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Chapter One

A Real Page-Turner

 

Luke stood on the sidewalk, staring at the dilapidated building before him. He sighed as his eyes scanned the building. “Is this really my only option?”

The storefront was made of wood way past its prime, as evidenced by the rot and mold throughout. The dark brown paint was peeling and cracked, and the brass embellishments were in dire need of polishing. The windows were cloudy and dusty, and on the other side of the door, an “open” sign hung at an odd angle, just as damaged as the business it belonged to.

The rest of the street seemed similarly desolate. It was empty except for some parked cars near the restaurant behind Luke, as well as a couple crossing the road nearby, their arms entwined and the woman’s head resting on the man’s shoulder. The only light came from the stars and the jaundiced glow of the street lamps highlighting the building’s every flaw.

It was 10 p.m. At this hour all the bookstores were closed, and every other outlet—including retailers on the Internet—was sold out of the newest installment in the fantasy series he’d been reading. He had all but given up on getting the book on day one and was ready to begin the painstaking wait until the stores restocked their shelves.

Sure, he already had the eBook version on his Kindle, but this was a limited, special edition release. It was a hardcover copy, with a leather cover to give it that old tome look. The interior was reprinted, the font adjusted to something more handwritten, and included was a brand new map. If he didn’t buy it retail, he’d end up having to pay double, or more likely triple, the cost to some reseller on eBay.

But then Luke had remembered the old bookstore he was currently standing next to.

Squished between two larger, newer, and better-maintained properties, it reminded him of those old homes with curmudgeonly owners who refused to sell to developers. Strangely, even though it was only a short walk from his tiny apartment building, the store didn’t seem to actually exist—it had no reviews on the Internet, it didn’t show up on any internet map searches, and there was no listing for it in the Yellow Pages.

Odd as it was, it wasn’t enough to deter him. Luke really wanted to get his hands on the book and he figured this was his last chance.

Sighing, he walked up to the door. He grabbed the brass handle and then pulled his hand back, looking at the layer of dust that now caked his palm. Grimacing, he wiped the dust on his pants and reached out for the handle once more. He pulled back on the knob, and after a moment of resistance, the door broke free of its frame, opening with a loud creak and a ring of a small bell overhead.

Though several of the modest chandeliers had broken or burnt-out bulbs, the store was still surprisingly well-lit. If Luke didn’t know any better, the cobwebs spanning between the chandeliers’ arms would have given him the impression this place was abandoned some time ago.

But what was most unnerving was that the bookstore had looked completely dark from the other side of the door.

The smell of old wood and leather filled Luke’s nose as he maneuvered through the labyrinth of shelves, boxes, tables, and piles of books. The air was still and heavy, and everywhere he looked, clouds of dust floated in the lights. The stuffy air made him want to cough, and he knew it wouldn’t be long before the building’s interior triggered his allergies and he started sneezing. Not only was the air thick and heavy, but the place was also very warm, as if the heater had been running non-stop.

He walked up to a stack of books and picked up the first one he set his eyes on. The tome was heavy and the binding was stiff, crackling like firewood as he opened it. The paper inside was yellowed with age and had a musty smell. The writing was small and he flipped through the book, trying to identify it. He quickly lost interest and set the book back.

Luke grumbled, scratching his head. “This place won’t have it. All they have are these antiques.”

He was about to head toward the door when he heard a voice.

“Won’t have what?”

He turned and jumped at the sudden appearance of an old woman. Her face was covered in wrinkles, and in the dim light of the store, the last remnants of the green in her faded eyes took on the pale pallor of jade. Her hair was ash-gray from root to tip, and she hunched over a small cane that looked to be hand-carved. Etched into the stained wood were long, curving patterns with a brass cap at the base.

“Did I scare you, lad?” She laughed, dry and creaky, like rusted gears trying to turn.

Then she turned and walked away, disappearing into one of the rows of shelves.

“Wait, miss!” Luke called out. For an old lady, she’s pretty quick.

“Over here, laddie!” He followed the voice down one of the tall rows and found her standing on a ladder, putting away some books. “What can I help you find?”

Luke rubbed his chin, wondering if this bookseller could really help him. Given the state of her shop, he doubted it. But here he was, so he might as well ask.

“Well, I was hoping you would have this book that just—”

“Four aisles down, middle shelf, section B32.” She smiled at him and nodded. He opened his mouth to reply, but the woman sharply pointed to his destination.

He shrugged and backed out of the aisle, following her directions. “Middle shelf, B32!” she repeated after him. Her voice was distant—ethereal—and echoed throughout the empty store.

Luke sighed and wandered down the giant shelf of books, looking for B32. His fingers stroked the old leather spines until he stopped at the correct area.

“Man, what am I doing here? I doubt that it’ll—” He stopped mid-sentence as he spotted the book he was looking for. “Huh, no way,” he said as he pulled it down off the shelf.

Written on the spine in gold letters was the book’s title: The Tainted Forest.

It was wrapped in a thick leather cover, much like the rest of the tomes in the store, only the leather case on this particular book was brand new. It was pliable, and the paper was bright white and crisp. He held the book up to his nose, and the smell of a freshly printed book filled his nostrils.

“Nothing quite like the smell of a new book,” the old woman said, appearing next to him. Luke almost dropped the book.

“How did you know?” he asked, flipping it over in his hands.

She laughed, tapping her finger on her forehead. “I’ll ring you up at the front desk.”

He followed her out of the maze of shelves and up to the large wooden desk. He laughed to himself when he saw the modern retail equipment there.

“What, did you think I would have some ancient, turn-of-the-century contraption?” she asked, sliding in behind the counter.

“No, ma’am. But technology seems out of place in an old store like this,” he replied, handing her his credit card. 

She smiled as she put the book in a plastic bag and handed it to him, waving goodbye as he walked out of the store.

The night had turned cold, and his thin jacket wasn’t keeping him warm enough. Holding the book close, Luke crossed the street and looked back at the store. There were no lights on and the place once again looked abandoned. The streetlight outside flickered and went out. Turning up his collar against the chill, he headed back to his apartment.


Chapter Two

Serridale

 

Luke closed the door to his apartment and tossed the book down on his couch. Despite the effort he’d spent to find the book, he wasn’t in any real hurry to read it. It was simply a collector’s item, one that would be on display in his living room with the rest of his rare finds.

It didn’t take long for him to realize that he had in fact, bought the wrong book. Not only that, but he was conned into purchasing it. The old lady must’ve just made a leather cover and put it on some random book she found and hoped that an eager customer would come in and buy it without inspecting it first.

“God-fucking-dammit!” he said, as he slammed the book shut and tossed it onto the table in front of him. He slouched, looked up at the ceiling and sighed.

It’s too late now. Every store is closed.

With his eyes glued to the ceiling, he didn’t notice the book opening by itself.

A bright light shone out from the pages and the windows to his apartment opened on their own. A strong gust blew into his living room as he stood up. Panic squeezed his throat and his heart pounded in his chest. His brain raced trying to make sense of what was happening, but all he could do was stare, jaw slack at the scene that unfolded in front of him.

The book floated up into the air off of the table. It turned to face him and the wind shifted, pulling him toward it.

“Oh, shit!” he cried, frantically trying to escape the book’s magical grasp. The gales pulled his feet out from underneath him, sliding him across the floor, and desperately he grabbed hold of the couch. That ratty amalgamation of take-out stains and lumpy cushions was now the only thing tethering him to the earth.

The pull grew stronger and stronger. His grasp weakened.

The upholstery squealed as his nails dug frantic furrows across it.

And then his fingers slipped, and with a shriek, he was dragged into the light.

Surrounded by darkness, Luke fell. With nothing to see or orient himself to, vertigo kicked in as he tumbled through the void. The wind spun him around in every direction until far below him, a faint glimmer of light appeared. It grew brighter and brighter as he approached, eventually blinding him.

When he opened his eyes again, he saw that he was high in the sky, falling through the clouds.

His clothing was different. Instead of a t-shirt and jeans, he now wore a forest-green cloth shirt and brown pants. The trousers were held up by a simple leather belt and simple leather boots covered his feet. Attached to the belt was a short, double-edged sword. Nothing else about him had changed. He still had his short brown hair and beard.

The ground came into view as he passed though the last white, puffy cloud, and he realized he was falling toward a small town with no parachute. Oh fuck, oh fuck, oh fuck! He screamed as he covered his head and fell toward the wood-shingled building. 

But the impact never came. 

He fell through the roof and landed safely on a bed.

Luke’s heart hammered against his ribs as he scrambled to his feet. He stood in the center of the room and looked around. The ceiling was, inexplicably, intact, and the bed he’d landed on was a twin stuffed with straw. A wooden armoire was against the wall and there was a small trunk at the foot of the bed.

He took a deep breath as he paced around the center of the room. He rubbed his face with his hands and let out a long, drawn out breath. “Okay… okay. Let’s figure out what the fuck just happened,” he said to himself. “I was on the couch in my apartment. I tossed the book onto the table…”

Hearing the sounds of people outside in the hallway, he snuck up to the wooden door and pressed his ear against it, eavesdropping on the conversation.

“Merrik still hasn’t come back from the forest,” a man said. His voice was deep and raspy, with no discernible accent.

There was another voice, also a man’s. “How long has he been gone? A week?”

“Always had his mind on treasure. How many people have we lost to that damn forest now?”

“Too many. Every month, we lose a couple of adventurers hoping to find that hidden treasure. Most come back empty-handed, but others come back… different.”

“If they even come back,” the other man said.

Their voices vanished and Luke walked to the window and poked his head out. It was a bright, sunny day with the occasional cloud floating by. High up in the sky he could see the black, swirling portal close and disappear.

“Son of a bitch! I’m in the world of the book!” He walked back to the center of the room and rubbed his chin. He frowned. “Is this a good thing… or a bad thing? Though now I wish I actually read the damn thing before throwing it onto the table.”

He sat on the bed and folded his arms. There are countless books, movies, television shows, even video games about this happening. Your average everyday person plucked from the real world and thrust into a fictional one; medieval fantasy, distant future, all different worlds with different rules.

“I hope this isn’t like Sword Art Online,” he said as he stood. “Die in the game, die in real life. Though I wasn’t playing a VR video game, it was just some book.” He squatted down and brushed his hand across the dirty wood floor. He inspected the dust and dirt on his hand. He sniffed the air and grimaced when he caught sight of a small metal bucket in the corner of the room. “Seems real enough.”

Rubbing his face with his hand, he decided he needed more information. He stood up and opened the door. If I’m in an inn, then there must be a tavern with someone I can talk to.

Before him was a long hallway lined with similar doors. At one end was a window, sunlight beaming onto the wood floor. At the other end was a staircase. He closed the door behind him and walked quietly down the hallway, trying to blend in.

Part of him was ecstatic. He’d always been a fantasy nerd. Dungeons & Dragons, Lord of the Rings—you name it. He’d read, watched, and played it all. And now he was actually in a fantasy world. Maybe he was the Chosen One, fated to slay the big bad and save the beautiful princess. The thought brought a smile to his face. He was never much of a ladies’ man, but the idea of getting with a hot damsel in distress was too good to pass up.

The sounds of idle chatter grew louder as he approached the staircase. Luke poked his head around the corner and peered down at the tavern below. It was a large, open room littered with tables and chairs. There was a long bar with several massive kegs behind it. Standing behind the counter was an older man, tubby with stains on his apron. The hair on his head was almost gone, but the lower half of his face was hidden behind a big, bushy beard.

There were several patrons scattered throughout. Most of the men were older than Luke was, and veteran warriors, it looked like. Some wore cloaks with hoods while others just had on their armor. A few were garbed in everyday clothes. In Luke’s mind, he was a level one noob in a room full of max-leveled players with the best armor available. He needed to be inconspicuous.

When he stepped down off of the last step, several of the men turned toward him, glared at him for a couple of seconds. Luke froze as their scrutiny passed over him, then let out a breath when the men returned to their business.

In the corner, a woman in a simple dress and corset looked him up and down then turned her attention back toward the man whose lap she was perched on.

His heart was still pounding as he walked up to the bar and signaled for the barkeep. He waddled up to Luke as he cleaned a glass with a rag as dirty as his apron.

“What can I do for ya?”

“Where am I?” Luke asked. The man stared back at him. “I think I had too much to drink last night—”

“Why, you’re in Serridale! Right on our borders is the old forest. It’s been there since the first men stepped foot on this world, yet no one has ever fully explored it.” He leaned forward and lowered his voice into a whisper. “Full of magic… and monsters, treasure beyond your wildest dreams. I heard there’s a well that’ll grant you a single wish.”

“Aye, I’ve heard that one too,” a patron chimed in as he wiped his mouth with the back of his sleeve. “Said to give you whatever you want… anything you want; gold, riches, power, beautiful women!” His laugh turned to a wheeze. “Good luck finding it. Many have tried, but none have found it. None that we know of at least.”

The bartender nodded. “If you do go wandering into the forest, be very careful lad. Not many that go wandering in there come back.” Then his mood shifted and a big smile appeared on his face. “This here is the finest town this side of the forest. We have a blacksmith, stable, tailor, cobbler, and of course, a brothel. Not to mention the friendliest folk you’ll ever meet.”

The two men further down the bar raised their glasses and cheered at the mention of the whorehouse.

“My name is Issaks, and I run this here inn and tavern. Should ya be needing a drink or a room, just give me a holler!” He bowed his head and turned away from Luke, setting the glass down and refilling the glasses of the two men.

Feeling much better, Luke took his hands off of the bar and headed outside. Standing in what looked like the main road, he took in the world around him. The air was crisp and fresh, and there were puddles of water scattered about. A gentle breeze carded through his hair, complementing the temperate day.

The villagers milled about, paying him little attention, so caught up in their own lives that a newcomer seemed to not at all unsettle them. Though largely aloof, many trended toward the side of friendly. Some even gave Luke a courteous nod as they walked past.

The buildings were a combination of stone and clay. Some were built from wood, but no two were alike. They varied in shape and size, with the largest being the inn that Luke had just walked out of.

He walked down the road and stopped when he reached the northern border. A stone’s throw away from the wall around the town was the edge of the forest. He squinted, trying to follow the road as it disappeared into the dark. There were several signposts with warning posters of all shapes and sizes staked into both sides of the road leading into the forest. 

The innkeeper’s words echoed in his head. Rumors of magic and monsters, a legend about a wish-granting well. It all seemed so far-fetched and very reminiscent to the myths and legends from the medieval times in the real world. There was no magic in the world he came from. If it did exist, then it was kept very well hidden. 

Then again, I am standing in a world different from my own.

“I’m probably just fucking dreaming,” he mumbled. “I’m having a very vivid, lucid dream that I’ll wake up from eventually. I’ll wake up on my couch, with a sore neck from sleeping awkwardly.”

But what if he was really transported to another world and he wasn’t dreaming? Would it be like The Matrix or Sword Art Online? Die in the world, die in real life? Luke looked around for a moment before waving his hand in front of him. He didn’t expect a HUD to appear in his vision, so when nothing happened, he just shrugged.

The forest was likely just a regular old forest. He’ll see some deer, birds, rabbits and squirrels. Worse thing he’ll encounter is a bear or some wolves. People went hiking and backpacking all the time in forests and rarely are they attacked. 

“I’ll just wander about in the forest, get bored after an hour then just come out. I’ll find my way back to town and hit up that brothel. Unless I wake up before then.”

The thought lingered in his mind as he crossed the border into the forest that maybe there was some truth to what the guys at the tavern said. Maybe this forest was magical and there were monsters in it. 

He cast the thought aside and hummed to himself.


Chapter Three

A Close Encounter

 

Luke’s hike through the forest was exhausting. The road thinned out and vanished shortly after he entered the forest. The dim light made traversing the uneven ground a hassle, and he was constantly tripping and stumbling. He swore to himself countless times, but even with the scrapes and bruises he was getting, he powered on through, as he figured if this were a dream he’d wake up any second. 

But with each passing minute, that theory grew weaker and weaker. The world around him felt too real for this to be a dream and looking down at the latest scrape on his arm made him finally accept the fact that this world was very real. 

In the shade of the canopy, he sat down on a large boulder beside a stream to catch his breath. He’d never been in very good shape, not even by real-world standards.

The real world… He wondered if he’d ever go home. Was time passing by there without him? Were his friends and family wondering where he was?

Idly, he swung his sword around as he rested on the cold rock. Shifting his mind from the negative, he tried to look on the bright side. Maybe time functioned here like in Narnia. He could spend the remainder of his life in this world, and when he returned home, only a few minutes would have passed.

He wondered why he was brought to this world. He only read a tiny bit of the book, and what he read didn’t give him much to go on besides the fact that things weren’t all sunshine and rainbows here. Was he brought here to be the hero? Could this was his call to adventure, and was this his chance to live out a fantasy he’d always dreamed of?

If this was the case, and he was brought here to save the world, he couldn’t do it lost in this forest. Which, as much as he didn’t want to say it, he was very lost.

Feeling refreshed, he sheathed the sword and hopped off the boulder. As he moved deeper and deeper into the forest, the vegetation changed. When he first entered, it was like any other forest on the East Coast. But the further he ventured, the denser it grew. The air got thicker and heavier with a humid mist; the ground turned soft, and the soil rich.

Vines hung down from the low branches, and using his sword as a machete, Luke cut his way through the intrusive foliage. He wasn’t in any hurry, but he would’ve felt much better if he had a sign or something telling him he was heading in the right direction.

He recalled the missing man he heard about in the inn. No wonder they haven’t heard from him. He’s probably lost, just like me.

Luke froze, realizing that for as far back as he could recall since he entered the forest, it had been quiet. Very quiet. He hadn’t heard any birds chirping or squirrels running from tree to tree, nor could he find tracks from any game.

The silence was pervasive. Almost deafening. Stifling his senses, worming its way into his ears. It was all he could focus on now—the distinct lack of sound. Even his own breathing came out hushed. Muted.

Which was why he felt the ominous presence before he heard it arrive; the fine hairs on his arms and nape pricked to attention, standing on end, while the snapping of twigs and rustling in the underbrush made his insides clench.

Luke drew his sword and stood, poised and ready. He turned slowly, looking in every direction, but he saw nothing. He tried listening, but all he could hear was the rapidity of his breathing and oceanic rush of his pulse.

As he took a step back, something wrapped around his ankle. He looked down, lifting his sword to cut away the vine ensnaring him, but then another lashed out from the jungle and wreathed his wrist. 

Oh, fuck.

A third vine seized his sword, dragging his only means of defense away, while the one holding his ankle pulled his leg out from underneath him, lifting him up off the ground.

“No, no, no, no!” he yelped as he fought to free himself.

More and more vines slithered out from the shadows, winding around his body to suspend him high above the ground. Two of the larger, thicker ones sprouted a series of thin filaments, using them to fondle Luke’s body. He grimaced as the tiny fingers slid underneath his shirt, rubbing the skin on his chest and finding his nipples. They moved south and loosened his belt, pulling his pants down to his ankles. He knew where this was going.

Another tentacle snaked up into the air into Luke’s vision, the tip looking very much like the head of a penis. He opened his mouth to scream, but as the phallic vine penetrated his throat, it mangled his cry into a choking sob. Desperately, he thrashed against his bondage, and in response a menagerie of smaller vines crept over his hips, stroking his skin and teasing his exposed dick.

Something viscous oozed out of the tentacle in his mouth, and Luke coughed as it dripped down his throat. Almost instantly his body grew warm and the fight faded from him.

The moment he stopped struggling, another leafy tentacle slid inside his asshole. His eyes fluttered, and he moaned around the appendage stretching his lips. His body betrayed him; his dick hardened.

Through his erotic haze, he saw another vine snake around his hard cock. The tip of this tentacle had an opening, and Luke jerked his hips as it swallowed up his cock. Inside it was warm and soft, the inner membrane stroked and massaged his cock like a living Fleshlight.

His eyes rolled back as he submitted to the pleasure flowing through his body and clouding his brain. He knew that the prostate was said to be the male g-spot. But he didn’t realize that it felt this good. Each rub from the vine inside him sent a burst of carnal bliss. It didn’t take long for him to climax from this onslaught of sex, feeding the monster his cum. The monster reacted instantaneously, repaying Luke with its own ejaculate. A thick, sap-like substance flowed out of the two tentacles and into Luke’s mouth and ass. He panicked, but his gag reflex never initiated. The chemical secreted from the appendage in his mouth coated his throat, and the thick vine slid further in.

The fluid kept coming, filling his stomach and ass with monster sperm all while continuing to fuck him relentlessly. His dick remained hard as he became the beast’s fucktoy, and for many long moments Luke forgot all else but the ecstasy of his servitude.

Time slipped away. Over and over, the monster drove him to maddening heights, then shoved him over the edge of that steep, orgasmic cliff and onto a jagged kind of pleasure. Each time Luke came, he was rewarded with another spurt of cum down his throat and up his sphincter, until finally, he found himself all at once completely filled—and utterly drained.

As if sensing this, the monster lowered him to the ground.

The vaginal flower slid off his sore, wilting cock, and the thick appendages retreated from his orifices. His stomach had stretched to its limit, and as the vine slid out of his mouth, so too did a trail of its green cum. Luke coughed and vomited the green ooze as the other vine pulled out of his stretched asshole. He was leaking out of both ends, and he looked to be several months pregnant.

Physically, mentally, and emotionally spent, Luke somehow managed to climb to his feet. He staggered, just barely able to remain upright as he watched the vines disappear into the surrounding vegetation. A few moments later, he was alone, and the forest was silent.

Through his cloudy vision, he spotted his pants on the ground. He took two steps forward before falling onto his side.

The world turned black.


Chapter Four

The Gem

 

When Luke awoke, he discovered that his body had returned to normal. His bulging, pregnant stomach was gone, and the full feeling in his ass had diminished. All that remained was a dried stain along the corners of his mouth and the insides of his legs.

His cock had softened, and his testicles looked withered. But other than his drained dick and memories that would haunt him forever, he was physically fine.He wasn’t tired or sore, and his mind was clear. Quickly, he buckled his pants, re-equipped his armor, and sheathed his sword.

A chill went up his spine and his stomach twisted into a knot. His knees went weak and he toppled over but he caught himself on a tree to keep from falling. The realization of what just happened finally sank in. Not only was this world very, very real, but he was just anally—and orally—violated by a vine-tentacle monster. It was something he’d read about on the internet, and occasionally saw pictures of it in Japanese hentai.

One of his ex-girlfriends had brought up the idea of pegging. She was a very sexually open-minded person, not to mention bisexual. She had told him about her previous relationship with a woman, and how they had experimented with BDSM. She really enjoyed it and wanted to introduce it to her future partners, but Luke fervently shot down her suggestion. She brought it up again another time, backing her offer with research that shows just how enjoyable it can be for the man, and how it wasn’t gay. He still said no and they broke up not long after.

His brain played tug-of-war, torn between how amazing anal sex was, and his longstanding, deep-rooted beliefs. He wondered if he and his ex would’ve still been together had he agreed to pegging, and what else she would’ve introduced him.

He shook the thoughts from his head and the wave of nausea passed by. He straightened up and regained his bearings. I guess the men back in town were right. There are monsters in this forest.

The world around him had changed. The forest wasn’t as thick with vegetation as he remembered. The trees around him looked similar to the ones back when he first entered the forest. He remembered there being a fog before the beast showed up. Perhaps it was some sort of illusion or hallucination to incapacitate its prey.

When he was once again dressed and armed, Luke continued trekking in the direction he’d been facing when he woke up. He wasn’t sure how long he’d been out for, but the forest around him seemed darker. He realized there was no way he would find his way out before night rolled in, and decided to stop once it became too dark to see.

As he navigated the dense wood, he also realized that he wasn’t the least bit hungry or tired. The monster cum, while disgusting, must’ve had a fair amount of nutrients in it. It was a good thing he wasn’t a woman, or else it would’ve been his pussy and not his ass that got filled with the green goo, and who knew what kind of creature he would’ve given birth to.

Luke froze mid-step, blood draining from his face as his mind played out the scenario of him giving birth to a monster out of his ass. He shook his head free of the mental image, instead forcing himself to think about puppies and the smoking-hot princess he would eventually save.

Hours later, Luke hadn’t made it out of the forest. No wonder so few people returned to Serridale after entering. They probably wound up somewhere on the opposite end of the continent and never made it back to town.

Evening came quickly, and Luke found himself with no food or shelter. After coming upon a small clearing, he decided to make camp for the night. He mumbled to himself as he recalled the countless videos and clips from survival TV shows and attempted to make a fire. He gathered some wood, shaved some kindling, and clanged some rocks together.

The sparks eventually caught the kindling, and Luke created fire. He considered for a moment standing up and jumping around like a caveman, but in the end, he wanted nothing more than to just sit there and watch the flames. He rubbed his stomach and wondered if he’d ever get out of this fucking forest. His eyelids grew heavy as he watched the flames dance, and soon he laid down on his side and drifted off to sleep.

The snapping of branches jostled him from his sleep. His eyes shot open and he climbed onto his feet, sword in hand. The first thing that came to his mind was the return of the tentacle monster, but all around him, the forest was silent. Pale light filtered through the canopy, signaling the arrival of dawn. The fire next to him had long gone out, the embers cold to the touch. His body and the trees around him were covered in dew and the air was frigid and still.

He exhaled slowly, his breath clouding in front of him. He turned toward the sound and spotted a deer behind the bushes. It had its back to him, evidently not yet alerted to his presence. Luke’s stomach rumbled, and with no other option, he hurled his sword at the animal like a spear and stood slack-jawed when it fell dead, the blade sticking out of its side.

With the sunlight guiding him, he made a proper fire and cooked the meat he managed to saw from the deer’s bones. It was chewy from being overcooked, but it was meat and anything is delicious when you’re starving.

The morning fog lifted and Luke once again returned to his hike, hoping and praying to get out of this labyrinth of wood and leaf. The forest around him was alive, not with vicious and perverted vine monsters, but with birds and squirrels and other fauna he’d expect to see. It was so different from the quiet, foreboding territory he’d entered that for a few fleeting moments, Luke hoped he had been transported back to Earth.

Stepping over thick roots and ducking under low branches, he eventually found himself in a clearing which housed a vibrant green meadow and the ruins of what he guessed to be a fortress. His eyes traced the tree line as it wrapped around and disappeared behind the ruins on either side. The boundary was precise, as if perfectly maintained, but Luke could sense nothing odd about the place. In fact, it gave off a kind of serene vibe.

The noon sun illuminated the clearing in front of him, and gave it an almost dream-like look. Its warmth was a welcomed feeling, and Luke shielded his eyes as he strolled through the knee-high grass up the gentle slope toward the ruin. The grass gave way to dirt, and the dirt to stone. The clearing was deceptively small, and the ruins were far bigger then how they’d appeared at the border.

“That can’t be right,” he said, looking back at the forest boundary. “It looks miles away.”

The rock that comprised the ruins was dark gray, almost black. Moss and other plant life had long since claimed the forlorn structure. Most of the walls remained upright, but some were broken and crumbling, and others were altogether gone. Very little remained of the wood doors, and the few decorations adorning the walls were indecipherable.

The ruins were nothing more than the skeleton of what was likely a marvelous structure. Without the roof, the rooms were flooded with natural light, and Luke marveled at the scale. It was quiet and the air was still. The only sounds were from his boots making contact with the hard stone floors. He could hear his heartbeat echo.

Turning the corner, he found himself in a large circular room and in the center of the room was a pedestal. A reflection caught his eye and he turned toward the pedestal. When he found the source of the glare, Luke couldn’t help but laugh. He’d just wanted to explore the ruins; treasure hadn’t even occurred to him.

Until now.

Sitting atop the pedestal was a pink, rectangular gemstone housed in a golden necklace. Much like the rest of the ruins, the pedestal was worn and devoid of any decoration. As Luke slowly climbed toward the dais, he noticed grooves and cuts in the stone where the adornments used to be.

Upon reaching the top, he stopped and looked around at the room he was in. His jaw dropped when he noticed the two large carvings on either side of the door. On one side was a warrior, decked out in armor wielding a sword and shield, and on the other side was a woman—a princess, from the looks of her outfit. Around her neck and highlighted by the sculptor was the necklace that rested on the pedestal behind him.

He turned back around and saw the necklace in a new light. The room itself also looked different to him. Before it was just an empty stone husk, but now Luke’s mind was filling in the blanks and adding detail. He could almost envision the room as it was in its prime, a holy place built to house this relic, which had some connection to royalty. Which would explain why it was kept in a fortress hidden by a never-ending forest.

Luke wondered if this was the treasure that people ventured into the forest looking for. But the ruins looked so ancient. Maybe there was another treasure they were all after. Maybe the forest bordered the ocean and there was some hidden cove where pirates left behind their plunder.

And given the condition of the rest of its surroundings, the necklace looked out of place. Dust and dirt covered everything, while vines and foliage had taken hold of the rest. There were no signs of battle, no skeletons or bodies anywhere, almost as if everyone who was stationed here just upped and left—if anyone was ever stationed here at all.

The necklace, on the other hand, was spotless. No dust covered the metal or the gemstone. There were no scratches or dents, no rust or tarnish. It was pristine, as if made just this morning. But the silk cloth that the necklace rested on was faded and falling apart.

Luke reached out to grab it, then stopped. He pulled his hand back and took a couple steps back. The events at the beginning of Raiders of the Lost Ark came to mind. Why else would this beautiful necklace still be here when the rest of the place has gone to ruin?

“There’s only one way to find out,” he murmured as he again stretched out his hand.

His fingers trembled as they neared the shining pink gem. Inches away, he hesitated once more. Then in one fluid motion, he reached forward and grabbed it. He held it in front of him and waited to see if anything would happen. The pedestal remained unchanged and there were no sounds of walls moving or a giant boulder headed his way. He stood silently in the sunlit room for a couple of minutes before he decided it was all clear.

Luke exhaled and held up the necklace, inspecting it further. The gem was as big as a walnut and absolutely flawless. The gold was in perfect condition and had many decorative engravings etched in it. The sun caught the gem at the perfect angle, blinding him for a moment. He went to pocket the necklace, only to discover that the simple brown pants he wore had no pockets.

Luke brought the necklace up in front of him and held it by the chain. He looked around for a moment before shrugging and putting it on. The gem hung low, down to his chest, and he tucked it into his shirt before stepping down from the dais.

He hummed quietly to himself as he explored more of the ruin. After a while he decided he had seen enough, as not only did he find himself backtracking, but there was nothing else of interest besides the necklace. The sky was beginning to darken and Luke decided it was time to leave the ruins.


Chapter Five

Déjà Vu

 

After walking a good distance from the ruins, Luke turned back to take in their splendor one last time. He pulled the pink gem out from under his shirt and examined it once more before turning and heading toward the forest. He stopped just a few feet from the border and sighed heavily.

“Back into this damn forest once more.”

It wasn’t until the ruins were long behind him that Luke realized just how rare of an opportunity he had. If he were back on Earth, the site would have been fenced off and tourists would have to follow a distinct path. He would’ve had to pay a fee and deal with a crowd. Here, there were no dusty velvet ropes blocking a path, or security guards watching your every move. Everything was open, and there was no one around to tell him not to touch the rock walls or the statues.

Luke had no doubt he would ever see the ruins again. He wished he had his phone with him so that he could’ve snapped photos of the carvings on the wall. It was an incredibly photogenic area, and there were several times where he just stopped and stared, marveling at its beauty.

He smiled to himself as his fingers found the necklace, and decided it was time to get the fuck out of this forest and explore what else this world had to offer.

Hours passed, and the vegetation around him grew thick. The air was still and heavy with humidity. He stepped over an exposed root and onto the soft dirt. He heard a crack, the all too familiar sound of a twig breaking underfoot. He stopped and listened. The crack echoed through the trees surrounding him and lasted as long as a roll of thunder. The silence was unnerving and he had a major case of déjà vu.

Drawing his sword, he was poised and ready. Luke had been in this situation once before, and he knew what was coming. His stomach churned and he clenched his butt cheeks when he remembered being violated and filled to the brim with monster fluids.

You’re not going to get me this time, you bastard.

He walked slowly and quietly, his eyes constantly scanning the area around him as he moved through the thick forest. A rustle in a nearby bush sounded the alarm.

Gripping his sword he turned toward the bush, ready to swing at whatever came out. He felt something grab at his ankle and he looked down to see the vine tightening. He swung at it, cutting it and freeing his ankle, but another vine shot out of the canopy above. He ducked and the vine turned toward him. Luke swung his sword and it fell onto the ground and shriveled up, green goo flowing out from where it was cut.

Silence. Nothing stirred. Luke held his breath and listened for any sign of the monster. No, it couldn’t be that easy. He took a step back, relaxing slightly. He exhaled.

Three vines came at him from his right, grabbing his arm. He fought back, struggling to pull free. The vines ripped away, their tattered vestiges dangling from his arm.

Luke stared at them. Where had this newfound strength come from?

Before he could ponder it further, the vines made a second attack, but he grabbed them before they could snare his arm. He sliced the vines and dropped the severed ends onto the ground. He watched as they twitched for a moment before going still. Not only was he stronger than before, but more dexterous and agile as well. He let out a little chuckle.

The monster must have decided enough was enough. After a long pause, the ground beneath Luke shook as the trees in front of him shattered and split, sundered by vines, and rearing up out of the ruined vegetation was the beast itself.

He grimaced as he finally was able to see the monster that violated him. It was as big as a school bus and hard to make out the different parts of its body, as so much of it was nothing more than an indistinct collection of writhing vines. He couldn’t immediately identify a weak point, either—the thing appeared to possess no eyes, no mouth, no soft underbelly he could discern.

It seemed his best bet was to just keep hacking at it until it retreated, or died.

Luke lunged forward and raised his sword, swinging the beast’s body, cleaving the vines that covered it while occasionally dealing with the long appendages that tried to restrain him.

His aggressive stance had the tentacle beast on the defensive, his enhanced speed and strength helping him dodge, cut, and pull free from its tendrils. At one point, the monster pulled him into the air by his ankle, but with a quick swing of his sword he was brought back to the ground.

Luke cursed with each swing and stab. “Fuck you, you stupid… fucking… asshole!”

After hacking away at the vine shell, its body—which looked like a fat caterpillar—was exposed and Luke stabbed his sword into the beast. It let out a reverberating cry and withdrew, defeated. It pulled its vines back and shrunk away, disappearing into the dark forest.

Exhausted, he knelt on the ground, still gripping his sword. The forest around him grew silent and he was once again all alone. He let out a massive sigh of relief and started laughing. His laughter grew and he fell onto his back and stared up at the leaves swaying above him.

When his strength returned to him, Luke stood and investigated the clearing previously occupied by the vine monster. Behind the beast was a small, rocky area. Bones, discarded weapons, and armor were scattered across the space, including a corpse, thin and dried up, stomach swollen to the point of bursting. His jaw was dislocated and this throat stretched. Cause of death was obvious: the vine monster abused him until his body couldn’t take it anymore.

Why was I spared? Luke wondered as his gaze roamed the distorted corpse. He thought about what he’d heard back at the inn, about one particular adventurer who’d gone missing not long ago. Could this be Merrik?

If so, had he willingly returned to the beast because he craved the pleasure it brought? The rictus grin stretched across the corpse’s face seemed to provide a sickening answer.

Using rocks from the nearby quarry, Luke covered the body and returned to investigating the clearing. There were other human remains scattered throughout, all of them long dead. There was nothing left to them but rusted armor and weapons and moldy, decaying clothes.

But then, from the corner of his eye, Luke spotted a chest.

It was made of dark wood with a dull metal frame, nearly four feet wide and just above his knees in height.

He chuckled. “Defeat the monster. Get the loot.”

He knelt down in front of the chest, but frowned when he saw the heavy iron padlock. He searched through the bodies, yet found no keys.

It was then that he realized how much time had passed, and if he didn’t find a way out, he’d have to spend another night in this god-forsaken place. Who knows what else lurks here? he thought as he sheathed his sword. 

I’m going to make it out of this forest, and I’m taking this chest with me, he decided. He had no magic bag that was bigger on the inside. He had only one option.

Luke cracked his knuckles, squatted in front of the chest, and grabbed the grips on the sides. Then he lifted, and found it surprisingly light. Maybe it was empty. And yet there was some type of resonance going on between it and the gem hanging from his neck, which began to glow in such close proximity to the chest. It must have some importance, then.

He heaved the chest onto his shoulder and hiked away from the clearing.

The sun sank behind the trees. Luke continued moving forward despite occasionally tripping and almost falling on small exposed roots. But his determination was rewarded, as little over an hour after nightfall, he spotted the forest’s edge. His hike became a jog, and his jog into a sprint as he moved closer and closer to the tree line.

With one last hurdle over an exposed root, he passed the threshold of the thicket and into an expanse of rolling plains. Far in the distance was a jagged mountain chain, the tops covered in snow. Luke set the chest on the ground and dropped to his knees in relief, kissing the dirt as if he’d just landed on the shore after months at sea. His body was covered with sweat and his heart was racing as he looked up to the night sky he hadn’t seen since entering the forest. The moon was full, and surrounded by stars.

Bringing his eyes back to the ground, he searched for any signs of a town or settlement. He saw no lights or fires. He considered walking along the road until he came upon a town, but reconsidered when he realized that someone might come upon him on the road. They’d see him lugging around a treasure chest, and some folks might be quick to want to relieve him of his prize. Instead, he crossed the road and walked into the grasslands until he could just barely see the forest. Then he turned left and walked parallel to the road, far enough away to not be spotted by anyone.

The hike through the plains was a thousand times better than the forest. A cool wind caressed his face, and he could see for miles in any direction when he stood atop a small hill. At one point he just set the chest down and laid on his back while he stargazed. Never before had he been able to see the heavenly bodies so clearly. All his life, he’d lived in and around big cities. On a clear night he could see only a handful of stars at most, whereas he could spend the rest of his life counting the ones he could see now.

Luke’s body protested as he climbed up another small hill. His eyelids were getting heavier with each passing minute, and he could just barely carry the chest. The air was getting colder, and the moonlight highlighted some ominous-looking clouds rolling in. If he didn’t find shelter, he would be stuck sleeping out in the open.

He set the chest down and surveyed his surroundings when he reached the summit, and let out a small sigh of relief when he spied a small cabin in the near distance. The windows were dark and there was no sign of any activity. Could be its occupants were asleep, but it seemed quiet and still enough that it might have been abandoned.

Carefully he descended the hill, set the chest down along the perimeter of the property, and crept up to the side of the cabin. As he neared, he saw that the window panes were missing and that it wasn’t a cabin, but a shack. He peered through one of the openings and saw no signs of life. In fact, it was clear now that this shack has been empty for many years.

He opened the door and dragged the chest inside, closing the door behind him. In the center of the dilapidated building was a fire pit with a hole in the ceiling for the smoke to exit. In the corner was a pile of firewood, and after kicking aside the rotten logs on the surface, he found some dry logs underneath. He grabbed some grass from outside, and after a bit of effort, he sat next to a small fire he’d created.

With the flames lighting up the shack, Luke attempted to open the chest. He noticed that the padlock was rusty, so he took out his sword and said a silent prayer before taking a swing. The clash of metal set some sparks flying, but he heard an audible thud, and when Luke opened his eyes, the padlock was on the ground.

Excitedly, he lifted the lid, but his anticipation immediately gave way to confusion when he saw what the chest contained. Inside was nothing more than jewelry, an ornate dagger, some bags of coins, and women’s clothes.

“What the fuck?” he murmured.

Ignoring the shiny gold and jewelry, he studied the clothes in the chest. There were several silk dresses of various lengths and colors, pants, tops, stockings, and heeled boots.

Luke sat with his back against the wall, eyes on the crackling fire, yet he stared off into nothing. How in the hell did a vine monster get a hold of women’s clothes? he thought. Some noblewoman must’ve been caravaning through the woods when it was attacked. Luke shuddered at the thought of the woman being among the bodies. His mind went to the corpse that might have been Merrik’s, and then as it shifted toward the woman being in his situation, he shook the thought from his head.

No, all the bodies wore armor of some sort, he reassured himself. They were all warriors or fighters of some sort. Not nobles on a stroll through the forest.

He stood up, rekindled the fire, and returned to the chest. There were other, far more valuable things in there than clothes, like several cantaloupe-sized pouches of gold. Luke had arrived in this world with no money, just his clothes and the sword. The only item of value he’d had upon discovering the chest was the necklace.

The thought reminded him that earlier in the day he could’ve sworn that he saw it glow. Luke took the necklace off and inspected it in the firelight. It didn’t look any different from before, but something else did: his hands. They looked thinner and daintier, and the hair on his arms was completely gone, but he figured it was the low light and his exhaustion playing tricks on him.

He let out a long, loud yawn and figured it was time to get some rest. Putting the necklace back on, he closed up the chest and curled up on the hard dirt floor next to the fire. He slipped off into sleep almost instantly.


Chapter Six

Encounters on the Road

 

The morning came quickly. Luke found himself laying on his back, looking up at the ceiling when he opened his eyes. The early morning sun filled the shack and a mist hung in the air. The ground around him was slightly damp from the morning dew.

He turned his head to the side and inspected the door. It was still shut and showed no signs of have been opened during the night. The treasure chest was still against the wall, its lid closed and the metal frame glistening in the dawn.

He rolled onto his side and was surprised when strands of his hair fell onto his face and covered his eyes. He sat up. His hair was maybe a couple inches when he first landed in this world. Now that he thought about it, his hair had seemed a little longer when he exited the forest the night before.

How long was I asleep? Did I pull a Rip Van Winkle?

He titled his head forward and pulled at several strands of his much longer brown hair, which now stretched down past his nose. He tugged on it to make sure it was his, and then he remembered what he’d seen last night. The night before he thought it was just a trick of the light, but when Luke rolled up his sleeves, he saw that his arm hair had thinned and faded into fine, light-colored strands; barely noticeable even from this close. He stood up and lifted his shirt to see that the hair on his stomach was also almost entirely gone.

It was then he realized his hair wasn’t the only change his body had gone through overnight.

He was noticeably thinner, and his waist pinched in to give him the slightest semblance of curves. His shirt felt bigger and looser, and his pants were hanging down around his hips. Luke lifted his shirt higher, and he immediately lowered it as he stared off in disbelief.

“What… the… fuck?”

He lifted his shirt up to look at his chest once more. He was never all that muscular to begin with, but those weren’t pecs he was looking at. They were A-cup breasts. They were soft and round, and the cold morning air sent a chill up his spine, hardening his nipples.

He lowered his shirt and braced himself as he undid his belt buckle.

“Oh, thank god,” he said as his pants fell down to his ankles.

His cock and balls were still there, and while they looked rather small, he blamed it on the cold weather. The previously unruly bush that he called pubic hair was now cut short and trimmed to a small patch above his groin. He put his pants back on, tightened the belt just a little bit tighter, and paced around the shack.

“Holy shit, I’m turning into a chick!” He put his hands on his cheeks and groaned when he realized the week-old beard was also completely gone. Knowing he couldn’t stay in this shack forever, Luke planned his next move. Hopefully he could find a way to reverse these changes.

He would need to find a way to disguise the treasure chest, as walking around alone carrying it was a sure way to gain the attention of not just highwaymen, but any passersby. He would need a cart, or maybe a horse with some saddlebags.

With the sun out, he could see everything clearly. There was more to the shack than he initially realized. In the far corner was some old linen cloth. He set aside the fabric with holes, and using some of the excess leather from his armor, he cut a tiny string, making a coin bag. He tossed a handful of coins in the bag and tucked it into his armor. Then he pulled open the door and walked outside, looking for any sign of a road or town.

The tree line was far off, and the hills went as far as the eye could see. Behind them was the massive mountain range, which in daylight looked even more rugged and majestic. Their peaks were shrouded in clouds, and the cold wind blew from their direction. He watched as it traveled across the sea of grass before blowing past him. He added a thick cloak with a hood to his mental checklist as he walked away from the shack toward the tree line where he knew the road was.

As he walked down the road, his mind drifted away from what was happening to his body to the natural beauty of the world he was in. There were no freeways with cars speeding by, no planes overhead, no smog in the air. It was quiet, and the air was clean and crisp.

He crossed a bridge that passed over a river that flowed out from the forest. The water in it was clear and small fish swam freely. Fish he could actually gather and eat, where he wouldn’t have to get a license or worry about any kind of toxins or chemicals because of their proximity to industrial areas.

He didn’t have to walk for very long.

Luke rounded a corner, and a town came into view. The sun was high in the sky, but the air was still chilly as he approached the small village. He went over his mental checklist once more and decided not to get a horse. He had no experience taking care of one, let alone riding one.

By some miracle, the town Luke walked into was Serridale. He walked past the inn and considered going inside to see if the two men were still in there, and to inform them of what happened to their friend Merrick. He hesitated, remembering what the corpse of their friend looked like, with his dislodged jaw and the look of pure pleasure on his face. His friends might take offense to what he had to say, and Luke figured it would be best if they never knew what happened.

He turned away from the inn and spotted a small store. Luke hoped that it would be the medieval-fantasy version of a general store that he’d seen in countless western films. His assumptions were correct. He browsed their goods, picking up some small bags and wooden boxes. An older gentleman greeted him.

“Good afternoon miss—” He stopped when Luke turned toward him. “Oh, I’m sorry, sir.” Luke pretended to ignore the comment. “Is there anything I can do for you?”

“I’m not from around here, so I was wondering how much these cost.”

“Leather pouches are two silver pieces each. One hundred copper pieces equals a silver piece, and one hundred silvers equals a gold.”

Luke froze. Every single coin in that chest he had was a gold piece, and the coin pouch he carried with him contained a fistful of coins.

“Sir?”

“Right, sorry. I was just trying to figure out what I can purchase.”

As he spoke, Luke noticed his voice was also not as deep as it used to be. With the money he had, he could just buy a big old house somewhere and forget about everything. His mind drifted, and he imagined the shack he stayed the night in replaced with a house. He could find where the river flowed into the grasslands and build it there. It would be like living in Rohan in The Lord of the Rings. He could live a rich life and not have to worry about a job, or any of the other annoying shit he had to deal with back in the world he came from.

Then again, there was no electricity, so he wouldn’t have his computer, phone or the Internet, nor would there be any modern medicine or antibiotics.

“Take your time. Come find me if you need anything.” The old man nodded and walked away, and Luke returned to his browsing.

There was so much stuff he could buy here that he might need. If only he had a shopping cart. Using one of the storage boxes as a makeshift basket, he filled it with his purchases: bedroll, backpack, flint and tinder, a hunting knife, as well as a canvas tarp and other necessities.

“Do you know where I can buy a handcart?” Luke said as he placed the items on the counter.

The old man nodded and stroked his long, gray beard. “I have one in the back for sale. It’ll cost you a gold piece.”

Luke shrugged. “Can I look at it?” 

The old man nodded and motioned for him to follow. He came out from behind the counter and they walked through a back door. “Mind the store, Jerro,” he said to what Luke assumed to be his son.

“It’s an older cart,” the owner said over his shoulder. “Well-used, but still in good condition. All the metal that got rusted was replaced, and the wood is kept rot-free. It’ll serve you. I don’t need it anymore ‘cause it’s too small for my store. I’ve got the big cart now, pulled by a mule.”

Luke eyed the cart. It did look old and well-used, but just like the store owner said, there was no rot and all the metal pieces were in good condition.

“I’ll take it,” he said.

The old man smiled and patted Luke on the back. “I’ll tally up your purchases back inside.”

Luke followed him back into the store. He took out a small piece of parchment and pen and ink and Luke watched as he scribbled down the purchases, adding up the total.

“One gold and forty silver pieces.”  Luke reached into his makeshift pouch, making sure not to show off to the world how many gold pieces he’s carrying around, and pulled out two shiny gold pieces. He handed them to the man.

“Keep the rest. Thank you for your help.”

The old man’s eyes lit up and he smiled.

Luke grabbed his boxful of items and went out back to the handcart. He placed them on the cart, covered it with the canvas, and walked out from around the back of the store. The owner came out to greet him as he rolled on down the street.

The old man smiled and waved goodbye. “Come back anytime!”

Luke pushed the cart with ease. He rolled it through the town, and as he walked, he noticed he was getting odd glances from the townsfolk. He wondered if it was his androgynous appearance, or the cart he was pushing. In the end, he figured it was a combination of both.

He stopped in front of what looked like a butcher’s shop and rolled the cart round to the side of the building, then went inside. Since the plan was to travel, he would need food for the road, and he left the store with some salted pork and beef jerky. He chewed on the smoked beef as he walked out of the town, pushing the cart down the beaten path. The forest was on his right, and to his left were the foothills.

The air was clear and visibility was perfect. Fluffy white clouds floated by above him, though further away, storm clouds lingered. Far off on the horizon he spotted his shack and left the road, pushing the cart up and down the foothills until he arrived at his temporary home. The door was closed and the treasure chest was still inside, undisturbed. He let out a sigh of relief before bringing his purchases inside.

He took the items out of the chest and sorted them. The jewelry went into the small wood lock boxes and Luke locked them with the padlocks he bought. He distributed the gold coins evenly into the leather sacks, with a small amount going into the smallest pouch. He emptied the one he made this morning into the new pouch and tossed it back into the corner.

Luke placed the ornate dagger, sacks of coins, and the jewelry boxes at the bottom of the large trunk and placed the folded clothes on top. As much as he disliked the fact that he was transforming into a woman, he figured the clothes might come in handy soon. He placed the keys on a small ring and tucked it away in his pack.

With everything organized, he cooked some of the meat in the shack’s fire pit. His mouth drooled as he watched it cook over the fire. He wolfed it down and laid on his back and stared up at the sky.

After some much-needed rest, he decided it was time to go. He packed up whatever had some semblance of value and exited the shack. He waved goodbye to it before rolling the cart away toward the forest and the road that skirted it.

The shack was a tiny dot on the horizon when the wheels of his cart came off the grass onto the dirt road. To his right, the path would take him to Serridale. To his left, his destination was unknown.

Guess I should’ve asked for directions when I was in town. He turned the cart to his left and pushed it down the dirt road.

Hours passed. The foothills beside him changed as the mountain range snaked closer. On his other side, the forest seemed different, despite the fact that it remained unbroken since he left town. Instead of tall pine trees, they were short and twisted and knotted. The wood itself was faded and gray, with moss and mold growing on the trunks. It reminded him of Mirkwood, from The Hobbit.

Luke stopped and looked down the path in front of him. Instead of the continuing to skirt around the outside of the forest, it made a sharp turn into the tree line. There was no way to continue around the outside, as the terrain had become impassable. A short cliff dropped off on the opposite side of the road. The ground below was traversable, but he would have to backtrack a significant distance. Not only that, but he saw no indication of a road in the ground below. He let out a heavy, annoyed sigh as he turned his cart and followed the road into the forest.

“At least this time there is an actual path,” he muttered to himself.

Not long after entering the forest, the climate around him shifted. The air went from cold to warm and heavy, swampy almost. A faint mist covered the ground no more than a foot above it. It would part with each step, each movement of the wheels of the cart, and would fill back up after he passed through. Apart from the sounds his cart was making, the forest was quiet. Luke took off his cloak, as he was almost sweating.

One of the cart’s wheels went over a small rock and came down with an echoing thud. Luke knelt down beside the wheel and inspected it. Nothing bent or broken. He stood up and started pushing, only to stop a moment later when he heard snickering and light footfalls.

Luke discovered the source of the noise when a couple of small creatures exited the forest behind him. His eyes widened with shock at the sight of them. Two demonic imps, maybe three feet tall, stepped onto the path. They were chatting amongst themselves in a language he couldn’t discern.

They were naked with dark green—almost black—skin and two curved horns on their foreheads. Their eyes had no irises or pupils, just bright green color. They had thin tails that moved on their own, and because they were naked, Luke could see their dicks moving freely. Disproportionate to their size, their demonic cocks were about the size of an average man’s, and they swung freely between their legs. The imps had long, pointed noses and were grinning ear to ear when they spotted Luke.

He let go of the cart and drew his sword. He stepped away from it, moving toward them. The imps followed suit, laughing, their eyes trained on him. They separated from each other, constantly looking back and forth between themselves and Luke.

He lunged and swung his sword at the two creatures. They easily dodged it, spread apart, and encircled Luke. He switched back and forth, taking turns trying to attack the imps whenever one of them got too close.

“Come here you little… annoying fuckers!”

He swung once more, and one of the demons used the opening to attack. It leaped up into the air and landed on Luke’s right shoulder. He reached up with his left hand to try to remove it, but the other imp lunged for Luke’s feet. The imp on his shoulder giggled before whispering into Luke’s ear. He ignored the one that nibbled on his boot and dropped his sword to grab at the one on his shoulder.

But it was too late.

Whatever it was that the imp whispered into his ear took effect. Luke’s vision started to blur and his body became heavy and his limbs unresponsive. He staggered, reaching and clawing for the demon on his shoulder. But the energy was sapped from him. He fell down to his knees, then collapsed forward, catching himself on his hands.

What… what are you…? No, stop…

Luke watched helplessly as the imps’ tiny clawed hands undid his belt and pulled his pants down to his knees. He looked back at the demon messing with his pants, but his attention was forced forward when the other grabbed his face. In his haze, he saw the creature smile as its cock hardened. Luke groaned, and the imp used the chance to slide its dick into his mouth.

Luke recoiled at the taste. The demonic prick was hot, like a spicy sausage right out of the oven. It had an acrid taste, bitter like kale, and there was a slimy coat to it, perhaps some naturally occurring lube. The seven-inch dick slid in effortlessly, deep-throating Luke. He thought he was going to gag, but whatever it was that coated the cock numbed his throat.

The fiery sensation came from both ends as the imp behind him spread Luke’s ass cheeks and slid its flaming dick into his asshole. It burned, but for a strange reason, it wasn’t painful. In fact, it was pleasurable.

In no time at all, the imp was all the way into Luke. The two imps fucked him mercilessly for what seemed liked hours.

His body grew hotter and hotter as they fucked him, and his mind swam with ecstasy. The imps tensed and they climaxed, filling Luke with their spicy demonic cum.

But they didn’t stop. The imp seed was laced with something that imbued Luke with a strange energy and amped up his libido. He didn’t resist or try to break free; the only thing that filled his thoughts was the lust. He found his hips rocking and his head bobbing, aiding the imps in their carnal pleasure.

The world around him faded out as they fucked him. He forgot about everything—the world he came from, the world he was in now. Even the events of the previous days. 

The gem around his neck glowed. 

The imps climaxed a second time, their giggling filling his ears as Luke’s body changed. His hair grew down past his shoulders, his hips widened, and his waist narrowed further still. His butt grew bigger and his small, A-cup breasts expanded almost another cup size. His face narrowed and became more feminine. His cock was fully erect, but its size has shrunk significantly. His eyes rolled back into his head and he moaned around the cock that filled his mouth as he came. His load gushed out of his twitching cock onto the dirt road, and the demonic imps came a third a final time.

Their seed flowed out of the corners of Luke’s mouth and his ass as they pulled out. He leaned forward, hoping to keep one of their dicks in just a little bit longer. Instead he fell forward, exhausted, face pressed to the ground and ass sticking high in the air. He moaned as the two imps laughed at their victim and disappeared into the forest.

With his mind still foggy and the hot sperm still oozing out of his mouth and once again violated asshole, Luke fell unconscious. When he finally woke up, it was morning on the following day.

“Oh, god… What the fuck happened?” he groaned as he found himself sprawled out on the road a few feet from his cart. He staggered to his feet and almost tripped and fell over his pants down around his ankles.

He pulled his pants up, wincing at the sight of his cock. It was maybe two inches long. He felt his chest jiggle when he moved, and lifting his shirt, he saw the size of his breasts. With his brown hair now flowing past his shoulders, his body was more feminine than masculine. The only trace of the body he used to have was between his legs, which would not be enough to please any woman.

“Are these…” He reached up, squeezed one of his breasts, and pulled his hand back. “Yep, those are breasts.” He bit his lower lip as his hand slowly crept back toward his breast. “They… they feel… so good.”

He closed his eyes and his body gently swayed as he carefully caressed his new breasts. Then his eyes shot open and he pulled his hand away and looked at it with disgust. 

Luke put his hand over his mouth. “I… I think I’m going to be sick.”

He staggered over to the ditch on the side of the road and vomited. Very little came out, and when he was finished he remained squatting and wrapped his arms around his body as a chill came over him. 

What… what the fuck is going on? Is that twice now I’ve been raped? What the fuck is wrong with this world? He unfolded his arms and looked down at his trembling hands. They were more delicate now, his fingers thinner and his nails longer and smoother. He was definitely turning into a woman.

Sunlight reflected off the gold of the necklace that dangled in front of him. He stood up and held the gem in the palm of his hand. It was at that moment that he realized that the necklace could be the source of his transformation. But then he realized that the necklace also likely provided the strength and speed he’d needed to kill the tentacle beast. But where was that when those little fuckers showed up?

“I need some answers. I need some direction. Hopefully this road leads to a town.” He stood and started pushing the cart, noticing it felt even lighter than before. A quick check proved it was undisturbed, and that all his belongings were intact; perhaps its lightness had to do with his preternatural strength, rather than banditry.

Guess no one travels this road, he thought. He wondered if those imps alone were the reason no one traveled this way, or if they were a sign of something bigger lurking about.


Chapter Seven

A Town Imprisoned

 

The narrow forest path curved around a bend before it widened and gave way to a town. The village looked to be the same size as Serridale, if a tiny bit smaller. It had no wall. Instead, a wide gap was maintained between the town and the tree line. The sea of trees to his left vanished, and bordering the town was a massive lake. Its water was a deep, dark blue and its surface was glassy.

On the far end of the lake, Luke could see the mountains. The forest continued along the shore of the lake until it reached the foot of the range. The town was isolated. It had one road going in and out—the road he was on—but on the shore of the lake was a large dock with many small boats and a couple larger vessels.

Luke felt the weight of the stares from the villagers as he pushed his cart into the village from the road. The townsfolk whispered as he walked past them. His ears managed to pick up some of the hushed words. It seemed that nobody used the forest road anymore, and the fact that he walked into town from that road was unsettling. He ignored the quiet accusations and wheeled his cart toward the inn.

The building was larger than the one from Serridale, and more crowded. He maneuvered through the crowded tables and booths to the counter. He felt the eyes of the patrons on him. A few seemed to “accidentally” brush his body, and Luke’s cheeks turned a little red. Something small and faint stirred within him, but he focused on instead finding a private place to sit down. His feet were killing him, and he decided to next time get a damn horse.

A tall, muscular man with a long, black mustache and short, messy hair stood up from behind the counter.

“I’d like to get a room,” Luke said, squeezing between two men. They gave him a quick look before sliding an inch or so out of the way, just enough for him to stand parallel to the bar.

The man nodded. “Welcome to The Fishhead Inn and Tavern, the finest—and only—inn in all of Braedon. Rooms cost twenty-five silver pieces a night.”

Luke dug through his coin pouch, produced a single gold coin, and handed it to the man. The innkeeper pocketed the coin and walked down the bar to a small cabinet. Inside were many hooks, with only a few keys left. He grabbed one and motioned for Luke to follow.

“Do you have any luggage?”

“Yes, I have a chest outside.”

The innkeeper nodded and waved his hand to someone behind Luke. He looked back and saw two short, but well-built men walk out the door. A minute later, they came back carrying his chest. Luke titled his head curiously, watching the two men struggle with his gear.

“This way, miss,” the innkeeper said behind him.

Miss. It was odd. He heard the word all right, but it didn’t bother him as much as it should have.

Luke looked down at his body as he followed the innkeeper up the stairway. The only sign of maleness he still sported was the thing hanging between his legs. Even his voice wasn’t deep; it was light and airy. Feminine. His clothes barely fit him now. They were tight around his chest and hips, but everywhere else it was loose and baggy. He needed some new clothes and some actual armor.

They reached the top of the stairs and the man went down the hallway, stopping at the third door on the right. He used the iron key in his hand to unlock the door.

Luke followed him inside. It was a large room, bigger than the one in Serridale. The bed was wider, the window bigger, and the chamber pot in the corner had a seat on it.

The two bellhops struggled with the chest. They were pushing and pulling it as they walked into his room. They made no effort to bring it any further into the room and left it alongside the wall inches from the door. They shot the innkeeper a look of frustration, as if they weren’t getting paid enough for their almost slave labor, and disappeared.

The innkeeper bowed slightly. “My name is Yura. If you need anything, just let me know. We’ve got some fresh kegs of ale and the big pot of beef stew should be ready soon. One free mug and bowl for every guest.” He handed Luke the key and left, closing the door behind him.

Luke didn’t even wait for the sounds of footsteps to vanish before turning toward the bed and falling down on it. It may not have been some expensive foam mattress with Egyptian cotton sheets, but it was a mattress, and it sure as hell was better than the ground he had been sleeping on since he got here.

Outside, the sky was turning the familiar bright orange. His window gave him a scenic view of the village and a partial view of the lake. He opened it up, breathing in the cool air.

Food and booze, then sleep. Tomorrow, some actual armor. Luke nodded to himself, and shortly thereafter, he heard footsteps outside his door before Yura the bartender announced the stew was ready.

Luke didn’t even consider eating downstairs with the crowd. Yura handed him a large wooden bowl with a wooden spoon and mug of ale, and he immediately went back upstairs to his room.

He pulled the table up to the side of his bed and ate. The stew wasn’t anything special, chunks of beef and vegetables, but it was hot and it was food. Luke was starving, and everything tastes good when you’re especially hungry. The ale wasn’t cold—it was room temperature—but it was heavy and smooth. It was also surprisingly strong, and Luke was already feeling the buzz halfway through the mug.

“I guess I’m starting to drink like a woman too,” he said as he eyed the amber colored liquid.

The noise level downstairs grew louder, and Luke peered out the window just in time to see the sunset and the evening crowd making its way toward the tavern.

His gaze shifted to the dark forest and he remembered the title of the book that transported him here: The Tainted Forest. Whatever the reason he was brought to this world, the forest was a key factor in all of it, and once more he cursed himself for not reading past the first couple of paragraphs. The name of the book and the fact that he ran into some demon spawn was way more than a coincidence. He thought of the ruins where he found the necklace, unconsciously fingering the piece of jewelry as he did. The answers to his questions were out there somewhere, and he was going to find them.

But first, he wanted more beer and stew.

Luke went downstairs to find the tavern had become a very rowdy place. Fortunately, very few of the already-drunk patrons paid him any heed as he snuck over to the near side of the long counter. Yura topped off his bowl and mug and even tossed in a loaf of bread.

“I see why you’re eating up in your room, lass,” he said with a knowing smile. “Just leave your bowl and mug outside the room when you’re done and one of my boys will take care of it.”

Luke smiled and nodded before going back upstairs. Outside, the sky had grown dark, and Luke was getting pretty buzzed off of the beer. The thought about getting sick from the medieval-era hygiene the townsfolk probably practiced didn’t cross his mind until after he finished the second bowl of stew. It was hot and it tasted good. That was all that mattered right now. The beer wasn’t cold, but it did its job, and after putting the empty dishes outside his door, Luke fell back onto his bed.

“Armor and clothes,” he mumbled. He sat up when he remembered the chest he brought with him had women’s clothes in it. But then he laid back down. “I’m not wearing those clothes.”

He scratched his chest, and in doing so, brushed his arm across one of his nipples. He flinched and covered his mouth when the soft moan filled his ears.

Luke squirmed and bit his lower lip as his curiosity got the better of him. The accidental graze woke something in him, and before he knew it, he’d lifted his shirt up and the cool night air was lapping at his small, perky breasts.

“Ohh, fuck…” he moaned as his fingers gently massaged the new additions to his chest.

Moonlight filled the room and reflected off Luke’s gold necklace as his fingers teased his nipples. He writhed on the straw mattress and his thighs rubbed against each other as his cock hardened. He unbuckled his pants as his mind reeled with a mixture of booze and lust. With one hand, he stroked his cock, while with the other, he squeezed and played with his breast. Even fully erect, his dick was only maybe four inches long, and was as thick as his thumb used to be, but its sensitivity more than made up for its diminutive size.

Never before had Luke been so aroused from masturbating. It was always such a chore, and the pleasure only came just before he finished. It would dissipate almost immediately after the deed was done, and he was always left feeling bored. Ever since he came to this world, his sexual experiences—as forced and unsolicited as they may have been—were nothing short of orgasmic.

“Oh, fuck!” he moaned even louder, his back arching off of the bed as he rubbed his cock. The movement came natural, it was almost as if he forgot it was a cock and treated it like an enlarged clit. His mouth was open, his eyes closed. He was moaning and breathing quickly. He was so close, so very close.

His eyes opened as he orgasmed, crying out as cum shot out of his cock onto this stomach. He twitched as the pleasure coursed through him, and he was left breathless, speechless, eyes focused on the ceiling as the world grew fuzzy at the edges. He wasn’t sure how long he laid there like that. He could still hear the ruckus downstairs, but it was so very distant.

His eyelids grew heavy, and he drifted off into a dreamless sleep.

 

It was mid-day when he woke. Luke instantly remembered the events of the night before, and he smacked his forehead with the palm of his hand. Booze always made him horny. How could he forget about that?

“Focus, Luke… focus.”

He climbed off of his bed, and after cleaning off the dried mess on his stomach and chest, headed downstairs. The tavern was completely empty, save for Yura, who was mopping the floor. Most of the tables had their chairs placed on top of them. In the corner was a pile of broken chairs, and one of the tables was being worked on by a carpenter.

“Didn’t wake ya, did we?” he said when he saw Luke.

“No, it wasn’t too loud. I think I fell asleep before that happened,” Luke said as he pointed to the broken table.

Yura laughed. “Oh, that happens almost every night. Someone drinks too much and loses their footing. I think all of the tables here have been replaced.”

The carpenter mumbled something.

“Oi! It’s not like you’re doing this work for free, or anything,” Yura said.

Luke’s stomach rumbled. “Anyplace I can get some food?”

Yura laughed. “Three doors down. Best roast pork this side of the lake.”

Luke nodded and left, ignoring the strange glance he received from the carpenter.

 

Luke walked down the street as he munched on the strips of pork. The town was busy, but the people seemed… off. Nobody was smiling, despite the warm, sunny day.

He was also getting stares as he walked down the street. Maybe it was his feminine appearance, much like the reception he’d received when he returned to Serridale. It was most likely the fact that he’d shown up in town via a road that nobody seemed to use. That, combined with the fact that he looked like a woman wheeling a handcart carrying a heavy wooden trunk that two burly dudes could barely manage.

The sounds of a hammer hitting metal got louder until he turned the corner. Across the street was a blacksmith. The building he worked out of was open, with no walls. His goods hung from the ceiling and were strewn across several tables. A young man, maybe fifteen or sixteen years old, sat on a stool behind the tables.

In the middle of the shop, another man worked. Short and fat, the man had bright red hair and a long beard. The boy had the same color hair. Father and son, Luke thought. Even more so because the kid looked bored out of his mind.

The boy spotted Luke walking toward the store and called out to his father. The older man held his hand up to the boy, silencing him as he finished hammering the red-hot piece of metal he was working on.

Luke kept his eyes on the table, looking at the pieces of armor and ignoring the boy’s glances. Fortunately, the shirt Luke was wearing masked most his feminine build, but it was still hard to hide it. He could try deepening his voice, but Luke figured it would sound too fake.

Finally the hammering stopped, and Luke lifted his head. The blacksmith stood in front of him. His beard and apron were covered in black soot, his shirt was drenched in sweat, and his hands were covered in calluses and scars.

“What can I do for ya?”

“I’d like to get some armor.”

The man eyed Luke. He squinted as he stroked his beard. That explains the soot there.

“What does a girl like you need armor for?” the boy said. His insult earned a swift strike to the back of his head from his father, and the boy almost toppled off of his stool. Hands like those would be like getting hit with a sledgehammer.

“Oi! Don’t go insulting the customer! Why don’t you sweep the shop?” The blacksmith towered over the boy. The boy looked at Luke one last time, then climbed down from the stool and picked up a broom. “Don’t mind him. He’s at that age.”

Luke said nothing.

“Though I, myself, am curious as to why a woman such as yourself needs some armor. However, this town has come under hard times, and it wouldn’t be a good idea turning away a customer.”

Luke again ignored the comment about his feminine appearance. With some effort, he could look more masculine. He could cut off the hair, but he figured it would just magically grow back. “What’s happened here? I noticed the townsfolk seemed rather… gloomy.”

The blacksmith frowned. He looked around at the town and his gaze became distant, as if he recalled an old memory. “Demons. Demons are to blame.”

The imps from the day before? Luke would love to cut their tiny heads off their tiny bodies and shove their cocks down their own throats.

The blacksmith continued. “Over a year ago, they started appearing in the forest. No one knew where they came from—likely from the east—but the forest is ancient and no one has ever fully explored it. At first they were weak and easy to deal with. But more came.

“Adventurers and mercenaries showed up, wanting the bounties placed on the demons’ heads. They got bigger and badder, and fewer people came to deal with them. A fair amount of the mercenaries and bounty hunters ended up getting their souls taken and turned into demons themselves. The beasts offered promises of power and wealth, but in the end, those who take the deals become slaves. The promises were mere lies. Men became mindless grunts, and the women became breeders.

“They never attack the town. They’ve got us right where they want. Sometimes a demon will slip into town on a moonless night and someone will go missing, or a body will be found. Only on moonless nights, though.”

Now it was Luke’s turn to frown. “Sounds bad.”

“Aye. People stopped coming to help, and we essentially became prisoners. The lake has been our only source of trade, since the road is dangerous. Anyone who comes in from the road is treated with suspicion. Some folk believe they’re demons in disguise.”

Just as I figured. Luke nodded. “Why not just leave?”

“Some did, the rest can’t or won’t.” The blacksmith smirked. “You see, this is a mining town. Out there in the forest is the reason the rest of us planted our feet and are sticking it out. The ore from the mines—ilvrodite—produces a metal called ilvrodium. It’s stronger than steel, but still light and durable. Not only that, but some say that it’s infused with magic. I’ve worked with it, and it doesn’t have any innate magic, but what they say about its physical properties is true. Plus, anything can be infused with magic if you’ve got the skill.”

“So if this ore is so valuable, why not use the money to pay for like, an army or something to clear out the demons?”

“An army?!” The blacksmith laughed so loudly it probably traveled across the lake into the mountains and caused an avalanche. “Were you born yesterday, lass? There hasn’t been a king on the throne for over ten years! The capital is nothing more than festering wound, and the princess hasn’t been seen since the death of her father. The army is all but gone. Most of the soldiers turned into mercenaries, and the rest just up and left.”

The blacksmith took a slow, deep breath and his demeanor became somber. “No, lass, we’re on our own here. So! What can I do for ya?”

Luke blinked as his brain processed what the blacksmith just told him.

“I’d like some armor?”

“Oh, right, of course. I’m sorry, lass. Lost track of my thoughts when I started rambling. Might’ve given you my whole life’s story!” He laughed, and Luke saw the blacksmith’s son roll his eyes as he swept the shop. “Tell me what you need and I’ll get you fitted.”

“Well, uh…” Luke took a step back and looked down at his clothes. “I’d like a full set?”

The blacksmith smiled and rubbed his hands together. “Okay, how much armor do you need? You want to go full-body plate, like a solider? Or just some functional stuff to keep you protected while traveling?”

“That. I don’t need anything crazy, just enough to cover the, um… essentials. How much will it all cost?”

“Depends. High quality, short wait will cost ya. Choice of metal will affect cost, too. I have mostly iron, some steel. I do have some of the ilvrodium lying around. No one’s been able to send a team out there to gather some more for some time, so some pieces from that will cost ya plenty. Not enough for full coverage for a man, but I’ve got enough to cover the important bits.” Luke saw the man blush just a tiny bit.

Great, I’m going to go into the forest in a chainmail bikini.

“What can you make from the ilvrodium?”

The blacksmith leaned forward, resting on the table. “Well, let’s see. Since you’ve got a small build, I can make you a breastplate, and some pieces to cover your legs, upper arms, and some armored gloves.”

“What will that cost me?”

The blacksmith straightened. “All of it? In ilvrodium? Well, I don’t know if you can afford—”

“How much?”

The blacksmith scratched his chin. “I’d say… fifteen gold pieces for the entire set. You’d be using up all of my supply. It would be vastly cheaper if you want it in iron.”

“I’ll take the ilvrodium set. When can I get them?”

The blacksmith’s jaw dropped, and even his son looked over at Luke. The former quickly regained his composure and nodded. “If you pay all of it up front, I can get it to you in a couple days. That’ll have me working all day and night, but it would bring me great pleasure to craft a set from the metal.”

Luke smiled and dug around through his coin pouch. “Here’s the fifteen. I’m staying over at the inn there. Come find me when it’s done.

“Thank ye very much.” The blacksmith bowed, pocketing the gold coins. “Is there anything else I can help you with?”

“Is there a tailor in town? I’d like to, um… get some new clothes.”

“Sure! Two doors down. Look for the sign with a thimble on it. Oh, and my name’s Aebel, and that’s my son, Cren.” The blacksmith jerked a thumb over his shoulder to the boy sweeping the back of the store. The kid ignored the introduction.

“Thank you, Aebel. I’m, uh… Laylana.”

He could’ve given Aebel his male name, but that would’ve garnered him even more strange looks. It was bad enough he came to town on the road that deemed too dangerous, and now he was waving his money around, buying expensive armor. He had likely already caught the attention of the more seedy individuals in the town, and the fact that he looked like a woman just added another element of danger.

It surprised him how effortlessly the more feminine came to him, almost as if it was lurking in his subconscious, ready to come out. He liked the sound of it, and if the changes to his body continued, then he would just have to start going by that name.

For now, I’m still Luke. I still have my manhood.

Luke held out his hand, and Aebel met him and they shook, solidifying the deal.

Luke’s experience at the tailor was a little more awkward. He was afraid that he’d be asked to strip naked so that the woman who ran the shop—who Luke couldn’t help but consider a MILF—could take his measurements. If that happened, she’d see he wasn’t “an actual woman,” and then there would be hell to pay.

Luckily, the woman just took a couple quick measurements and pointed him in the direction of the clothes that would fit him.

The store was one large room filled with an array of tables. Shelves lined the wall, filled with all sorts of fabric. In one corner was her workstation, where she returned to after taking his measurements. There was a staircase that went up to what he assumed was her living quarters, and there were several doors that led to changing stations, and on the back wall opposite of the front door was a pair of double doors locked with an iron padlock.

Luke arrived at the area designated to him by the tailor. He frowned when he saw that all the clothes in this section of the store were women’s clothes. He dug around through the pile of clothes aimlessly, until the shop owner came over to intervene.

“Have you never bought your own clothes before?” the woman said with a roll of her eyes.

Before Luke could utter a reply, the woman piled several garments onto his arms. She gave him some shirts, a couple pairs of pants, and a long, simple dress. Then she took a step back, nodding, and took the dress from him.

“Woman such as yourself will probably want something more like this.” She handed him a much shorter dress and a miniskirt and smirked.

“Speaking from experience, are you?” Luke blurted out without hesitation. His eyes went wide when he realized what he’d said, but when he looked over at the tailor, her smirk spread into a grin. She folded her arms and her eyes slowly scanned Luke’s body.

She wore a long, deep red dress that had matching slits on opposite sides so that when she walked, a significant portion of her legs were visible. She wore heeled, thigh-high boots, and around her waist was an underbust corset, made from a shiny black fabric and trimmed with the same material she’d used for her dress.

“There’s more to you than meets the eye, isn’t there?” She smirked. “Why don’t you follow me, so I can show you some of the more… special… items?”

Luke watched her walk over and close and lock the front doors. She had her eyes on him the entire time as she navigated the sea of tables back to the locked double doors behind them. She removed the key ring from her belt and unlocked the padlock. It fell to the floor with a heavy thud, and she opened the doors and motioned for him to enter.


Chapter Eight

Deepening

 

“What’s…” Luke trailed off. The seamstress said nothing, but her eyes narrowed impatiently.

Behind the doors were a pair of dark purple, almost black, silk curtains, blotting out what lay behind them. Luke took a deep breath and walked through. The room was as dark as it looked from the store, and he stopped just a couple steps in. Behind him he heard the seamstress enter and close the doors.

Then he felt her hands on his shoulders and her breasts pressing against his back. Her warm breath teased across his neck as she moved her fingers through his brown hair.

“There’s something special about you. You’re different.” Luke bit his lip as her hands moved about his body. One hand brushed across his breasts, and the other snaked it way down. “Oh… there it is,” she said when her fingers found all that remained of his male genitalia.

She gently bit his earlobe as her fingers explored what was left of his cock and balls. “What is your name?”

“L-Luke,” he stammered, writhing under her touch. She was so warm.

“Luke is a man’s name. You don’t look like a man. Are you a man?”

The seamstress backed away from Luke, her fingers brushing his cheeks as she vanished into the blackness that enveloped him. His ears couldn’t pick up any trace of her. Moments ago in the store, her high-heeled boots had an audible click as she strolled across the wood floor of her shop. She must’ve slipped them off when he was distracted.

“Well?” Her voice echoed in the room.

Luke swallowed. His mouth was dry. “I… I am.”

He felt a hand on his crotch and he flinched. Her hand remained there, fingers squeezing between Luke’s clenched legs. He bit his lip, trying to silence the moan rising in his chest. Her hand was warm, like a porcelain mug with a hot cup of coffee in it. She abandoned his crotch and he released the breath he was holding. Luke noticed he was sweating, his legs trembled, and he was barely able to keep holding the clothes aloft.

“Let me take those from you,” the incorporeal voice said. Luke felt a tug on his stack of clothes, and after a moment’s resistance, he let them go. With his hands free, one of them instinctively went to the hilt of his sword. “Now, now. We won’t be needing any of that.”

His belt buckle slid open, and the belt and the sheathed sword fell to the ground. How? How was this woman doing all of this?

“Step forward.”

Her voice was different. There was something… more to it. His legs moved of their own accord, bringing him a few steps forward.

“That’s it,” she said. “Just a few more steps… there.”

Luke stopped, and two candles came alight and filled the room with a dim glow. It was bright enough for him to see the contents of the room he was in, and the fact that the seamstress had taken on an entirely new form. She sat lazily in a chair on the far wall. Her skin was a purplish-red hue and her eyes black as obsidian with pink irises. Two rows of horns grew out of her forehead, the front row large and ornately curved with the second row smaller and more modest. She was completely naked and had the body of the perfect woman. Her nipples were pierced with two gold rings that reflected the candlelight. Her tail moved on its own beneath her, and her bat-like wings were folded. She was back in her boots, her fingers were folded in front of her, and she looked at him like a predator eyeing its prey.

“A demon,” Luke said. “A succubus.”

She smirked. “Yes, that’s quite obvious.”

He eyed his sword on the ground. Before he even moved an inch toward it, the sword slid away from him and toward the succubus.

“What did I say? We’ll be having none of that. I don’t want to fight you. I just want some fun.”

“Fun? Your definition of fun is—”

The succubus flicked her finger twice and Luke’s clothes flew off of him. He gasped and covered his breasts and crotch with his arms. “Hey!”

The succubus changed her position. She leaned forward and rested her elbows on her knees, her chin on her hands.

She smiled. “What a lovely body you have there, Luke.” The way she said his name, it was as if she believed it to be an obvious lie that she went along with.

“Are you with the demons that have been plaguing this village?” He tried to mask his trembling voice with some confidence, to little success.

The succubus slouched and rolled her eyes. “I was here before they were,” she sneered. “They almost ruined me.”

She stood up from her chair and sauntered toward Luke, her footsteps silent on the wood floors. “I came to this village because I was bored, and humans are so much fun. I set up my little shop, and every now and then I’d find someone to play with.”

She circled Luke, her talon-like fingernails gently scraping across his bare flesh. The sensation sent a chill up his spine and his skin broke out in goosebumps. He shuddered as her tail snaked its way across his butt.

“You can call me Saeryia,” she whispered into his ear. “I was having fun. No one suspected me. But then Jororyn and his band of cronies moved in and messed things up.”

“J-Jororyn?”

“Yes. He’s an incubus, and an ambitious one at that. Very nasty combo.” She squeezed his butt and he flinched, which brought a giggle to her lips. “I could go take care of him myself, but I run the risk of getting killed and that wouldn’t be good.”

Saeryia stopped in front of Luke and reached for the necklace. She held it in the palm of her hands for only a few moments before the sounds of something burning filled the room. The succubus recoiled, releasing the necklace, and looked at the palm of her hand. Her skin looked like it had been soaked in acid, yet she treated it as if it was just a scratch.

“The necklace doesn’t want to be removed, it seems. I’ll obey its wishes. Besides, I think it looks good on you, Luke.”

“What do you want with me?” he snarled.

“I want to make a deal with you,” Saeryia said as she placed her hand on his cheek. “I’ve grown annoyed and impatient with Jororyn. You seem like a very capable…” She looked him up and down. “…warrior, of sorts. I want you to deal with that pesky incubus.”

“And what do I get out of this?”

Saeryia moved behind Luke and wrapped her arms around him. She placed her chin on his shoulder, her tail squeezed its way between his legs, and her hands gently moved his out of the way, exposing his breasts and shrunken manhood. Her warm body eased his tension.

“Well, you get to continue living. I’m just not going to let you go. You realize that, right?” She fondled his body, making him writhe. Luke bit his lip to silence his moan. “If I let you go now, you’ll go running and screaming. You’ll tell the village who I really am, and I can’t have that, now can I?”

She waited a moment for him to reply, but he said nothing. She squeezed his body harder, her sharp nails digging into is skin. “I said, now can I?”

“No! No, you can’t!” Luke stammered, pain mingling with pleasure.

“So, I’m not going to let you go until I am satisfied that you’ll be an obedient little human and do as I say, understand?”

Luke swallowed and nodded.

“Good. Now, tell me… what is your real name?”

Luke closed his eyes. He knew what she meant. Somehow, she knew he had already come up with a girl’s name for himself. 

“L-Laylana,” he sighed.

“What a pretty name,” she whispered as she gently bit his earlobe again. “Is Laylana a boy?” Her fingernails pressed into his skin, a friendly reminder of their presence.

Luke wanted so very much to answer “yes.” He wanted so very much to get out of the succubus’ clutches. He wanted to get his hands onto his sword and lop her head off. But he knew that if he disobeyed her, she’d do unspeakable things to him. She’d already proved how strong she was, and that she could use magic. He could just lie and pretend to be obedient, then once she let him go, he’d alert the town.

“Such naughty thoughts,” Saeryia purred. “You really think you’re clever, don’t you?”

The blood rushed from Luke’s face.

Her fingers moved through his hair and she placed the palm of her hand on his head. “I’m a succubus, remember? I can read the minds of humans. How else do I know your deepest, darkest desires? I see that you want to be free, that you want to return home, and that you want to grab your sword and lop my head off.”

She laughed as her hand left his head and moved down to his chest. She gripped his breasts, squeezing and playing with them. Luke squirmed, and this time, he couldn’t stop the moan.

“Punishment for those naughty thoughts will come later. First, answer my question: is Laylana a boy?”

“N-No,” he mumbled.

She pressed her nails into his skin. “What was that? I couldn’t hear you.”

“No!” he shouted.

“Good girl,” Saeryia said. “You have taken the first step. Now the fun begins.”

She grabbed his arms and lifted them. Luke looked up to see a metal hook dangling from the ceiling. Grasping his wrists, she wrapped her tail around his leg, the spade tip teasing his small, hardening cock. A pair of metal cuffs connected by a chain flew over from an unseen part of the room and latched themselves to his wrists. The chain moved up and over the hook and the succubus released his arms.

Luke tugged and pulled at the bondage, but try as he might, he couldn’t escape. Saeryia moved in front of him and smiled as she twirled her finger. The sounds of a winch turning filled the room, and Luke was hauled up until he stood on the balls of his feet.

“There. Much better, don’t you think?”

Luke spat, and she cocked her head to the side, easily dodging the projectile. “You do realize you let yourself get into this situation right?” At his quizzical glance, she chuckled. “You could’ve ran for your sword at any time, but you chose to say in my embrace. You could’ve fought me off with your hands and feet, but you chose to let me fondle and tease you. You could’ve chosen to just pay for your clothes and walk out, but you walked into the dark room. What does that say about you?”

He looked away from her.

She stepped up to him and grabbed his face, forcing him to meet her gaze. “It says, Laylana, that you willingly chose this fate. Now, remember that deal I mentioned? It’s still on the table.”

“What if I refuse?”

“Simple: you either die from exhaustion, or you break and become my slave.” She folded her hands in front of her chest. “What will it be?”

Luke had no choice. He knew that. She knew that. “I’ll help you.”

She rubbed her hands together excitedly. “Excellent! I’m not going to let you go until you can prove you’ll be an obedient little human. If you can convince me, I’ll tell you exactly where Jororyn is and we’ll see if you can take care of him for me. Now… we begin.”

“W-What are you going to—?”

“Shh,” Saeryia said as she pressed a finger to Luke’s lips. She reached out with her other hand, and from his periphery, Luke saw another object fly toward it. His eyes went wide when he saw her dangle the ball gag in front of him. It was a polished black ball connected to leather straps.

“Say ahh!”

Luke shook his head as she brought the gag to his mouth. She smiled as he fought with her, forcing his jaw shut. There was a loud smack followed by a burning, stinging pain on one of his ass cheeks. He fought to keep his mouth closed, but the pain was too much.

“Ow—mmph!”

Saeryia slid the ball in. It forced his mouth open, and with incredible speed, she buckled it behind his head. With it securely in place, she untucked his long brown hair from the strap.

“There, much better. Don’t you think?” She smiled and gently patted his cheek. “My, my! Don’t give me that look. It’s almost as if you’re not enjoying this!”

She leaned forward and wrapped her lips around one of his nipples. She sucked and licked and nibbled on it, and all the pent up anger and rage inside Luke evaporated in an instant. His muffled protests turned to stifled moans. His feet shuffled on the floor and the pink gem started to glow.

“Oh? What’s this?” Saeryia let his nipple fall out of her mouth as she focused her gaze on the jewel nestled between Luke’s breasts. She pressed her finger to it and closed her eyes. “Ah, yes. Now it all makes sense.”

Luke looked down at her and mumbled something through the ball gag.

“I can sense a person’s sexual energy, my dear Laylana. It comes with being a succubus. While you still have some male energy left, your body is overwhelmingly female, and this…” She tapped on the pink gem. “…is the source of it all. Now, how about we do a little experimenting?”

The succubus squatted so that her face was level with what remained of his manhood. She snickered as her finger rubbed the tip of Luke’s hard cock, now no bigger than a human thumb. She smiled as he squirmed and moaned through the gag, and when she pulled her thumb back, she found it coated in clear fluids. She stood up, brushed the precum onto his lips, and walked out of sight.

Luke’s eyes went wide and he protested through the gag when he saw what she had in her hands: a pair of nipple clamps connected by a long chain. Her smile widened as he tried to back away from the device. He couldn’t get very far and groaned as she clamped them to his perky nipples. The succubus giggled when she saw his reaction to her tugging on the chain.

She squatted back down and licked his tiny cock, tugging on the chain as she did. The pleasure that filled his body was overwhelming, and Luke’s eyes glazed over as he moaned again and again. The gem started to glow once more, and Saeryia tugged a little harder on the chain. Luke’s legs spasmed, his knee made contact with the succubus, and she fell backward.

Saeryia looked up at him from the flat of her back and raised an eyebrow. Luke froze when he realized what he had done. He looked at her with panic-stricken eyes as she slowly stood up and dusted herself off. She said nothing as she walked around behind him.

Smack!

Luke shouted as his backside burned. He heard the rustling of metal behind him, then felt his ankles being spread apart. He looked down, but couldn’t see past his breasts. Metal cuffs were clips around his ankles, his legs forced apart by what he assumed to be a spreader bar.

Saeryia walked in front of him and dusted her hands off. “Where were we? Oh, right.”

She tugged on the chain and squatted back down. Luke was swept back into the erotic haze almost instantly as she licked and sucked on his micro-penis. He moaned and squirmed as she teased him, his rapture reaching a crescendo and the gem growing brighter with each passing moment. His hips bucked, and he came for the last time as a man.

His eyes rolled back into his head as the orgasm washed over him. It was far more powerful than any he’d felt to date; stronger than it had been with the tentacle beast, stronger than it had been during his masturbation session, stronger even than when he’d been drowning in imp cum. His breasts swelled and his hair tickled his back. Saeryia continued to lick, even after his cock shrank even further and his skin folded in on itself until it caved in, and her tongue disappeared inside him. Luke’s mind barely registered the second orgasm coming until it struck.

“My, my,” Saeryia said as she stood up. She wiped her mouth off with the back of her hand, fluids dripping off of her chin down onto her breasts and the floor. “You made quite a mess, Laylana.”

The succubus popped the gag out of Luke’s mouth and kissed him on the lips. The last thing he saw before his body went limp and slipped into unconsciousness was Saeryia smiling as she shifted back to her human form.


Chapter Nine

Laylana

 

Laylana woke up to daylight shining on her face. She was lying on the floor in a room she didn’t recognize. Her long brown pair pooled beneath her. She laid on her side, arms bound behind her back, ankles together, and the ball gag loose around her neck. Her chest felt heavier and she looked to see a bigger pair of breasts than she remembered. She was completely naked, except for the necklace.

It finally happened, she thought. I’ve fully become a woman.

She heard footsteps, but by the time she wiggled herself around to see the door, it was already open and Saeryia stood in the doorway. Her arms were folded and she had a pleased look on her face.

“I had a hunch that if I stimulated you, the gem would further transform you. Seems I was right.” She closed the door behind her, and her form shifted as she strolled toward Laylana.

The succubus squatted down next to her and rolled her onto her back. She dragged a finger down from Laylana’s neck, between her breasts, encircled her belly button, and ended between her legs.

“Release me.” A soft, feminine voice filled Laylana’s ears. She grimaced as she realized it was her own. It was silky smooth, enticing, the kind of voice that would make a man weak in the knees. A voice that dripped sex and pleasure.

“You haven’t proved your obedience to me yet,” the succubus said as she flicked one of Laylana’s nipples.

Laylana clenched her jaw. “What… what must I do?”

“There’s an outfit laid out for you on the bed. I took your measurements while you were out cold. When I remove your bonds, you are to put it on for me.”

She looked away from the succubus for a moment, then nodded.

“Good girl,” Saeryia said.

The succubus snapped her fingers, and the cuffs on Laylana’s wrists and ankles loosened. She slowly got to her feet, rubbing her sore wrists. She turned when she saw Saeryia pointing to the bed.

It was a large, queen-sized poster bed, upon which were a couple piles of clothes. One looked to be the outfit she’d worn when she first stepped foot into the store, and the other pile consisted of the clothes she’d had in her arms when Saeryia led her into her dungeon. The third pile was spread out so that Laylana could see each and every piece. She frowned when she saw the outfit and looked back at the succubus. Saeryia just smiled and nodded once.

When Laylana was Luke, back in the world before this one, he’d played a fair amount of fantasy-themed video games. The developers of these games often catered to the predominately male fan base with female characters that wore skimpy outfits. Even after some of the more vocal groups started complaining and demanding more realistic outfits, game developers still included what were generally called “chainmail bikinis”. This was also a thing in comic books, with female superheroes having very sexually enticing outfits.

The outfit laid out for her wasn’t a chainmail bikini, but it wasn’t anything modest, either. It consisted of several pieces: a crop top with a high collar; a skirt that looked like it wouldn’t completely cover her butt; long, fingerless gloves; and what looked like long stockings that had cut-outs for the toes and heel. All the pieces were a dark, purplish-red color which matched the skin tone of Saeryia’s demon form.

Laylana took a deep breath and put the clothes on. The crop top fit snugly over her now D-cup breasts, but left her entire midriff bare. The skirt was as short as it looked, plus it had two slits on the sides that went up to the waistband. The gloves and stockings both fit comfortably, and once dressed, she turned to face the succubus.

“Wonderful. Now, on your knees.”

Laylana scowled. Then she got on her knees as commanded.

“It’s time for you to repay the favor.”

Before Laylana could ponder what the succubus meant, Saeryia stepped forward and placed her groin right in Laylana’s face. She put her hand on the back of the human’s head and nudged it forward until Laylana’s nose pressed against Saeryia’s pubic mound. She got a whiff of the succubus’ sex and a chill went through her body. The smell was intoxicating.

“Go on,” Saeryia cooed.

Laylana stuck her tongue out and licked the succubus’ wet pussy. As heady as her smell was, her fluids were even more so. She found herself eagerly pleasing the demoness, her tongue wiggling and twisting.

“Good girl… Oh, my, that feels so… wonderful!” Saeryia said as she pushed Laylana’s head in closer. The succubus waved her arm and a small chair moved toward her from the corner of the room. Saeryia sat down and placed her legs onto Laylana’s shoulders, drawing her in as close as possible.

The succubus moaned louder and louder and squeezed so hard Laylana thought her head was going to pop off. Instead, the succubus came, her fluids splashing all over Laylana’s face and getting into her mouth. She swallowed, and the demonic cum affected her almost instantly. Her eyes glazed over as her body burned white-hot.

“That’s a good slut,” Saeryia teased. “Lick it all clean.”

Laylana obeyed, and Saeryia stood up from the chair. She brought her hand over her crotch, and a faint light glowed from her palm. When she moved her hand away, her clit grew until it took the form of a cock. It was different from any human cock, as the skin was lined with ridges and bumps.

“Go on, now. Give it a lick.”

Laylana leaned forward and licked Saeryia’s cock, reveling in how wonderful it tasted. In the back of her mind, she wondered how and why she’d become so subservient. Was it the succubus’ cum that had this effect on her? It didn’t matter—the fulfillment she experienced from serving the demon was just too good to pass up.

Without being told to, she wrapped her lips around Saeryia’s dick and started sucking. She bobbed up and down, going deeper and deeper, taking it in inch by inch until her nose pressed against Saeryia’s belly.

“That’s enough,” the succubus commanded. “Up onto the bed, on your back, legs spread for me.”

Laylana complied. She stood up and assumed the positioned commanded to her. The succubus climbed up onto the bed and rubbed her cock on Laylana’s labia.

“Tell me how much you want it. Are you an obedient little human?”

“I… I am. Please, fuck me. I promise I’ll do what you say.”

A wicked smile appeared on Saeryia’s face. “I believe you, but if you want this cock of mine, you’ll have to show me.”

She waved her hand and a gold plug with a pink gem at the base appeared in her grasp. She held it in front of Laylana and wrapped her lips around it. Her cock vanished as she brought it down to her pussy and coated the plug in her own juices before inserting it into Laylana’s cunt.

“There we go. Now, stand up for me.”

Laylana stood, and the succubus placed her hands on her head.

“Leave and return to your room. Once there you’ll rest, your mind will be yours again, and you’ll continue on your journey. Find and kill Jororyn, and you’ll be rewarded. Finish your quest, and I’ll remove this plug from you. Do you understand?”

“I understand,” Laylana replied, voice monotone, eyes distant.

“Very good.” Saeryia leaned forward and kissed Laylana on the forehead. Then she threw a finely made cloak over her shoulders. “I will see you again, my dear Laylana.”

The succubus backed away. Laylana blinked, and without saying a word, headed for the bedroom door.

 

Laylana entered the inn and made her way upstairs. She pulled the key out of the inside pocket of the cloak and entered the room. She closed and locked the door, and almost immediately after lying down on her bed, she drifted off to sleep.

It was still daytime when she woke up. She wasn’t sure how long she’d slept, but even if it was for only a few minutes, she felt refreshed. Her mind was clear, vision keen, her body energetic. She sat up, and that was when she noticed the full feeling between her legs.

She spread her thighs and lifted her very short skirt to see the pink gem on the base of the gold plug inserted into her vagina.

All at once, the memories came back to her. Everything that Saeryia did to her, including finalizing her transformation, filled her mind’s eye. But try as she might, Laylana couldn’t be angry with the succubus. The thought was followed by a gentle thrumming from between her legs, which in turn sent a small wave of pleasure throughout her body.

She reached down to pull the plug out, but as her fingers brushed the base, she recoiled. Touching the plug burned. “You son of a bitch,” Laylana mumbled. Then she frowned. The plug wasn’t uncomfortable, but she would prefer to not have to wear a golden sex toy in her vagina.

She spotted a full-length mirror next to an armoire, as well as several stacks of clothes folded neatly on top of a wooden chest. On top of the clothes was a piece of paper. Upon further inspection of her room, she noticed there was also another piece of paper that looked like it was slipped under her door.

The paper by her door was a near illegible note that she figured was from Yura. It said something about her armor, so she made a mental note to stop by the blacksmith’s before it got dark. She walked over toward the pile of clothes, but stopped when she caught her reflection in the mirror.

She was beautiful. Her hair was a light brown color, and shined as if she had just washed it. It wasn’t straight, but layered. Her skin was fair and blemish-free. She had a delicate face, with full lips and emerald eyes that seemed to glow. If she had on a regal gown, she would’ve looked like the princess.

Her gaze drifted to the chest of clothes next to the mirror. While there wasn’t a formal gown in there, there were a couple dresses that would’ve otherwise been in a noblewoman’s closet.

She looked back at her reflection and her eyes focused on the necklace. The whole reason she was now Laylana was because of it. Maybe I’ll change back to a man if I stop wearing it.

She didn’t know why she’d kept wearing it, even after the changes started. The more she thought about it, the stranger it seemed. She could’ve sworn there were times when she’d considered taking it off, but the desire would always pass.

“Son of a bitch,” she said, lifting the necklace up off of her busty chest and holding it in front of her. “You wanted this, didn’t you? You did something… Somehow, you subconsciously controlled me. You willed me to keep wearing you. Well, no more!”

Laylana felt it then. She felt the necklace call to her. It was a voiceless longing, a gut feeling, some supernatural urging, telling her to keep the necklace on. She lifted it up off of her neck, hesitating for a moment before tossing it onto the bed. She could still feel it calling to her, only it was much fainter now.

Laylana changed out of the slutty clothes into a pair of pants and a shirt. She may have removed the necklace, but she kept the plug in her. She slipped on a pair of heeled boots and threw on her cloak before heading downstairs.

It was then that she realized that the necklace didn’t desire to be worn out of malice or some evil purpose, but… desperation. It was as if it had some goal or purpose it was trying to achieve.

No matter, Laylana thought. I don’t need it anymore. I know what I must do, and I’ll do it on my own.

Aebel waved her over when he saw her approach. She noticed he gave her an odd glance when she stepped up to the table, but she didn’t give him much time to ponder the thought. She knew he was thinking about her shift in appearance. She was confident there wasn’t much of a difference, save for her hair and her breast size. But it was probably just enough to be noticeable.

“Yura said you were looking for me?” she said, thumbing in the direction of the inn. “Something about my armor?”

Aebel blinked, then shook his head. “Yes, sorry. I was just thinking… oh, never mind.”

Laylana raised an eyebrow. “My armor?”

He clapped his hands together. “It’s all done! Some of the finest pieces I’ve ever had the pleasure to craft. Come, come! Let’s get you fitted.”

She walked around the table, ignoring the curious stares from Aebel’s son, and approached the mannequin wearing her armor. Laylana smiled wide when she saw it.

“Oh, it looks so cool!”

The armor was a dark, bluish-gray that was polished to perfection. It consisted of a breastplate and pieces to cover her forearms, thighs, and shins. A thin, decorative weave traced its way around the edges of each piece. The breastplate was—thankfully—not a plate bikini. It didn’t have rounded cups for her breasts either. It was shaped like any breastplate that a man would wear, but it still was shaped in a way to accommodate her chest. It covered most of her stomach, and stopped just above her waist.

“I couldn’t fashion a back piece for ya, didn’t have enough material unfortunately.” Aebel said as he adjusted the leather straps that held it to her chest. He helped her put on the remaining pieces and adjusted the straps on each to ensure a proper fit.

With her armor fully on, Laylana bent and twisted her body to test the fit. 

“So, tell me… how does it feel?”

“Well, it’s just a tiny bit tight around the chest.”

Aebel frowned. “That’s odd. I could’ve sworn I got your measurements correctly.”

“No, no. Don’t worry. It’s not that bad. I think I just ate too much earlier, that’s all.” Laylana smiled awkwardly, but the lie worked. “Everything else fits perfectly. I love how light it feels.”

“That’s ilvrodite for you! Extremely strong and durable, but not too heavy! Only thing better is mithril, but that’s extremely rare! Not to mention expensive.”

“Oh? How much would a mithril armor set cost? Just out of curiosity,” she added upon seeing his shocked look.

“Ah, well… let me think…” Aebel scratched his head. “Chestplate alone would cost maybe… a hundred and fifty gold pieces—probably closer to two hundred pieces.”

Laylana whistled. She probably did have somewhere close to two hundred gold pieces in that cache of hers, but there was no way she’d spend all of it on some chest armor.

“I’ve only seen one piece of mithril in my entire life, and that was back at the capital, before… well, you know. Say, how would you like a new sword and a shield to go with your armor? Not from ilvrodite, but fine steel!”

“Thanks, but I’m good. Sword I have already works great. Maybe if I get you some more of that ilvrodium ore, you can craft me one.”

Aebel smiled. “Lass, you get me access to the mine, I’ll make you more than just a sword. I’ll make you a helm and some pauldrons and a shield to go with a sword.”

Laylana laughed and tossed him two more gold pieces. “Thank you for the fine armor.”

“My pleasure,” he said with a bow.

Laylana waved farewell, and walked off back toward the inn. There was plenty of daylight left, and she knew exactly where to go to find Jororyn.

She glanced over at the tailor’s shop, but saw no sign of Saeryia. The doors were closed and the interior was dark. Maybe she found someone else to play with. The plug in her vagina thrummed gently, and Laylana had to use all her skill to prevent herself from stumbling or walking like she had to really use the bathroom. 

She managed to keep her composure and made it back to her room. She equipped her sword and ignored the necklace on her bed as she locked the door behind her. On her way out, she gave Yura a couple more gold pieces to cover her room for the foreseeable future. He bowed his head and thanked her. She waved goodbye, and set out for the forest.


Chapter Ten

Hunger

 

It was strange. Without the gem, Laylana felt naked, even with her brand new set of armor on. She laughed, internally making comparisons to Frodo from The Lord of the Rings. He had a cursed ring, a ring created by the lord of evil. She, on the other hand, just got her hands on a simple magic necklace. A necklace that turned its wearer into a woman whenever sexually stimulated. Whether or not it was evil like the One Ring didn’t matter anymore. She no longer wore the necklace, and she hoped that in time her body would return to its original male form. Then maybe she could get the hell out of this god-forsaken realm.

Her mind drifted as she walked through the forest. If she did find a way home, would her body return to normal upon crossing the threshold? Would it be like The Lion, The Witch, and The Wardrobe, where the siblings returned to the ages they were when they first entered Narnia, and would Laylana… Luke… return to that male body? Hopefully she didn’t end up spending decades in this realm, like the siblings did. At least they became kings and queens.

Would I be able to live a normal life as a woman? Should I not find a way to turn back before making it home? She shook the thought from her head and decided that she’d worry about that if—when—the time came. For now, she had one job to do, and that was to kill the incubus behind all of this. Then the village would be free, and Saeryia would release her from this fucking magical plug.

She stumbled as the plug thrummed inside her once more, and she cursed the succubus under her breath as she tried to stay on her feet. The sensation passed, and she was back on her way.

Not long after, she came upon her first victim.

The lone imp didn’t even see her coming. Laylana had to bite her lip to keep herself from laughing when she saw the little devil squatting at the base of a tree, its long prick in its hands. She silently unsheathed her sword, and it wasn’t until the last possible second that it realized it wasn’t alone. It only had a brief moment to look upon its attacker before her sword took off its head. It rolled off to the side, lifeless eyes staring at the sky before it and its body disintegrated into a pile of ash. Smiling, she sheathed her weapon and continued.

It was late afternoon when she came upon her destination. While Saeryia hadn’t given her specific directions, she’d somehow implanted in Laylana the right way to go. Though it was still part of the same continuous forest where Laylana, as Luke, had encountered the tentacle beast, the forest here was more mountainous and the canopy sparser. The sky had turned that familiar orange that signaled the start of the sun’s descent.

She came upon a large boulder and stopped. She was at the right place; she could feel the presence of something wicked. Carefully, she peered around the corner and saw a large incubus sitting with its back to her on a log. She took a deep breath, silently drew her sword, and stepped out from behind the rock. Her plan was to sneak up on him and lop his head off, just like the imp from before. 

“Do not take another step, mortal,” the demon said, its back still to her.

Laylana looked around. There were no twigs that she might’ve stepped on, nor was she making any noise.

“You wonder how I knew you were coming?” The demon turned around. He was stone-faced, and only once he stood up from his seat did she get a good look at him.

He was almost two heads taller than she was. Much like Saeryia and the imps before her, the demon in front of her had horns, only he had a single, large set. His body was muscular and toned, covered in scars and battle wounds. Unlike Saeryia, the incubus she assumed to be Jororyn had goat legs, and hanging freely between them was a dick bigger than any she had ever seen.

“How?” Laylana asked, staring back at the demon, trying to keep her eyes off his prick.

Jororyn smiled. “Smell. A woman as young and fertile as yourself gives off a rather unique bouquet. Like sharks drawn to the smell of blood in the ocean, my kind can smell a human from a great distance. You’re a ripe fruit ready for picking.” He stepped toward her, and Laylana readied her sword.

With the element of surprise robbed from her, Laylana yelled and charged toward him. Only there was something very, very wrong, and by the time she realized it, it was too late.

The sword in her hand and the armor she wore grew heavy. She’d noticed it starting when she left town earlier, but she’d assumed it was just exhaustion and that she would be fine. What she felt now wasn’t exhaustion—she was simply weak. Her footsteps were heavy, and it was difficult just to swing the sword. It arced slowly toward the incubus, who smiled as he easily swatted it aside. It flew out of her hands, and her eyes followed it in disbelief.

His backhand struck her cheek so hard she lost her balance and fell onto her back, shouting in pain, even though the armor took the brunt of the fall. She looked up to see him strolling toward her, her sword far out of reach.

With no other option, she turned and stumbled. Unable to get her footing, Laylana fell onto her stomach, rolled onto her back, and scrabbled away from her pursuer. Her mind raced as panic filled her. Why? How can this be? What happened to my strength and speed?  

“Foolish human. Did you really believe you could take me on? I’m Jororyn, the alpha demon in this region. It would take several of the best trained fighters to defeat me. Your feeble body was never meant to pick up a sword.”

She skittered backwards until she hit a rock, preventing any further escape.

A fire burned in Jororyn’s eyes as his massive cock hardened. Laylana screamed and clawed and kicked at the demon, but her blows weak. He backhanded her again, dazing her. In her weakened state she could do nothing but watch as he undressed her. He tossed her armor aside, ripped off her shirt, and his laughter deepened when he removed her pants and saw the golden plug.

“What’s this? Did you have a run-in with Saeryia? That cunt told you to kill me, didn’t she?” He effortlessly pulled the plug out of Laylana’s pussy, and she watched as he licked it clean. “A virgin. How exciting.”

He tossed the plug aside and knelt down in front of her. He spread her legs and grabbed her throat. “There’s no escaping this. You doomed yourself the moment you stepped foot into my forest.”

“Please… please, don’t!” she begged.

Jororyn laughed as he slid his demonic dick into her pussy. She screamed as he pushed in further, robbing her of her virginity. He continued, fucking her mercilessly. It was like nothing she’d ever imagined. Her body temperature skyrocketed as the demon stroked her inner walls. Laylana had experienced sex before, but that was back in the world she came from, and back when she was a man. Not even the anal sex she’d received since coming to this land compared to it. Her body was on fire, and sweat poured down her skin. Her breasts bounced with every insertion and her hands gripped the earth beneath her.

She arched her back, wrapping her legs around the demon. Energy coursed through her veins as she neared her first climax.

“Oh!” she screamed as her juices coated his demonic dick.

“You like that, don’t you?” Jororyn leaned forward, licking her body with his long tongue. It traced her curves, sliding beneath her left breast. He circled it with his tongue, moving higher and higher until it tickled her nipple. His hands were on her hips and he grunted, squeezing tightly and filling her womb with his cursed cum.

Laylana’s body temperature climbed as the corruption took hold. It was a thousand-fold more potent then whatever it was that the imp cum contained.

Her vision blurred and a haze filled her mind. Can’t… resist. So hard… to… think. Moans of pleasure filled the forest as she cried out in ecstasy.

“Oh! Fuck me! Please, fuck me harder! Harder!”

Jororyn’s hands left her hips and he squeezed her breasts, thumbs playing with her nipples. It was sensory overload and she orgasmed a second time. Cock. Must have cock. Need more.

The light in her eyes vanished as he came a second time, filling her belly and corrupting her further. He pulled out and stood up. He wiped his hands on his chest and grinned down at the broken and defeated human. She laid there on her back, legs spread, cum oozing out of her. 

“Go, and come back when you want more.” He smirked as she stood up. She turned and walked away, leaving her armor and weapon behind. She didn’t think twice about abandoning it, or the fact that she was completely naked. All she wanted was sex. Her mind was lost, her goals and memories locked away. She had become a slave. Black cum oozed out of her vagina and down her legs as she stumbled through the forest in a trance.

It was nighttime when she made it back to town. Her mouth hungered and her pussy thirsted. Naked, she opened the door to the tavern. All eyes turned toward her. She didn’t care what they thought or said; she was ravenous.

Her blank eyes found the man closest to her and she fell before him, eagerly undoing his pants and pulling out his cock. He barely got a word of protest out before she had it in her mouth. By then he stopped and let her continue.

Some of the patrons ran out of the building, believing her to be a demon or an evil spirit. Others stepped back and watched in confusion and curiosity. Most moved closer to her, getting in line. Recognizing the naked woman, Yura stepped forward to pull the men off of her, but there were too many and they pushed him away.

The corruption that filled her body emanated out of her, and powerful and intoxicating pheromones filled the air. Yura scrambled back, afraid of succumbing to the spell that enraptured the patrons of his bar. He hid in a small supply closet and barricaded the door.

Outside his small refuge, the tavern turned into an orgy. Each man took turns fucking Laylana—her mouth, ass, and pussy were never empty. No matter how many dicks she sucked or fucked, she was never satisfied.

One by one, the men collapsed from exhaustion, their minds willing but their bodies unable to continue. Her belly swelled up as her womb and stomach were filled to the brim with white, sticky cum. 

When the last man collapsed, she remained. Her body was covered head to toe with a mixture of sweat and cum. Her hair was drenched and it flowed out of her ass and pussy like a river, her internal organs unable to contain the amount of fluid. She stumbled toward the door, her five-month pregnant belly throwing off her center of gravity. Her tongue dangled in the corner of her mouth, her lips shining from the glossy coat of ejaculate.

Some part of her brain still functioned, and all it told her was that there were more demons in the forest that she could please. That, and Jororyn had told her to come back when she wanted more. She turned off the path and went straight back into the woods. From her balcony, Saeryia frowned and silently cursed Jororyn. He would come for her soon.

Even in the trance, Laylana effortlessly navigated the dark forest, avoiding all the rocks and roots. No matter how hard she searched, she couldn’t find anything to have sex with. Her body ached, withdrawal kicking in. It had been too long since she’d had a cock inside of her, and she was getting desperate.

“Hello! Anyone out here?” she called to the darkness. “Master?” Nothing. The forest around her was quiet. She frowned and kept searching.

Sometime later, Laylana came upon a tight cluster of trees with a hole just big enough to crawl through. Hoping to find demons on the other side, she got on her hands and knees and crawled through the hole. Her swollen belly made it difficult, but she eventually squeezed through. When she came out of the other end, she found herself standing on the shore of a small, hidden lake. It was smaller than the lake that bordered Braedon, and was completely surrounded by forest.

The full moon shone brightly through the void in the trees, and the surface of the lake was so smooth it mirrored the night sky. Laylana squirmed and more cum flowed out of her pussy down her leg. All at once the exhaustion hit her. The adrenaline and whatever else kept her legs moving wore out. She stumbled forward into the lake, not stopping until she was waist deep. The ice-cold waters shocked her system, causing her to vomit up what felt like gallons of cum she swallowed into the crystal-clear waters. 

When her stomach was finally empty, she fell forward, eyes rolling back into her head, and the world went black.

Laylana was adrift in a sightless world. Her body floated in nothingness. She felt the restlessness of countless souls, and a voice cried out to her. 

You must fight. Do not give into the corruption. 

Laylana forced her eyes open. She was floating downward, her hair rising up above her as if she was sinking into the lake. She could see nothing but the vast, empty void.

You must fight.

“Who are you?!” she yelled, her voice echoing. “What do you mean?

Silence.

She saw that she was naked. She looked around frantically. Her body grew hotter and hotter until it was too much. She curled up into a ball as she sank. She cried out and squirmed as a million hands felt up her perfect body. They squeezed her breasts. Fingered her pussy. Massaged her back.

You must fight it.

She felt the presence of another, and opening her eyes, she saw a faint white orb floating above her. The orb took on the shape of a woman with long blonde hair that flowed down past her breasts. She wore a long, loose-fitting dress. It was a deep red and green, made of fine fabrics, and embroidered with metallic gold thread. Her face was soft and her skin pale. Her eyes were gray. Hanging around her neck was a gold necklace with a familiar pink gem.

“You. The gem. Why?” Laylana fought hard against the invisible hands. The more she resisted, the stronger they became. More fingers played with her vagina. The sensation was overwhelming, and it was getting harder to resist.

Only a woman can wield its power, for I bound my soul to it before the darkness took me.

Laylana moaned as the intensity increased tenfold.

You will become a slave to it. Your mind will vanish, and you’ll remain here forever.

“Tell me what I must do. How to get home.”

You must fight it. Free yourself from the bonds of corruption. I cannot help you if you cannot save yourself.

Anger welled up inside her. She bared her teeth and brushed off the hands like they were ants crawling on her skin. Fuck this fucking piece of shit place, she thought as she screamed and clawed her way toward the floating woman.

Find me. Save me. Save my world, and I will set you free.

“Oh, no you don’t!” Laylana shouted as she reached for the woman. But before she could reach her, the woman vanished and Laylana suddenly felt very, very cold.

Her eyes shot open as she took in a massive breath of air. She was on the shore of the lake, her body soaking wet. Far off on the horizon, the early light of dawn peeked over the mountains.


Chapter Eleven

Freedom

 

Laylana found strength in her legs and stood up. She wrapped her arms around herself as she trembled, the cold water mixed with the cold morning air making her teeth clatter. She looked down at her naked body was relieved to see it return to normal. Gone was the pregnant belly, and gone was the cum that seeped out of her. She squatted down, buried her head in her knees, and cried.

She remembered all of it—from the moment Jororyn took advantage of her, to when she stumbled into the lake. She remembered instigating a one-woman orgy at the tavern where she serviced… too many men to count. Innumerable dicks had filled her orifices, and she’d loved every minute of it. She’d craved sex and the satisfaction it brought. The corruption was to blame, and if it wasn’t for her stumbling into this lake, she would’ve become nothing but a slave. 

Visions filled her mind. She pictured herself collared Jororyn’s feet. Her body was covered in piercings, and the only article of clothing she wore was a leather collar and the chain connected to it. Her eyes were blank and her mouth never closed. She couldn’t remember her name, only the names her master and the other demons gave her. Her belly and breasts were swollen, pregnant with demon spawn.

The women become breeders. Sometimes, they become demons themselves.

Aebel’s words echoed in her head. Jororyn would never let her become a demon. If he beat her again, she would be reduced to a mindless slave with no hope of salvation. Even if some brave soul were to slay her demonic master, her mind would still be broken beyond repair. No glowing lady would help her out then.

“I’m going to gut that bastard,” she said as stood up and wiped away the tears.

She looked up at the sky and took a deep breath. She now knew why the gem insisted on being worn. It wasn’t evil like the One Ring—it was the soul of that woman crying out. Laylana wondered just how long that necklace had waited there in the ruins for someone to find it. For some adventurer to come upon it and wear it.

It would’ve been nice if that vision had appeared when I first put on the necklace, she thought.

Laylana turned away from the lake to leave, but turned back. She put aside the fact that she’d probably get hypothermia if she stayed like this for much longer; she needed to do this.

She closed her eyes and bowed at the waist. “Thank you for saving me,” she whispered. A faint breeze blew across the lake toward her, and she smiled as she straightened up. Then she turned and crawled back through the tunnel in the trees, back into the forest proper.

It was dawn when she made it back to town. Laylana stayed hidden behind the tree line as she looked for any of the townsfolk that were up and about. She was still completely naked, and she wasn’t sure how long she was out. If it was just overnight, then the men who fell asleep in the tavern would likely still be there. Some might even be waking up. There would be hell to pay, should they spot her.

Some men would want to have sex with her again, while others would call her a demon and try to slay her. The necklace was still in her room, unless someone had broken in to steal it. The only problem was that her room key was back with her discarded armor. The only way in was through the window.

Or better yet, she could use one of the extra keys Yura had behind the bar.

Laylana ran up to the building and looked around the corner. The street was empty. People were still asleep. She ran around the side and opened the front door slowly, poking her head through the crack. Empty. She squeezed through the narrow opening and ran straight through the tables and chairs to the bar in the back of the room. Going through the break in the bar instead of hopping over it, she crouched down behind it and listened for signs of movement.

Hidden behind the counter, her mind registered the scene. All the tables and chairs were in their regular spots and there were no stains on the floor. How long was I asleep? There was a lot of cum—not to mention spilled drinks—on the floor when I was last here.

Her ears picked up no sounds, and she reached up opening the wall box and saw the spare key to her room hanging there. She grabbed the key and ran upstairs, unlocking the door and closing it behind her.

Her room was untouched. The necklace was still on the bed, and the treasure chest she’d carted here was still up against the wall. Laylana pressed her ear to the door and listened for movement. Nothing. She exhaled and approached her chest. In the early morning sun, she could see a layer of dust on top of it.

I must’ve been out a couple days, maybe more. I’m glad I paid Yura upfront for more nights here.

She reached for one of the more modest outfits that Saeyria had made for her, but a wicked grin appeared on her face and instead she reached for the rather revealing slave outfit the succubus had her put on. The plan that formulated in her mind was a very risky one. If it failed, she’d likely be enslaved by the incubus and this time, no one would come to her rescue. She wondered if Saeryia was still around, or if Jororyn had kept his word and dealt with her. If her plan worked, she’d have to thank the succubus, and then cut off her head.

Once she was dressed, she walked over to the bed and stood beside it, eyes on the necklace. She took a deep breath and picked it up and held it in front of her.

“Look, I’m sorry for discarding you like that. I didn’t know what to do, and well, you did turn me into a woman. So please, forgive me, and give me a chance to redeem myself.”

She put the necklace on and smiled when she saw it glow softly. She tucked it into her top where it rested against her skin, nestled in her cleavage. She slid the ornate dagger into the back of her right stocking and slipped on a pair of high-heeled boots. Then she opened the window and descended.

She landed quietly on the dirt and sprinted into the tree line. I have to be careful. My armor and sword are lost in the woods, and the demon said he could smell me coming.

Laylana moved through the forest, ducking under low branches and hopping over exposed roots and rocks effortlessly. Even though she was cleansed of the corruption, the directions that were imprinted into her by Saeryia remained.

An hour or so later, she found herself in the clearing where she’d first met Jororyn. Her armor and shredded clothing were still in the pile where he tossed it, which meant that her sword would be in the bushes surrounding it. It was quiet, and for all she knew, it was a trap. Instead of just rushing in, she went around and searched for her sword, finding it resting in between some boulders.

With the coast clear, she went down into the clearing and inspected her armor. Like her chest back at the inn, the dark green armor was undisturbed, covered in dirt and dust. It seemed the demons had no use for it, and given their presence in the forest, the odds of a person finding it and taking it were slim to none.

She picked up the armor, found a small cave nearby, and stashed her items in the darkness of the hollow. As she stepped back outside, she spotted the demon. He was walking by, his nose in the air. He stopped and turned toward her.

“I knew it was you,” he said with a grin.

Laylana smiled. “I came back. I was looking for you, Master.” She walked slowly toward the demon, accentuating the sway of her hips and pulling her shoulders back, making her dress tight. His eyes went from her face to her body.

“I’m surprised you didn’t come back sooner.”

She bit her lip as she tilted her head down. “I wanted to, but the men back in the village wanted to keep me for themselves.” She took her eyes off the ground and looked up at him. She was getting closer and closer. She gazed at his body, taking in the physical perfection. His foot-long dick dangled between his legs. Laylana had a hard time taking her eyes off of it. There it is, ready for the taking.

Jororyn followed her gaze to his cock. “You crave more?”

“Yes, yes, I do.” She was only a few feet away from him. She could smell him, his musk. It reminded her of cologne, or of the deodorant she used to wear when she was a man.

“Go ahead, slut. I’m waiting. Are you that eager to become my slave?”

Laylana gulped, looking back down at his throbbing member. He grabbed the base of it with his clawed hand and it hardened instantly. She knelt down in front of him, her head level with his warm, meaty rod.

“Yes, Master, I do want it. I do want to be your slave.”

He laughed. “Good, go ahead and take it.” He leaned forward, pressing the head on her trembling lips.

Laylana opened her mouth, slowly taking it in. She reached up and grabbed the shaft with her left hand and moved her right hand behind her back, looking up at him as he looked back down at her, smirking and blissfully unaware. She went deeper down the shaft as her fingers fondled his balls, gripping the dagger in her free hand. Jororyn tipped his head back, uttering a soft groan of satisfaction.

Laylana squeezed his balls, and he looked down at her. His eyes caught the light reflecting off of metal, but it was too late. She pulled the dagger out from behind her and sliced his dick and balls clean off. The pleasure was gone, and his face twisted in pain. He screamed as blood shot out from his groin, spraying all over Laylana’s face and outfit. She spat the dismembered prick out of her mouth, and it landed on the ground and flopped around like a rubber dildo.

Jororyn teetered backwards and cursed at her. He stumbled away, eventually tripping and falling onto his backside. She walked toward him slowly, the dagger in her hand and his blood on her. No lust burned inside her; only rage.

A trail of blood followed him as he crawled backwards. It only took her a couple of steps to catch up to him. He looked up at her with fear in his eyes. She stepped on his ruined crotch with her boot, pressing on the wound with her heel. A bloodcurdling scream filled her ears. A scream so loud the villagers probably heard it.

“Scream. Scream so all your friends and subordinates know what is happening.” She leaned forward, pressing down harder on the wound. The pink gem glowed through the fabric of her top His eyes darted between the dagger in her hands and the glowing necklace. She saw him looking and pulled it out from under her top.

“Impossible,” he whispered.

She dug her heel into his skin once more, and he screamed. “No more women will fall for your spell. No more will become mindless slaves. No more will have to go through what I went through.”

“Fuck you, bitch—” His words became garbled as she stabbed the dagger into his black heart. His eyes rolled back and his body went limp. She pulled the dagger out, and his body erupted in a green flame. Even with her close proximity, she felt no heat from the fire. Jororyn’s body turned to ash and vanished. She lifted her head to the sky and let out a sigh of relief.

It was early afternoon when she returned to Braedon. The townsfolk were speechless. Laylana walked back into town, carrying her armor. Her face and skimpy outfit were still covered in the demon’s blood, and the dagger was sheathed at her hip.

The townspeople stopped and stared at her as she walked by, none brave enough to even whisper amongst themselves. She kept her eyes forward as she walked up to the blacksmith. Aebel had his back to her, fixated on the grindstone and the piece of metal he was sharpening. 

His son, Cren, sat on a small stool and stared out from the shop onto the street, his gaze blank and his mind obviously elsewhere. When he spotted Laylana, his eyes widened and the color from his face vanished.

Nearly falling off the stool, he stood up and yelled for his father. Laylana walked up to the tables and stopped, her eyes on Aebel. The sounds of his son stumbling and his faint whimpering drew his attention away from the blade. He took his foot off the pedal and the stone slowed to a stop and turned toward the front.

“What is it, Cr—”

He froze, seeing Laylana.

“I would like for you to make some… repairs,” she said.

He got up off his seat and stepped up to the table. He took the chest armor from her, staring in awe. “I heard rumors that you were, well…” Aebel blushed. “That something happened at the inn.”

She grimaced. “My plan had… complications.”

“That blood. Is it…?”

It was only then that she looked down and saw just how much blood she had on her person. She looked like a villain in a slasher movie. She had to stop herself from laughing at the sight.

“It’s demon.”

“Then the scream?”

Laylana nodded.

Aebel nodded in reply and took the armor from her. “I’ll get these fixed right away. Thank you for freeing our village.”

She turned to leave, stopping when she spotted Cren. His mouth was open and he continued to stare at her. She winked at him and left.

She stopped when she came up to the tailor. She could see movement inside and decided to pay the seamstress a little visit. Saeryia sat in the corner of her store, working diligently. She looked up from her workstation when she heard people scream and run out of the store. She stood and moved to greet Laylana as if they were old friends, but Laylana was having none of it.

She grabbed Saeryia by the neck and held her against the wall. She drew the dagger from her belt and pressed it to the demon’s throat.

“Give me one good reason why I shouldn’t end your life right here, right now.”

Saeryia smirked. “I let you live?”

“You mind-controlled me and stuck a magical sex toy in my vagina,” Laylana said as she tightened her grip on Saeryia’s neck.

“I’m a sadistic succubus,” she hissed. Her eyes took in Laylana’s blood-soaked body. “I take it Jororyn’s dead?”

“Oh, he’s dead, all right. Didn’t you hear the scream?”

Saeryia smiled. “Oh, that was music to my ears.”

“One more time: Tell me why I shouldn’t kill you now.”

“I can tell you where to find the princess.” Her smile widened when Laylana’s grip loosened just a tiny bit. “Oh, yes, I know about her. Any respectable demon would know of her. Tell me, did that bastard Jororyn react when he saw your necklace?”

“How come you’re not dead?” Laylana changed the subject. “He said he was going to deal with you after he finished with me, and I was definitely gone for more than just a night.”

“Oh, I saw that little romp you had in the inn. I saw your pretty little body walk away into the forest, all used up and overflowing with cum. I’ll bet it was del—”

“That’s enough,” Laylana said as she moved the dagger to Saeryia’s chest and pressed the tip in just hard enough to draw blood.

“All right, all right. I’m still alive because I’m very good at staying alive. I went into hiding the moment I saw you walking around. I could smell his corruption on you, so I laid low for a couple days. Then you come waltzing in covered in his blood.” She grimaced in pain as the dagger pressed against her flesh. “So can you please let me go? We’re starting to, um… draw attention.”

“Tell me what you know.”

“Not now. Not yet. Tonight. I’ll come to you tonight. I promise. I may be a demon, but I’m no coward.” Saeryia straightened up and dusted off her clothes. “At least give me the honor of making another outfit for you, maybe something more celebratory?”

Laylana sheathed her dagger. “Sure, and while you’re at it, give me something I can travel in and wear under my armor.”

Saeryia tapped on her forehead. “I’ve got your measurements. I’ll come by your room later.”

“Sure, but that’s all.” Laylana turned and walked toward the exit.

Saeryia pouted. “Not even a lick for old time’s sake?”

“No.” Laylana walked out, flipping the succubus off in the process.

“Shame,” Saeryia muttered to herself, “it would’ve been so much fun.”

Laylana slowly opened the doors to the inn, stopping after taking a step inside. The afternoon crowd stopped what they were doing and stared at her. After a minute of awkward silence, a man approached her.

Oh, shit. They know. They know it was me who started the orgy.

He stopped a few feet in front of her. Every eye was on the two of them.

“That blood. Is it demon?” 

Laylana nodded. 

“And that scream we heard?” 

She nodded once more. 

“So, Jororyn is…?”  

She nodded a third time. The man hung his head and turned to the crowded tavern. “He’s dead.”

Cheers went up from the patrons. Two men close to Laylana jumped out of their seats and picked her up, raising her above the crowd. People rushed in from outside, and upon hearing the news, returned to the village, rejoicing. She could hear people shouting and celebrating. The men carrying her set her down on the bar. 

Drink flowed until the sun set. The crowd continued to grow until everyone was plastered. Laylana carefully extracted information pertaining to what happened following her departure after the orgy. One man said he remembered nothing, only waking up with his pants around his ankles. Everyone was sort of embarrassed. The men that did remember something only remembered the woman coming inside. Each man had a different description. It seemed they all saw the woman of their dreams that night. No one connected her to the incident.

No one except Yura. He pulled her aside from the celebrations and took her into his back room and closed the door behind him. Laylana’s drunken smile vanished when she saw the serious look on his face.

“I know it was you.”

“Look, I can explain.”

Yura folded his arms across his chest.

Laylana took a deep breath. “I went off to fight the demon. I lost, he raped me, and in doing so… infected me. I… wasn’t myself when I entered your tavern that night. I was…”

She stopped when he raised his hand.

“You made quite the mess. I had to burn some of the furniture. That night will likely haunt my dreams for many years.

“I—”

He waved his hand again. “The gold you’ve paid me with more than covered the cost of everything. After tonight, never step foot in my inn ever again.”

“I understand.”

Yura nodded and motioned for her to leave. When she returned to the party, she saw Saeryia waiting for her on the stairs with a package in her hands. She stood and made her way up the stairs and Laylana followed.

“So, tell me what you know,” Laylana said as she closed her bedroom door behind her. She drew her blade. “Tell me everything.”

 

 

. . . to be continued!


A Note from the Author

 

Hello there! I hope you enjoyed the new version of The Tainted Forest. As mentioned at the end of the previous chapter, the story will continue. I have already written close to twenty-thousand words of new content for what happens next, the issue is is that the writing has stalled and I’ve hit a bit of a creative roadblock. I’m not sure where to take the story, as I’m having difficulty visualizing where to take the story and how far to go with it. Not just regarding plot/character, but also the sexual aspects of this story.

As I brainstorm and outline the rest of this tale, I find it’s becoming less and less erotica, and more “vanilla” fantasy. What I’ve written so far contains plenty of sexual content, the tone shifts dramatically and the further down the storyline I go, the harder and harder it is to incorporate sexual content. However, I do believe that when I get back to the nitty-gritty of writing, the sexual content will weave its way into the story in a hopefully organic sense. I don’t want to add sex scenes just for the sake of it, as that’ll reduce the overall quality of the story. But I’ll deal with that as I come to it.

For now, development has been halted. Originally I had planned to wait until I had a completed, novel-length manuscript, and release the revised version of the original tale alongside the brand new content. But plans change, so I made the decision to publish the new version of the original tale and continue working on other projects until such a time where I break through this wall and find my feet again. How long will it be? I don’t know. It would be awesome to get the manuscript done by the end of this year, and that is still the plan even though progress has halted.

How can you help? By letting me know what you think. Send me a note on deviant art, or leave me a comment on my profile there. Tweet to me or message me on tumblr. Let me know what you thought of this new version; if you liked it or not.
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