and prod him with the tip of your sword. “He’s alive. Should I finish him off?” 
 
    “Not exactly sporting,” says Theora. “Leave him. If he cannot call this jungle a home, where would he belong?” 
 
    “Fair enough,” you say, sheathing your sword. “Then let us be on our way.” 
 
    You and Theora set off again into the jungle, heading towards the mountains that loom like shadows through the jungle.  
 
    Onward to find the mountain stained red by the sunset. 
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Embark upon your quest in Saturana 
 
      
 
    “You have prepared your slaves? You are ready?” Veleda asks, standing golden and glorious over you and Theora.  
 
    You return the holy sword to its sheath and force yourself to gaze up at the goddess’s radiance.  
 
    “Ye—“ 
 
    The word does not even have a chance to pass your lips. The goddess flicks her fingers and you are launched into a bright golden light, falling upwards into the air, shouting and spinning as Theora plunges alongside you, calm, her white wings spread. You travel a vast distance in seconds, arriving on the ground as if dropped from a height of only a few feet. You stumble as Theora lands gracefully, wings folding closed on her back. 
 
    A wave of heat and humidity washes over you. Sweat breaks out on your forehead and almost immediately soaks your tunic. Before you, towering into the misty sky, stands a wall of vegetation like nothing you have seen before. You have heard of jungles, you thought you could imagine them, with their huge trees, creepers, and brightly colored ferns, but this is overwhelming.  
 
    The trees are as big around as castle turrets and reach their branches out to the span of a farmer’s field. Strange furry creatures and brightly-colored birds move among the dense greenery. Thorned vines seem to curtain any path through the trees. The effect is oppressive. Demoralizing. How could you hope to find anything in such a place? 
 
    Theora places a steadying hand on your shoulder. 
 
    “Do not let Saturana get into your mind,” says the angel. “Its roots reach down into evil. It is corrupted by the darkness in the soil. It will corrupt you as well, if you allow it into your mind.” 
 
    “Sure, keep the giant evil jungle out of my mind,” you say, “as we walk through it. Should be easy.” 
 
    She takes your hand and gives it a squeeze. 
 
    “I will be by your side, Lucas,” she says, her silvery-blue eyes burning with her righteousness. “We will find the entrance and we will rescue your mother and your sister.” 
 
    Bolstered by Theora’s words, you set off for the jungle. You reach the wall of massive trees and find that there are gaps between the tangles of barbed vines that you could not see from a distance. Still, the jungle is dense, and thorns tear at your clothes. You draw your sword and cut your way through the thickest foliage. It is exhausting work in the heat and even Theora’s face becomes red and her golden hair heavy with the sweat and humidity. Strange, huge insects bite at your arms and try to crawl up your trousers. You are constantly swatting them away from your neck. 
 
    “There,” says Theora, pointing out an archway formed by the interwoven lower branches of two nearby trees. The foliage thinned beneath the seemingly natural embrace of the two trees. As you approach, Theora points out a set of small footprints. “Goblin tracks.” 
 
    “So if we go that way, there will be goblins?” You say. 
 
    “Possibly,” she says. “Or whatever eats goblins.” 
 
    “Is there another way?” You ask, not really wanting to find out firsthand what might snack on a goblin.  
 
    “Listen,” said Theora, closing her eyes. 
 
    You quiet your heavy breathing and listen to the overlapping noises of the jungle. Rustling cycads, croaking amphibians, the buzz of swarms of insects, the calls of birds and tree-dwelling primates, and… yes… there. 
 
    “A river,” you say. 
 
    “Yes,” she says. “We could follow it to the mountains. It will be difficult going, no telling what we might encounter.” 
 
    “Or we take the path and get ambushed by goblins,” you say grimly. 
 
    The prospect of finding a river flowing through the jungle and then following it, fighting your way through the undergrowth, not to mention what might come out of the river, hardly seems appealing. Goblins jumping on you from the trees does not seem very pleasant either. 
 
    “Which path should we take?” Theora asks, looking at you expectantly, her beautiful face dewy with sweat. 
 
    


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Which way do you go? 
 
    Follow the jungle path 
 
    Follow the river through the jungle 


 
   
  
 



 
 
    Drink the blue milk potion 
 
      
 
    If Lady Rachelle is the demonic peak of femininity, you must become the ravenous masculine ideal to overcome her! You dodge another lash of her lewd tail. You reach into the pouch on your hip and retrieve the bottle containing the blue potion. You flip the stopper off it and, ignoring the instructions given to you by Gretchen, you quaff the entire potion. It is a much larger amount of one of her elixirs than you have ever taken before. 
 
    “What was that?” The Succubus Queen laughs. “One of your silly potions given to you by that big-breasted heifer? That will not save you now, Lucas.” 
 
    The change begins almost instantly. You feel the hot, sweet liquid burning its way down your throat. It reaches your belly and seems to spread, sending tendrils of heat through your flesh. Your muscles begin to swell, your body growing larger and more broad-shouldered. Your neck and shoulders bulge with muscles, your chest rips open your tunic, and even your legs swell so much that they rip the legs of your trousers.  
 
    “Oh my,” says the Succubus Queen, raising an eyebrow as she observes your masculine transformation.  
 
    Your cock swells, lengthen, stiffens, and finally tears through your trousers. It is as big as you forearm, bulging with veins, your bollocks the size of apples in your huge sack. Your grotesquely massive cock sways as you take a step towards the succubus. You don’t just want to fuck her, you want to pound her into jelly with your massive cock. 
 
    “Come here, demon,” you growl in a deep voice that is barely your own. 
 
    “Oh, with pleasure my hulking young hero,” giggles Rachelle. She sheds her armored lingerie like a flower dropping petals after a frost. Your lust surges at the sight of her ample body. Her breasts are enormous, incredibly perky, and capped with wide areolas and the thick nipples of a nursing mother. Her waist is slender, but her hips are incredibly wide, drawing your attention to her blushing, lust-slick cunt.  
 
    She saunters towards you, hips sway, breasts jiggling, and a fearless lust burning in her violet eyes. You leap at her, tackling her to the ground and savaging her with a forceful kiss. She laughs against your lips as you roughly for her plump thighs apart, the sensitive head of your cock rubbing against the hot, slippery furrow of her cunt. She tries to embrace you, but you snarl and grab her wrists, pinning them above her head with one hand. You kiss her neck and her heaving, jiggling breasts, slurping at her thick nipples and leaving them glistening with your drool. You smack her mounds, growling and watching them wobble, you oversized hands leaving red marks on her tender flesh. 
 
    “Oh, you’re so rough,” moans Rachelle, crying out with each smack and rocking her hips to rub her steamy cunt against the underside of your massive cock. “I like it rough!” 
 
    “You like it rough? Well, I’ll give it to you rough then,” you laugh, grabbing hold of your cock and slamming it down to the root into the hot, slick channel of her pussy. You drive until you can feel her walls reluctant against your tip and your huge bollocks mashed against her ass. 
 
    “Yessss! Fuck me with that horse cock!” Lady Rachelle arches her back, offering her cunt up to you as you slam your hardness into her clutching tunnel. The pleasure is incredible as her walls ripple around you and her whole body jiggles and shakes with every mighty thrust.  
 
    “Not a beast,” you snarl, sounding like one. “A man! To fuck your demon cunt!” 
 
    “Yes! A big, strapping man!” Rachelle wails. “Pinning me to the ground and fucking me so hard! AAhhhhhhh! Cum with me!” 
 
    You roar with savage lust, pounding your huge cock into her distended abdomen, plunging into her with such force that her breasts slap against her chin with each thrust. She wails, arching hard, her pussy clenching tightly and rhythmically around your thrusting manhood. Your roar grows even louder as your pleasure surges, your huge balls tightening and your cum bursting from your massive cockhead. Your seed pours into her stretched pussy, the orgasm intense and driven to greater heights by a powerful throbbing in your core. 
 
    “Yesssss! Give it all to me!” Rachelle cries, her eyes open and staring into yours. You see the glow in those violet eyes and you know she is draining your essence. Not just feeding, but devouring you.  
 
    “N-no,” you growl, trying to pull back. Your body moves as if of its own volition, thrusting into her in a frenzy, another orgasm surging through you and more of your cum pumping into her rippling pussy. You stroke again and again, your breath ragged, sweat falling from your muscular chest and dripping against her splashing tits. You weaken, losing your grip on her wrists. She pulls them free and braces your shoulders, helping you stay upright. Your hips continue to move, her sucking cunt devouring your cock. 
 
    “Yes, every drop, Lucas,” she moans. “I need it all!” 
 
    Her legs wrap around you, pulling your massive cock somehow even deeper into her core. It is as if her demonic pussy is sucking you, slurping and draining your life and your cum. You let out a strangled cry and cum again, gushing into her, darkness closing in all around you. 
 
    “No,” you moan. “Noooooo…” 
 
    Your croaking voice trails off as the darkness washes over you. That hungry darkness welcomes you as you fall, forever, into the depths of the Succubus Queen.  
 
    You have been devoured by Lady Rachelle. There will be no rescue by Veleda. No last minute chance of escape. Your adventure is at an end. 
 
      
 
    BAD END 
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